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THE

FLIGHT OF THE SHADOW.

CHAPTER I.

MRS DAY BEGINS THE STORY.

IAM old, else, Ithink,Ishould not have the
courage to tell the storyIam going to tell.
All those concerned in it about whose feelings
Iamcareful, are gone where, thank God, there
areno secrets! If they know what Iam doing,
Iknow they do not mind. If they were alive
to read as Irecord, they might perhaps now
and again look a little paler and wish the leaf
turned,but to see the things set down would
notmake them unhappy: they do not love se-
crecy. Half the misery in the world comes from
trying to look, instead of trying to be, what one
is not. Iwould that not God only but all good
men and women might see me through and
through. They would not be pleased with

A
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everything they saw, but then neither am I,and
Iwould have no coals of fire in my soul's
pockets! But my very nature would'shudder
at the thought of letting one person that loved
a secret see into it. Such a one never sees
things as they are— would not indeed see what
was there,but something shaped and coloured
after his own likeness. No one who loves and
chooses a secret can be of the pure in heart
that shall see God.

Yet how shallItell evenwhoIam? Which
of us is other than a secret to all but God!
Which of us can tell, with poorest approxima-
tion,what he or she is! Not to touch the mys-
tery of life— that one who is not myself has
made me able to say /,how little canany of us
tellabout even those ancestorswhose names we
know, while yet the nature, and still more the
character, of hundreds of them, have shared in
determining what / meansevery time one of us
utters the word! For myself, Iremember
neither father nor mother, nor one of their
fathers or mothers :how little then canIsay as
to what Iam! ButIwill tell as much as most
of my readers,if everIhave any, will care to
know.
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Icome of a long yeoman-line of the name of

Whichcote. In Scotland the Whichcotes would
have been called lairds;in England they were
not called squires. Repeatedly had younger
sons of it risen to rank and honour, and in
several generations would his property have
entitled the head of the family to rank as a
squire, but at the time when Ibegan to be
aware of existence, the family possessions had
dwindled to one large farm, on which Ifound
myself. Naturally, while some of the family
had risen,others had sunk in the social scale ;
and of the latter was Miss Martha Moon, far
more to my life than can appear in my story.
Ishould imagine there are few families in
England covering a larger range of social
difference than ours. But Ibegin to think the
chief difficulty in writing a book must be to
keepout -what does not belong to it.
Imay mention, however,my conviction,that
Iowe many special delights to the gradual
development of my race in certain special rela-
tions to the natural ways of the world. ThatI
was myself brought up in such relations, ap-
pears not enough to account for the intensity
of my pleasure in things belonging to simplest
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life— in everything of the open air,in animals
of all kinds, in the economy of field and meadow
and moor. Ican no more understand my
delight in the sweet breath of a cow, thanIcan
explain the process by which, that day in the
garden— butImust not forestall, and will say
rather— thanIcan account for the tears which,
nowIam an old woman, fill my eyes just as
they used when Iwas a child,at sight of the
year's first primrose. A harebell, much as I
have always loved harebells, never moved me
that way! Some will say the cause, whatever
it be, lies in my nature, not in my ancestry;
that, anyhow, it must have come first to some
one

— and why not to me ? Ianswer, Every-
thing lies in everyone of us, but has to be
brought to the surface. Itgrowsa little in one,
more in that one's child, more in that child's
child, and so onand on— with curious breaks as
of a river which every now and then takes to
anunderground course. One thingIam sure
of— that,however any good thing came,Idid
notmake it;Ican only be glad and thankful
that in me it came to the surface, to tell me
how beautiful must he be who thought of it,
and made it in me. Then surely one is nearer,
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if not to God himself, yet to the things God
loves, in the country than amid ugly houses—
things that could not have been invented by
God, though he made the man that made them.
It is not the fashionable only that love the
town and not the country;the men and women
who live in dirt and squalor— their counterparts
in this and worse things far more than they
think— are afraid of loneliness,and hate God's
lovely dark.



CHAPTER II.

MISS MARTHA MOON.

Let me look back and see what first thingsI
first remember !

All about my uncle first ;butIkeep him to
the last. Next, all about Rover, the dog—
though for roving, Ihardly remember him
away from my side ! Alas,he did not live to
come into the story, but Imust mention him
here, for Ishall not write another book, and,in
the briefest summary of my childhood, to make
no allusion to him would be disloyalty. I
almost believe that at one period,had Ibeen
set to say whoIwas,Ishould have included
Rover as an essential part of myself. His tail
was my tail;his legs weremy legs;his tongue
was my tongue!— so much more did I, as we
gambolled together,seem conscious of his joy
than of my own! Surely, among other and
greatermercies,Ishall find him again!

The next personIseebusy about the place,
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now here now there in the house, and seldom
outside it,is Miss Martha Moon. The house is
large,built at a time when the family was one
of consequence, and there wasalways much to
be done in it. The largest room in it is now
called the kitchen,but was doubtless called the
hall when first it was built. This was Miss
Martha Moon's headquarters.

She was my uncle's second cousin,and as he
always called her Martha,so did I,without re-
buke :every one else about the place called her
Miss Martha.

Of much greater worth and much more
genuine refinement than tens of thousands
the world calls ladies, she never claimed the
distinction. Indeed she strongly objected to
it. If you had said or implied she was a
lady, she would have shrunk as from a covert

reflection on the quality of her work. Had
she known certain of such as nowadays call
themselves lady-helps,Icould have understood
her objection. Ithink,however,it came from
a stern adherence to the factness— ifImay coin
the word— of things. She nevercalled a lie a fib.

When she was angry, she always held her
tongue; she feared being unfair. She had in-
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deed a rarepower of silence. To this dayIdo
not know, but am nevertheless sure that,by an
instinct of understanding, she saw into my
uncle's trouble, and descried, more or less
plainly, the secret of it, while yet she never
evenalluded to the existence of such a trouble.
She had a regard for woman's dignity as pro-
found as silent. She was not of those that
prate or rave about their rights, forget their
duties,and care only for what they count their
victories.

She declared herself dead against marriage.
One day, while yet hardly more than a child,I
said toher thoughtfully,"Iwonder whyyouhate gentlemen,Martha!""Hate 'em ! What on earth makes you say
such a wicked thing, Orbie?

"
she answered."Hate 'em, the poordears ! Ilove 'em! What

did you ever see to make you think Ihated
your uncle now?

"
" Oh!of course!uncle!

"
Ireturned;for my

uncle was all the world to me. "Nobody could
hate uncle !

"
"She'd be a bad woman,anyhow, that did !

"
rejoined Martha. "But did anybody ever hate
theperson that couldn't do without her,Orbie ?"
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My name— suggested by my uncle because
my mother died at my birth— was a curious
one;Ibelieve he made it himself. Belorba it
was, and it means Fair Orplian."Idon't know,Martha,"Ireplied."Well, you watch and see!

"
she returned."

Do you thinkIwould stayhere and work from
moraine: to night ifIhadn't somereason for it?— Oh,Ilike work !" she went on;"Idon't deny
that. Ishould be miserable ifIdidn't work.
But I'm notbound to this sortof work. Ihave
money of my own,and I'mno beggar for house-
room. But rather than leave your uncle,poor
man!Iwould do the work of a ploughman for
him."" Then why don't you marryhim, Martha?"
Isaid, with innocent impertinence."Marry him! Iwouldn't marry him for ten
thousand pounds, child!

"
" Why not, if you love him so much ? I'm

sure he wouldn't mind!
"

"Marry him!
" repeated Miss Martha, and

stood looking at me as if here at last was a

creature she could not understand ; " marry
the poor dear man, and make him miserable!
Icould love any man better than that! Just
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you open your eyes, my dear,and see what goes
on about you. Do you sec so many men made
happy by their wives ? Idon't say it's all the
wives' fault, poor things! But the fact's the
same: there's the poor husbands all the time
trying hard to bear it! What with the babies,
and the headaches, and the rest of it, that's what
it comes to— the husbands arenot happy! No,
no! A womancan do better for a man than
marry him!

"
"

But mayn't it be the husband's fault— some-
times, Martha ?

"

"It may; but what better is it for that? What
better is the wife for knowing it, or how much
happier the husband for not knowing it ? As
soon as you come to weighingwho's in fault,and
counting how much,it'sallup with the marriage.
There's no more comfort in life for either of
them! Women are sent into the world tomake-
menhappy. Iwas sent to your uncle, and I'm
trying to do my duty. It's nothing to me what
other women think; I'm here to serve your
uncle. What comes of me,Idon't care, so long
as Ido my work, and don't keep him waiting
that made me for it. You may think it a small
thing to make a man happy! Idon't. God
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thought him worthmaking, and he wouldn't be
if he was miserable. I've seen one woman
make ten men unhappy! Iknow my calling,
Orbie. Nothing would make memarryoneof
them, poor things!""But if they all said as you do, Martha ?

"
"No doubt the world would come to an end,

but it would go out singing,not crying. Idon't
see that would matter. Therewould be enough
to make each other happy in heaven, and the
Lord could make moreas they were wanted.""Uncle says it takes God a long time to
make a man!

"
Iventured to remark.

Miss Martha was silent for a moment She
did not seehow my remark bore on the matter

in hand,but she had such respect for anything
my uncle said, that when she did not grasp it
she held her peace."Anyhow- there's no fear ofit for thepresent!"

she answered. "Youheard the screed of banns
last Sunday!

"

Ithought you would have a better idea of
Miss Martha Moon from hearing her talk, than
from any talk about her. To hear one talk is
better than to see one. ButIwould not have
you think she often spoke at such length.
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She was in truth a woman of few words, never
troubled or troubling with any verbal catarrh.
Especially silent she was when any one she
loved was in distress. Ihave seen her stand
moveless for moments, with a look that was the
incarnation of essential motherhood— as if her
eyes were swallowingup sorrow; as if her soul
was ready to be the sacrifice for sin. Then she
would turn away with a droop of the eye-lids
that seemed to say she saw what it was,but saw
also how little she could do for it. Oh the
depth of the love-trouble in those eyesof hers!

Martha never set herself to teach me any-
thing, but Icould not know Martha without
learning something of thegenuine human heart.
Igathered from her by unconscious assimilation.
Possibly, a spiritual action analogous to exos-
mose and endosmose, takes place between cer-
tainsouls.



CHAPTER III.

MY UNCLE.

NOWImust tell you what my uncle was like.
The first thing that struck you about him

would have been, how tall and thin he was.
The next thing would have been, how he
stooped ; and the next, how sad he looked.
It scarcely seemed that Martha Moon had
been able to do much forhim. Yet doubtless
she had done, and was doing,more than either
he or she knew. He had rather a small head
on the top of his long body; and when he
stood straight up, which was not very often,
it seemed so far away, that some one said he
took him for Zacchæus looking down from the
sycomore. / never thought of analyzing his
appearance, never thought of comparing him
with any oneelse. To me he was the best and
most beautiful of men— the first man in all the
world. Nor did Ichange my mind about him
ever—Ionly came to want another to think of
him asIdid.
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His features were in fine proportion, though
perhaps too delicate. Perhaps they were a
little too small to beproperly beautiful. When
firstIsaw alikeness of the poet Shelley,Icalled
out

"Myuncle !
"

and immediatelybegan to see
differences. He wore a small but long mous-
tache, brushed away from his mouth; and over
it his eyes looked large. Theywere of aclear
gray, and very gentle. Iknow from the testi-
mony of others, that Iwas right in imagining
him a really learned man. That small head of
his contained more and better than many a
larger head of greaternote. He was constantly
reading— that is, when not thinking, or giving
me the lessons which make me now thank him
for half my conscious soul.

Readingor writing or thinking,he made me
always welcome to share his roomwithhim;but
he seldom took me out walking. He was by no
means regular in his habits— regarded neither
times nor seasons— went and came like abird.
His hour for going out was unknown tohimself,
was seldom two days together the same. He
would rise up suddenly,even in the middle of a
lesson— he always called it

"
a lesson together"— and without a word walk from the room
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and the house. Ihad soon observed that in
gloomy weather he went out often, in the sun-
shine seldom.

The house had a large garden, of a very old-
fashioned sort, such a place for the charm of
both gloryand gloom asIhave neverseenelse-
where. Ihave had other eyes opened within
me to deeper beauties than Isaw in that gar-
den then;my remembrance of it is none the
less of an enchanted ground. But my uncle
never walked in it. When he walked, it was
always out on the moor he went, and what
time he would return no one everknew. His
meals were uninteresting to him— no concern
to any one but Martha, who never uttered a
word of impatience, and seldom a word of
anxiety. At whatever hour of the day he
went, it was almost always night when he
came home, often late night. In the house he
much preferred his own room to any other.

This room, not so large as the kitchen-hall,
but quite as long, seems to me, when Ilook
back, my earliest surrounding. It was the
centre from which my roving fancies issued as
from their source, and the end of their journey
to which as to their home they returned. It
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was a curious place. Were you to see first the
inside of the house and then the outside, you
would find yourself at a loss to conjecture
where within it could be situated such a room.
It was not, however, contained in what, to a
cursory glance,passed for the habitable house,
and a stranger would not easily have found the
entrance to it.

Both its nature and situation were in keep-
ing with certain peculiarities of my uncle's
mental being. He was given to curious in-
quiries. He would set out to solve now one
nowanother historical point as odd as uninter-
esting to any but a mind capable of starting
such a question. To determine it, he would
search book after book, as if it were a live
thing, in whose memory must remain, darkly
stored, thousands of facts, requiring only to be
recollected : amongst them might nestle tlie
thing he sought, and he would dig for it as in
amine that went branching through the hard-
ened dust of ages. Ifancy he read any old
book whatever of English history with the
haunting sense that next moment he might
come upon the trace of certain of his own
ancestors of whom he specially desired to
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enlarge his knowledge. Whether he started
any new thing in mathematics Icannot tell,
but he would sit absorbed, every day and all
day long, for weeks, over his slate, suddenly
throw itdown,walk out for the rest of the day,
and leave his calculus, or whatever it was,
for months. He read Shakspere as with a
microscope, propounding and answering the
most curious little questions. It seemed to me
sometimes,Iconfess, that he missed a plain
point from his eyes being so sharp that they
looked through it without seeing it, having
focused themselves beyond it

A specimen of the kind of questionhe would
ask and answer himself,occurs tome asIwrite,
for he put it to me once as weread together."Why," he said, "

did Margaret, in Much ado
about Nothing, try to persuade Hero to wear
her other rabato ?

"
And the answer was," Because she feared her mistress would find

out that she had been wearing it— namely, the
night before, when she personatedher."

AndhereImay put down a remark Iheard
him make inreference to a theory which itself
must seem nothing less than idiotic to any one

B
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who knows Shakspere as my uncle knew him.
The remark was this— that whoever sought to
enhance the fame of lord St.Alban's— he was
careful to use the real title— by attributing to
him the works of Shakspere, must either be a
man of weak intellect, of great ignorance, or

of low moral perception; for he cast on the
memory of a man already more to be pitied
than any, a weight of obloquy such as it were
hard to believe anyone capable of deserving.
A being with Shakspere's love of human nature,
and Bacon's insight into essential truth,guilty
of the moral and social atrocities into which
his lordship's eagernessafter money for scientific
research betrayed him, would be a monster as
grotesque as abominable.
Irecord the remark the rather that it shows

my uncle could look at things in a large way as
well as hunt with a knife-edge. At the same
time,devoutly as Ihonour him,Icannot but
count him intended for thinkings of larger
scope than such as then seemed characteris-
tic of him. Iimagine his early history had
affected his faculties, and influenced the mode
of their working. How indeed could it have
been otherwise!



CHAPTER IV.

MY UNCLE'S ROOM, AND MY UNCLE IN IT.

At right angles to the long, black and white
house, stood a building behind it, of possibly
earlier date, but uncertain intent. It had been
used for many things before my uncle's time—
once as part of a small brewery. My uncle
was positive that, whether built for the purpose
or not,it had been used as a chapel, and that
the house was originally the out-lying cell of
some convent. The signs on which he founded
this conclusion,Iwas never able to appreciate:
to me, as containing my uncle's study, the
wonder-house of my childhood, it was far
more interesting than any history could have
made it. It had very thick walls, two low
stories, and a high roof. Entering it from the
court behind the house, every portion of it
would seem to an ordinary beholder quite ac-
counted for ;but itmight have suggested itself
to amore comprehending observer, that a con-
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siderable space must lie between the roof and
the low ceiling of the first floor, which was
taken up with the servants' rooms. Of the
ground floor, part was used as adairy, part as
a woodhouse,part for certain vegetables, while
part stored the turf dug for fuel from the neigh-
bouringmoor.

Between this building and the house was a
smaller and lower erection, a mere out-house.
It also was strongly built, however, and the
roof, in perfect condition, seemed newer than
the walls :it had been raised and strengthened
when used by my uncle to contain a passage
leading from the house to the roof of the build-
ing just described, in which he was fashioning
for himself the retreat which he rightly called
his study, for few must be the rooms morecon-
tinuouslythought and readin during onelifetime
than this.
Ihave now to tell how it was reached from

the house. You could hardly have found the
way to it,evenhad you setyourself seriously to
the task, without having in you a good share of
the constructive faculty. The whole was my
uncle's contrivance, but might well have been
supposed tobelong to the troubled times when
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a good hiding-place would have added to the
valueof any home.

There was a large recess in the kitchen, of
which the hearth,raised a foot or so above the
flagged floor, had filled the whole—

a huge
chimney in fact, built out from the wall. At
some later time an oblong space had been cut
out of the hearth to a level with the floor,
and in it an irongrate constructed for the more
convenient burning of coal. Hence the remnant

of the raised hearth looked like wide hobs to
the grate. The recess as achimney-corner was
thereby spoiled, for coal makes a very different
kind of smoke from the aromatic product of
wood or peat.

Right and left within the recess, were two
common, unpainteddoors, with latches. If you
opened either, you found an ordinary shallow
cupboard, that on the right filled with shelves
and crockery, that on the left with brooms and
other household implements.

But if, in the frame of the door to the left,
you pressed what looked like the head of a
large nail,not its door only but the whole cup-
board turned inward on unseen hinges, and
revealed an ascending stair, which was the
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approach to my uncle's room. At the head of
the stair you went through the wall of the
house to the passage under the roof of the out-
house, at the end of which a few more steps led
up to the door of the study. By that door you
entered the roof of the more ancient building.
Lighted almost entirely from above, there was
no indication outside of the existence of this
floor, except one tiny window, with vaguely
pointed arch, almost in the very top of the
gable. Here lay my nest;this was the bower
of my bliss.

Its walls rose but about three feet from the
floor ere the slope of the roof began, so that
there was a considerable portion of the room in
which my tall uncle could not stand upright.
There was width enough notwithstanding, in
which four as tall as he might have walked
abreast up and down a length of at least five
and thirty feet.

Not merely the low walls,but the slopes of
the roof were filled with books as high as the
narrow level portion of the ceiling. On the
slopes the bookshelves had of course to be
peculiar. Myuncle had contrived, and partly
himself made them, with the assistance of a
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carpenter he had known all his life. They
were individually fixed to the rafters, each pro-
jecting over that beneath it. To get at the
highest, he had to stand on a few steps ; to
reach the lowest, he had to stoop at a right
angle. The place was almost a tunnel of
books.

By setting a chair on an ancient chest that
stood against the gable,and a footstool on the
chair,Icould mount high enough to get into
the deepembrasure of the little window, whence
alone to gain a glimpse of the lower world,
while from the floor Icould see heaven through
six skylights, deep framed in books. As far
back asIcan remember, it was my care to see
that the inside of their glass was always bright,
so that sun and moon and stars might look in.

The books were mostly in old and dingy
bindings, but there were a few to attract the
eyes of achild— especially some annuals, in red
skil, or embossed leather, or, most bewitching
of all, in paper, protected by a tight case of the
same, from which,with the help ofa ribbon,you
drew out the preciouslittlegreen volume,with its
gilt edges and lovelyengravings— oneof which in
particularIremember— a castle in the distance,
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a wood, a ghastly man at the head of a rearing
horse, and a white,mist-like, fleeting ghost, the
cause of the consternation. These books had a
largeshare in the witchery of the chamber.

At the end of the room, near the gable-win-
dow, but under one of the skylights, was a table
of white deal, without cover, at which my uncle
generally sat, sometimes writing,oftener leaning
over a book. Occasionally, however,he would
occupy a large old-fashioned easy chair, under
the slope of the roof, in the same end of the
room, sitting silent,neither writing nor reading,
his eyes fixed straight before him,but plainly
upon nothing. They looked as if sights were
going out of them rather than coming in at
them. When he sat thus,Iwould sit gazing at
him. Oh how Iloved him— loved every line
of his gentle, troubled countenance! Ido not
remember the time when Idid not know that
his face was troubled. Itgave the last finishing
tenderness tomy love for him. It was from no
meddlesome curiosity that Isat watching him,
from no longing to learn what he was thinking
about, or what pictures were going and coming
before the eyes of his mind, but from such a
longing to comfort him as amounted to pain. I
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think it was the desire tobe near him— in spirit,
Imean, for Icould be near him in the body
any time except when he was out on one of his
lonely walks or rides— that made me attend so
closely to my studies. He taught me every-
thing, andIyearned toplease him,but without
this other half-conscious yearningIdo not be-
lieveIshould ever have made the progress he
praised. Itook indeed a true delight in learn-
ing, but Iwould not so often have shut the
book Iwas enjoying to the full and taken up
another, but for the sight or the thought of my
uncle's countenance.
Ithink he never once sat down in the chairI

have mentioned without sooner or later rising
hurriedly, and going out on one of his solitary
rambles.

When we were having our lessons together,as
he phrased it, we sat at the table side by side,
and he taught me as if we were two children
finding out together what it all meant. Those
lessons had,Ithink, the largest share in the
charm of the place; yet when, as not unfre-
quently, myuncle would, in the middle of one
of them, rise abruptly and leave me without a
word, to go,Iknew, far away from the house,I
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was neither dismayed nor uneasy:Ihad got
used to the thing before Icould wonder what it
meant. Iwould just goback to the book Ihad
been reading,or to any other that attracted me:
he neverrequired the preparationof any lessons.
It was of no use to climb to the window in the
hope of catching sight of him, for thence was
nothing to be seen immediately below but the
tops of high trees and a corner of the yard into
which the cow-houses opened, and my uncle
was never there. He neither understood nor
cared about farming. His elder brother, my
father,had been bred to carry on the yeoman-
line of the family, and my uncle was trained to
the medical profession. My father dyingrather
suddenly,my uncle,who wasabroad at the time,
and had not begun topractise, returned to take
his place, but neverpaid practical attention to
the farming any more than to his profession.
He gave the land in charge to abailiff, and at
once settled down, Martha told me, into what
we now saw him. She seemed to imply that
grief at my father's death was the cause of his
depression, but Isoon came to the conclusion
that it lasted too long to be so accounted for.
GraduallyIgrew aware— so gradually that at
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lengthIseemed to have known it from the first— that the soul of my uncle was harassed with
an undying trouble, that some worm lay among
the very roots of his life. What change could
ever dispel such a sadness as Ioften saw in
that chair ! Now and then he would sit there
for hours,an open book in his hand perhaps,at
which he cast never a glance, all unaware of
the eyes of the small maiden fixed upon him,
with a whole world of sympathy behind them.
Isuspect,however,asIbelieveIhave said, that
Martha Moon, in her silence, had pierced the
heart of the mystery, though sheknew nothing.

One practical lesson given me now and then
in varying form by my uncle,Iat length, one
day, suddenly and involuntarily associated with
the darkness that haunted him. Insubstance it
was this :

"Never, my little one, hide anything
from those that loveyou. Never let anything
that makes itself a nest inyour heart,grow into
a secret, for then at once it will begin to eat a
hole in it." He would so often say the kind of
thing, thatIseemed toknow when it was com-
ing. But Ihad heard it as a thing of course,
never realizing its truth,and listening to itonly
because he whomIloved said it.
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Isee with my mind's eye the fine small head
and large eyes so far above me, as we sit be-
side each other at the deal table. He looked
down on me like a bird of prey. His hair-
gray, Martha told me, before he was thirty-
was tufted out a little,like ruffled feathers, on

each side. But the eyes were not those of an
eagle; they were a dove's eyes." A secret, little one, is a mole that burrows,"
said my uncle.

The moment of insight was come. A voice
seemed suddenly to say within me, "He has a

secret; it is biting his heart !
" My affection,

my devotion, my sacred concern for him, as
suddenly swelled to twice their size. It was as
if a God were in pain, and Icould not help
him. Ihad no desire to learn his secret;I
only yearned heart and soul to comfort him.
Before long, Ihad a secret myself for half a
day: ever after,Ishared so in the trouble of
his secret, that Iseemed myself to possess or
rather to be possessed by one— such a secret
thatIdid not myself know it.

But in truth Ihad a secret then; for the mo-
ment Iknew that he had a secret, his secret—

the outward fact of its existence,Imean—
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was my secret. Andbesides this secret of his,
Ihad then a secret of my own. For Iknew
that my uncle had a secret, and he did not
know thatIknew. Therewith came, of course,
the question— OughtIto tell him ? At once,
by the instinct of love,Isaw that to tell him
would put him in a great difficulty. He might
wish me never to let any one else know of it,
and how could he say so when he had been
constantly warning me to let nothing grow to
a secret in my heart ? As to telling Martha
Moon, much asIloved her, much as Iknew
she loved myuncle, and sure asIwas that any-
thing concerning him was as sacred toher as to
me,Idared not commit such abreach of confid-
ence as even to think in her presence that my
uncle had a secret. From that hour Ihad re-
current fits of a morbid terror at the very idea
of a secret — as if a secret were in itself a
treacherous, poisonous guest, that ateaway the
life of its host.

But to return, myhalf-day-secretcame in this
wise.



CHAPTER V.

MY FIRST SECRET.

IWAS one morning with my uncle in his room.
Lessons wereover,andIwasreading a marvel-
lous story in one of my favourite annuals :my
uncle had so taught me from infancy the right
handling of books, that he would have trusted
me with the most valuable in his possession. I
do not know how old Iwas, but that is no
matter;man or woman is aged according to
the development of the conscience. Looking
up,Isaw him stooping over an open drawer
in a cabinet behind the door. Isat on the
great chest, under the gable-window, and was
away from him the whole length of the room.
He had never told me not to look at him, had
never seemed to object to the presence of my
eyes on anything he did, and as a matter of
course Isat observing him, partly because I
had never seen any portion of that cabinet
open. He turned towards the sky-light near
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him, and held upbetween him and it a small
something, of which Icould just see that it was
red, and shone in the light. Then he turned
hurriedly, threw it in the drawer, and went
straight out leaving the drawer open. Iknew
Ihad lost his company for the day.

The moment he was gone, the phantasm of
the pretty- thing he had been looking at so
intently,came back to me. Somehow Iseemed
to understand that Ihad no right to know
what it was, seeing my uncle had not shown it
me! At the same timeIhad no law to guide
me. He had never said Iwas not to look at
this or that in the room. Ifhe had, evenif the
cabinet had not been mentioned,Ido not think
Ishould have offended; but that does not
make the fault less. For which is the more
guilty— the man who knows there is a law
against doing a certain thing and does it or
the man who feels an authority in the depth of
his nature forbidding the thing, and yet does
it ? Surely the latter is greatly the more
guilty.
Irose, and went to the cabinet. But when

the contentsof the drawer began to show them-
selves as Idrew near,"Iclosed my lids,and
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kept them close," until Ihad seated myself on
the floor, with my back to the cabinet, and the
drawer projecting overmy head like the shelf
ofa bracket over its supporting figure. Icould
touch it with the top of my head by straighten-
ing my back. How longIsat there motion-
less,Icannot say, but it seems in retrospect at
least a week, such a multitude of thinkings
went through mymind. The logical discussion
of a thing that has tobe done, a thing awaiting
action and not decision— the experiment, that
is, whether the duty or the temptation has the
more to say for itself, is one of the straight
roads to the pit. Similarly, there are multi-
tudes who lose their lives pondering what they
ought to believe,while something lies at their
door waiting to be done, and rendering it im-
possible for him who makes it wait, ever to
know what tobelieve. Only a pure heart can
understand, and a pure heart is one that sends
out ready hands. Iknew perfectly well whatI
ought to do— namely, to shut that drawer with
the back of my head, then get up and do some-
thing, and forget the shining stoneIhad seen
betwixtmy uncle's finger and thumb; yet there
Isat debating whether Iwas not at liberty to
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do in my uncle's room what he had not told
me not to do.
Iwill not wearymy reader with any further

description of the evil path by whichIarrived
at the evil act. Tomyself it is pain evennow
to tell that Igot on my feet, saw a blaze of
shining things,banged-to the drawer, and knew
that Evehad eaten the apple. The eyes of my
consciousness were opened to the evil in me,
through the evil done by me. Evil seemed
now a part of myself, so that nevermoreshould
Iget rid of it. It may be easy for oneregard-
ing it from afar, through the telescope only of
abook, to exclaim, " Such a little thing!

"
but

it wasIwho did it,and not another!it was I,
and only I,whocould know what Ihad done,
and it was not a little thing! That peep into
my uncle's drawer lies in my soul the type of
sin. Never have Idone anything wrong with
such a clear assurance that Iwas doing wrong,
as when Idid the thingIhad taken most pains
to reason out as right.

Like one stunned by an electric shock,Ihad
neither feeling nor care left for anything. I
walked to the end of the long room, as far asI
could go from the scene of my crime, and sat

C
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down on the great chest, with my coffin, the
cabinet, facing me in the distance. The first
thing, Ithink, that Igrew conscious of, was
dreariness. There was nothing interesting any-
where. What shouldIdo? There was nothing
to do, nothing to think about,not a book worth
reading. Story was suddenly dried up at its
fountain. Life was a plain without water-
brooks. If the sky was not

"
a foul andpestilent

congregation of vapours," it was nothing better
than a canopy of gray and blue. By degrees
my thought settled on whatIhad done,and in a
momentIrealized it as it was— avile thing,and
Ihad lost my life for it ! This is the nearestI
can come to the expression of what Ifelt. I
was simply indespair. Ihad done wrong, and
the world had closed in upon me; the sky had
come down and was crushing me! The lid of
my coffin was closed! Ishould come no more
out!

But deliverance came speedily— and in how
lovely a way! Into my thought, not into the
room, came my uncle ! Present to my deepest
consciousness, he stood tall, loving, beautiful,
sad. Iread no rebuke in his countenance,only
sorrow that Ihad sinned, and sympathy with
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my suffering because of my sin. Then first I
knew that Ihad wronged him in looking into
his drawer; then first Isaw it was his being
that made the thingIhad done an evil thing.
If the drawer had been nobody's, there would
have been no wrong in looking into it! And
what made it so very bad was that my uncle
was so good to me!

With the discovery came a rush of gladsome
relief. Strange to say, with the clearer percep-
tion of the greatness of the wrong Ihad done,
came the gladness of redemption. It was
almost a pure joy to find that it was against
my uncle, my own uncle, that Ihad sinned!
That joywas the first gleam through a darkness
that had seemed settled on my soul for ever.
But a brighter followed ; for thus spake the
truth within me:"The thing is in your uncle's
hands ;he is the lord of the wrong you have
done ;it is to him it makes you a debtor :— he
loves you, and will forgive you. Of course he
will! He cannot make undone what is done,
but he will comfort you,and find some way of
setting things right. There must be someway!
Icannotbe doomed tobe a contemptible child
to alleternity! It is so easy to go wrong,and
so hard to get right! He must help me!"
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Isat the rest of the dayalone in that solitary
room, away from Martha and Rover and every-
body. Iwould that even now in my old ageI
waited for God as then Iwaited for my uncle !
If only he would come, that Imight pour out
the story of my fall, forIhad sinned after the
similitude of Adam's transgression!— onlyIwas
worse, for neither serpent nor wife had tempted
me!

At tea-time Martha came to find me. I
would not go with her. She would bring me
my tea, she said. Iwould not have any tea.
With a look like that she sometimes cast onmy
uncle, she left me. Dear Martha!she had the
lovely gift of leaving alone. That evening there
was no tea in the house ;Martha did nothave
any.

With the conceit peculiar to repentanceand
humiliation,Itook a curious satisfaction in
being hard on myself. Icould have taken my
meal tolerably well:with the new hope in my
uncle as my saviour,came comfort enough for
the natural process of getting hungry, and
desiring food;but with common, indeed vulgar
foolishness, my own righteousness in taking
vengeance on my fault was a satisfaction tome.
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Idid not then see the presumption of the
sinner's taking vengeance on her own fault, did
not see thatIhad noright to do that. For how
should a thingdefiled punish ? With all mygreat
joy in the discovery that the fault was against
my uncle,Iforgot that therefore Iwas in his
jurisdiction, that he only had to deal with it, he
alone could punish, as he alone could forgive it.

It was the end of August, and the night stole
swiftly upon the day. It began to grow very
dusk, but Iwould not stir. Iand the cabinet
kept each other dismal company while the
gloom deepenedinto night. Nor did the night
part us, for Iand the cabinet filled all the
darkness. Had my uncle remained the whole
night away,Ibelieve Ishould have sat till he
came. But,happily both for my mental suffer-
ing and my bodily endurance, he returned
sooner than many a time. Iheard the house-
door open. Iknew he would come to thestudy
before going to his bedroom, and my heart
o-aveabound of awe-filled eagerness. Iknew
also that Martha never spoke to him when he
returned from one of his late rambles,and that
he would not know Iwas there : long before
she died Martha knew how grateful he was for
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her delicate consideration. Martha Moon was

not one of this world's ladies ;but there is a
country where the social question is not,

" Is
she a lady?" but,"How much of a woman is
she?

" Martha's name must,Ithink,stand well
up in the book of life.

My uncle, then, approachedhis roomwithout
knowing there was a live kernel to the dark
that filled it. Ihearkened to every nearerstep
as he cameup the stair,along the corridor,and
up the short final ascent to the door of the
study. Ihad crept from my place to the
middle of the room, and, without a thought of
consequences, stood waiting the arrival through
the dark, of my deliverer from the dark. I
did not know that many a man who would
face a battery calmly, will spring a yard aside
if a yelping cur dart at him.

My uncle opened the door, and closed it
behind him. His lamp and matches stood
ready on his table:it was my part to see they
were there. With asigh, which seemed to seek
me in the darkness and find me, he came for-
ward through it. Icaught him round the legs,
and clung to him. He gave a great gasp and
a smothered cry, staggered, and nearly fell."My God!

"
he murmured.
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"

Uncle ! uncle!
"
Icried, in greater terror

than he; "
it's only Orbie! It's only your

little one!
"

" Oh ! it's only my little one, is it ?
"

he re-
joined, at once recovering his equanimity, and
not for a moment losing the temper so ready,
like nervous cat,tospring from most of us when
startled.

He caught me up in his arms, and held me
tohis heart. Icould feel it beat against my
little person."Uncle! uncle!

"
Icried again. "

Don't !
Don't!

"
"Did Ihurt you, my little one?

"
he said,

and relaxing his embrace,held me more gently,
but did not set me down."No, no!

"
Ianswered. "But I've got a

secret, and you mustn't kiss me till it is gone.
Iwish there was a swine to send it into!

"
" Give it to me, little one. Iwill treat it

better than a swine would.""
But itmustn't be treated,uncle ! Itmight

come again!
"

" There is no fear of that, my child ! As
soon as a secret is told, it is dead. It is a
secret no longer."
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" Will it be dead, uncle ?
"
Ireturned."— But it will be there,all the same, when it is

dead— an ugly thing. It will only put off its
cloak,and show itself !

"
"
All secrets are not ugly things when their

cloaks are off. The cloak may be the ugly
thing, and nothing else."

He stood in the dark, holding me in his
arms. But the clouds had cleared off a little,
and though there was nomoon,Icould see the
dim blue of the sky-lights, and a little shine
from the grayof his hair."But mine is an ugly thing,"Isaid, "and I
hate it. Please let me put it outof my mouth.
Perhaps then it will go dead."

"Out with it, little one.""Put me down,please,"Ireturned.
He walked to the old chest under the gable-

window,seated himself on it,and set me down
beside him. Islipped from the chest, and
knelt on the floor at his feet, a little way in
front of him. Idid not touch him, and all was
again quite dark about us.
Itold him my story from beginning to end,

along with a great part of my meditations while
hesitating to do the deed. Ifelt very choky,
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but forced my way through, talking with a
throat that did not seem my own, and sending
out a voice Iseemed never to have heard be-
fore. The moment Iceased, a sound like a
sob came out of the darkness. Was it possible
my big uncle was crying? Then indeed there
was nohope for me ! He was horrified at my
wickedness,and verysorry tohave to give me
up! Ihowled like a wild beast." Please, uncle, will you kill me!

"
Icried,

through a riot of sobs that came from me like
potatoes from a sack." Yes, yes,Iwill kill you, my darling!" he
answered, "—

this way! this way!
"

and stretch-
ing out his arms he found me in the dark, drew
me to him, and covered my face with kisses."Now," he resumed, " I've killed you alive
again, and the ugly secret is dead, and will
never come to life any more. And Ithink,
besides, we have killed the hen that lays the
egg-secrets!

"

He rose with me in his arms, set me down
on the chest, lighted his lamp, and carried it to
the cabinet. Then he returned,and taking me
by the hand, led me to it, opened wide the
drawer of offence, lifted me, and held me sq
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thatIcould see well into it. The light flashed
in a hundred glories of colour from a multitude
of cut but unset stones that lay loose in it. I
soon learned that most of them were of small
money-value, but their beauty was none the
less entrancing. There were stones of price
among them, however,and these were the first
he taught me, because they were the most
beautiful. My fault had opened a new source
of delight :my stone-lesson was now oneof the
great pleasures of the week. In after yearsI
saw in it the richness of God not content with
setting right what is wrong,but making from it
again:he will nothave his children the worse
for the wrong they have done ! We shall lose
nothingby it:he is our father ! For the hurting
sand-grain,he gives his oyster a pearl." There," said my uncle, "you may look at

them as often as you please;only mind you
put every one back as soon as you have satis-
fied your eyes with it You must not put one
in your pocket, or carry it about in your hand."

Then he set me down, saying,"Now you must go to bed, and dream about
the pretty things. Iwill tellyou a lot of stories
about them afterward."
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We had a way of calling any kind of state-
ment astory.
Inever cared to ask how it was that, seeing

all the sameIhad done the wrong thing, the
whole weight of it was gone from me. So
utterly was it gone, thatIdid not even inquire
whether Iought so to let it pass from me. It
was nowhere. In the fire of my uncle's love to
me and mine to him, the thing vanished. It
was annihilated. Should Inot be a creature
unworthy of life, if, now in my old age, I,who
had such an uncle in my childhood, did not
with my very life believe in God ?
Ihave wondered whether,if my father had

lived to bring me up instead of my uncle,I
should have been very different; but the useless
speculation has only driven me to believe that
the relations on the surface of life are but the
symbols of far deeper ties, which may exist
without those correspondent external ones. At
the same time, now that,being old,Inaturally
think of the coming change,Ifeel that, when I
see my father,Ishall have a different feeling
for him just because he is my father, although
my uncle did all the fatherly toward me. But
weneed not trouble ourselves about our hearts,
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and all their varying hues and shades of feel-
ing. Truth is at the root of all existence,
therefore everything must come right if only
we are obedient to the truth;and right is the
deepest satisfaction of every creature as well as
of God. Iwait in confidence. If things be
not as we think, they will both arouse and
satisfy abetter think, making us glad they are
not as we expected.



CHAPTER VI.

ILOSE MYSELF.

IHAVE one incident more to relate ere my
narrative begins to flow from a quite clear
memory.
Iwas by no meansa small bookworm,neither

spent all my time in the enchanted ground of
my uncle's study. It is trueIloved the house,
and often felt like a burrowing animal that
would rather not leave its hole ;but occasion-
ally even at such times would suddenly wake
the passion for the open air :Imust get into it
or die! Iwas well known in the farmyard, not
to the men only,but to the animals also. In
the absence of human playfellows, they did
much to keep me from selfishness. But far
beyond itItook no unfrequent flight— always
alone. Neither Martha nor my uncle ever
seemed to think Ineeded looking after; and I
am not aware that Ishould have gained any-
thing by it. Ispeak for myself; Ihave no
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theories about the bringing up of children. I
went where and when Ipleased, as little chal-
lenged as my uncle himself. Like him,Itook
now and then a long ramble over the moor,
fearing nothing, and knowing nothing to fear.
Iwent sometimes where it seemed as if human
foot could never have trod before, so wild and
waste was the prospect, sounknown it somehow
looked. The house wasbuilt on the moreslop-
ing side of a high hollow just within the moor,
which stretched wide away from the very edge
of the farm. If you climbed the slope, follow-
ing a certain rough country road, at the top of
it you saw on the one side the farm, in all the
colours and shades of its outspread, well tilled
fields ; on the other side, the heath. If you
went another way, through the garden, through
the belt of shrubs and pines that encircled it,
and through the wilderness behind that, you
were at once upon the heath. If then you
went as far as the highest point in sight, wad-
ing through the heather, among the rocks and
great stones which in childhoodIneverdoubted
grew also, you saw before you nothing but a
wide, wild level, whose horizon was here and
there broken by low hills. But the seeming
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level was far from flat or smooth, asIfound on
the day of the adventure Iam about to relate.
Iwonder Ihad never lost myself before. I
suppose then first my legs were able to wander
beyond the ground with which my eyes were
familiar.

It had rained all the morning and afternoon.
When our last lesson wasover, my uncle went
out, andIbetook myself to the barn, where
Iamused myself in the straw. By this time
Rover must have gone back to his maker, for
Iremember as with me a large, respectable dog
of the old-fashioned mastiff-type, who endured
me with a patience that amounted almost to
friendliness, but never followed me about.
When Igrew hungry, Iwent into the house
tohave my afternoon-meal. It wascalled tea,
but Iknew nothing about tea, while in milk I
was a connoisseur. Icould tell perfectly to
which of the cowsIwas indebted for the milk
Ihappened at any time to be drinking:Miss
Martha never allowed the milks of the different
cows tobe mingled.

Just as my meal was over, the sun shone
with sudden brilliance into my very eyes. The
storm was breaking up, and vanishing in the
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west. Ithrew down my spoon, and ran, hat-
less as usual, from the house. The sun was on
theedge of the hollow ;Imade straight for him.
The bracken was so wet that my legs almost
seemed walking through a brook, and my body
through a thick rain. Inamoment Iwas sop-
ping;but tobe wet was of no consequence to
me. Not for many years was Iable tobelieve
thatdamp could hurt.

When Ireached the top, the sun was yet
some distance above thehorizon,andIhad gone
a good way toward him before he went down.
As he sank he sent up a wind, which blew a
sense of coming dark. The wind of the sunset
brings me, ever since, a foreboding of tears : it
seems to say

— " Yourday is done; the hour of
your darkness is at hand." It grew cold, and a
feeling of threat filled the air. All about the
grave of the buried sun, the clouds wereangry
with dusky yellow and splashes of gold. They
lowered tumulous and menacing. Then, lo!
they had lost courage; their bulk melted off in
fierce vapour, gold and gray, and the sharp
outcry of their shape was gone. AsIrecall the
airy scene, that horizon looks like the void
between a cataclysm and the moving afresh of
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the spirit of God upon the face of the waters.
Iwent onand on,Ido not know why. Some-
thing enticed me, or Iwas plunged in some
meditation, then absorbing, now forgotten, not
necessarily worthless. Iam jealous of moods
that can be forgotten,but such may leave traces
in the character. Iwandered on. What ups
and downs there were! how uneven was the
surface of the moor! The feet learned what
the eyeshad not seen.

All at onceIwoke to the fact that mountains
hemmed mein. They looked mountains, though
they were but hills. What had become of
home ? where was it? The light lingering in
the west might surely have shown me the direc-
tion ofit,but Iremember no west— nothingbut
adeep hollow and dark hills. Iwas lost !
Iwasnot exactly frightened at first Iknew

no cause of dread. Ihad never seen a tramp
even;Ihad no sense of the inimical. Iknew
nothing of the danger from cold and exposure.
But awe of the fading light and coming dark-
ness awoke in me. Ibegan to be frightened,
and fear is like other live things:once started,
it grows. Then first Ithought with dismay,
which became terror, of the slimy bogs and the

D
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deeppools in them. But just as my heart was
dying within me,Ilooked to the hills— with no
hope that from them would come my aid— and
there, on the edge of the sky, lifted against it,
in a dip between two of the hills, was the form
of a lady on horseback. Icould see the skirt
of her habit flying out against the clouds as she
rode. Had she been a few feet lower, so as to
come between meand the side of thehill instead
of the sky,Ishould not have seen her ;neither
shouldIif she had been a few hundred yards
further off. Ishrieked at the thought that she
did not see me, andIcould not make her hear
me. She started, turned, seemed to look
whence the cry could have come, but kept on
her way. Then Ishrieked in earnest, and
began to run wildly toward her. Ithink she
saw me — that my quicker change of place
detached my shape sufficiently to make it dis-
cernible. She pulledup, and sat like a statue,
waiting me. Ikept on calling as Iran, to
assure her Iwas doing my utmost, for Ifeared
she might grow impatient and leave me. But
at last it was slowly indeed Istaggered up to
her, spent. My foot caught, and as Ifell,I
clasped the legof her horse :Ihad no fear of
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animals more than of human beings. He was
startled, and rearing drew his leg from my
arms. But he took carenot to come down on
me. Irose to my feet, and stood panting.

What the lady said, or what Ianswered,I
cannot recall. The next thingIremember is
stumbling along by her side, for she made her
horse walk thatImight keep upwith her. She
talked a little,butIdo not remember what she
said. It is all a dream now, a far-off one. It
must have been like a dream at the time,Iwas
so exhausted. Iremember a voice descending
now and then, as if from the clouds— a cold
musical voice, with something in it that made
menot want to hear it Iremember her saying
that we were near her house, and would soon
be there. Ithink she had found out from me
whereIlived.

All the timeIneversaw her face: itwas too
dark. Ido not think she once spoke kindly to
me. She said Ihad no business to be out
alone ;she wondered at my father and mother.
Ithink Iwas too tired to tell her Ihad no
father ormother. When Idid speak, she indi-
cated neither by sound nor movement that she
heard or heeded whatIsaid. She sat up above
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me in the dark, unpleasant, and all but unseen—
a riddle which the troubled child stumbling

alongby her horse's side did not want solved.
Had there been anything to call light,Ishould
have run away from her. Vague doubts of
witches and ogresses crossed my mind,but I
said to myself the stories about them were not
true, and kept onas bestIcould.

Before we reached thehouse, we had left the
heath,andweremoving along lanes. Thehorse
seemed to walk with more confidence, and it
was harder for me tokeep up with him. Iwas
so tired that Icould not feel my legs. I
stumbled often, and once the horse trod on my
foot. Ifell;he went on;Ihad to run limp-
ing after him. At last we stopped. Icould
see nothing. The lady gave a musical cry. A
voice and footsteps made answer;and presently
came the sound of agateon its hinges. A long
dark piece of road followed. Iknew we were
among trees, for Iheard the wind in them over
our heads. ThenIsaw lights in windows,and
presently we stopped at the door of a great
house. Iremember nothing more of that night.



CHAPTER VII.

THE MIRROR.

IWOKE the next morning in a strange bed,
and for a long time could not think how Icame
to be there. A maid appeared, and told me it
was time to get up. Greatly to my dislike, she
would insist on dressing me. My clothes
looked very miserable,Iremember, in conse-
quence of what they had gone through the
night before. She was kind to me, and asked
me a great many questions, but paid no heed
to my answers— a treatment towhich Ihad not

been used:Ithink she must have been the
lady's maid. WhenIwas ready, she took me
to the housekeeper's room, where Ihad bread
and milk for breakfast. Several servants, men
and women, came and went,and Ithought they
all looked at me strangely. Iconcluded they
had no little girls in that house. Assuredly
there was small favour for children in it. In
some houses the child is as a stranger; in
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others he rules:neither such houseis in theking-
dom of heaven. Imust have looked a forlorn
creature asIsat, or perched rather, on the old
horsehair-sofa in that dingy room. Nobody
said morethan a word or so tome. Iwondered
what was going to be done with me,but Ihad
long been able to wait for what would come.
At length, after, as it seemed, hours of weary
waiting,during which my heart grew sick with
longing after my uncle,Iwas, without a word
of explanation, led through long passages into
a room which appeared enormous. There I
was again left a long while— this time alone.
It was all white and gold, and had its walls
nearly covered with greatmirrors from floor to

ceiling, which,while it was indeed of great size,
was the cause of its looking so immeasurably
large. But it was some time before Idiscovered
this,forIwas not accustomed tomirrors. Except
the small one on my little dressing-table, and
one still less on Martha's,Ihad scarcely seen a
mirror,and was not prepared for those sheets of
glass in narrow gold frames.
Iwent about, looking at one thing and an-

other, but handling nothing: my late secret
had cured meof that. Weary at last,Idropped
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upon a low chair, and would probably have
soon fallen asleep,had not the door opened,and
some one come in. Icould not see the door
without turning, and was too tired and sleepy
to move. Isat still,staring, hardly conscious,
into the mirror in front of me. All at once I
descried in it my uncle

—
but only to see him

grow white as death, and turn away, reeling as
ifhe would fall. The sight so bewildered me
that, instead of rushing to embrace him,Isat
frozen. He clapped his hands to his eyes,
steadied himself,stood for a moment rigid, then
came straight toward me. But, to my added
astonishment,hegave menogreeting, orshowed
any sign of joy at having found me. Never
before had he seen me for the first time any
day, without giving me a kiss;neverbefore, it
seemed to me, had he spoken to me without a
smile :Ihad been lost and was found, and he
was not glad! The strange reception fell on
me like a numbing spell. Ihad nothing to
say, no impulse to move, nopart in the present
world. He caught me up in his arms, hid his
face upon me, knocked his shoulder heavily
against the door-post as he went from the room,
walked straight through the hall, and out of
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the house. Ithink no one saw us as we went;
Iam sure neither of us saw any one. With long
strides he walked down the avenue, never
turning his head. Not until we were on the
moor, out of sight of the house, did he stop.
Then he set me down;and then first we dis-
covered that he had left his hat behind. For
allhis carrying of me, and going so fast

—
andI

must have been rather heavy— his face had no
colour in it." Shall Irun and get it,uncle?

"
Isaid,asI

saw him raisehis hand to his head, and find no
hat there to be taken off. "Ishould be back
in a minute !"

It was the first word spoken between us."No,my little one," he answered, wiping his
forehead :his voice sounded far away, like that
of one speaking in a dream;"Ican't let you
out of my sight. I'vebeen wandering the moor
all night looking for you!

"

With that he caught me up again, and press-
ing his face tomine, walked with me thus, for
a long quarter of a mile,Ishould think. Oh
how safe Ifelt !— and how happy !— happy
beyond smiling ! Iloved him before, but I
never knew before what it was to lose him and
find him again.
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" Tell me," he said at length.
Itold him all,and he did not speak a word

until my tale was finished.
"Were you very frightened," he then asked," when you found you had lost your way, and

darkness was coming ?
"

"Iwas frightened, orIwould not have gone
to the lady. But Iwish Ihad staid on the
moor for you to find me. Iknew you would
soon be out looking for me. Until she cameI
comforted myself with thinking that perhaps
even then you were on the moor, and Imight
see you any moment.""

What else did you think of ?""Ithought that God was out on the moor,
and if you were not there, he would keep me
company.""Ah!

"
said my uncle, as if thinking to him-

self; "she but needs him the more whenIam
with her !

"
"Yes,of course !

"
Ianswered;"Ineed him

then for you as well as for myself."" That is very true,my child!— ShallItell
you one thingIthought of while looking for
you r"Please,uncle."
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"Ithought how Jesus' father and mother
must have felt when they were looking for
him.""

And they needn't have been so unhappy if
they had thought who he was

— need they?
"

" Certainly not. And Ineedn't have been
so unhappy if Ihad thought who you were.
ButIwas terribly frightened,and there Iwas
wrong.""Who am I,uncle ? ':

" Another little one of the same father as
he."" Why wereyou frightened,uncle ?"Iwasafraid of your being frightened.""Ihardly had time to be frightened before
the lady came.""

Yes;you seeIneedn't have been so un-
happy!

"
My uncle always treated me as if Icould

understand him perfectly. This came, Isee
now, from the essential childlikeness of his
nature, and from no educational theory." Sometimes," he went on,"Ilook all around
me tosee if Jesus is out anywhere, but Ihave
neverseenhim yet!

"
"We shall see him one day, sha'n't we ?

"
I
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said, craning round to look intohis eyes, which
weremy earthly paradise. Nor are they a whit
less dear to me, nay, they are dearer, that he
has been in God's somewhere, that is, the
heavenly paradise, for many a year."Ithink so," he answered, with a sigh that
seemed to swell like a sea-wave against me, as
Isat on his arm ; " —Ihope so. Ilive but for
that— and for one thingmore."

There are some,Ifancy, who would blame
him for not being sure, and bring text after
text to prove that he ought to have been sure.
But oh those text-people! They look to me,
not like the clay-sparrows that Jesus made fly,
but like bird-skins in a glass-case, stuffed with
texts. The doubt of aman like my uncle must
be a far better thing than their assurance!" Would you have been frightened if youhad
met him on the moor last night, little one ?" he
asked, after a pause." Oh, no,uncle!

"
Ireturned. "1should have

thought it was you tillIcame nearer, and then
Ishould have known who it was!He wouldn't
like abig girl like me to be frightened at him—
would he ?

"
"Indeed not!" answered myuncle fervently;
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but again his words brought with them a great
sigh,and he said no more.

When we reached home, he gave me up to
Martha, and went out again — nor returned
before Iwas in bed. But he came to my room,
and waked me with akiss, which sent me faster
asleep than before.



CHAPTER VIII.

THANATOS AND ZOE

ITHINK it must have been soon after this that
my unclebought himself ahorse. Iknow some-
thing of horses now— that is,if much riding and
much love suffice to give a knowledge of them— and the horse which was agloryand awonder
to me then, is a glory and a wonder to me
still. He was large, big-boned, and powerful,
with less beauty but more grandeur than a
thoroughbred, and full of a fiery gentleness.
He was the very horse for sir Philip Sidney!

One day, after he had had him for several
months, and had let no one saddle him but
himself,therefore knew him perfectly,and knew
that the horse knew his master,Ihappened to
be in the yard as hemounted. The moment he
was in the saddle, he bent down to me, and
held outhis hand." Come with me, little one," he said.

Almost ereIknew,Iwas in the saddle before
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him. Igrasped his hand, instinctively caught
withmy foot at his, and was astride thepommel.
Iwill not sayIsat very comfortably, but the
memory of that day's delight will never leave
me

— not "through all the secular to be." There
mustbe a God to the world that could give any
such delight as fell then to the share of one
little girl! Ithink my uncle must soon after
have got another saddle, for Ihave no recol-
lection of any more discomfort; Iremember
only the delight of the motion of the horse
under me.

For,after this,Irode with him often, and he
taught me to ride as surely not many have been
taught. When he saw me so at home in my
seat as to require no support, he made me
change my position, and gobehind him. There
Isat sideways on a cloth, like a lady of old
time on a pillion. When Ihad got used to
this, my uncle made me stand on the horse's
broad back, holding on by his shoulders;and
it was wonderful how soon, and how uncon-
sciously, Iaccommodated myself to every
motion of the strength that bore me, learning
to keep my place by pure balance like a rope-
dancer. Ihad soon quite forgotten to hold by
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my uncle,and without the least support rode as
comfortably, and with as much confidence, as
any rider in a circus, though with a far less easy
pace under me. When my uncle found me
capable of this,he was much pleased, though a
little nervous at times.

Able now to ride his big horse any way, he
brought me one afternoon the loveliest of
Shetland ponies, not very small. With the
ordinary human distrust in good,Icould hardly
believe she was meant for me. She was a
dappled gray— like the twilight of a morning
after rain,my uncle said. He called her Zoe,
which means Life. His own horse he called
Thanatos, which means Death. Such as un-
derstood it, thought it a terrible name to give a
horse. For most people are so afraid of Death
that they regardhis very name with awe.

My uncle had a riding-habit made for me,
and after a week found Icould give him no
more trouble withmyhorsewomanship. At cnce
Iwas at home on my new friend's back, with
vistasof delight innumerable openingaroundme,
and from that day my uncle seldom rode with-
out me. When he wentwandering,it was almost
alwayson foot,and then,as before, hewas always
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alone. The idea of offering to accompany him
on such an occasion, had never occurred to me.

But one stormy autumn afternoon— most of
my memories seem of the autumn— my uncle
looked worse than usual when he went out, and
Ifelt,Ithink for the first time, a vague uneasi-
ness about him. PerhapsIhad been thinking
of him more;perhapsIhad begun to wonder
what the secret could be that made him so
often seem unhappy. Anyhow this evening the
desire awoke to be with him in his trouble
whatever it was. There was nocuriosity in the
feeling,Ithink,only the desire to serve him as
Ihad never served him yet. Ihad been, as
long asIcould remember, always at his beck or
lightest call; now Iwanted to come when
needed without being called. Was it impos-
sible agirl should do anything for a man in his
trouble ? He, a greatman, had helped a little
girl out of the deepest despair; could the little
girl do nothing for the great man? That the
bigpeople should do everything, did not seem
fair! He had told me once that the world was
held together by what every one could do that
the others could not do: there must be some-
thingIcould do that he could not do!
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The rain was coming down on the roof
like the steady tramp of distant squadrons.
Iwas in the study, therefore near the tiles,
and that washow the rain always soundedupon
them. Tramp, tramp, tramp, came the whole
army of things, riding, riding, to befall my
uncle and me. Tramp, tramp, came the
troops of the future, to take the citadel of
the present! Iwasnot afraid of them, neither
sought to imagine myself afraid ! Ihad no
picture in my mind of any evil that could
assail me. A little grove of black poplars
under the gable - window, kept swaying their
expostulations, and moaning their entreaties.
The great rushing blasts of the wind through
their rooted resistance,made the music of the
band that accompanied the march of the un-
known. Isat and listened, with the vague
conviction that something was being done
somewhere. It could not be that only the wind
and the trees and the rain were in all that wail-
ing and marching! The Powers of life and
death must somewhere be at work! Then rose

before me the face of my uncle, as he walked
from the room, haloed in a sorrowful stillness.
If only Icould be with him ! If onlyIknew

E
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where to seek him! Wishing, wishing,Isat
and listened to the rain and the wind.

SuddenlyIfound myself on my feet, making
for the door. Iwould not have ventured alone
upon the moor in such a night,but Ishould
have Zoe with me, who knew all the ways of it— had doubtless been used to bogs in her own
country, and her mother before her ! Like a
small elephant, she would put out her little foot,
and tap, and sound, to see if the surface would
bear her— if the questionable spot was what it
looked to her mistress, or what she herself
doubted it. When she had once made up her
mind in the negative, no foolish attempt of
mine could overpersuade her— could make her
trust our weight on it a hair's-breadth. In a
bog the greenest spots are the most dangerous,
and Zoe knew it : the matted roots might be
afloat on a fathomless depth of water. Backed
by my uncle, she soon taught me tobe as much
afraid of those green spots as she was herself.
Ihad learned to trust her thoroughly.
Itook my way to the stable, with a hugand

a kiss to Martha asIpassedher in the kitchen.
Igot the cowboy to saddle Zoe, fearingImight
not persuade one of the big men on such a
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night, and Iwas not quite able myself to
tighten the girths properly. She had not been
out all day, and whenImounted, she danced at
the prospect of a gallop.
Itook with me the little lanternIwent about

the place with when there was no moon,and
with this alight in my hand, we darted off at a
tight-reined gallop into the wet blowing night.
What Iwas going for Idid not know,beyond
being with my uncle. So far wasIfrom any
fear, that,but for my shadowy uneasiness about
him,Ishould have been filled full of the wild
joyof battle with the elements. The first part

of the way,Ihad to cling to the saddle:not
otherwise could Ikeep my seat against the
wind, which blew so fiercely on me sideways,
that it threatened toblow me out of it.
Ihad not gone far before the saddle began

to turn round with me;Iwas slipping to the
ground. Ipulled up, dismounted, undid the
girths with difficulty, set the saddle straight,
then pulled at every strap with all my might.
It was to no purpose :Icould not get another
hole out of one of them. Imounted and set
off again ; but the moment a stronger blast
came, the saddle began to turn. Then I
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thought of something to try :dismounting once
more,Igot up on the off side. The wind now
pushed me on to the saddle, freeing it from my
leverage, while Ihad, besides, the use of my
legs against the wind, so that we got on
bravely,my Zoe and I. But, alas!my lantern
was out, and it was impossible to light it again,
so thatIhad nowno arrow to shoot at random
for my uncle's eye. Before long we reached a
tolerable cart-track, which led across the waste
to a village, and the wind being now behind
us,Iresumed the more comfortable seat in the
saddle.

We were going at a good speed, and had
ridden, as Ijudged, about three miles, when
there came a great flash of lightning— not like
any flashIhad everseen before. Itwasneither
the reflection of lightning below the horizon,
nor the sudden zigzagged blade, the very idea
of force without weight; it was the burst of a
ball-headed torrent of fire from a dark cloud,
like water sudden from a mountain's heart,
which went rushing down a rugged channel, as
if the cloud were indeed a mountain,and the
sire one of its cataracts. Its endurance was
momentary,but its moments might have been
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counted, for it lasted appreciably longer than
an ordinary flash, revealing to my eyes what
remains on my mind clear as the picture of
some neighbouring tree on the skin of one slain
by lightning. The torrent tumbled down the
cloud and vanished,but left with me the vision
of a man, plainly my uncle, a few hundred
yards from me, on agigantic gray horse, which
reared high with fright. But for its size Icould
have testified before a magistrate, that Ihad
not only seen that horse in the stable as my
pony was being saddled, but had stroked and
kissed him on the nose. Iconceived at once
that his apparent size was an illusion caused by
the suddenness and keenness of the light,and
that my uncle had come home before Ihad
well reached the moor,and had ridden out after
me. With a wild cry of delight, Iturned at
once to leave the road and join him. But the
thunder that moment burst with a terrific
bellow, and swallowed my cry. The same
instant, however, came through it from the
other side the voice of my uncle only a few
yards away." Stay, little one," he shouted; "

stay where
you are. Iwill be with you in amoment."
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Iobeyed, as ever and always without a
thoughtIobeyed the slightest word of my
uncle: Zoe and Istood as if never yet parted
from chaos and the dark, for Zoe too loved his
voice. The wind rose suddenly from a lull to
a great roar, emptying a huge cloudful of rain
upon us, so thatIheard no sound of my uncle's
approach ; but presently out of the dark an
arm was around me, and my head was lying on
my uncle's bosom. Then the dark and the
rain seemed the natural elements for love and
confidence."But, uncle," Imurmured, full of wonder
which had had no time to take shape, "how is
it ?

"

He answered in a whisper that seemed to
dread the ear of the wind, lest it should hear
him—

"You saw, did you ?
"

"Isaw you upon Death away there in the
middle of the lightning. Iwas going to you.
Idon't know what to think."

Myuncle and Ioften called the horse by his
English name." Neither do I," he returned,with a strange
half-voice, as if he were choking. "It must
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have been— Idon't know what. There is a
deep bogaway just there. It must be a lake
by now!"

"Yes,uncle;Imight have remembered! but
how wasIto think of that when Isaw you
there

—
ondear old Death too! He's the last

of horses to get into abog:he knows his own
weight too well!"

"But why did you come out on such a
night ? What possessed you, little one— in
such a storm ? Ibegin to be afraid what next
you may do.""Inever do anything— now— that Ithink
you would mind me doing,"Ianswered. "But
if you will write out a little book of mays and
maynots,Iwill learn itby heart.""No, no," he returned; "

we are not going
back to the tables of the law! You have a
better law written in your heart, my child;I
will trust to that.— But tell me why you came

out on such a night— and as dark as pitch."
"Just because it was such anight, uncle, and

you were out in it,"Ianswered. " Ain'tIyour
own little girl ? Ihope you ain't sorryIcame,
uncle! Iam glad;andIshouldn't likeever to
be glad at what made you sorry."
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" What are you glad of ?" That Icame— because I've found you. I

came to look for you."" Why did you come to-night morethan any
other night ?

"
" Because Iwanted so much to see you. I

thoughtImight beof use to you."" Youarealways of use to me;but why did
you think of it just to-night ?

"
"Idon't know.—Iam older than Iwas last

night,"Ireplied.
He seemed to understand me, and asked me

no more questions.
All the time, we had been standing still in

the storm. He took Zoe's head and turned it
toward home. The dear creature set out with
slow leisurely step,heedless apparently of storm
and stable. She knew who was byher side,and
he must set the pace!

As we went my uncle seemed lost in thought— and no wonder! for how could the sight we
had seen be accounted for ! Or what might it
indicate?

Many were the strange tales Ihad read,and
my conviction was that the vision belonged to
the inexplicable. It grew uponme that Ihad
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seen my uncle's double. That he should see
his own double would not in itself have much
surprised me

— or, indeed, that Ishould see it ;
butIhad neverread of another person seeinga
double at the same time with the person doubled.
During the nextfew daysIsought hard for some
possible explanationof what had occurred, but
could find nothingparallel to it within the scope
of myknowledge. Itriedfatamorgana,mirage,
parhelion, and whatever Ihad learned of recog-
nized illusion,but in vain sought satisfaction, or
anything pointing in the direction of satisfac-
tion. Iwascompelled to leave the thing alone.
Myuncle kept silence about it,but seemed to

brood more than usual. Ithink he too was
convinced that it must have another explana-
tion than present science would afford him.
OnceIventured to ask if he had come to any
conclusion; with a sad smile, he answered,"Iam waiting, little one. There ismuch we
have to wait for. Where would be the good of
having your mind made up wrong? It only
stands in the way of getting itmade up right!"

By degrees the thing went into the distance,
and Iceased even speculating upon it. But
one little fact Imay mention ereIleave it—
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that, just as Iwas reaching a state of quiet
mental prorogation, Isuddenly remembered
that, the moment after the flash, my Zoe,
startled as she was, gave out a low whinny;I
remembered the quiver of it under me:she too
must have seen her master's double !



CHAPTER IX.

THE GARDEN,

IREMEMBER nothingmore to disturb the even
flow of my Hfe till Iwas nearly seventeen.
Many pleasant things had come and gone;
many pleasant things kept coming and going.
Ihad studied tolerably well

—
at least my uncle

showed himself pleased with the progressIhad
made and was making. Iknow even yet a
good deal more than would be required for one
of these modern degrees feminine. Ihad be-
sides read more of the older literature of my
country than any oneIhave met except my
uncle Ihad also this advantage over most
students, that my knowledge was gained
without the slightest prick of the spur of
emulation— purely in following the same de-
light in myself that shone radiant in the eyes
of my uncle as he read with me. Ihad this
advantage also over many, that,perhaps from
impressionof thehigher mind,Isawand learned
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a thing not merely as a fact whose glory lay in
the mystery of its undeveloped harmonics,but
as the harbinger of an unknown advent. For
as long asIcan remember, my heart wasgiven
to expectation, was tuned to long waiting. I
constantly felt — felt without thinking—

that
something wascoming. Ifeel it now. Were I
youngIdared not say so. How could I,com-
passed about with so great a cloud of witnesses
to the common-place ! Do Inot see their
superior smile,as, with voices sweetly acidulous,
they quote in reply—

Love is wellon the way;
He'llbehere to-day,

Or, at latest, the end of the week;
Too soon you willfind him,
And the sorrow behind him

You willnot go out to seek !

Would they not tell me that such expectation
was but the shadow of the cloud called love,
hanging no bigger than a man's hand on the
far horizon, but fraught with storm for mind
and soul, which, when it withdrew, would carry
with it the glow and the glory and the hope of
life;being at best but the mirage of an unat-
tainableparadise, therefore direst of deceptions!
Little do such suspect that their own behaviour
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has withered their faith, and their unbelief
dried up their life. They can now no more
believe in what they once felt, than a cloud can
believe in the rainbow it oncebore on its bosom.
But Iam old, therefore dare to say thatIex-
pect more and better and higher and lovelier
things than Ihave everhad. Iam not going
home to God to say— "Father,Ihave imagined
more beautiful things than thou art able to
make true! They were so good that thou
thyself art either not good enough to will them,
or not strong enough to make them. Thou
couldst but make thy creature dream of them,
because thou canst but dream of them thy-
self." Nay, nay! In the faith of him to whom
the Father shows all things he does,Iexpect
lovelier gifts than Iever have been,evershall
be able to dream of asleep,or imagine awake.
Iwas now approaching the verge of woman-

hood. What lay beyond it Icould ill descry,
though surely a vague power of undeveloped
prophecy dwells in every created thing—

even
in the bird erehe chips his shell.

ShouldIdare,or could Iendure to write of
what lies now to my hand, if Idid not believe
that notour worstbut our best moments, notour
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low but our lofty moods, not our times logical
and scientific,but our times instinctive and ima-
ginative, are those in which we perceive the
truth! In them webehold it with a beholding
which is onewith believing. And,

Though nothing canbring back the hour
Ofsplendour in thegrass,ofglory in the flower,

could not Wordsworth, and cannot we, call up
the vision of that hour ? and has not its me-
moryalmost, or evenaltogether, the potencyof
its presence ? Is not the very thought of any
certain flower enoughtomake mebelievein that
flower

— believe it to meanall it everseemed to
mean ? That tliese eyes may never more rest
upon it with the old delight, means little,and
matters nothing. Ihave other eyes, and shall
have yet others. IfIthought, as so many have
degraded themselves to think, that the glory of
things in the morning of love was a glamour
cast upon the world, no outshine of indwelling
radiance,shouldIcare tobreathe oneday more
the air of this or of any world ? Nay, nay, but
there dwells in everything the Father hath
made, the fire of the burning bush, as at home
in his son dwelt the glory that, set free, broke
out from him on the mount of his transfigura-
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tion. The happy-making vision of things that
floods the gaze of the youth, when first he lives
in the marvel of loving,and being loved by, a
woman,is the true vision— and the more likely
tobe the true one, that, when he gives way to
selfishness, he loses faith in the vision, and
sinks back into the commonplace unfaith of the
beggarly world—

a disappointed, sneering wor-
shipper of power and money— with this remnant
of the light yet in him, that he grumbles at the
gloom its departure has left behind. He con-
fesses by his soreness that the illusion ought to
have been true ;he seldom confesses that he
loved himself more than the woman, and so lost
her. He lays the blame onGod, on the woman,
on the soullessness of the universe— anywhere
but on the one being in which he is interested
enough to be sure it exists— his own precious,
greedy, vulgar self. Would Idare to write of
love, if Idid not believe it a true, that is, an
eternal thing!

It was a summer of exceptional splendour in
which my eyes were opened to "the glory of
the sum of things." It was not so hot of the
sun as summers Ihave known, but there were
so many gentle and loving winds about, with
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never point or knife-edge in them, that it
seemed all the housework of the universe was
being done by ladies. Then the way the
odours went and came on those sweet winds!
and the way the twilight fell asleep into the
dark !and the way the sun rushed up in the
morning, as ifhe cried,like aboy, " HereIam!
The Father has sent me! Isn't it jolly!" I
saw more sun-rises that year than any year
before or since. And the grass was so thick
and soft ! There must be grass in heaven!
And the roses,both wild and tame, that grew
together in the wilderness !—Ithink you would
like tohear about the wilderness.

When Igrew to notice, and think, and put
things together,Ibegan to wonder how the
wilderness came there. Icould understand that
the solemn garden, with its great yew-hedges
and alleys, and its oddly cut box-trees,was a
survival of the stately old gardens haunted by
ruffs and farthingales; but the wilderness
looked so much younger thatIwas perplexed
with it,especially asIsaw nothing like it any-
where else. Iasked my uncle about it,and he
explained that itwas indeed after an old fashion,
but that he had himself made the wilderness,
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mostly with his own hands,when he was young.
This surprised me, for Ihad never seen him
touch a spade, and hardly eversaw him in the
garden : when Idid,Ialways felt as if some-
thing was going to happen. He said he had in
it tried to copy the wilderness laid out by lord
St.Alban's in his essays. Ifound the volume,
and soon came upon the essay, On Gardens.
The passage concerning the wilderness, gave
me, and still gives me so much delight, thatI
will transplant it like a rose-bush into this
wilderness of mine, hoping it will give like
pleasure to my reader."For the heath, which was the third part of
ourplot,Iwish it to be framed, as much as may
be, to a naturall wildnesse. Trees Iwould
have nonein it;but some thickets, made onely
of sweetbriar, and honnysuckle, and some wild
vine amongst;and the ground set with violets,
strawberries, and primeroses. For these are
sweete, and prosper in the shade. And these
tobe in the heath,here and there not in any
order. Ilike also little heapes,in the natureof
mole-hils (such as are in wilde heaths) tobe set,
some with wilde thyme ;somewith pincks; some
vvith germander, that gives a good flower to the

F
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eye;some with periwinckle;some with violets ;
some with strawberries ; some with couslips ;
some with daisies ;some with red roses;some
with lilium convallium ; some with sweet-
williams red; some with beares-foot ;and the
like low flowers,being withallsweet and sightly.
Part of which heapes, to be with standards, of
little bushes, prickt upon their top, and part
without. The standards to be roses; juniper;
holly ;beareberries (but here and there,because
of the smell of their blossome ;) red currans ;
gooseberries; rosemary ; bayes; sweetbriar ;
and such like. But these standards, tobe kept
with cutting, that they grow not out of course."

Just such, in all but the gooseberries and
currants, was the wilderness of our garden:
you came on it by a sudden labyrinthine twist
at the end of a narrow alley of yew, and a
sudden door in the high wall. My uncle said
he liked well to see roses in the kitchen-garden,
but not gooseberries in the flower-garden,
especially a wild flower-garden. Wherein lies
the difference, Inever quite made out, but I
feel a difference. My main delight in the
wilderness was to see the roses among the
heather— particularly the wild roses. When I
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was grown up, the wilderness always affected
me like one of Blake's, or one of Beddoes's yet
wilder lyrics. Tomake it,my uncle had taken
in apart of the heath, which came close up to
the garden, leaving plenty of the heather and
ling. The protecting fence enclosed a good bit
of the heath just as it was, so that the wilder-
ness melted away into the heath, and into the
wide moor— the fence, though contrived so as
to be difficult to cross, being so low that one
had to look for it.

Everywhere the inner garden was surrounded
with brick walls, and hedges of yew within
them;but immediately behind the house, the
wall to the lane was not veryhigh.



CHAPTER X.

ONCE MORE A SECRET.

One day in JuneIhad gone into the garden
about one o'clock, whether with or without
objectIforget. Ihad just seen my uncle start
for Wittenage. Hearing a horse's hoofs in the
lane that ran along the outside of the wall,
Ilooked up. The same moment the horse
stopped, and the face of his rider appeared over
the wall, between two stems of yew, and two
great flowers of purple lilac, in shape like two
perfect bunches of swarming bees. It was the
face of a youth of eighteen,and beautiful with
a right manly beauty.

The momentIlooked on this face,Ifell into
a sort of trance— that is,Ientered for amoment
some condition of existence beyond the ram-
parts of what commonly we call life. Love at
first sight it was that initiated the strange ex-
perience. But understand me: real as what
immediately followed was to the consciousness,
there was noactual fact in it.
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Istood gazing. My eyes seemed drawn,and

drawing my person toward the vision. Isolate
over the garden-wall was the face ; the rest of
the man and all the horse were hidden behind
it. Betwixt the yew stems and the two great
lilac flowers— how heart and brain are yet filled
with the old scent of them !— my face, my
mouth, my lips met his. Igrew blind as with
all my heart Ikissed him. Then came a flash
of icy terror, and a shudder which it frights me
even now to recall. InstantlyIknew that but
a moment had passed, and that Ihad not
moved an inch from the spot where first my
eyes met his.

But my eyes yet rested on his ;Icould not
draw them away. Icould not free myself.
Helplessness was growing agony. His voice
broke the spell. He lifted his hunting-cap,and
begged me to tell him the way to the next
village. My self-possession returned, and the
joy of its restoration drove from me any linger-
ing embarrassment. Iwent forward, and with-
out a faltering tone,Ibelieve,gave him detailed
directions. He told me afterwards that,him-
self in a state of bewildered surprise, he thought
me the coolest young person he had ever had
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the fortune to meet. Why should one be
pleased to know that she looked quite different
from what she felt ? There is something wrong
there, surely! Iacknowledge the something
wrong, but do not understand it. He lifted his
cap again, and rode away.
Istood still at the foot of the lilac-tree,and,

from a vapour, condensed, not to a stone, but
to a world, in which a new Flora was about to
be developed. If no new spiritual sense was
awakened in me, at least Iwas awareof a new
consciousness. Ihad never been to myself
whatIwasnow.

Terror again seized me: the face might once
morelook over the wall, and find me where it
had left me! Iturned,and went slowly away
from the house, gravitating to the darkest part
of the garden." What has come to me,"Isaid, " thatIseek
the darkness ? Is this another secret ? AmI
in the grasp of a newenemy ?

"

And with that came the whirlwind of per-
plexity. Must Igo the first momentIknew
Icould find him, and tell my uncle what had
happened, and how Ifelt ? or must Ihave,
and hold, and cherish in silent heart, a thing
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Inot deliberately promised— of my own will
and at my own instance— never again to have
a secret from him ? Was this a secret ? Was
it not a secret?

The storm was up,and went on. The won-
der is that, in the fire of the new torment,Idid
not come to loathe the very thought of the
youngman— which would have delivered me, if
not from the necessity of confession, yet from
the main difficulty in confessing.
Isaid tomyself that the old secret was of a

wrong done to my uncle; that what had made
me miserable then was a bad secret. The per-
ception of this difference gave me comfort for a
time, but not for long. The fact remained, that
Iknew something concerning myself which my
best friend did not know. It was, and Icould
not prevent it from being,a barrier between us!

Yet what was itIwas concealing from him ?
What hadIto tell him ? How wasIto repre-
sent a thing of which Iknew neither the name
nor the nature, a thing Icould not describe?
CouldIconfess whatIdid notunderstand? The
thing might be what, in the tales Ihad read,
was called love;butIdid not know that it was.
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It might be something new,peculiar to myself;
something for which there was no word in the
language! How wasIto tell ? Isaw plainly
that, if Itried to convey my new experience,
Ishould not get beyond the statement that I
had anewexperience. It did not occur to me
that the thing might be so well known, that a
mere hint of the feelings concerned, would en-
able any older person to classify the conscious-
ness. Isaid tomyselfIshould merelyperplex
my uncle. And in truthIbelieve that love, in
everymind in which it arises, will varyin colour
and form— will always partake of thatmind's in-
dividual isolation in difference. This,however,
is nothing to the present point.

Comfort myself asImight, that the impos-
sible was required of noone, and granted that
the thing was impossible, it was none the less a
cause ofmisery,a present disaster :Iwasaware,
and soon my uncle would be aware, of an im-
penetrable something separating us. Ifelt that
we had already begun to grow strange to each
other, and the feeling lay like death at my
heart.

Our lessons together werestill goingon;that
Iwas no longer a child had made only the
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difference that progress must make ;andIhad
no thought that they would not thus go on
always. They were never for a moment irk-
some to me;Imight be tired by them, but
never of them. We were regularly at work
together by seven, and after half an hour for
breakfast, resumed work; at half-past eleven
our lessons were over. But although the day
was then clear of the imperative, much the
greater part of it was in general passed in each
other's company. We might not speak a word,
but we would be hours together in the study.
We might not speak a word, but we would be
hours together onhorseback.

For this day, then, our lessons wereover, and
my uncle was from home. This was an indis-
putable relief, yet the fact that it was so, pained
me keenly, for Irecognized in it the first of the
schism. How Igot through the day,Icannot

tell. Iwas in adream, not all a dream of de-
light Haunted with the face Ihad seen, and

fc> *

living in the new consciousness it had waked in
me,Ispent most of it in the garden,now in the
glooms of the yew-walks,and nowin thesmiling
wilderness. It wasodd,however,that,although
Iwas not expected to be in my uncle's room at
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any time but that of lessons, all the morning I
had a feeling as ifIought tobe there,whileyet
glad that my uncle wasnot there.

It was late before he returned, and Iwent to
bed. Perhaps Iretired so soon that Imight
not have to look into his eyes. Usually,Isat
now until he came home. Iwas long in get-
ting to sleep, and then Idreamed. IthoughtI
was out in the storm, and the flash came which
revealed the horse and his rider, but they were
both different. The horse in the dream was
black as coal,as if carved out of the night it-
self; and the man upon him was the beautiful
stranger whose horse Ihad not seen for the
garden-wall. The darkness fell,and the voice
of my uncle called to me. Iwaited for him in
the storm with a troubled heart, for Iknew he
had not seen that vision,andIcould no more
tell him of it, than could Christabel tell her
father what she had seen after she lay down. I
woke, but my waking was no relief.



CHAPTER XI.

THE MOLE BURROWS.

ISLEPT again after my dream, and do not
know whether he came into my room as he
generally did when he had not said good-night
to me. Of courseIwoke unhappy, and the
morning-world had lost something of itsnatural
glow, its lovely freshness: it was not this time
a thing new-born of the creating word. I
dawdled with my dressing. The face kept
coming, and brought me no peace, yet brought
me something for which it seemed worth while
even to lose my peace. But Idid not know
then, and do not yet know what the loss of
peace actually means. Ionly know that it
must be something far more terrible than any-
thingIhave ever known. Iremained so far
true to my uncle, however, that not even for
what the face seemed to promise me, would I
have consented to cause him trouble. For
whatIsaw in the face,Iwould do anything,I
thought, except that.
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Iwent tohim at the usual hour, determined
that nothing should distract me from my work—

that he should perceive no difference in me.
Iwas not at the moment awake to the fact that
here again were love and deception hand in
hand. But another love than mine was there:
myuncle loved me immeasurably more than I
yet loved that heavenly vision. True love is
keen-sighted as the eagle, and my uncle's love
was love true, therefore he saw whatIsought to
hide. It is only the shadow of love, generally
a grotesque, ugly thing, like so many other
shadows, that is blind either to the troubles or
the faults of the shadow it seems to love. The
moment our eyes met,Isaw that he saw some-
thing in mine that was not there when last we
parted. But he said nothing, and we sat down
to our lessons. Every now and then as they
proceeded, however,Ifelt rather than saw his
eyes rest on me for a moment, questioning. I
had never known them rest on me so before.
Plainly he was aware of some change; and
could there be anything different in the relation
of two whoso longhad loved eachother, without
something being less well and good thanbefore ?
Nor was it indeed wonderful he should see a
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difference ; for, with all the might of my resolve
to do evenbetter than usual,Iwould now and
then find myself unconscious of what either of
us had last been saying. The face had come
yet again,and driven everything from its pre-
sence! Igrew angry— not with the youth, but
with his face, for appearing so often whenIdid
not invite it. Once Icaught myself on the
verge of crying out,

" Can't you wait ? Iwill
come presently!

"
and my uncle looked up as if

Ihad spoken. Perhapshe had as good as heard
the words;he possessed what almost seemed a
supernatural faculty of divining the thought of
another— not,Iwas sure, by any effort to per-
ceive it, but by involuntary intuition. He
uttered no inquiring word, but a light sigh
escapedhim, which all but made me burst into
tears. Iwas on one side of a widening gulf,
and he on the other!

Our lessons ended, he rose immediately and
left the room. Five minutes passed, and then
came the clatter of his horse's feet on the
stones of the yard. A moment more, and I
heard him ride awayat a quick trot. Iburst
into tears where Istill sat beside my uncle's
emptychair. Iwas weary like one in a dream
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searching in vain for a spot whereupon to
set down her heart-breaking burden. There
was noone but my uncle to whom Icould tell
any trouble,and the trouble Icould not have
told him had hitherto been unimaginable!
From this my reader may judge what a trouble
it was thatIcould not tell him my trouble. I
was a traitor to my only friend! HadIbegun
to love him less ? had Ibegun to turn away
fromhim ? Idared notbelieve it. That would
have been to give eternity to my misery. But
itmight be that at heart Iwas a bad, treacher-
ous girl ! Ihad again a secret from him! I
was not withhim!
Iwent into the garden. The day v/as sultry

and oppressive. Coolness or comfort was no-
where. Isought the shadow of the live yew-
walls ; there was shelter in the shadow, but it
oppressed the lungs whileit comforted the eyes.
Not abreath of wind breathed ;the atmosphere
seemed tohave lost its life-giving. Iwent out
into the wilderness. There the air was filled
and heaped with the odours of the heavenly
plants that crowded its humble floor, but they
gave me no welcome. Between two bushes
that flamed out roses, Ilay down, and the
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heather and the rose-trees closed above me.
Mymind was in such a confusion of pain and
pleasure—

not without a hope of deliverance
somewhere in its clouded sky — that Icould
think nomore, and fell asleep.
Iimagine that, had Inever again seen the

young man,Ishould nothave suffered. Ithink
that, by slow natural degrees, his phantasmal
presence would have ceased to haunt me, and
graduallyIshould have returned to my former
condition. Ido not meanIshould have for-
gotten him, but neither should Ihave been
troubled when Ithought of him. Iknow I
should never have regretted having seen him.
In that,Ihad nothing to blame myself for,and
should have felt— not that a glory had passed
away from the earth,but thatIhad had a vision
of bliss. What it was,Ishould not have had
the power to recall,but it would have left with
me the faith that Ihad beheld something too
ethereal for my memory to store. Ishould
have consoled myselfboth with the dream, and
with the conviction that Ishould not dream it
again. The peaceful sense of recovered near-

ness to my uncle would have been far more
precious than the dream. The sudden fire of
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transfiguration that had for a moment flamed
out of the All, and straightway withdrawn,
would have become amemory only;but none
the less would that enlargement of the child
way of seeing things have remained vvith me.
Ido not think that would ever have left me:
it is the care of the prudent wise that bleaches
the grass, and is as the fumes of sulphur to the
red roseof life.

Outwearied vvith inward conflict, Islept a
dreamless sleep.



CHAPTER XII.

A LETTER.

A COOL soft breeze went through the curtains
of my couch, andIawoke. The blooms of the
peasant-briars and the court-roses were waving
together overmy head. The sigh of the wind
had breathed itself out over the far heath,and
ere it died in my fairy forest of lowly plants
and bushes, had found and fanned the cheeks
that lay down hot and athirst for air. Itgave
me new life,and Irose refreshed. Something
fluttered to the ground. Ithought it was a leaf
from a white rose above me, butIlooked. At
my feet lay apiece of paper. Itook it up. It
had been folded very hastily, and had no
address, but who could have a better right to
unfold it than I! It might be nothing; it
might be a letter. Should Iopen it? Should
Inot rather seize the opportunity of setting
things right between my heart and my uncle
by taking it to him unopened? Only, if it

0
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were indeed—Idared hardly even in thought
complete the supposition— might it not be a
wrong to the youth? Might not the paper
contain a confidence ? might it not be the
messenger of a heart that trusted me before
even it knew my name? WouldIinaugurate
our acquaintance with an act of treachery, or at

least distrust ? Right or wrong, thus my heart
reasoned,and to its reasoningIgave heed. "It
will,"Isaid, "

be time enough to resolve, when
Iknow concerning what!" This,Inow see,
was juggling; for the question was whether I
should be open with my uncle or not.

"
It

might be,"Isaid to myself, " that, the moment
Iknew the contents of the paper, Ishould
reproachmyself thatIhad not read it atonce!"
Isat down on a bush of heather, and un-

folded it. This is whatIfound, written with a
pencil:

—
"Iam the man to whom you talked so

kindly overyour garden wall yesterday. Ifear
you may think me presuming and impertinent.
PresumingImay be, but impertinent, surely
not! IfIwere, would not myheart tell me so,
seeingit is all on your side?"My nameis John Day;Ido not yet know



A LETTER. 99
yours. Ihave not dared to inquire after it, lest
Ishould hear of some impassable gulf between
us. The fear of such a gulf haunts me. Ican
think of nothing but the face Isaw over the
wall through the clusters of lilac : the wall
seems to keep rising and rising, as if it would
hide you for ever." Is it wrong to think thus of you without
your leave ? If onemay not love the loveliest,
then is the world but a fly-trap hung in the
great heaven, to catch and ruin souls!" If Iam writing nonsense—Icannot tell
whether Iam or not— it is because my wits
wander with my eyes to gaze at you through
the leaves of the wild white rose under which
you are asleep. Loveliest of faces, may no
gentlest wind of thought ripple thy perfect
calm, untilIhave said what Imust, and laid it
where she will find it!"Ilive at Rising, the manor-house over the
heath. Iam the son of Lady Cairnedge by a
former marriage. Iam twenty years of age,
and have just ended my last term at Oxford.
MayIcome and see you ? If you will not see
me, why then did you walk into my quiet
house, and turn everything upside down ? I
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shall come to-night, in the dusk, and wait in
the heather, outside the fence. If you come,
thank God! if you do not, Ishall believe
you could not, and come again and again and
again, tillhope is dead. But Iwarn youIam
a terrible hoper."It would startle, perhaps offend you, to
wake and see me; but Icannot bear to leave
you asleep. Something might come too near
you. Iwill write until you move, and then
make haste to go."My heart swells with words too shy to go
out. Surely a Will has brought us together!
Ibelieve in fate, neverin chance!" When we see each other again, will the
wall be down between us,or shall Iknow it
will part us all our mortal lives ? Longer than
that it cannot. If you say to me, 'Imust not
see you, butIwill think of you,' not one shall
ever know Ihave other than a light heart.
Even now Ibegin the endeavour to be such
that, when we meet at last, as meet we must,
you shall not say,'Is this the man, alas, who
dared to love me!

'
"Ilove you as one might love a woman-

angel who,at the merest breath going to fashion



A LETTER. 101

a word unfit, would spread her wings and soar.
Donot,Iprayyou, fear to let me come! There
are things that must be done in faith, else they
never have being: let this be one of them.

—
You stir."

As Icame to these last words, hurriedly
written,Iheard behind me, over the height,
the quick gallop of a horse,and knew the piece
of firm turf he was crossing. The samemoment
Iwas there in spirit, and the imagination was
almost vision. Isaw him speeding away— "

to
come again!"saidmyheart.solemn vvithgladness.

Rising-manor was the house towhich the lady
took me that dread night when first Iknew
whatit was to be alone in darkness and silence
and space. Was that lady his mother ? Had
she rescued me for her son? Iwas not willing
to believe it, thoughIhad never actually seen
her. The way was mostly dark, and during
the latter portion of it,Iwas much too wearyto

look up where she sat on her great horse. I
had never tomy knowledge heard vvho lived at

Rising. Iwas not born inquisitive, and there
vveremiles between us.
Isat still,without impulse to move a finger.
Ilived essentially. Now Iknew what had
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come to me. It was no merely idiosyncratic
experience, for the youth had the same: it was
love! How otherwise could we thus be drawn
together from both sides! Verily it seemed
also good enough to be that wondrous thing
ever on the lips of poets and tale-weaving
magicians! Was it not far beyondany notion
of it their words had given me ?

But my uncle ! There lay bitterness ! Was
Iindeed false to him, that now the thought
of him was a pain ? Had Ibegun a new
life apart from him ? To tell him would
perhaps check the terrible separation! But
how wasIto tell him? For the first time I
knew thatIhad nomother! Would Mr Day's
mother be my mother too, and help me ? But
from no woman save my own mother, hardly
evenfrom her, wouldIask mediation with the
uncle Ihad loved and trusted all my life and
vvith my whole heart. Ihad never known
father or mother, save as he had been father
and mother and everybody to me! What was
Ito do ? Gladly wouldIhave hurried to some
desert place, and there waited for the light I
needed. That Iwas no longer in any uncer-
tainty as to the word that described my condi-
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tion, did not,Ifound,make it easy to use the
word. "Perhaps,"Iargued, struggling in the
toils of my new liberty, "my uncle knows
nothing of this kind of love, and would be
unable tounderstandme! SupposeIconfessed
tohim whatIfelt toward amanIhad spoken
tobut once,and then only to tell him the way
to Dumbleton, would be not thinlrme outof my
mind ?

"

At lengthIbethought me that,so long asI
did not know what todo,Iwas not required to
do anything;Imust wait tillIdid know what
to do. But with the thought came suffering
enough tobe the wages of any sin that, so far
asIknew,Ihad evercommitted. For the con-
viction awoke that already the love that had
hitherto been the chief joy of my being, had
begun topale and fade Was itpossibleIwas
ceasing to love my uncle? What could any
love be worth if mine should fail my uncle!
Love itself must be a mocker}-, and life but a
ceaseless sliding down to the death of indiffer-
ence! Even if Inever ceased to love him,it
was just as bad to love him less! Had he not

been everything to me?
— and this man, what

had he everdone for me? Doubtless we are to
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love evenour enemies ;but are we to love them
as tenderly as we love our friends ? Or are we
to love the friend of yesterday, of whom we
know nothing though we may believe every-
thing, as we love those who have taken all the
trouble to make true men and women of us ?"What can be the matter with my soul?

"
I

said.
"

Can that soul be right made, in which
onelove begins to wither the moment another
begins to grow? IfIbe so made, Icannot help
beingworthless!

"

It was then first,Ithink, that Ireceived a
notion— anything like a true notion,that is,of
myneed of a God— whence afterwardIcame to
see the oneneed of the whole race. Of course,
not being able to make ourselves, it needed a
God to make us;but that making werea small
thing indeed, if he left us so unfinished that we
could come to nothing right;— if he left us so
that we could think or do or be nothingright ;— if our souls were created so puny, for in-
stance, that there was not room in them to love
as they could not help loving, without ceasing
to love where they vverebound byevery obliga-
tion to love right heartily, and more and more
deeply! But hadInot been growingall the time
Ihad been in the world? There must then be
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the possibility of growing still! If there was
not room in me, there must be room in God for
me tobecome larger! The room in God must
be made room in me! God had not donemak-
ing me, in fact, andIsorely needed him to go
on making me;Isorely needed to be made
out! What if this new joy and this new terror
had come, had been sent, in order to make me
grow ? At least the doors were open;Icould
go out and forsake myself! If a living power
had caused me— and certainly Idid not cause
myself— then that living power knew all about
me, knew every smallness that distressed me!
Where should Ifind him? He could not be
so far that the misery of one of his own chil-
dren could not reach him! Iturned my face
into the grass, and prayed as Ihad never
prayedbefore. Ihad alwaysgone tochurch,and
made the responses attentively, while Iknew
that was not praying, and tried to praybetter
than that;butnowIwas reallyasking fromGod
somethingIsorely wanted.

"
Father in heaven,"

Isaid, "Iam so miserable! Please,help me!
"

Irose, went into the house, and up to the
study, took a sock Iwasknitting for my uncle,
and sat down to wait what would come. I
could think nomore;Icould only wait.



CHAPTER XIII.

OLD LOVE AND NEW.

WHILE Iwaited, as nearly a log, under the
weariness of spiritual unrest, as agirl could well
be, the door opened. Very seldom did that
door open to any onebut my uncle or myself:
he would let no onebut me touch his books, or
evendust the room. Ijumped from the chest
whereIsat.

It was only Martha Moon."How you startled me, Martha!
"
Icried."No wonder,child !

"
she answered.

"
Icome

vvith bad news! Your uncle has had a fall.
He is laid up at Wittenage vvith a broken right
arm."
Iburst into tears." Oh, Martha!

"
Icried ; "Imust go to

him!"" He has sent for me," she answered quietly."Dick is putting the horse to the phaeton."" He doesn't want me, then!
"
Isaid; but it
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seemed a voice not my own that shrieked the
words.

The punishment of my sin was upon me.
Never would he have sent for Martha and not
me,Ithought,had he not seen thatIhad gone
wrongagain, and was no more to be trusted."My dear," said Martha, " which of us two
ought tobe the better nurse ? You never saw
your uncle ill;I'venursed him at death's door!"" Then you don't think he is angry with me,
Martha ?

"
Isaid, humbled before myself." Was he ever angry with you,Orbie ? What

is there to be angry about ? Inever saw him
evendispleased with you!

"

Ihad not realized that myuncle was suffer-
ing— only that he was disabled ;now the fact
flashed upon me, and with it the perception
that Ihad been thinking only of myself: I
was fast ceasing to care for him ! And then,
horrible to tell! a flash of joy went through
me, that he would not be home that day, and
therefore Icould not tell him anything!

The momentMartha left meIthrew myself
on the floor of the desert room. Iwas in utter
misery." Gladly would Ibear every pang of his
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pain,"Isaid to myself; "yetIhave not asked
one question about his accident ! He must

be in danger, or he would not have sent for
Martha instead of me!

"

How had the thing happened,Iwondered.
Had Death fallen with him— perhaps onhim ?
He was such a horseman,Icould not think he
had been thrown. Besides, Death was a good
horse vvho loved his master

— dearly,Iwas sure,
and would never have thrown him or let him
fall! A great gush of the old love poured from
the fountain in my heart: sympathy vvith the
horse had unsealed it. Isprang from the floor,
and ran down to entreat Martha to take me
vvith her:if my uncle did not wantme,Icould
return with Dick! But she was gone. Even
the sound of her wheels was gone Ihad lain
on the floor longer thanIknew.
Iwent back to the study a little relieved.
Iunderstood now that Iwas not glad he was
disabled ; thatIwas anything but glad he was
suffering; that Ihad only been glad for an
instant that the crisis ot my perplexity was
postponed. In the meantime Ishould see
John Day, who would help me to understand
whatIought to do!
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Very strange vveremy feelings that afternoon

in the lonely house. Ihad always felt it lonely
when Martha, never when my uncle was out.
Yet when my uncle was in,Iwas mostly vvith
him, and seldom more than a few minutes at a
time vvith Martha. Our feelings are odd crea-
tures ! Now that both vvere away, there was
neither time nor space in my heart for feeling
the house desolate ; while the world outside
was rich as a treasure-house of mighty kings.
The momentIwas a little more comfortable
vvith myself, my thoughts went in a flock to the
face that looked over the garden-wall, to the
man that watched me while Islept, the man
that wrote that lovely letter. Inside was old
Penny with her broom: she took advantage
of every absence to sweep or scour or dust;
outside was John Day, and the roses of the
wilderness ! He was waiting the hour to come
to me, wonderinghow Iwould receive him!

Slowly went the afternoon. Ihad fallen in
love at first sight, it is true; not therefore was
Ieager to meet my lover. Iwas only more
than willing to see him. It was as sweet, or
nearly as sweet, to dream of his coming, as to
have him before me— so long asIknew he was
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indeed coming. Iwas just a little anxious lest
Ishould not find him altogether so beautiful as
Iwas imagining him. That he was good,I
never doubted : could Iotherwise have fallen
in love with him ? And his letter was so
straightforward— so manly !

The afternoon was cloudy,and the twilight
came the sooner. From the realms of the dark,
where all the birds of night build their nests,
lining them vvith their own sooty down, the
sweet odorous filmy dusk of the summer,
haunted vvith wings of noiseless bats,began at

length to come flickering earthward,in a snow
infinitesimal of fluffiest gray and black :Icrept
out into the garden. It was dark as wintry
night among the yews, but Icould have gone
any time through every alley of them blind-
folded. An owl cried and Istarted, for my
soul was sunk in its own love-dawn. There
came a sudden sense of light asIopened the
door into the wilderness,but light how thin and
pale, and how full of expectation! The earth
and the vast air,up to the great vault, seemed
to throb andheave vvith life— or was it that my
spirit lay an open thoroughfare to the life of
the All? With the scent of the roses and
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the humbler sweet-odoured inhabitants of the
wilderness ;vvith the sound of the brook that
ran through it, flowing from the heath and
down the hill; with the silent starbeams, and
the insects that make all the little noises they
can; vvith the thoughts that went out of me,
andreturned possessed of the earth;— with all
these, and the sense of thought eternal, the
universe was full as it could hold. Istood in
the doorway of the wall, and looked outon the
wild: suddenly, by some strange reaction, it
seemed out of creation's doors, out in theillimit-
able,given up to the bare, to the space that had
no walls! A shiver ran through me;Iturned
back among the yews. It was early;Iwould
wait yet a while! If he were already there, he
too would enjoy the calm of a lovely little wait.

Asmall wind came searchingabout,and found,
and caressed me. Iturned to it;itplayed with
my hair, and cooled my face. After a while,
Ileft the alley, passed out, closed the door be-
hind me, and went straying through the broken
o-round of the wilderness,among the low bushes,
meandering, as if with some frolicsome brook
for a companion— a brook of capricious wind-
ings— but still coming nearer to the fence that
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parted the wilderness from the heath, my eyes
bent down, partly to avoid the hillocks and
bushes, and partly from shyness of the moment
when firstIshould see him who was inmyheart
and somewhere near. Softly the moon rose,
round and full. There was still so much light
in the sky that she made no sudden change,
and for amomentIdid not feel her presence or
look up. In front of me, the high ground of
the moor sank into a hollow,deeply indenting
the horizon-line: the moon was rising just in
the gap, and whenIdid look up,the lower edge
of her disc was just clear of the earth,and the
head of a man looking over the fence was in
the middle ofthe great moon. It was like the
head of a saint in a missal, girt with a halo of
solid gold. Icould not see the face, for the
halo hid it, as such attributions are apt to do,
but it must be he ; and strengthened by the
heavenly vision,Iwent toward him. Walking
less carefully than before, however,Icaught my
foot, stumbled, and fell. There came a rush
through the bushes ;he was by my side, lifted
me like a child, and held me in his arms;
neither was Imore frightened than a child
caught up in the arms of any well - known
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friend:Ihad been bred in faith and not mis-
trust! But indeed my head had struck the
ground vvith such force, that, had Ibeen in-
clined,Icould scarcely have resisted— though
why should Ihave resisted,beingwhereIwould
be ! Does not philosophy tell us that growth
and development, cause and effect, are all,and
that the days and years are of no account?
And does not more than philosophy tell us that
truth is everything?

"
" My darling! Are you hurt ?" murmured

the voice whose echoes seemed tohave haunted
me for centuries."

A little,"Ianswered. "Ishall be all right
in a minute." Idid not add, "Put me down,
please;" for Idid not want to be put down
directly. Icould not have stood if he had put
me down. Igrew faint.

Life came back, andIfelt myself growing
heavy in his arms."
Ithink Ican stand now,"Isaid. "Please

put me down."
He obeyedimmediately." I've nearly broken your arms," Isaid,

ashamed ofhaving become a burden to him the
moment wemet.

H
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"Icould run vvith you to the top of the hill!
"

he answered."
Idon't think you could,"Ireturned.

PerhapsIleaned a little toward him ;Ido
not know. He put his arm round me."You arenot able tostand," he said.

"
Shall

wesit amoment?"



CHAPTER XIV.

MOTHER AND UNCLE.

IWAS glad enough to sink ona clump of white
clover. He stretched himself on the heather, a
little way from me. Silence followed. He was
giving me time to recover myself. As soon,
therefore, as Iwas able, it was my part to
speak." Where is your horse?

"
Iasked.

The first word is generally one hardly worth
saying."
Ileft him at a little farmhouse, about a

mile from here. Iwas afraid to bring him
farther, lest my mother should learn where I
had been. She takes pains toknow."" Then will she not find out ?

"
"Idon't know."" Will she not ask you where you were?

"
" Perhaps. There's no knowing."" You will tell her, of course, if she does ?

"
"Ithink not."
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" Oughtn't you ?""No."" You are sure?"
Yes."" Youdon't mean you will tell her a story ?"" Certainly not.""What will you do then ?

"
"
Iwill tell her thatIwill not tell her."" Would that be right ?

"

Through the duskIcould see the light of his
smile as he answered,

"Ithink so. Ishall not tell her.'"But,"Ibegan.
He interruptedme.
My heart was sinking within me. Not only

hadIwanted him to help me to tell my uncle,
but Ishuddered at the idea of having vvith any
man a secret from his mother."Itmust look strange to you," he said;"but
you donot know my mother!

"
"Ithink Ido know your mother," Ire-

joined. " She saved my poor little life once.—
Iam not sure it was your mother,butIthink
it was."

"How was that?" he said, much surprised.
"When was it?"
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"Many years ago

—
Icannot tell how many,"

Ianswered. "ButIremember all about itwell
enough. Icannot have been more than eight,
Iimagine""Could she have been at the manor then ?

"
he said, putting the question to himself, not
me

"How was it ? Tell me," he went on,
rising tohis feet,andlooking at me with almost
a frightenedexpression.
Itoldhim the incident,and he heard me in

absolute silence. WhenIhad done,—'" It zvas my mother!
"

he broke out ; "I
don't know- one other woman w_ho would have
let a child walk Hke that! Any other would
have taken you up, or put jx>u on the horse
and walked beside you!°

"A gentleman would,Iknow," Ireplied.
■But it would notbe so easy for a lady!

"
" S/ie could have done either well enough.

She's as strongas ahorse herself, and rides like
an Amazon. But Iam not in the least sur-
prised: it was just like her! You poor little
darling! It nearly makes me cry to think of
the tiny feet going tramp, tramp, all that
horrible way, and she highup onher bighorse!
She always rides the biggest horse she canget!
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— And then never to say a word to you after
she brought you home, or see you the next
morning!

"
"
Mr Day," Ireturned, "Iwould not have

told you, hadIknown it would give you occa-
sion to speak so naughtily of your mother.
You make me unhappy."

He was silent. Ithought he was ashamed
of himself, and was sorry for him. But my
sympathy was wasted. He broke into a mur-
muringlaugh of merriment." When is a mother not amother ?

"
he said."— Do you give it up?— When she's a north

wind. When she's a Roman emperor. When
she's an iceberg. When she's a brass tiger.—
There!that'll do. Good-bye, mother, for the
present! Imayn't know much, as she's always
tellingme, but Ido know that a nounis not a
thing, nora nameaperson!

"

Iwould have expostulated." For love's sake, dearest," he pleaded, "we
will not dispute where only one of us knows!
Iwill tell you all some day— soon, Ihope,
veiy soon. Iam angry now!— Poor little
tramping child!

"

Isaw Ihad been behavingpresumptuously :
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Ihad wanted to argue while yet in absolute
ignorance of the thing in hand! Had not my
uncle taught me the folly of reasoning from
the ideal where Iknew nothing of the actual !
The ideal must be our guide how to treat the
actual, but the actual must be there to treat!
One thing moreIsaw— that there could be no
likeness between his mother and myuncle !"Will you tell me something about yourself,
then?

"
Isaid."

That wouldnotbe interesting!" heobjected." Then why are you here ?
"
Ireturned." Can any person without ahistory be interest-

ing?
"

" Yes," he answered:
"

a person that was
going tohave ahistory might be interesting."" Could a person vvith ahistory that was not
worth telling, be interesting ? But Iknow
yours will interest me in the hearing, therefore
it ought to interest you in the telling."Isee," he rejoined, vvith his merry laugh,
Ishall have to be careful ! My lady will

at once pounce upon the weak points of my
logic!

"
"Iamno logician,"Ianswered;"Ionly know

when Idon't know a thing. My uncle hag
taught me that wisdom lies in that,"
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" Yours must be a very unusual kind of
uncle !

"
he returned."

If God had mademany menlike my uncle,
Ithink the world wouldn't be the same place""Iwonder whyhe didn't !

"
he said thought-

fully."Ihave wondered much, and cannot tell,"
Ireplied.

"What if it wouldn't be good for the world
to have many good men in it before it was
ready to treat them properly?

" he suggested.
The words let me know that at least he could

think. Hitherto my uncle had seemed to me
the only man that thought. But Ihad seen
very few men." Perhaps that is it,"Ianswered. "Iwill
think about it.

— Were you brought up at
Rising? Have you been there all the time ?
Were you there that night ? Ishould surely
have known had youbeen in the house!"

He looked at me with a grateful smile."
Iwas not brought up there," he answered."Rising is mine, however— at least it will be

when Icome of age; it was left me some ten
years ago by a great-aunt. My father's pro-
perty will be mine too, of course. My mother's
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is in Ireland. She ought to be there, not here;
but she likes my estates better than her own,
and makes the most ofbeingmy guardian.""

You would not have her there if she is hap-
pier here ?

"
"
All vvho have land, ought to live on it,or

else give it to those who will. What makes it
theirs, if their only connection vvith it is the
money it brings them ? If Ilet my horse run
wild over the country, how couldIclaim him,
and refuse to payhis damages ?

"
"Idon't quite understand you.""Ionly mean there is no bond where both

ends are not tied. Mymother has no sense of
obligation, so far as everIhave been able to
see. But do not be afraid :Iwould as soon
take a wife to the house she was in, asIwould
ask her to creep with me into the den of a
hyena."

It was too dreadful ! Irose. He sprang to
his feet." Youmust excuse me, sir !

"
Isaid. "

With
one vvho can speak so of his mother,Iam where
Iought not tobe."

"Youhavea right toknow whatmy mother is,"
lie answered— coldly,Ithought ;" andIshould
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not be a true man if Ispoke of her otherwise
than truly."

He would pretend nothing to please me! I
saw thatIwas again in the wrong. Was Iso
ill read as to imagine that a mother must of
necessity be agood woman ? Was he to speak
of his mother as he didnot believe of her, or be
unfit for my company? Would untruth be a
bond between us?"Ibeg your pardon,"Isaid ;

"
Iwas wrong.

But you canhardly wonderIshouldbe shocked
to hear a son speak so of his mother— and to
oneallbut a stranger!

"
" What!

"
he returned,vvith a look ofsurprise ;" do you think of me so? Ifeel as if Ihad

known you all my life— and before it!"
Ifelt ashamed, and was silent. If he was

such a stranger, why was Ithere alone with
him?"You must not think Ispeak so to any one,"
he went on.

" Of those who know my mother,
not one has a right to demand of me anything
concerningher. But how could Iask you to
see me, andhide from you the truth about her ?
Prudence would tell you to have nothing to do
with the son of such a woman:could Ibe a
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true man, true to you, and hold my tongue
about her? Ishould be a liar of the worst
sort!

"

He felt far too strongly, it was plain, to heed
a world of commonplaces."Forgive me," Isaid.

"May Isit down
again?

"

He held out his hand. Itook it,and reseated
myself on the clover-hillock. He laid himself
againbeside me, and after a little silence began
to relate what occurred to him of his external
history, while all the time Iwas watching for
hints as to how he had come to be the man he
was. It wasclear he did not find it easy to talk
about himself. But soonIno longer doubted
whetherIought tohave methim,and loved him
a great deal more by the timehe had done.
Ithen told him in return what my life had

hitherto been ;how Iknew nothing of father
or mother; how my uncle had been everything
to me;how he had taught me all Iknew, had
helped me to love what was good and hate
what was evil, had enabled me to value good
books, and turn away from foolish ones. In
short,Imade him feel that all his mother had
notbeen to him,myuncle had been to me;and
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that it would take a long time to make me as
much indebted to a husband as already Iwas
to my uncle. ThenIput the question:"

What would you think of me if Ihad a
secret from an uncle like that ?

"
" If Ihad an uncle like that," he answered,"Iwould sooner cut my throat than keepany-

thing from him!
"

"Ihave not told him,"Isaid, "what happened
to-day— or yesterday.""But you will tell him ?"" The first moment Ican. But Ihope you
understand it is hard to do. My love for my
uncle makes it hard. Ithas thelook of turning
away from him to love another !

"

With thatIburst out crying. Icould not help
it. He letme cry, and did not interfere. Iwas
grateful for that When at lengthIraised my
head,he spoke." Ithas that look," he said ; "but Itrust it
is only a look. Anyhow,he knows that such
things must be; and the more of a good man
and agentlemanhe is, the less will he be pained
that we should love oneanother !

"
"Iam sure of that," Ireplied. "Iam only

afraid that he may neverhavebeen in love him-
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self, and does not know how it feels, and may
think Ihave forsaken him for you.""Are you vvith him always?""

No;Iam sometimes agood deal alone. I
canbe alone as much asIlike ;he always gives
me perfect liberty'. But Inever before wanted
to be alone whenIcould be vvith him.""

But he could live without you?
"

" Yes, indeed!
"
Icried. " He would be a

poor creature that could not live without an-
other !

"

He saidnothing, and Iadded,"He often goes out alone— sometimes in the
darkest nights.""

Thenbe sure he knows what love is.— But,
if you would rather,Iwill tell him.""Icould not have any one,even you, tell my
uncle about me.""You are right. When will you tell him?

"
"
Icannot be sure. Iwould go to him to-

morrow, but Iam afraid they will not let me
until he has got a little over this accident,"
Ianswered— and told him what had happened."It is dreadful to think how he must have suf-
fered,"Isaid, " and how much moreIshould
have thought about it but for you! It tears
myheart. Why wasn't it madebigger ?

"
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" Perhaps that is just what is now being done
with it!

"
he answered.

"I hope it may be!" Ireturned. "—But
it is timeIwent in."" Shall Inot see you again to-morrow
evening?

"
he asked."No," Ianswered. "Imust not see you

again tillIhave toldmy uncle everything."" You do not mean for weeks and weeks
—

till he is well enough to come home ? How am
Ito live till then!

"
" AsIshall have to live. But Ihope it will

be but for a few days at most. Only, then,
it will depend on what my uncle thinks of the
thing."" Will hedecide for you what you aretodo?

"
" Yes—Ithink so. Perhaps if he were

—
Iwas on the point of saying, " like your

mother," butIstopped in time— or hardly, forI
think he saw whatIjust saved myself from.
It was but the other morning Imade the

discovery that, all our life together, John has
never once pressed me to complete a sentence
Ibroke off.

He looked so sorrowful thatIwas driven to
add something.
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"Idon't think there is much good," Isaid,"
in resolving what you will or will not do, be-

fore the occasion appears, for it mayhave some-
thing in it you never reckoned on. All Ican
say is,Iwill try to do what is right. Icannot
promise anything without knowing what my
uncle thinks."

We rose;he took me in his arms for just an
instant ;and we parted vvith the understanding
that Iwas to write to him as soon as Ihad
spoken with myuncle.



CHAPTER XV.

THE TIME BETWEEN.

INOW felt quite able to confess to myuncle
both whatIhad thought and whatIhad done.
True,Ihad much more to confess than when
my trouble first awoke;but the growth in the
matter of the confession had been such agrowth
in definiteness as well, as tomake its utterance,
though more weighty, yet much easier. If I
might be in doubt about revealing my thoughts,
Icould be in none about revealingmy actions;
andIfound itwas much less appalling to make
known my feelings, when Ihad the words of
John Day to confess as well.
Imayhere be allowed to remark, how much

easier an action is when demanded, than it
seems while in the contingent future — how
much easier when the thing is before you in
its reality, and not as a mere thought-spectre
The thing itself, and the idea of it, are two
such different grounds upon which to come
either to a decision or to action!
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One thingmore :when a woman wants to do
the right—Ido not mean, wants to coax the
right to side with her— she will, somehow, be
led up to it.

My uncle was very feverish and troubled the
first night, and had a good deal of delirium,
during which his care and anxiety seemed all
about me. Martha had to assure him every
other moment thatIwas well, and in no danger
of any sort:he would be silent for a time, and
then again show himself tormented vvith fore-
bodings about me. In the morning, however,
he was better; only he looked sadder than
usual. She thought he was, for some cause or
other, in reality anxious about me. So much
Igathered from Martha's letter, by no means
scholarly, but graphic enough.

It gave me much pain. Myuncle was miser-
able about me:he had plainly seen,he knew
and felt that something had come between us !
Alas,it wasno fancyofhis brain-troubled soul!
Whether Iwas in fault or not, there was
that something! It troubled the unity that
had hitherto seemed a thing essential and
indivisible !

Dared Igo to him without a summons ? I
1
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knew Martha would call me the moment the
doctor allowed her:it would notbe right to go
without that call. What Ihad to tell might
justify far more anxiety than the sight of me

would counteract. If Isaid nothing, the keen
eye of his love would assure itself of the some-
thinghid in my silence, and he would not see
thatIwas but waiting his improvement to tell
him everything. Iresolved therefore to remain
whereIwas.

The next two days were perhaps the most
uncomfortable ever Ispent. A secret one
desires to turn out of doors at the first oppor-
tunity, is not a pleasant companion. Ido not
sayIwasunhappy, still less that onceIwished
Ihad not seen John Day, but oh, howIlonged
to love him openly! how Ilonged for my
uncle's sanction, without which our love could
not be perfected! Then John's mother wasby
no meansa gladsome thought— except that he
must be a good man indeed, vvho was good in
spite of being unable to love,respect, or trust
his mother! The true notion of heaven, is to
be with everybody one loves:to him the pres-
ence of his mother-— such as she was, that is—
would destroy any heaven! What a painful
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but salutary shock it will be to those whose
existence is such aglorifying of themselves that
they imagine their presence necessary to all
about them, when they learn that their disap-
pearance from the world sent a thrill of relief
through the hearts of those nearest them ' To
leam how little they were prized,will one day
prove a strongmedicine for souls self-absorbed.

" There is nothing covered that shall not be
revealed."



CHAPTER XVI.

FAULT AND NO FAULT.

The next dayIkept the house till the evening,
and then went walking in the garden in the
twilight. Between the dark alleys and the
open wilderness Iflitted and wandered, alter-
nating gloom and gleam outside me, even as
they chased oneanother within me.

In the wilderness Ilooked up— and there
was John ! He stood outside the fence, just as
Ihad seen him the night before,only now there
was noaureole about his head: the moon had
not yet reached the horizon.

My first feeling was anger :he had broken
our agreement! Idid not reflect that there
was such a thing as breaking a law, or evena
promise, and being blameless. He leaped the
fence, and clearing everybush like a deer, came
straight toward me. It was no use trying to
escape him. Iturned my back, and stood.
He stopped close behind me, a yard or two
away.
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" Will you not speak to me ?

"
he said.

"
It

is not my fault Iam come."" Whose fault then, pray?
"Irejoined, vvith

difficulty keeping my position. "
Is itmine ?

"
"Mymother's,"he answered.
Iturned and looked him in the eyes, through

the dusk saw that he was troubled, ran to him,
and put my arms about him."She has been spying," he said,as soon as
he could speak. " She will part us at any risk,
if she can. She is having us watched this very-
moment, most likely. She may be watching us
herself. She is a terrible womanwhen she is
for or against anything. Literally, Ido not
know what she would not do to get her own
way. She lives for her own way. The loss of
it would be toher as the loss of her soul. She
will lose it this time though! She will fail this
time— if she never did before !

"
" Well," Ireturned,nowise inclined to take

her part,
"Ihope she will fail ! What does

she say ?
"

"
She says she would rather go to her grave

than see me your husband."" Why ? "
" Your family seems objectionable to her."
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" What is there against it ?
"

"' Nothing thatIknow.""What is there against myuncle ? Is there
anything against Martha Moon ?

"
Iwas in-

dignant at the idea of a whisper against either." What have / done ?
"
Iwent on.

" We are
all of the familyIknow : what is it ?

"
"
Idon't think she has had time to invent

anything yet;but she pretends there is some-
thing, and says ifIdon't give you up,if Idon't
swear never to look at you again, she will tell
it.""

What did you answerher ?
"

"Isaid no power on earth should make me
give you up. Whatever she knew, she could
know nothing against you, and Iwas as ready
to go to my grave as she was.

'Mother,'Isaid,'you may tell my determination by your own!
Whether Imarry her or not, you and Ipart
company the dayIcome of age ;and if you
speak word or do deed against one of her
family, my lawyer shall look strictly into your
accounts as my guardian.' You see Iknew
where to touch her !

"
" It is dreadful you should have to speak like

that to your mother !
"
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"It is ;but you would feel to her just asIdo

if you knew all— though you wouldn't speak so
roughly,Iknow."" Can you guess what shehas in her mind ? "

"
Not in the least. She will pretend any-

thing. It is enough that she is determined
to part us. How, she cares nothing, so she
succeed.""But she cannot !

"

It rests vvith you."
How vvith me ?

"
"
It will be war to the knife between her and

me. If she succeed, it must be vvith you. I
will do anything to foil her except lie."

"What if she should make you see it your
duty to give me up ?

"
"What if there were no difference between

right and wrong! We're as good as married !
"

" Yes, of course; but Icannot quite pro-
mise, you know,untilIhear what my uncle will
say.""If your uncle is half so good aman as you
have made me think him, he will do what he
can on our side. He loves what is fair;and
what can be fairer than that those who love
each other should marry?"
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Iknew my uncle would not willingly inter-
fere withmyhappiness, and for myself,Ishould
never marry another than John Day— that was
a thing of course:had he not kissed me ? But
the best of lovers had been parted, and that
which had been might be again, thoughIcould
not see how!It wasgood, nevertheless, to hear
John talk! It was the right way for a lover to
talk !Still,he had nosupremacy over what was
to be !"

Some would say it cannot be so great a
matter to us, when we have known each other
such a little while!

"
Iremarked.

"The true time is the long time!
"

he replied." Would it be a sign that our love was strong,
that it took a great while to come to anything ?
The strongest things "

There he stopped, andIsaw why:strongest
things are not generally of quickest growth!
But there was the eucalyptus ! And was not St.
Paul as good a Christian as any of them ? I
said nothing, however : there was indeed no
rule in the matter!" You must allow it possible,"Isaid, " that
we may not be married!

"
"Iwill not," he answered. " It is true my
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mother may get me brought in as incapable of
managing myown affairs ;but

"
" What mother would do such a wicked

thing!
"
Icried."Mymother," he answered."

Oh!
"

" She would!"
Ican't believe it."Iam sure of it."
Iheld my peace. Icould not help a sense

of dismay at finding myself so near such a
woman. Iknew of bad women, but only in
books : it would appear they vvere in other
places as well!" We must be on our guard," he said."Against what ?

"
"
Idon't know; whatever she may do.'"We can't do anything till she begins!

"

"She has begun.""How ? "Iasked incredulous."Leander is lame," he answered."
Iam so sorry!""Iam so angry!

"
" Is it possibleIunderstand you ?

"
"

Quite. She did it.""How do you know ?
"



138 THE FLIGHT OF THE SHADOW.

"Ican nomore prove it than Ican doubt it.
Icannot inquire into my mother's proceedings.
Ileave that sort of thing toher. Let her spy
on me as she will,Iam not going to spy on
her."" Of course not! But if you have no proof,
how can you state the thing as a fact ?""Ihave what is proof enough for saying it to
my own soul.""But you have spoken of it to me!

"
" You are my better soul. If you are not,

then Ihave done wrongin saying it to you."
Ihastened to tell him Ihad only made him

say whatIhoped he meant— onlyIwasn't his
better soul. He wanted me then to promise
that Iwould marry him in spite of any and
every thing. Ipromised that Iwould never
marry any onebut him. Icould notsay more,
I said, not knowing what my uncle might
think, but so much it was only fair to say.
For Ihad gone so far as to let him know
distinctly thatIlovedhim;and what sort would
that love be that could regard it as possible, at
any distance of time, to marry another ! or
what sort of woman could she be that would
shrink from such a pledge! The mischief lies
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in promises made without forecasting thought.
Iknew what Iwas about. Isaw forward and
backward and all around me A solitary
education opens eyes that, in the midst of com-
panions and engagements, are apt to remain
shut. Knowledgeof the world is no safeguard
to man or woman. In the knowledge and love
of truth, lies our only safety.

With that promise he had to be, and was
content.



CHAPTER XVII.

THE SUMMONS.

Next morning the post brought me the follow-
ing letter from my uncle. Whoever of my
readers may care to enter into my feelings asI
read, must imagine them for herself: Iwill not
attempt to describe them. The letter was not
easy to read, as it was written in bed, and vvith
his left hand."My little one,— Ithink Iknow more than
you imagine. Ithink the secret flew into your
heart of itself; you did not take itup and put
it there. Ithink you tried to drive it out,and
it would not go: the same Fate that clips the
thread of life,had clipped its wings that it could
fly no more! Did my little one think Ihad not
a heart big enough to hold her secret ? Iwish
it had not been so :it has made her suffer ! I
pray my little one to be sure that Iam all on
her side ; that my will is to do and contrive the
best for her that lies in my power. Should I
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be unable to do what she would like, she must
yet believe me true to her as to my God, less
than whom onlyIlove her :— less,because God
is so much bigger, that so much more love will
hang upon him. Ilove you, dear,more than
any other creature except one,and that one is
not in this world. Be sure that, whatever it
may cost me,Iwill be to you what your own
perfected soulwill approve. Not to do mybest
for you, would be tobe false, not to God only,
but to your father as well, whom Iloved and
love dearly. Come to me, my child, and tell
meall. Iknow youhave done nothing wrong,
nothing to be ashamed of. Some things are so
difficult to tell, that it needs help tomake way
for them:Iwill help you. Iam better. Come
to me at once, and we will break the creature's
shell together,and see what it is like, the shy
thing!

—
Your uncle."

Iwas so eager to go to him, that it was vvith
difficulty Ifinished his letter before starting.
Death had been sent home, and was in the
stable, sorely missing his master. Icalled
Dick, and toldhim to get ready to ride with me
to Wittenage;he must take Thanatos, and be
at the door with Zoe in twentyminutes.
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We started. As we left the gate,Icaught
sight of John coming from the other direction,
his eyes on the ground, lost in meditation. I
stopped. He looked up, saw me, and was at
my side in two moments."Ihave heard from my uncle,"Isaid. " He
wants me. Iam goingto him.""If onlyIhad myhorse!

"
he answered." Why shouldn't you take Thanatos ?

"
Ire-

joined."No," he answered,after a moment's hesita-
tion. "It would be an impertinence. Iwill
walk,and perhaps see you there. It's only six-
teen miles,Ithink.— What a splendid creature
he is !

"
" He's getting into years now," Ireplied;"but he has been in the stable several days,

and Iamdoubtful whether Dick will feel quite
at home on him."" Then your uncle would rather Irode him!
He knowsIam no tailor !" said John."How ?

"
Iasked."Idon't mean he knows who Iam, but he

saw me a fortnight ago, in one of our fields,
givingLeander, whois but three,a lesson or two.
He stopped and looked on for a good many
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minutes, and said a kind word about my hand-
ling of the horse. He will remember, Iam
sure.""

How glad Iam he knows something of
you! If you don't mind being seen vvith me,
then, there is no reason why you should not
give me your escort."

Dick was not sorry to dismount, and we rode
away together.
Iwasglad of this for one definite reason, as

well as many indefinite :Iwanted John to see
my letter,and know what causeIhad to love my
uncle. Iforgot for the moment my resolution
not to meethim again before telling my uncle
everything. Somehow he seemed to be going
vvith me to receive my uncle's approval.

He read the letter, old Death carrying him
all the time as gently as he carried myself—I
often rode him now— and returned it vvith the
tears in his eyes. For a moment or twohe did
not speak. Then he said in a very solemn
way,"Isee ! Ioughtn't to have a chance ifhe be
against me! Iunderstand now why Icould
not get you to promise!— Allright! TheLord
have mercy upon me!

"



144 THE FLIGHT OF THE SHADOW.
"That he will! He is always having mercy

upon us!
"
Ianswered, loving John and my

uncle and God more than ever. Iloved John
for this especially, at the moment— that his
nature remained uninjured toward others by
his distrust of her who should have had the first
claim on his confidence. Isaid to myself that,
if aman had a bad mother and yet was a good
man, therecould be no limit to the goodnesshe
must come to. That he was a man after my
uncle's own heart,Ihad no longer the least
doubt. Nor was it a small thing to me that he
rode beautifully—

never seeming to heed his
horse,and yet in constant touch vvith him.

We reached the town, and the inn where my
uncle was lying. On the road we had arranged
where he would be waiting me to hear what
came next. He went to see the horses put up,
and Iran to find Martha. She met me on the
stair, and went straight tomy uncle to tell him I
was come, returned almost immediately, and led
me to his room.
Iwas shocked to see how pale and ill he

looked. Ifeared, and was right in fearing, that
anxiety about myself had not a little to do with
his condition. His face brightened when he
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saw me,but his eyes gazed into mine vvith a
searching inquiry. His face brightened yet
more when he found his eager look answered
by the smile which my perfect satisfaction in-
spired. Iknelt by the bedside, afraid to touch
him lest Ishould hurt his arm.

Slowly he laid his left hand on my head, and
Iknew he blessed me silently. For aminute
or two he lay still."Now tell me all about it," he said at length,
turning his patient blue eyes on mine.
Ibegan at once, and if Idid not tell him all,
Ilet it be plain there wasmoreof the sort be-
hind, concerning which he might question me.
When Ihad ended," Is that everything?

"
he asked, vvith a smile

so like all he had ever been to me, that my
whole heart seemed to go out to meet it." Yes, uncle,"Ianswered; "Ithink Imay
say so— except thatIhave not dwelt upon my
feelings. Love, they say, is shy ;and Ifancy
you will pardon me that portion."" Willingly, my child. More is quite unneces-
sary." Then you know all about it,uncle ?

"
Iven-

tured. "Iwas afmid you might notunderstand
K
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me. Could any one,do you think, that had not
had the sameexperience?"

He made me no answer. Ilooked up. He
was ghastly white; his head had fallen back
against the bed. Istarted up,hardly smother-
ing a shriek.

"What is it, uncle?" Igasped. "Shall I
fetch Martha ?

"
"No, my child," he answered. "Ishall be

better in a moment. Iam subject to little
attacks of the heart, but they do not mean
much. Give me someof that medicine on the
table."

In a few minutes his colour began to return,
and the smile which was forced at first, grad-
ually brightened until it wasgenuine."Iwill tell you the whole story one day," he
said, "— whether in this world,Iam doubtful.
But when is nothing, or where, vvith eternity
before us."

"Yes, uncle,"Ianswered vaguely, as Iknelt
againby the bedside." A person,"he said, after a while,slowly,and
vvith hesitating effort, "may look and feel a
much better person at one time than at another.
Upon occasion,he is so happy, or perhaps so
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well pleased vvith himself, that the good in him
comes all to the surface."" Would he be the better or the worse man if
it did not, uncle ?

"
Iasked."

You must not get me into a metaphysical
discussion, little one,"he answered. "We have
something more important on our hands. I
want you to note that, when a person is happy,
he may look lovable ;whereas, things going as
he does not like, another, and very unfinished
phase of his character may appear."" Surely everybody must know that, uncle !

"
" Then you can hardly expect me tobe con-

fident that your new friend would appear as
lovable ifhe were unhappy!

"
"
Ihave seen you, uncle, look as if nothing

would evermake you smile again;but Iknew
you loved meall the time.""Did you,my darling? Then you vvere right.
/ dare not require of any manthat he should be
as good-tempered in trouble as out of it—
though he must come to that at last ;but a
man must be just, whatever mood he is in.""

That is what Ialways knew you to be,
uncle! Inever waited for a change in your
looks, to tell you anythingIwanted to tell you.
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—Iknow you, uncle!" Iadded, with a glow of
still triumph." Thank you, little one!

"
he returned, half

playfully, yet gravely. "All Iwant to say
comes to this," he resumed after a pause, " that
when a man is in love, you see only the best of
him, or something better than he really is.
Much good may be in a man, for God made
him, and the man yet not be good, for he
has done nothing, since his making, to make
himself. Before you can say you know a man,
you must have seen him in a few at least of his
opposite moods. Therefore you cannot wonder
that Ishould desire a fuller assurance of this
young man, than your testimony, founded on
anacquaintance of three or four days, can give
me.""Let me tell you, then, something that hap-
pened to-day," Ianswered. " When first I
asked him to come vvith me this morning, it
was a temptation to him of course, notknowing
when we might see each other again ;but he
hadn't his own horse, and said it would be an
impertinence to ride yours.""Ihope you did not comealone!

"
" Oh,no. Ihad set out vvith Dick, but John

came after all."
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" Then his refusal to ride my horse does not

come tomuch. It is a small thing tohave good
impulses, if temptation is toomuch for them.""But Ihaven't done tellingyou, uncle !

"
"Iamhasty, little one. Ibeg your pardon.""Ihave to tell you what made him give in

to riding your horse. Iconfessed Iwas a little
anxious lest Death, who had notbeen exercised
for some days, should be too much for Dick.
John said then he thought he might venture,
for you had once spoken very kindly to him of
the wayhe handled his own horse."" Oh, that's the young fellow, is it!

"
cried

my uncle, in a tone that could notbe taken for
other than one of pleasure. " That's the fellow,
is it ?

"
he repeated. " H'm!

"
"Ihope you liked the look ofhim, uncle!"I

said."
The boy is a gentleman anyhow!

"
he

answered.— You may think whether Iwas
pleased!— "Inever saw man carry himself
better horseward!

"
he added with a smile." Then you won't object to his riding Death

home again ?
"

"Not in the least !
" he replied. "The man

can ride."
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"
And may Igo vvith him ?— that is, if you

do not want me!—Iwish Icould stay vvith
you!"" Rather than ride home with him ?

"
" Yes, indeed,if it vvere to be of use to you !"" The only way you can be of use to me, is

to ride home with Mr. Day, and not see him
again until Ihave had a little talk vvith him.
Tyranny may be a sense of duty, you know,
littleone!

"
" Tyranny, uncle !

"
Icried, as Ilaid my

cheek to his hand, which was very cold. " You
could notmake me think you a tyrant!

"
"Ishould not like you to think me one,

darling! Still less would Ilike to deserve it,
whether you thought me one or not! ButI
could not be a tyrant to you if Iwould. You
may defy me when you please."" That would be to poison my own soul!

"
I

answered." Youmust understand," he continued, "that
Ihave no authority over you. If you were
going to marry Mr. Day to-morrow,Ishould
have no right to interfere. Iam but a make-
shift father to you, nota legal guardian.""Don't cast me off, uncle!

"
Icried. " You
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know Ibelong to you as much as if you were
my very own father ! Iam sure my father will
say so when we see him. He will never come
between youand me."

He gave a great sigh, and his face grew so
intense that Ifelt as if Ihad noright to look
on it." It is one of the deepest hopes of my
existence," he said, " to give you back to him
the best of daughters. Be good, my darling,
be good, even if you die of sorrow because
of it."

The intensity had faded to a deep sadness,
and there came a silence."

Would you like me to go now,uncle ?
"
I

asked."IwishIcould see Mr. Day at once," he re-
turned, "but Iam so far from strong, that I
fearboth weakness and injustice. Tell him I
want very much to see him,and will let him
know as soon asIam able."" Thank you, uncle! He will be so glad!
Of course he can't feel asIdo, but he does feel
that to do anything you did not like, would be
justhorrid."" And you will not see him again, little one,
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after he has taken you home, till Ihave had
some talk with him ? "

" Of courseIwill not, uncle."
Ibade him good-bye, had a few moments'

conference with Martha,and found John at the
place appointed.



CHAPTER XVIII.

JOHN SEES SOMETHING.

As we rode,Itold him everything. It did not

seemin the least strange thatIshouldbe so close
to one of whom a few days before Ihad never
heard ;it seemed as if all my life Ihad been
waiting for him, and now he was come, and
everything wasonly as it should be! We were
very quietin ourgladness. Someslight anxiety
about my uncle's decision, and the certain fore-
boding of trouble on the part of his mother,
stilled us both, sending the delight of having
found each other a little deeper and out of the
way of the practical and reasoning.

We did not urge our horses to their speed,
but Ifelt that, for my uncle's sake,Imust not
prolong the journey,forcing the last farthing of
bliss from his generosity, while yet he was un-
certain ofhis duty. The moon was rising just
as we reached my home, and Iwas glad:John
would have to walk miles to reach his, for he
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absolutely refused to take Death on, saying he
did notknow what might happen to him. As
we stopped at the gateIbethought myself that
neither of us had eaten since we left in the
afternoon. Idismounted,and leaving him with
the horses,got what Icould find for him, and
then roused Dick, who was asleep. John con-
fessed that, now Ihad made him think of
it,he was hungry enough to eat anything less
than an ox. We parted merrily, but when
next we met, each confessed it had not been
without a presentiment of impending danger.
For my part,notwithstanding thepositionIhad
presumed to take vvith John when first he spoke
of his mother,Iwas now as distrustful as he,
and more afraid of her.

Much the nearestwaybetween the two houses
lay across theheath. John walked along,eating
the supperIhad given him, and now and then
casting aglance round the horizon. He had got
about half-way, when, looking up, he thought
he saw, dim in the ghosty light of the moon,
a speck upon the track before him. He said to
himself it could hardly be any one on the moor
at such a time of the night,and went on vvith
his supper. Looking up again after an interval,
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he saw that the object was much larger, but
hardly less vague, because of a light fog which
had in the meantime risen. By and by, how-
ever, as they drew nearer to each other, a
strange thrill of recognition went through him:
on the waybefore him, which was little better
than a footpath, and slowly approaching,came
what certainly could be neither the horse
that had-carried him that day,nor his double,
but what was so like him in colour, size,and
bone, while so unlike him in muscle and bear-
ing, that he might have been he, worn but for
his skin to a skeleton. Straight down upon
John he came, spectral through the fog, as if he
wereasleep, and saw nothing inhis way. John
stepped aside to let him pass, and then first
looked in the face of his rider: with a shock of
fear that struck him in the middle of the body,
making him gasp and choke, he saw before
him— so plainly that, but for the impossibility,
he could have sworn to him in any court of
justice— the man whom he knew to be at that
momentconfined tohis bed, twentymiles away,
with a broken arm. Sole other human being
within sight or sound in that still moonlight,
on that desolate moor, the horseman never lifted
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his head,never raised his eyes to look at him.
John stood stunned. He hardly doubted he
saw an apparition. When at length he roused
himself, and looked in the direction in which it
went, ithad all but vanished in the thickening
whitemist.

He found the rest of his way home almost
mechanically, and went straight to bed, but
for a long time could not sleep.

For what might not the apparition portend ?
Mr Whichcote lay hurt by a fall from his horse,
and he had met his very image on the back of
just such a horse, only turned to a skeleton!
Was he bearinghim away to the tomb ?

Then he remembered that the horse's name
was Death.



CHAPTER XIX.

JOHN IS TAKEN ILL.

In the middle ofthe night he woke vvith a start,
illenough to feel that he was going tobe worse.
His head throbbed ; the room seemed turning
round vvith him, and when it settled, he saw
strange shapes in it. A few rays of the sinking
moonhad got in between the curtains of one of
the windows, and had waked up everything!
The furniture looked odd— unpleasantly odd.
Something unnatural, or at least unearthly,
must be near him! The room was an old-
fashioned one, in thorough keeping with the
age of the house— the veryhaunt for a ghost,
but he had heard of no ghost in that room!
He gotup to get himself some water, and drew
the curtains aside. He could have been in no
thraldom to an apprehensive imagination ; for
what man, vvith a brooding terror couched in
him, would, in the middle of the night, let in
the moon ? To such a passion, she is worse
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than the deepest darkness, especially when
going down, as she was then, vvith the weary
look she gets by the time her work is about
over, and she has long been forsaken of the
poor mortals for whom she has so often tobe up
and shining all night. He pouredhimself some
water and drank it,but thought it did not taste
nice. Then he turned to the window, and
looked out.

The house was in a large park. Its few trees
served mainly to show how wide the unbroken
spaces of grass. Before the house, motion-
less as a statue, stood a great gray horse with
hanging neck, his shadow stretched in mighty
grotesque behind him,and on his back the very
effigy of my uncle, motionless too as marble.
Thehorse stood sidewise to the house, but the
face of his rider was turned toward it, as if
scanning its windows in the dyingglitter of the
moon. John thought he heard acry somewhere,
and went to his door, but,listening hard,heard
nothing. When he looked again from the
window, the apparition seemed fainter, and
farther away,though neither horse nor rider had
changed posture. He rubbed his eyes to see
more plainly, could no longer distinguish the
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appearance, and went back to bed. In the
morning he was in a high fever— unconscious
saveofrestless discomfort and undefined trouble.

He learned afterward from the housekeeper,
thathis mother herself nursed him,but he would
take neither food nor medicine from her hand.
No doctor was sent for. John thought, and I
cannot but think, that the water in his bottle
had to do vvith the sudden illness. His mother
may have merely wished to prevent him from
coming to me;but, for the time at least, the
conviction had got possession of him, that she
was attempting his life. He may have argued
in semi conscious moments, that she would not
scruple to take again what she was capable of
imagining she had given. Her attentions,how-
ever,may have arisen from alarm at seeing him
worse than shehad intended to make him, and
desire to counteract what she had done.

For several days he was prostrate vvith ex-
treme exhaustion. Necessarily,Iknew nothing
of this;neither was I,notwithstanding my more
than doubt of his mother, in any immediate
dread of what she might do. The cessation of
his visits could,of course, cause me no anxiety,
seeing it was thoroughly understood between
us that we vverenot at liberty to meet.



CHAPTER XX.

A STRANGE VISIT.

On the fifth night after that on which he left
me to walk home, Iwas roused, about two
o'clock, by a sharp sound as of sudden hail
against my window, ceasingas soon as it began.
Wondering what it was, for hail it could hardly
be,Isprang from the bed, pulled aside the
curtain, and looked out. There was light
enough in the moon to show me a man looking
upat the window,and love enough inmy heart to
tell me who he was. How he knew the window
mine,Ihave always forgotten to ask him. I
would have drawn back, for it vexed me sorely
to think him too weak to hold to our agree-
ment,but the faceIlooked down upon was so
ghastly and deathlike, that Iperceived at once
his coming must have its justification. Idid
not speak, for Iwould not have any in the
house hear ;but,putting on my shoes and abig
cloak,Iwent softly down the stair, opened the
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door noiselessly, and ran to the other side of
the house. There stood John, with his eyes
fixed on my window. As Iturned the corner
Icould see, by their weary flashing, that
either something terrible had happened, or he
was very ill. He stood motionless, unaware of
my approach." What is it ?

"
Isaid under my breath,put-

ting ahand on his shoulder.
He did not turn his head or answer me, but

grew yet whiter, gasped, and seemed ready to
fall. Iput my arm round him, and his head
sank on the top of mine.

Whatever might be the matter, the first thing
was to get him into the house, and make him
lie down. Imoved a little,holding him fast,
and mechanically he followed his support ; so
that,although vvith some difficulty,Isoon got
him round the house, and into the great hall-
kitchen, our usual sitting-room ; there was fire
there that would only want rousing, and, warm
as was the night,Ifelt him very cold. Ilet
him sink on the wide sofa, covered himvvith my
cloak, and ran to rouse old Penny. The aged
sleep lightly, and she was up in an instant. I
told her that a gentlemanIknew had come to

L



162 THE FLIGHT OF THE SHADOW.

the house, either sleep-walking or delirious,and
she must come and help me vvith him. She
struck a light, and followed me to the kitchen.

John lay with his eyes closed, in a dead faint.
We gothim to swallow somebrandy, and pres-
ently he came to himself a little. Then we
put him in my warm bed, and covered him
vvith blankets. In aminute or so he was fast
asleep. He had not spoken a word. Ileft
Penny to watch him,and went and dressed my-
self, thinking hard. The result was, that, hav-
ing enjoined Penny to let no one near him,
whoever it might be, Iwent to the stable,
saddled Zoe, and set off for Wittenage

It was sixteen miles of a ride. The moon
went down, and the last of my journey was
very dark, for the night was cloudy ; but we
arrived in safety, just as the dawnwas promis-
ing to come as soon as it could. No one in the
town seemed up, or thinking of getting up. I
had learned a lesson from John,however,and
Iknew Martha's window, which happily looked
on the street. Igot off Zoe, vvho was tired
enough to stand still,for she was getting old
and Ihad not spared her, and proceeded to
search for a stone small enough to throw at the
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window. The scared face of Martha showed
itself almost immediately."

It's me!" Icried, no louder than she could
justhear; " it's me,Martha! Come down and
let me in."

Without a word of reply, she left the window,
and after some fumbling with the lock, opened
the door, and came out to me, looking gray
vvith scare, but none the less vvith all her wits to
her hand."

How is my uncle, Martha?
"
Isaid."Much better," she answered"

Then Imust seehim at once!
"

"He's fast asleep, child! It would be a
world's pity to wake him!

"
"
It would be a worse pity not!

"
Ireturned." Very well:must-be must !

" she answered.
Imade Zoe fast to the lamp-post : the night

was warm, and hot as she was, she would take
no hurt. Then Ifollowed Martha up the
stair.

But my uncle was awake. He had heard a
little of our motions and whisperings, and lay
'n expectationof something."Ithought Ishould hear from you soon!

"

he said. "Iwrote to Mr Day on Thursday,but
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have had no reply. What has happened?
Nothing serious,Ihope ?

"
"Ihardly know, uncle. John Day is lying

at our house,unable to move or speak."
My uncle started up as if to spring from his

bed, but fell back again with agroan."
Don't be alarmed, uncle!

"
Isaid.

"
He is,

Ihope, safe for the moment, with Penny to
watch him;but Iam very anxious Dr South-
well should seehim."" How did it come about, little one ? "

" There has been no accident that Iknow of.
ButIscarcelyknow more than you,"Ireplied—
and told him all that had taken place within
my ken.

He lay silent a moment, thinking."Ican't sayIlike his lying there vvith only
Penny to protect him !

"
he said. " He must

have come seeking refuge! Idon't like the
thing at all! He is in some danger we do not
know !

"
"Iwill goback at once,uncle,"Ireplied, and

rose from the bedside, where Ihad seated my-
self a little tired."

You must, if we cannot do better. But I
think we can. Martha shall go, and you will
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stay with me. Run at once and wake Dr
Southwell. Ask him to come directly."
Iranall the way

—
it wasnot far— and pulled

the doctor's night-bell. He answered it himself.
Igavehim my uncle'smessage,and he was atthe
inn a few minutes after me. Myuncle toldhim
what had happened,and begged him to go and
see the patient, carrying Martha vvith him in
his gig.

The doctor saidhe would start at once. My
uncle beggedhim to give strictest orders that
no one was to see Mr Day,whoever itmight be.
Martha heard, and grew like a colonel of
dragoons ordered to charge vvith his regiment.

In less than half an hour they started— at a
pace that delightedme.

When Zoe was put up and attended to, and
Iwas alone vvith my uncle,Igot him some
breakfast to make up for the loss of his sleep.
He told me it was better than sleep tohave me
nearhim.

What Iwent through that night and the
following day,Ineed not recount. Whoever
has loved one in danger and out of her reach,
will know what it was like. The doctor did not
make his appearance until five o'clock,having
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seen several patients on his way back. The
young man, he reported, was certainly in for
a fever of some kind— he could not yet pro-
nounce which. He would see himagain on the
morrow,he said, and by that time it would have
declared itself. Some one in the neighbour-
hood must watch the case;it was impossible
for him to give it sufficient attention. Myuncle
told him he was now quite equal to the task
himself, and we would all go together the next
day. My delight at the proposal was almost
equalled by my satisfaction that the doctor
made noobjection to it.

For joyIscarcely slept that night :Iwas
going tonurse John! But Iwas anxiousabout
my uncle. He assured me, however, that in
one day more he would in any case have in-
sisted on returning. If it had not been for a
little lingering fever, he said, he would have
gone much sooner."That was because of me,uncle!" Ianswered
vvith contrition." Perhaps,"he replied; "

butIhad ablow on
the head,you know!

"
" There is onegood thing,"Isaid: " you will

know John the sooner from seeing him ill!
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But perhaps you will count that only a mood,
uncle,and not to be trusted!

"

He smiled. Ithink he was not very anxious
about the result of a nearer acquaintance with
John Day. Ibelieve he had some faith in my
spiritual instinct.

Uncle went vvith the doctor in his brougham,
andIrode Zoe. The back of the house came
first in sight, and Isaw the window-blinds of
my room still down. The doctor had pro-
nounced it the fittest for the invalid,and would
not have him moved to the guest-chamber
Penny had prepared for him.

In the only roomIhad ever occupied as my
own,Inursed John for a space of three weeks.

From the moment he saw me, he began to
improve. My uncle noted this, and Ifancy
liked John the better for it. Nor did he fail
to note the gentleness and gratitude of the
invalid.



CHAPTER XXI.

A FOILED ATTEMPT.

The morning after my uncle's return, came a
messenger from Rising with his lady's compli-
ments, asking if Mr Whichcote could tell her
anything of her son:he had left the house un-
seen, during a feverish attack, and as she could
get no tidings of him, she was in great anxiety.
She had accidentally heard that he had made
Mr Whichcote's acquaintance, and therefore
took the liberty of extending tohim the inquiry
she had already made everywhere else among
his friends. My uncle wrote in answer, that her
sonhad come to hishouse in ahigh fever ; that
he had been under medical care ever since;
and that he hoped in a day or two he might be
able to return. If he expressed a desire to see
his mother, he would immediately let her know,
butin the meantime itwas imperativehe should
be kept quiet.

From this letter, Lady Cairnedge might sur-
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mise that her relations vvith her son vvere at

least suspected. Within two hours came an-
other message— that she would send a close
carriage to bring him home the next day.
Then indeed were my uncle and Iglad that
wehad come. For though Martha would cer-
tainly have defended the citadel to her utmost,

she might have been sorely put to it if his
mother proceeded to carry him away by force.
My uncle, in reply, beggedher not to give her-
self the useless trouble of sending to fetch him:
in the state he was in at present,it would be
tantamount to murder to remove him, and he
would not be aparty toit

WhenIyieldedmy place in the sick-room to
Martha and went to bed,myheart was not only
at ease for the night, but Ifeared nothing for
the next day vvith my uncle on my side— or
rather on John's side.

We vvere just rising from our early dinner,for
we vvere old-fashioned people, when up drove a
grand carriage,vvith two strong footmen behind,
and a servant in plain clothes on the box by
the coachman. It pulled up at the door, and
the man on the box got down and rang the bell,
while his fellows behind got down also, and
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stood together a little way behind him. My
uncle at once went to the hall,but nomore than
in time, for there was Penny already onher way
to open the door. He opened it himself, and
stood on the threshold." If you please,sir," said the man,not without
arrogance,

"
we're come to take Mr Day home.""

Tell your mistress," returned my uncle," that Mr Dayhas expressedno desire to return,

and is much too unwell to be informed of her
ladyship's wish."" Beggingyourpardon,sir,"said the man," we

have her ladyship's orders to bring him. We'll
take everypossible care of him. The carriage
is an extra-easyone,and I'll sit inside with the
young gentleman myself. If he ain't right in
his head, he'll neverknow nothink till he comes
tohimself in his ownbed."

My uncle had let the man talk, but his anger
was fast rising."
Icannot let him go. Iwould not send a

beggar to the hospital in the state he is in.""But, indeed, sir, you must! We have our
orders."" If you fancyIwill dismiss a guest of mine
at the order of any human being, vvere it the
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queen's own majesty," said my uncle—Iheard
the words, and vvith my mind's eyes saw the
blue flash of his as he said them— "

you will
find yourself mistaken."" I'm sorry," said the man quietly, "but I
have my orders! Let me pass, please. It is
my business to find the young gentleman,and
take him home. No one can have the right to
keep him against his mother's will, especially
when he's not in a fit state to judge for him-
self."" HappilyIam in a fit state to judge for him,"
said my uncle,coldly."Idare not go back without him. Let me
pass," he returned, raising his voice a little,and
approaching the door as ifhe would force his way.
Iought to have mentioned that, as my uncle

went to the door, he took from arack in the hall
awhip vvith a bamboo stock, which he generally
carried when he rode. His answer to the man

was a smart, though left-handed blow vvith the
stock across his face: they were too near for
the thong. He staggered back, and stoodhold-
ing his hand to his face. His fellow-servants,
vvho, during the colloquy, had looked on vvith
gentlemanlike imperturbability, made a simul-
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taneous step forward. Myuncle sent the thong
with ahiss about their ears. They sprang to-
ward him in a fury, but halted immediately
and recoiled. He had drawn a small swordlike
weapon,which Idid notknow to be there, from
the stock of the whip. He gave one swift
glance behind him. Iwas in the hall at his
back." Shut the door,Orba," he cried.
Ishut him out, and ran to a window in the

little drawing-room, which commanded the door.
Never had Iseen him look as now— his pale
face pale no longer, but flushed vvith anger.
Neither, indeed,until that moment had Iever
seen the natural look of anger, the expression
of pure anger. There was nothing mean or
ugly in it— not an atom of hate. But how his
eyes blazed!" Go back," he cried,in a voice far morestern
than loud. "If one of you set foot on the
lowest step, and Iwill runhim through."

The men saw he meant it; they saw the
closed door, and myuncle with his back to it.
They turned and spoke to each other. The
coachman sat immovable on his box. They
mounted, and he drove away.
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Iran and opened the door. My uncle came
in with a smile. He went up the stair,and I
followed him to the roomwhere the invalid lay.
We vvere both anxious to learn if he had been
disturbed.

He was leaning on his elbow, listening. He
looked a good deal more like himself."Iknew you would defend me, sir !

"
he said,

vvith a respectful confidence which could not but
pleasemy uncle." You did not want to go home— did you?

"

he asked vvith a smile."Ishould have thrown myself out of the
carriage!

"
answered John; '"— that is, if they

had got me into it. But,please, tell me, sir,"he
went on,

"how it isIfindmyself in yourhouse?
Ihave been puzzling over it all the morning.
Ihave no recollection of coming."" You understand, Ifancy," rejoined my
uncle, " that one of the family has a notion she
can take better careof you than anybody else!
Is not that enough to account for it ?

"
" Hardly,sir. Belorba cannot havegone and

rescued me from mymother!
"

" How do youknow that ? Belorba is a ter-
rible creature whensheis roused. But youhave
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talked enough. Shut your eyes, and don't
trouble yourself to recollect. As you get
stronger, it will all come back to you. Then
you will be able to tell us, instead of asking us
to tell you."

He left us together. Iquieted Johnbyread-
ing to him,and absolutely declining to talk." You are a captive. The castle isenchanted:
speak asingle word,"Isaid, " and you will find
yourself in the dungeon of your own room."

He looked at me an instant, closed his eyes,
and in a few minutes wasfast asleep. He slept
for two hours, and when he woke was quite
himself. He was very weak, but the fever was
gone, and we had nowonly to feed him up, and
keephim quiet.



CHAPTER XXII.

JOHN RECALLS AND REMEMBERS.

What a weight was off my heart ! It seemed
as if nothing morecould go wrong. But, though
John wasplainly happy,he wasnot quite com-
fortable :he worried himself with trying to re-
member how he had come to us. The last
thing he could definitely recall before finding
himself vvith us, washis mother looking at him
through a night that seemed made of blackness
so solid that he marvelled she could movein it.
She brought him something to drink, but he
fancied it blood, and would not touch it. He
remembered now that there was a red tumbler
in his room. He could recall nothing after,
except a cold wind,and a sense of utter weari-
ness but absolute compulsion:he must keep
on and on till he found the gate of heaven, to
which he seemed only for ever coming nearer.
His conclusion was, that he knew what he was
about every individual moment, but had no
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memory ; each thing he did was immediately
forgotten, while the knowledgeof what he had
to do next remained with him. It was, he
thought, a mental condition analogous with
walking, in which every step is a frustrated fall.
Iset this down here, because, when Itold my
uncle what John had been saying, myself not
sure that Iperceived what he meant, he de-
clared the boy a philosopher of the finest grain.
But he warned me not to encouragehis talking,
and especially not to ask him to explain. There
was nothing, he said, worse for a weak brain,
than to seta strong will to work it.
Itried to obey him,but it grew harder as the

days went on. There vvere not many of them,
however ; he recovered rapidly. When at
length my uncle talked not only to but vvith
him,Iregarded it as a virtual withdrawal of
his prohibition, and after that spoke to John of
whatever came into his or myhead.
It was then he toldme all he could remem-

ber since the momenthe left me vvithhis supper
in his hand. A great part of his recollection
was the vision of my uncle on the moor, and
afterward in the park. We did notknow what
tomake of it. Ishould at once have concluded
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it caused by prelusive illness, but for my re-
membrance of what both my uncle and myself
had seen, so long before, in the thunderstorm;
while John, willing enough to attribute its re-
currence to that cause, found it impossible to
concede that he was anything but well when
crossing the moor. Ithought, however, that
excitement, fatigue, and lack of food, might
have something to do with it,and with his ill-
ness too; while,if he was in a state to see any-
thing phantasmal, what shape more likely to
appear than that of my uncle!

He would not hear of my mentioning the
thing to my uncle. Iwould for my own part
have gone to him vvith it immediately ; but
could not with John's prayer in my ears. I
resolved, however, to gain his consent if I
could.

He had by this time as great a respect for
my uncle asIhad myself, but could not feel at
home with him as Idid. Whether the vision
was only a vision,or indeed my uncle's double,
whatever a double may be, the tale of it could
hardly be anagreeable one to him;and natur-
ally John shrank from the risk of causing him
the least annoyance.

M
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The questionof course came up, what he was
to do when able to leave us. He had spoken
veryplainly tomy uncle concerninghis relations
with his mother— had told him indeed that he
could not help suspecting he owed his illness
to her.
Iwas nearly always present when they talked,

but remember in especial a partof what passed
on one occasion."Ibelieve Iunderstand my mother," said
John, "— but only after much thinking. Iloved
her when a child ;and if she had not left me
for the sake of liberty and influence— that at

least is how Iaccount for her doing so—I
might at this moment be struggling for personal
freedom, instead of having that over."" There are women," returned my uncle," some of them of the most admired, vvho are
slaves to a demoniacal love of power. The
very pleasure of their consciousness consists in
the knowledge that they have power — not
power to do things, but power to make other
people do things. It is an insanity,but a devil-
ishly immoral andhateful insanity.—Ido notsay
the lady in question is oneof such, forIdo not
know her ;Ionly sayIhave known such aone."
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John replied that certainly the love of power

was his mother's special weakness. She was
spoiled when a child, he had been told;had
her every wish regarded, her every whim re-
spected. This ruinous treatment sprang, he
said, from the self-same ambition, in another
form, on the part of her mother— the longing,
namely, to secure her child's supreme affection—

with the natural consequence that they came
to hate one another. His father and she had
been married but fifteen months, when he died
of a fall, following the hounds. Within six
months she was engaged,but the engagement
was broken off, and she went abroad, leaving
him behind her. She married lord Cairnedge
in Venice, and returned to England when John
was nearly four, and seemed to have lost all
memory of her. His stepfather was good to
him, but died when he was about eight. His
mother was very severe. Her object plainly
was to plant her authority so in his very nature,
that he should never think of disputing her will."But," said John, "she killed my love, and so
Igrew able to cast off her yoke."" The world would fare worse,Ifancy," re-
marked my uncle, " if violent women bore
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patient children. The evil would become irre-
mediable. The children might not be ruined,
but they would bring no discipline to the
mother!

"
"

Her servants," continued John, "obey her
implicitly, except when they are sure she will
never know. She treats them so imperiously,
that they admire her, and are proud to have
such a mistress. But she is convinced at last,I
believe, that she will never get me to do as she
pleases ; and therefore hates me so heartily,
that she canhardly keep her ladylike hands off
me. Ido not think Ihave been unreasonable;
Ihave not found it difficult to obey others that
wereset over me;but whenIfound almost her
every requirement part ofa system for reducing
me to a slavish obedience,Ibegan to lay down
lines of my own. Iresolved to do at once
whatever sheasked me, whether pleasant to me
or not,so long asIsaw no reason why it should
notbe done. ThenIwas surprised to find how
seldom Ihad to make a stand against her
wishes. At the same time, the mode in which
she conveyed her pleasure, was invariably such
as to make a pretty strong effort of the will
necessary for compliance with it. But the effort
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to overcomethe difficulty caused byher manner,
helped to develop in me the strength to resist
where it was not right to yield. By far the
most serious difference we had yet had, arose
about six months ago, when she insisted I
should make myself agreeable to acertain lady,
whom Iby nomeans disliked. Shehadplanned
our marriage,Ibelieve,as one of her parallels
in the siege of the lady's noble father, then a
widower of a year. Itoldher Iwould not lay
myself out to please anylady, except Iwanted
to marry her. 'And why,pray, should you not
marry her ?

'
she returned. Ianswered that I

did not love her, and would not marry untilI
saw the womanIcould not be happy without,
and she accepted me. She went into a terrible
passion, butIfound myself quite unmoved by
it :it is a wonderful heartener toknow yourself
not merely standing up for a right, but for the
right to do the right thing! 'You wouldn't
surely have me many a woman Ididn't carea
straw for !

'
Isaid. '

Quench 'my soul!
'

she
cried— Ihaveoften wondered where she learned
the oath— 'what would that matter? She
wouldn't care a straw for you in a month!

'—
'Why should Imarry her then ?

'— 'Because
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your mother wishes it,' she replied, and turned
to march from the room as if that settled the
thing. ButIcould not leaveit so. The sooner
she understood the better! 'Mother !

'
Icried,'Iwill not marry the lady. Iwill not pay her

the least attention that could be mistaken to
mean the possibility of it.' She turned upon
me. Ihave just respect enough left for her,not
to say what her face suggested to me. She was
pale as acorpse;her very lips were colourless;
her eyes—

but Iwill not go on.
'Your father

all over!
'

she snarled— yes, snarled, with an
inarticulate cry of fiercest loathing, and turned
again and went. If Ido not quite think my
mother,atpresent, would murder me,Ido think
she would do anything short of murder to gain
her ends vvith me. But do not be afraid ;Iam
sufficiently afraid to be onmy guard."My father was a rich man, and left my
mother more than enough; there was no occa-
sion for her to marry again, except she loved,
andIam sure she did not love lord Cairnedge.
Iwish, for my sake, not for his, he vvere alive
now. But the moment,Iam one and twenty,
Ishall be my own master, and hope, sir,you
will not count me unworthy to be tlie more
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Belorba's servant. One thingIam determined
upon:my mother shall not cross my threshold
but at my wife's invitation;and Ishall never
ask my wife to invite her. She is too dan-
gerous.

"We had another altercation about Miss
Miles, an hour or two before Ifirst saw Orba.
They vvere far from worthy feelings that pos-
sessed me up to the moment when Icaught
sight of her over the wall. Itwas a leap out of
hell into paradise. The glimpse of such a face,
without shadow of scheme or plan or selfish
end, was salvation to me. Ithank God!"

PerhapsIought not to let those words about
myself stand, but he said them.

He had talked too long. He fell back in his
ch air,and the tears beganto gather in his eyes.
Myuncle rose, put his arm about me, and led
me to the study." Let him rest a bit, little one," he said as we
entered.

"It is long since we had a good
talk!

"

He seatedhimself in his think-chair— a name
which,when a child,Ihad given it,and Islid
to the floor at his feet."Icannot help thinking, little one," hebegan,
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" that you aregoing tobe a happy woman! I
do believe that is a man to be trusted. As for
the mother, there is no occasion to think ofher,
beyond being on your guard against her. You
will have no trouble with her after you are
married.""Icannot help fearing she will do us a
mischief, uncle,"Ireturned.

* " Sir Philip Sidney says— '
Since a man is

bound no further to himself than to do wisely,
chance is only to trouble them that stand upon
chance' That is, we are responsible only for
our actions, not for their results. Trust first in
God, then in John Day.""Iwas sure you would like him, uncle !

"
I

cried, with a flutter of loving triumph."
Iwas nearlyas sure myself— such confidence

had Iin the instinct of my little one. Ithink
that I,of the two of us, may, in this instance,
claim the greater faith!

"
"You are always before me, uncle!

"
Isaid."Ionly follow where you lead. But what do

you think the woman will do next?
"

"Idon't think. It is nouse. We shall hear
of her before long. If all mothers vvere like
her, the world would hardly be saved!

"
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"It would not be worth saving, uncle.""Whatever can be saved, must be worth

saving, my child.""Yes, uncle ;Ishouldn't have said that,"I
replied.



CHAPTER XXIII.

LETTER AND ANSWER.

We did hear of her before long. The next
morning a letter was handed to my uncle as
we sat at breakfast. He looked hard at the
address, changed countenance,and frowned very
dark, butIcould not read the frown. Thenhis
face cleared a little; he opened, read, and
handed the letter to me.

Lady Cairnedgehoped Mr. Whichcote would
excuse one who had so lately come to the
neighbourhood, that, until an hour ago, she
knew nothing of the position and character of
the gentleman in whose house her son had, in a
momentary,but, alas !not unusual aberration,
sought shelter, and found generous hospitality.
She apologized heartily for the unceremonious
way in which she had sent for him. In her
anxiety to have him home, if possible, before
he should realize his awkward position in the
house of a stranger,she had been inconsiderate!
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She left it to the judgment of his kind host
whether she should herself come to fetch him,
or send her carriage vvith the medical man vvho
usually attended him. In either case her ser-
vants must accompany the carriage, as he would
probably object tobeing removed. He might,
however, be perfectly manageable, for he was,
when himself, the gentlest creature in the world !
Iwas in a rage. Ilooked up, expecting to

see my uncle as indignant vvith the diabolical
woman asIwas myself. But he seemed sunk
in reverie,his body present, his spirit far away.
A pang shot through my heart. Could the
wicked device have told already?"May Iask, uncle,"Isaid, and tried hard
to keep my voice steady, "how you mean to
answer this vile epistle ?

"

He looked up with a wan smile, such as
might have broke from Lazarus when he found
himself again inhis body."Iwill take it to the young man," he an-
swered." Please, let us go at once then, uncle ! I
cannot sit still."

Herose,and we went together toJohn's room.
He wasmuch better— sitting up in bed, and

eating the breakfast Penny had carried him.
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"Ihave just had a letter from your mother,
Day," said my uncle." Indeed!

"
returned John dryly." Will you read it,and tell me what answer

you would like me to return."
"Hardly like her usual writing— though

there's her own strangeS!
" remarked John as

he looked at it."
Does she always make an S like that?

"

asked my uncle, with something peculiar in his
tone,Ithought." Always— like a snake just going to strike."

My uncle's face grew ghastly pale. He
almost snatched the letter from John's hand,
looked at it, gave it back to him, and, to our
dismay, left the room." What canbe the matter, John ?

"
Isaid, my

heart sinking within me." Go to him," said John.
Idared not. Ihad often seen him like

that before walkingout into the night ;but there
wassomething in his face nowwhich Ihad not
seen there before. It looked as if some terrible
suspicion vveresuddenly confirmed."You see what my mother is after!

"
said

John. "
You have now to believe her, that I
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amsubject to fits of insanity, or to believe me,
that there is nothing she will not do to get her
way."" Her object is clear,"Ireplied. "

But if she
thinks to fool my uncle, she will find herself
mistaken!

"
" She hopes to fool both youand your uncle,"

he rejoined. "The only wise thingIcould do,
she will handle so as to convince any expert of
my madness—Imean,my coming to you! My
reasons will go for nothing — less than no-
thing— vvith any one she chooses to bewitch.
She will look at me vvith an anxious love no
doctor could doubt. No one can know— you
do not know that Iam not mad— or at least
subject to attacks of madness !

"
" Oh, John,don't frighten me!

"
Icried" There!you arenot sure about it!

"

It seemed cruel of him to teaseme so;but I
saw presently why he did it: he thought his
mother's letter had waked a doubt in my uncle;
and he wanted me not to be vexed vvith my
uncle, evenif he deserted him and went over to
his mother's side.

"Ilove your uncle," he said. "Iknow he is
a true man! Iwill not be angry vvith him if
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my mother do mislead him. The time will
come when he will know the truth. It must
appear at last! Ishall have to fight her alone,
that's all ! The worst is, if he thinks with my
mother Ishall have to go at once!— If only
somebody would sell my horse for me!"
Iguessed that his mother kepthim short of

money, and remembered vvith gladness that I
was not quite penniless at the moment." In the meantime, you must keep as quiet as
you can, John,"Isaid. " Where is the good of
planning uponan if? To trust is to get ready,
uncle says. Trust is better than foresight."

John required little such persuading. And
indeed something very different was in my
uncle's mind from what John feared.

PresentlyIcaught a glimpse of him riding
out of the yard. Iran to a window from
which Icould see the edge of the moor, and
saw him cross it at an uphill gallop.

He was gone about four hours, and on his
return went straight to his own room. Not
until nine o'clock didIgo to him, and then he
came vvith me to supper.

He looked worn,but was kind and genial as
usual. After supper he sent for Dick, and told
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him to ride to Rising, the first thing in the
morning, vvith a letter he would find on the
hall-table

The letter he read to us before weparted for
the night. It was all we could have wished.
He wrote that he must not have any one in his
house interfered with; so long as a man was
his guest, he was his servant. Her ladyship
had, however,a perfect right to seeher son,and
would be welcome ;only the decision as to his
going or remaining must rest with the young
man himself. If he chose to accompany his
mother, well and good! though he should be
sorry to lose him. If he declined to return
vvith her, he and his house continued at his
service.



CHAPTER XXIV

HAND TO HAND.

We looked for lady Cairnedge all the next
day. John was up by noon, and ready to re-
ceive her in the drawing-room;he would not
see her in his bedroom. But the hours passed,
and she did not come.

In the evening, however, when the twilight
was thickening, and already all was dark in the
alleys of the garden, her carriage drove quietly
up— vvith a startling scramble of arrest at the
door. The same servants were outside,and a
very handsome dame within. Asshe descended,
Isaw that she was tall, and, if rather stout, not
stouter than suited her age and style. Her face
was pale, but she seemed in perfect health.
When Isaw her closer,Ifound her features the
most regular Ihad ever seen. Had the soul
within it silled the mould of that face, it would
have been beautiful. As it was, it was only
handsome— to me repulsive. The moment I
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saw it, Iknew myself in the presence of a
masked battery.

My uncle had insisted that she should be
received where we usually sat, and had given
Penny orders to show her into the hall-
kitchen.
Iwas alone there, preparing something for

John. We vverenotexpecting her, for it seemed
now too late to look for her. Myuncle was in
the study, and Martha somewhere about the
house My heart sank asIturned from the
window,and sank yet lower when she appeared
in the doorway of the kitchen. But as Iad-
vanced,Icaught sight of my uncle,and went

boldly to meet the enemy. He had come down
his stair,and had just stepped into a clear blaze
of light, which that moment burst from the
woodIhad some time ago laid damp upon the
fire. The next instantIsaw the lady's coun-
tenance ghastly vvith terror, looking beyondme.
Iturned,but saw nothing, save that my uncle
had disappeared. WhenIfaced her again,only
a shadow of her fright remained. Ioffered her
my hand— for she was John's mother, but she
did not take it. She stood scanning me from
head to foot

N
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"Iam lady Cairnedge," she said. "Where
is my son?

"

Iturned yet again. My uncle had not come
back. Iwasnot prepared to take his part. I
was bewildered. A dead silence fell. For the
first time in my life,my uncle seemed to have
deserted me, and at the moment when most I
needed him! Iturned once more to the lady,
and said, hardly knowing what,

"You wish to see Mr Day?"

She answered me vvith a cold stare."Iwill go and tell him you are here," I
faltered ; and passing her, Isped along the
passage to the drawing-room.

"John!" Icried, bursting in, "she's come!
Do you still mean to seeher ? Are you able ?
Uncle

"

There Istopped, for his eyes were stern, and
not looking at me,but at something behind me.
One momentIthought his fever had returned,
but following his gazeIlooked round :— there
stood lady Cairnedge! John was face to face
vvith his mother, and my uncle wasnot there to
defend him!" Are you ready ?

"
she said, nor pretended

greeting. She seemed slightly discomposed,
and inhaste.
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Iwas by this time well aware of my lover's

determination of character, but Iwas not pre-
pared for the tone in which he addressed the
icy womancalling herself his mother."
Iam ready to listen," he answered."John!

"
she returned, with mingled severity

and sharpness," let us have no masquerading!
You are perfectly fit to come home, and you
must come at once. The carriage is at the
door."

"You are quite right, mother," answered
John calmly; "

Iam fit to go home vvith you.
But Rising does not quite agree with me I
dread such another attack, and do not mean
to go."

The drawing-room had a rectangular bay-
window,one of whose three sides commanded
the door. The opposite side looked into a
little grove of larches. Lady Cairnedge had
already realized the position of the room. She
darted to the window,and saw her carriage but
a few yards away.

She wouldhave thrownup the sash,but found
she could not. She twisted her handkerchief
round her gloved hand, and dashed it through
apane.
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"Men!
"

she cried, in a loud, commanding
voice, "come at once."

The momentshe wentto the window,Isprang
to the door, locked it,put the keyin mypocket,
and set my back to the door.
Iheard the men thunderingat the hall-door.

Lady Cairnedge turned as if she would herself
go and open to them, but seeingme, she under-
stood what Ihad done, and went back to the
window." Come here! Come to me here— to the
window!

"
she cried.

John had been watching with a calm, deter-
mined look. He came and stood between us."John," Isaid, "

leave your mother to
me"" She willkill you!

"
he answered." You might killher!"Ireplied.

Idarted to the chimney, where a clear fire
was burning,caught up the poker,and thrust it
between the bars." That's for you !

"
Iwhispered. " They will

not touch you vvith that Inyour hand! Never
mind me. If your mother move hand or foot to
help them, it will be my turn !

"

He gave me a smile and a nod, and his eyes
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lightened. Isaw that he trusted me, and Ifelt
fearless as a bull-dog.

In the meantime,she had spoken toher serv-
ants, and was now trying to open the window,
which had a peculiar catch. Isaw that John
could defend himself much better at thewindow
than in the room. Iwent softly behind his
mother,put my hands round her neck,and clasp-
ing them in front,pulled her backward vvith all
my strength. We fell on the floor together,I
under of course, but clutching as if allmy soul
were in my fingers. Neither should she meddle
with John, nor should he lay hand on her !
Idid not mind much what Idid to her
myself." To the window,John,"Icried, "and break
their heads!

"

He snatched the poker from the fire, and the
next momentIheard a crashing of glass, but
of course Icould not see what was going on.
Mine was no grand way of fighting, but what
was dignity where John was in danger! For
the momentIhad the advantage, but, while
determined to hold on to the last,Ifeared she
would get the better of me, for she was much
bigger and stronger, and crushed and kicked,
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and dug her elbows into me, struggling like a
mad woman.

All at once the tug of her hands on mine
ceased. She gave a great shriek, and Ifelt a
shudder go through her. Then she laystill. I
relaxed my hold cautiously, for Ifeared a trick.
She did not move. Horror seized me;Ithought
Ihad killed her. Iwrithed from under her to
see. As Idid so,Icaught sight of the pale
faceof my uncle, looking in at that part of the
window next the larch-grove Immediately I
remembered lady Cairnedge's terror in the
kitchen, and knew that the cause of it, and of
her present cry, must be the same, to wit, the
sight of my uncle. Ihad nothurt her ! Iwas
not yet on my feet when my uncle left the
window,flew to the other sideof it,and fell upon
the men vvith a stick so furiously that he drove
them to the carriage. The horses took fright,
and went prancing about, rearing and jibbing.
At the call of the coachman, two of the men
flew to their heads. Isaw no more of their
assailant.

John, vvho had not got a fair blow at one of
his besiegers, left the window, and came to me
whereIwas trying to restorehis mother. The



HAND TO HAND. 199

third man, the butler,came back to the window,
put his hand through, undid the catch, and
flung the sash wide John caught up the poker
from the floor, and darted to it." Set foot within the window, Parker," he
cried, "and Iwill break your head."

The man did not believe he would hurt him,
and put foot and head through the window.

Now John had honestly threatened, but to
perform he found harder than he had thought:
it is one thing to raise a poker, and another to
strike a head vvith it. The window wasnarrow,
and the whole man was not yet in the room,
when John raised his weapon;but he could not
bring the horrid poker down upon the dumb
blind back of the stooping man's head. He
threw it from him, and casting his eyes about,
spied a huge family-bible ona side-table. He
sprang to it, and caught it up— just in time.
The man had got one foot firm on the floor,
and wasslowly drawing in the other, when down
came the bible on his head, with all the force
John could add to its weight. The butler
tumbled senseless on the floor."Here, Orbie!

"
cried John; "help me to

bundle him out before he comes to himself—
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Take what you would have!" he said, as be-
tweenus we shoved him out on the gravel.
Ifetched smelling-salts and brandy, and

everythingIcould think of— fetched Martha
too, and between us we got her on the sofa, but
lady Cairnedge lay motionless. She breathed
indeed,but did not open her eyes. John stood
ready to do anything for her, but his counten-
ancerevealed little compassion. Whatever the
cause ofhis mother's swoon— he had neverseen
her in one before

—
he was certain it had to

do with some bad passagein her life. He said
so to me that sameevening. "

But what could
the sight of my uncle have to do vvith it ?

"
I

asked.
"Probably he knows something, or she

thinks he does," he answered."
Wouldn't it be better to put her to bed,and

send for the doctor, John ?
"
Isuggested at last.

Perhaps the sound of my voice calling her
son by his Christian name,stung her proud ear,
for the same moment she sat up, passed her
hands 'over her eyes, and cast a scared gaze
about the room."Where amI? Is it gone ?

"
she murmured,

lookingghastly,
No one answered her,
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" Call Parker," she said, feebly, yet imper-
iously.

Still no onespoke.
She kept glancing sideways at the window,

where nothing was to be seen but the gathering
night. In a few moments she rose and walked
straight from the room, erect, but white as a
corpse. Ifollowed,passed her, and opened the
hall-door. There stood the carriage,waiting, as
if nothingunusual had happened,Parker seated
in the rumble, vvith one of the footmen beside
him. The other man stood by the carriage-
door. He opened it immediately;her ladyship
stepped in, and dropped on the seat ; the
carriage rolled away.
Iwent back to John"Imust leave you, darling!

"
he said. "I

cannot subject you to the risk of such another
outrage! Ifear sometimes my mother may be
what she would have you think me. Iought
to have said, Ihope she is. It would be the
only possible excuse for her behaviour. The
natural end of loving one's own way, is to go
mad. If you don't get it,you go mad; if you
do get it,you go madder

—
that's all the differ-

ence !—Imust go!
"
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Itried to expostulate with him, but it wasof
nouse."Where will yougo?

"
Isaid. " You cannot

gohome!
"

"Iwould at once," he answered, " if Icould
take the reins in my own hands. But Iwill go
to London,and see the family-lawyer. He will
tell me whatIhad better do."

"You have nomoney!
"
Isaid"How do you know that ?

"
he returned

vvith a smile. " Have you been searching my
pockets ?"

"John!"Icried.
He broke into amerry laugh."Your uncle will lend me a five-pound-note,"

he said." He will lend you as much as you want; but
Idon't think he's in the house,"Ianswered."Ihave two myself, though!I'll run and fetch
them."
Ibounded away to get the notes. It was

like having a common purse already, to lend
John ten pounds! But Ihad no intention of
letting him leave the house the same day he
was first out of his room after such an illness—
that was, ifIcould help it,
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My uncle had given me the use of a drawer

in that samecabinet in which vvere the precious
stones ; and there, partly, Ithink, from the
pride of sharing the cabinet vvith my uncle,I
had long kept everythingIcounted precious :
Ishould have kept Zoe there if she had not
been alive and too big!



CHAPTER XXV

A VERY STRANGE THING.

The momentIopened the door of the study,
Isaw my uncle— in his think-chair, his head
against the back of it, his face turned to the
ceiling. Iran to his side and dropped on my
knees, thinking he was dead. He opened his
eyes and looked at me, but with such a wan,
woe-begone countenance, that Iburst into a
passion of tears." What is it, uncle dear ? " Igasped and
sobbed."Nothing very new, little one," he answered." It is something terrible, uncle,"Icried, " or
you would not look like that! Did thosehorrid
men hurt you ? You did give it them well!
You came down on them like the angel on the
Assyrians!

"
"Idon't know what you're talking about,

littleone!
"

he returned.
"

What men?
"

"The men that came with John's mother to
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carry him off. If ithadn't been for my beauti-
ful uncle, they would have done it too! How
Iwondered what had become of you! Iwas
almost in despair. Ithought you had left us to
ourselves— and you only waiting, like God, for
the right moment!

"

He sat up, and stared at me,bewildered."Ihad forgotten all about John!
"

he said."
As to what you think Idid,Iknow nothing

about it. Ihaven't been out of this room since
Isaw

—
that spectre in the kitchen.""John's mother, you mean, uncle ?

"
" Ah! she's John's mother, is she ? Yes,I

thought as much— and it was more than my
poor brain could stand ! It was too terrible !—
My little one, this is death to you and me!"

Myheart sank within me. One thought only
went through my head— that,come what might,
Iwould no more give up John, than if Iwere
already married tohim in the church."But why— what is it,uncle ?

"
Isaid, hardly

able toget the words out."Iwill tell you another time," he answered,
and rising, went to the door." John is going toLondon,"Isaid, following
him.
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" Is he?
"

he returned listlessly." He wants to see his lawyer,and try to get
things on a footing of some sort between his
mother and him.""

That is very proper," he replied, with his
hand on the lock."

But you don't think it would be safe forhim
to travel to-night— -do you, uncle— so soon after
his illness ?

"
Iasked."No, Icannot say Ido. It would not be

safe. He is welcome to stop till to-morrow."" Willyou not tellhim so,uncle ? Heis bent
on going!""Iwould rather not see him! There is no
occasion. It will be a great relief to me when
he is able

— quite able,Imean— to go home to
his mother— or where it may suit him best."

It was indeed like death to hear my uncle
talk so differently about John. What had he
done tobe treated in this way— taken up and
made a friend of, and then cast off without
reason given! My dear uncle was not at all
like himself! To say he forgot our trouble and
danger, and never came near us in our sore
peril, when we owed our deliverance to him!
and now to speak like this concerning John!
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Something was terribly wrong with him! I
dared hardly think what it could be.
Istood speechless.
My uncle opened the door, and went down

the steps. The sound of his feet along the
corridor and down the stair to the kitchen, died
away in my ears. My life seemed to go ebbing
with it. Iwas stranded on a desert shore,and
he in whom Ihad trusted was leaving me
there!
Icame to myself a little, got the two five-

pound-notes,and returned to John.
WhenIreached the door of the room,Ifound

my heart in my throat, and my brains upside
down. What wasItosay tohim ? How could
Ilet him go away so late ? and how couldIlet
him stay where his departure would be a relief?
Even Iwould have him gone from where he
was not wanted! Isaw, however, that my
uncle must nothave John's death at his door

—
thatImust persuade him to stay the night. I
went in, and gave him the notes, but begged
him, for my love, to go to bed. In the morning,
Isaid,Iwould drive him to the station.

He yielded vvith difficulty— but vvith how
little suspicion that all the time Iwished him
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gone! Iwent to bed only to lie listening for
my uncle's return. It was long past midnight
ere he came.

In the morning Isent Penny to order the
phaeton, and then ran to my uncle's room, in
the hope he would want to see John before he
left:Iwas not sure he had realized that he
was going.

He was neither in his bed-room nor in the
study. Iwent to the stable. Dick wasputting
the horse to the phaeton. He told me he
had heard his master, two hours before, saddle
Thanatos, and ride away. This made me yet
more anxious about him. He did not often
ride out early— seldom indeed after coming
home late! Things seemed to threaten com-
plication !

John looked so much better,and was so eager
after the projected interview vvith his lawyer,
thatIfelt comforted concerninghim. Idid not
tell him what my uncle had said the night before.
It would,Ifelt, be wrong to mention what my
uncle might wish forgotten;and as Idid not
know what he meant, it could serve no end.
We parted at the station very much as if we
had been married half a century,andIreturned
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home to brood over the strange things that had
happened. But before longIfound myself in
a weltering swamp of futile speculation, and
turned my thoughtsperforce into other channels,
lestIshould lose the power of thinking, and be
drowned in reverie:my uncle had taught me
that reverie is Phaeton in the chariot of Apollo.

The wearyhours passed,and myuncle did not
come. Ihad never before been really uneasy
at his longest absence; but nowIwas far more
anxious about him than about John. Alas,
through me fresh trouble had befallen my uncle
as well as John ! When the night came,Iwent
to bed, forIwas very tired:Imust keep myself
strong, for something unfriendly was on its way,
andImust be able to meet it! Iknew well I
should not sleep until Iheard the sounds of his
arrival: those came about one o'clock, and in a
momentIwasdreaming.

In my dream Iwas still awake, and still
watching for my uncle's return. Iheard the
sound of Death's hoofs,not on the stones of the
yard,but on the gravel before the house, and
coming round the house till under my window.
There he stopped, and Iheard my uncle call to
me to come down: he wanted me. In my

0
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dream Iwas a child;Isprang out of bed, ran
from the house on my bare feet, jumped into his
down - stretched arms, and was in a moment
seated in front of him. Death gave a great
plunge, and went off like the wind, cleared the
gate in a flying stride, and rushed up the hill to
the heath. The wind was blowing behind us
furiously:Icould hear it roaring, but did not
feel it, for it could not overtake us;we out-
stripped and kept ahead of it; if for amoment
we slackened speed,it fell uponus raging.

We came at length to the pool near the heart
of the heath,and Iwondered that, at the speed
we were making, we had been such a time in
reaching it. It was the dismalest spot, vvith its
crumbling peatybanks, and its waterbrown as
tea. Tradition declared it had no bottom—
went down into nowhere."Here," said my uncle, bringing his horse
to a sudden halt, "

we had a terrible battle
once, Death and I, vvith the worm that lives
in this hole. You know what worm it is, do you
not ?

"

Ihad heard of the worm, and any time I
happened, in galloping about the heath, to find
myself near the pool, the thought would always
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come back vvith a fresh shudder— what if the
legend were a true one,and the worm was down
there bidinghis time!but anything moreabout
the wormIhad neverheard." No, uncle," Ianswered; "Idon't know
what wormit is.""Ah," he answered, vvith a sigh," if you do
not take the morecare, little one,you will some
day learn, not what the worm is called,but what
it is! The worm that lives there, is the worm
that neverdies."
Igave a shriek ;Ihad never heard of the

horrible creature before— so it seemed in my
dream. To think of its being so near us, and
never dying, was too terrible."Don't be frightened, little one," he said,
pressing me closer to his bosom. "Death and
Ikilled it. Come with me to the other side,
and you will see it lying there, stiff and
stark.""But,uncle,"Isaid, "how can it be dead
how can youhave killed it, if it neverdies ?

"
" Ah, that is the mystery!

" he returned." But come and see. It was a terrible fight.
Inever had such a fight — or dear old
Death either. But she's dead now ! It was
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worth living for, to make away with such a
monster!

"

We rode round the pool, cautiously because
of the crumbling banks, to see the worm lie
dead. On and on we rode. Ibegan to think
wemust have ridden many times round thehole."Iwonder where it can be, uncle !"Isaid at
length."We shall come to it very soon," he an
swered."But,"Isaid," mayn't wehave ridden past it
without seeing it?

"

He laughed a loud and terrible laugh." When once you have seen it, little one,"he
replied, "you too will laugh at the notion of
having ridden past it without seeing it. The
worm that neverdies is hardly a thing to escape
notice!"

We rode on and on. All at once my uncle
threw up his hands,dropping the reins,and with
a fearful cry covered his face."It is gone! Ihave not killed it! No,I
have notIIt is here!it is here!

"
he cried,

pressinghis hand tohis heart. "It is here,and
it was here all the time Ithought it dead!
What will become of me! Iam lost, lost !

"
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At the word,old Death gave a scream, and
laying himself out, flew vvith all the might of
his swift limbs to get away from the place. But
the wind, which was behind us as we came, now
stormed in our faces ;and presentlyIsaw we
should never reach home, for, vvith all Death's
fierce endeavour, we moved but an inch or
two in the minute, and that vvith a killing
struggle."

Little one," said my uncle," if you don't get
down we shall all be lost. Ifeel the worm ris-
ing. It is your weight that keeps poor Death
from making any progress."
Iturned my head, leaning past my uncle,

so as to see behind him. A long neck, sur-
mounted by a head of indescribable horror, was
slowly rising straight up out of the middle of
the pool. It should not catch them! Islid
down bymyuncle's leg. ThemomentItouched
the ground and let go, away went Death, and
in an instant was out of sight. Iwas notafraid.
Myheart was lifted up with the thought thatI
was going to die for my uncle and old Death.
The red worm was on the bank. It was crawl-
ing toward me. Iwent to meet it. Itsprang
from the ground, threw itself upon me, and
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twisted itself about me. It was a human em-
brace, the embrace of some one unknown that
loved me!
Iawoke and left the dream. But the dream

neverleft me.



CHAPTER XXVI.

THE EVIL DRAWS NIGHER.

IROSE early, and went to my uncle's room.
He was awake, but complained of headache I
took him acup of tea,and at his requestleft him.

About noon Martha brought me a letter
where Isat alone in the drawing-room. I
carried it to my uncle. He took it vvith a
trembling hand,read it, and fell back vvith his
eyes closed. Iran for brandy."Don't be frightened, little one," he called
after me. "Idon't wantanything."" Won't you tell me what is the matter,
uncle?" Isaid, returning. "Is it necessaryI
should be kept ignorant ?

"
"
Not at all,my little one.""Don't you think,uncle,"Idared to continue,

forgetting in my love all difference of years," that, whatever it be that troubles us,it must
be better those vvho love us should know it ? Is
there some good in a secret after all ?

"
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"None, my darling," he answered.
"

The
thing that made me talk to you so against
secrets when you vvere a child, was, that Ihad
one myself— one that was, and is, eating the
heart out of me. But that woman shall not
know and you be ignorant! Iwill not have
a secret with her!— Leave me now,please, little
one."
Irose at once." MayItake the letter vvith me, uncle ?

"
I

asked.
He rubbed his forehead with a still trembling

hand. The trembling of that beloved hand
filled me vvith such a divine sense of pity, that
for the first timeIseemed toknow God, causing
in me that consciousness ! The whole human
mother was roused in me for my uncle. Iwould
die,Iwould kill to save him! The worm was
welcome to swallow me! My verybeing was a
well of lovingpity, pouring itself out over that
trembling hand.

He took up the letter, gave it to me, and
turned his face away vvith a groan. Ileft the
room in strange exaltation— the exaltation of
merest love.
Iwent to the study, and there read the hate-

ful letter.
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Here it is. Having transcribed it,Ishall

destroy it.
" Sir,— For one who persists in coming be-

tween a womanand her son,who will blame the
mother if she cast aside forbearance ! Iwould
have spared you as hitherto ;Iwill spare you
no longer. You little thought whenyou crossed
me vvho Iwas— the one in the world in
whose power you lay ! Iwould perish ever-
lastingly rather than permit one of my blood to
marry one of yours. My words are strong;
youare welcome to call them unladylike;but
you shall not doubt what Imean. You know
perfectly that, ifIdenounce you as a murderer,
Ican prove whatIsay; and as to my silence
for so many years, Iam able thoroughly to
account for it. Ishall give you no further
warning. You know where my son is:if he is
not in my house within two days,Ishall have
you arrested. /have made up mymind."Lucretia Cairnedge." Rising-Manor, July 15, 18

"
Whoever be the father, she's the mother of

lies!
"
Iexclaimed.— "My uncle— the best and

gentlest of men, amurderer !
"
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Ilaughed aloud in my indignation and
wrath.

But, though the woman was a liar, she must
have something to say vvith a show of truth !
How else would she dare intimidation vvith
such a man ? How else could her threat have
so wrought upon my uncle ? What did she
know, or imagine she knew ? What could be
the something on which she founded her lie ?—
That my uncle was going to tell me, nor did I
dread hearing his story. No revelation would
lower himin my eyes! Of thatIwasconfident.
But Ilittle thought how long it would be before
it came, or what a terrible tale it would prove.
Iran down the stair vvith the vile paper in

my hand." The wicked woman!
"
Icried. "If she be

John's mother,Idon't care: she's a devil and a
liar!"

"Hush, hush, little one!" said my uncle,
with a smile in which the sadness seemed to
intensify the sweetness; "you do not know
anything against her! You do not know she
is a liar !

"
"

There are things, uncle,one knows without
knowing!

"
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What ifIsaid she told no lie?
"

"Ishould say she was a liar although she
told no lie. Myuncle is not what she threatens
to sayhe is!

"
"But men have repented, and grown so

different you would not know them : how can
you tell it has not been so with me ? Imay
have been a bad man once,and grownbetter!

"
"Iknow you are trying to prepare me for

what you think will be a shock, uncle!
"
I

answered;"but Iwant no preparing. Out
with your worst! Idefy you!

"

Ah me, confident ! But Ihad not to repent
of my confidence !

Myuncle gave a great sigh. He looked as
if there was nothing for him now but tell all.
Evidently he shrank from the task.

He put his hand over his eyes, and said
slowly,—" Youbelong to a world, little one,of which
you know next to nothing. More than Satan
have fallen as lightning from heaven !

"

He lay silent so long that Iwas constrained
to speak again." Well, uncle dear," Isaid, "

are you not
going to tell me ?

"
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"Icannot,"heanswered.
There was absolute silence for, Ishould

think,about twentyminutes. Icould not and
would not urgehim to speak. What right had
Ito rouse a killing effort ! He was not bound
to tell me anything! But Imourned the im-
possibility of doing my best for him, poor as
that best might be."

Do not think, my darling," he said at last,
and laid his hand onmy head asIknelt beside
him," thatIhave the least difficulty in trusting
you ; it is only in teliing you. Iwould trust
you with my eternal soul. You can see well
enough there is something terrible to tell, for
wouldInot otherwise laugh to scorn the threat
of that bad woman ? No one on the earth has
so littleright to say what she knows of me. Yet
Ido share a secret with her which feels as if it
would burst my heart. Iwish it would. That
would open the one way out of all my trouble.
Believe me, little one, ifany ever needed God,I
need him. Ineed the pardon that goes hand
inhand vvith righteous judgment, the pardon of
him who alone can make lawful excuse.""May God be your judge, uncle, and neither
man nor woman!

"
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"
Ido not think you would altogether con-

demn me, little one,much as Iloathe myself—
terribly asIdeservecondemnation."" Condemn you, uncle!Iwant to know all,
just to show you that nothing can make the
least difference. If you were as bad as that bad
woman says, you should find there was one of
your own blood vvho knew what love meant
ButIknow you are good, uncle, whatever you
may have done."" Little one, you comfort me," sighed my
uncle. "Icannot tell you this thing, for when
Ihad told it,Ishould want to kill myself more
than ever. But neither can Ibear that you
should not know it. Iwill not have a secret

vvith that woman! Ihave always intended to
tell you everything. Ihave the whole fearful
story set down for your eyes— and those of any
you may wish to see it:Icannot speak the
words into your ears. The paper Iwill give
you now;but you will not open it until Igive
you leave."" Certainly not,uncle.""If Ishould die before you have read it,I
permit and desire you to read it. Iknow your
loyalty so well, that Ibelieve you would not
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look at it even after my death, if Ihad not
given you permission. There are those vvho
treat the dead as if they had nomore rights of
any kind.

'
Get away to Hades,' they say;'you are nothing now.' But you will not be-

have so to your uncle, little one! When the
time comes for you to read my story, remem-
ber thatInow,inpreparation for the knowledge
that will give you,ask you to pardonme tlien
for all the pain it will cause you and your hus-
band— John being that husband. Ihave tried
to do mybest for you, Orbie:how much better
Imight have done had Ihad a clear con-
science, God only knows. It may be that I
was the tenderer uncle that Icould not be a
betterone."

Hehid his face in his hands,and burst into a
tempest of weeping.
Itwas terrible to see the man to whomIhad

all my life looked vvith a reverence that pre-
pared me for knowing the great father, weep-
ing like abitterly repentant and self-abhorrent
child. It seemed sacrilege to be present. I
felt as if my eyes, only for seeing him thus,
deserved the ravens to pick them out.
Icould not containmyself. Iroseand threw



THE EVIL DRAWS NIGHER. 223
my arms about him, got close to him as achild
to her mother,and, as soon as the passion of my
love would let me, sobbed out,"

Uncle! darling uncle! Ilove you more
than ever ! Idid notknow before thatIcould
love so much! Icould kill that womanvvith
my own hands ! IwishIhad killed her when
Ipulled her down that day! It is right to kill
poisonous creatures : she is worse than any
snake!

"

He smiled a sad little smile, and shook his
head. Then first Iseemed to understand a
little. A dull flash went through me.
Istood up, drew back, and gazed at him.

My eyes fixed themselves onhis. Istared into
them. He had ceased to weep,and lay regard-
ingme vvith calm response." You don't mean, uncle, ?

"
" Yes,little one,Ido. That woman was the

cause of the action for which she threatens to
denounce me as a murderer. Ido not say she
intended to bring it about ;but none the less
wasshe the consciously wicked and wilful cause
of it.— And you will marry her son,and be her
daughter!

"
he added, with a groan as of one in

unutterable despair.
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Isprang back from him. Myveryproximity
was apollution tohim while he believed such a
thing of me!"Never,uncle, never!

"
Icried.

"How can
you think so ill of one vvho loves you asIdo!
Iwill denounce lier!She will be hanged,and
we shall be at peace!

"
" And John ?

"
said my uncle.

"John must look after himself!" Ianswered
fiercely. " Because he chooses to have such a
mother, am Ito bring her a hair's-breadth
nearer to my uncle! Not for any man that
ever wasborn ! John must discard his mother,
or he and Iare as we were! A mother! she
is a hyena,a shark, a monster! Uncle, she is
a devil!

—Idon't care! It is true;and what
is true is the right thing to say. Iwill go to
her, and tell her toher face what she is!

"
Iturned and made for the door. My heart

felt as big as the biggest man's."If she kill you, little one," said my uncle
quietly, "Ishall be left with nobody to take
care of me!"
Iburst into fresh tears. Isaw that Iwas a

fool,and could do nothing." Poor John!— To have such a mother !
"
I
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sobbed. Then ina rage of rebellionIcried, "I
don't believe she is his mother! Is it possible
now, uncle— does it stand to reason,that such a
pestilence of a woman should ever have borne
such a child as my John ? Idon't,Ican't,I
won't believeit !

"
"Iamafraid there are mysteries in the world

quite as hard to explain!
" replied my uncle."Iconfess, ifIhad known who was his mother,

Ishould have been far from ready to yield
my consent to your engagement."" What does it matter?

"
Isaid. "Of course

Ishall notmarryhim!
"

" Not marry him, child!
"

returned my uncle." What are you thinking of? Is the poor
fellow to suffer for, as well as by the sins of his
mother?""If you think, uncle, that Iwill bring you
into any kind of relation with that horrible
woman, if the worst of it were only that you
would have to see her once because she was my
husband's mother, you are mistaken. She to
threaten you if you did not send back her son,
as if John were a horse you had stolen! You
have been the angel of God about me all the
days ofmy life,but evento please you,Icannot

P
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consent to despise myself. Besides, you know
what she threatens!""She shall not hurt me. Iwill take care of
myself for your sakes. Your life shall not be
clouded by scandal about your uncle."

"How are you to prevent it, uncle dear?
Fulfil her threat or not, she would be sure to
talk!"" When she sees it can servenopurpose, she
will hardly risk reprisals.""

She will certainly not risk them when she
finds wehave said good-bye.""But how would that serve me, little one?
What!would you heap on your uncle's con-
science, already overburdened, the misery of
keeping two lovely lovers apart? Iwill tell
you what Ihave resolved upon. Iwill have
no more secrets from you, Orba. Oh, how I
thank you, dearest, for not casting me off !

"
Again Ithrew myself on my knees by his

bed.
"Uncle," Icried, my heart ready to break

with the effort to show itself," if Idid not now
love you more than ever,Ishould deserve tobe
cast out, and trodden under foot!— What do
you think of doing?"
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"Ishall leave the country,not to return while

the womanlives.""
I'm ready, uncle,"Isaid, springing to my

feet ; "— at leastIshall be in a few minutes!
"

"
But hear me out, little one,"he rejoined,vvith

a smile of genuine pleasure ; " you don't know
half myplan yet. How amIto live abroad, if
my propertygo to rack and ruin ? Listen,and
don't say anything tillIhave done;Ihave no
time to lose;Imust get up at once.— As soon
asIam on board at Dover for Paris, you and
John must get yourselves married the first pos-
sible moment, and settle down here— to make
the best of the farm you can,and send me what
you can spare. Ishall not want much, and
John willhave his own soon. Iknow you will
be good to Martha!

"
"John may take the farm ifhe will. Itwould

be immeasurably better than living vvith his
mother. For me,Iam going vvith my uncle.
Why, uncle, Ishould be miserable in John's
very arms and you out of the country for our
sakes! Is there tobe nobody in the world but
husbands,forsooth! Ishould love John everso
much more away with you and my duty, than
ifIhad himvvith me, and you awanderer. How
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happyIshall be, thinking of John,and taking
careof you!"

He let me run on. When Istopped at
length—

"
Inany case," he said with a smile, " we can-

not do much till Iam dressed!
"



CHAPTER XXVII.

AN ENCOUNTER.

ILEFT my uncle's room, and went to my own,
to make what preparation Icould for going
abroad with him. Igot out my biggest box,
and put in all my best things, and all the trifles
Ithought Icould not do without. Then, as
there was room, Iput in things Icould do
without, which yet would be useful. Still there
was room; the content would shake about on
the continent ! SoIbegan to put in things I
should like to have, but which were neither
necessary nor useful. Before Ihad got these
in, the box was more than full,and some of
them had to be taken out again. In choosing
which were to go and which to be left,Ilost
time;butIdid not know anything about the
trains, and expected to be ready before my
uncle, who would call me when he thought fit.

My thoughts also hindered my hands. Very
likelyIshould nevermarry John;Iwould not
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heed that ;he would be mine all the same!but
topromise thatIwould not marryhim,because
it suited such a mother's plans tomarry him to
some oneelse— thatIwould not do to save my
life! Iwould have done it to save my uncle's,
but our exile would render it unnecessary!

At last Iwas ready, and went to find my
uncle, reproaching myself that Ihad been so
long away from him. Besides,Iought tohave
been helping him to pack, for neither he nor
his arm wasquite strong yet. With a heartful
of apology,Isought his room. He was not
there. Neither was he in the study. Iwent
all over the house, and then to the stable ;but
he was nowhere,neither had anyone seen him.
AndDeath was gone too!

The truth burst upon me:Iwas to see him
nomore while that terrible woman lived! No
one was to know whither he had gone! He
had given himself for my happiness! Vain
intention! Ishould never be happy! To be
in Paradise without him, would not be to be in
Heaven!

John was in London;Icould do nothing!
Ithrew myself on my uncle's bed, and lay lost
in despair! Even if John were with me, and
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we found him, what could we do? Iknew it
now as impossible for him to separate us that
he might be unmolested, as it was for us to
accept the sacrifice of his life that wemight be
happy. Iknew that John's way would be to
leave everything and go vvith me and my uncle,
only we could not live upon nothing— least of
all in a strange land! Martha, tobe sure,could
manage well enough vvith the bailiff,but John
could not burden my uncle, and could not lay
his hands on his own! In the mean time
my uncle was gone we knew not whither ! I
was like one lost on the dark mountains.— If
onlyjohn wouldcometo takepart inmydespair!

With a sudden agony,Ireproached myself
that Ihad made no attempt to overtake my
uncle. It was trueIdid notknow, for nobody
could tell me, in what direction he had gone;
but Zoe's instinct might have sufficed where
mine was useless! Zoe might have followed
and found Thanatos! It washopeless now!

ButIcould no longer be still. Igot Zoe,
and fled to the moor. All the rest of the day
Irode hither and thither,nor saw a single soul
on its wide expanse. The very life seemed to
have gone out of it. When most we take
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comfort in loneliness,it is because there is some
onebehind it.

Thesun was set and the twilight deepening
toward night when Iturned to ride home. I
had eaten nothing since breakfast, and though
not hungry, was thoroughly tired. Through
the great dark hush, where was no sound of
water, though here and there, like lurking live
thing, it layabout me,Irode slowly back. My
fasting and the dusk made everything in turn
take a shape that was not its own. Iseemed
to be haunted by things unknown. Ihave
sometimes thought whether the spirits that love
solitaryplaces,may notdelight in appropriating,
for embodiment momentary and partial, such
a present shape as may happen to fit one of
their passing moods ;whether it is always the
■meregnarled,crone-like hawthorn,or misshapen
rock, that, between the wanderer and the pale
sky, suddenly appals him with the sense of
another. The hawthorn, the rock, the dead pine,
is indeed there, but is it alone there ?

Some such thought was,Iremember, in my
mind, when,about halfway from home,Igrew
aware of something a little way in front that
rose between me and adark part of the sky. It
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seemed a figure on a huge horse. My first
thought, very naturally, was of my uncle; the
next,of the great gray horse and his rider that
John and Ihad both seenon the moor. Icon-
fess to a little awe at the thought of the latter ;
butIam somehow made so as to be capable
of awe without terror, and of the latter Ifelt
nothing. The composite figure drew nearer:
it was a woman on horseback. ImmediatelyI
recalled the adventure of my childhood ; and
then remembered that John had saidhis mother
always rode the biggest horse she could find :
could that shape, towering in the half-dark
before me, be indeed my deadly enemy— she
who,my uncle had warnedme, would kill me if
she had the chance? A fear far other than
ghostly invaded me, and for a moment I
hesitated whether to ride on, or turn and make
for some covert,until she should have passed
from between me and myhome. Ihope it was
something better than pride that made me hold
onmy way. If the wicked,Ithought, flee when
no man pursueth,it ill becomes the righteous to
flee before the wicked. By this time it was all
but dark night, and Ihad a vague hope of
passing unquestioned: there had been a good
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deal of rain, and we werein a very marshy part
of the heath, so thatIdid not care to leave the
track. But, just ere we met, the lady turned her
great animal right across the way, and there
made him stand."Ah," thought I, " what could Zoe do in a
race vvith that terrible horse!

"

He seemed made of the darkness, and rose
like the figurehead of a frigateabove a yacht."Show me the way to Rising," saidhis rider.

Thehard bell-voice was unmistakable."
When you come where the track forks," I

began.
She interrupted me." How can Idistinguish in the dark?

"
she

returned angrily. " Go onbefore, and show me
the way."

NowIhad goodreason for thinking she knew
the way perfectly well;and still better reason
for declining to go on in front of her.

"You must excuseme,"Isaid, "for it is time
Iwere at home;but if you will turn and ride
on in front of me, Iwill show you a better,
though rather longer way to Rising."

"Go on, orIwill ride you down." she cried,
turning her horse's head towardme, and making
her whiphiss through the air.
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The sound of it so startled Zoe, that she

sprang aside, and was off the road a few yards
before Icould pull her up. Then Isaw the
woman urging her horse to follow. Iknew the
danger she was in, and, though tempted to be
silent,called toher vvith a loud warning."Mind what you aredoing, lady Cairnedge!

"

Icried. " The ground here will not carry the
weight of a horse likeyours."

But asIspoke he gave in,and sprang across
the ditch at the way-side. There, however,he
stood."You think to escape me," she answered,in a
low,yet clear voice, vvith a cat-like growl in it."

Youmake a mistake !
"

"Your ladyship will make a worse mistake
if you follow me here,"Ireplied.

Her only rejoinder was a cut with her whip
toher horse, which had stood motionless since
taking his unwilling jump. Ispoke to Zoe;
she bounded off like a fawn. Ipulled her up,
and looked back.

Lady Cairnedge continued urging her horse.
Iheard and saw her whipping him furiously.
She had lost her temper.
Iwarned her once more,but she persisted.
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" Then you must take the consequences!" I
said;and Zoe and Imade for the road, but at
apoint nearerhome.

Had she not been in a passion, she would
have seen that her better way was to return to
the road, and intercept us ; but her anger
blinded her both to that and to the danger of
the spot she was in.

We had not gone far when we heard behind
us the soft plunging and sucking of the big
hoofs through the boggy ground. Ilooked
over my shoulder. There was the huge bulk,
like Wordsworth's peak, towering betwixt us
and the stars!"Go, Zoe!

"
Ishrieked.

She bounded away. The nextmoment, a cry
camefrom the horse behind us, andIheard the
woman say "

Good God!
"
Istopped, and

peered through the dark. Isaw something,
but it was no higher above the ground than
myself. Terror seized me. Iturned and rode
back.

"My stupid animal has bogged himself!"
said lady Cairnedge quietly.

Deep in the dark watery peat, as thick as
porridge, her horse gave a fruitless plunge or
two, and sank lower.
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"
For God's sake," Icried, " get off! your

weight is sinking the poor animal! You will
smotherhim!

"
"
It will serve him right," she said venom-

ously,and gave the helpless creatureacut across
the ears."You will go down with him, if you do not
make haste,"Iinsisted.

Another moment and she stood erect on the
back of the slowly sinking horse."Come and give me your hand," she cried." You want to smother me with him! I
think Iwill not,"Ianswered.

"
You can get

on the solid well enough. Iwill ride home and
bring help for your horse, poor fellow ! Stay
by him, talk tohim, and keep him as quiet as
you can. If he go on struggling,nothing will
save him."

She replied with a contemptuous laugh.
Igot to the road as quickly as possible, and

galloped home as fast as Zoe could touch and
lift. Ere Ireached the stable-yard,Ishouted
so as to bring out all the men. When Itold
them a lady had her horse fast in the bog,
they bustled and coiled ropes, put collars and
chains on four draught-horses, lighted several
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lanterns,and set out with me. Iknew the spot
perfectly. Nomoment was losteither in getting
ready,or in reaching the place.

Neither the lady nor her horse was to be
seen.

A great horror wrapt me round. Ifelt a
murderess. She might have sailed to spring to
the bank of thehole for lack of the hand she had
asked me to reach out! Or her habit might
have been entangled, so that she fell short,and
went to the bottom— to be found, one day,
hardly changed, by the side of her peat-em-
balmed steed!— no ill fitting fate for her, but a
ghastly thing tohave ahand in!

She might, however,be on her way to Rising
on foot ! Itold two of the men to mount a
pair of the horses,and govvith me on thechance
of renderingher assistance.

We took the way to Rising, and had gone
about two miles, when we saw her, through the
starlight, walking steadily along the track. I
rode up to her, and offered her one of the cart-
horses :Iwould not have trusted my Zoe with
her any more than with an American lion that
lives upon horses. She declined the proffer
with quiet scorn. Ioffered her one or both



AN ENCOUNTER. 239
men to seeher home,but the way in which she
refused their service,made them glad they had
not to go with her. We had no choice, there-
fore turned and left her to get home as she
might.

Not until we were on the way back, did it
occur to me that Ihad not asked Martha
whether she knew anything about my uncle's
departure. She was never one to volunteer
news, and,besides, would naturally think me in
his confidence !
Ifound she knew nothing of our expedition,

as no one had gone into the house— had only
heard the horses and voices, and wondered. I
was able to tell her whathad happened;but the
moment Ibegan to question her as to any
knowledgeof my uncle's intentions,my strength
gave way, and Iburst into tears." Don't be silly, Belorba !

"
cried Martha,

almost severely. " You an engaged young
lady,and tied so to your uncle's apron-strings
that you cry the minutehe's out of your sight!
You didn't cry when Mr Day left you!

"
" No,"Ianswered; "he was going only for a

day or two!
"

" And for how many is your uncle gone?"
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" That is what Iwant to know. He means
to be awaya long time, 1fear.""Then it's nothing but your fancy sets you
crying!— But I'll just see!

"
she returned. "I

shall know by the money he left for the house-
keeping! Only Iwon't budge till Isee you
eat."

Faint for want of food, Ihad no appetite.
But Ibegan at once to eat, and she left me to
fetch the moneyhe had given her as he went.

She came back with a pocket-book, opened
it,and looked into it. Then she looked at me.
Her expression was of unmistakable dismay. I
took the pocket-book from her hand: it was
full of notes!
Ilearned afterward, that it was his habit to

have money in the house, in readiness for some
possible sudden need of it.



CHAPTER XXVIII.

ANOTHER VISION.

That same night, within an hour, to my un-
speakable relief, John camehome — at least he
came to me, who he always said was his home
It was rather late,but we went out to the wild-
erness, whereIhad agood cry on his shoulder;
after whichIfelt better,and hope begantoshow
signs of life in me. Inever asked him how he
had got on in London,but told him all thathad
happened since he went. It was worse than
painful to tell him about his mother's letter,
and what my uncle told me in consequence
of it, also my personal adventure vvith her so
lately;but Ifelt Imust hide nothing. If a
man's mother is a devil, it is well he should
know it.

He sat like a sleeping hurricane while I
spoke, saying never a word. When Ihad
ended,—" Is that all?

"
he asked.

Q
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"It is all, John : is it not enough ?

" I
answered."

It is enough," he cried, with an oath that
frightened me, and started to his feet. The
hurricane was awake.
Ithrew my arms round him.

Where are you going?
"
Isaid.

To her" he answered.
What for ?

"
"

To killher,"he said— then threw himself on
the ground,and lay motionless at my feet.
Ikept silence. Ithought with myself he

was fighting the nature his mother had given
him.

He lay still for about two minutes, then
quietly rose.

"Good night, dearest!" he said; "—
no;

good-bye! Itis not fit the sonof such amother
should marryany honest woman.""Ibeg your pardon, John !

"
Ireturned;"I

hope / may have a word in the matter! If I
choose to marry you, what right have you to
draw back ? Let us leave alone the thing that
has to be, and remember that my uncle must
not be denounced as a murderer! Something
must be done. That he is beyond personal
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danger for the present is something;but is he
to be the talk of the country?

"
"

No harm shall come to him," said John."IfIdon't throttle the tigress, I'll muzzle her.
Iknow how to deal vvith her. She has learned
at least, that what her stupid son says,he does!
Ishall make her understand that, onher slight-
est movement to disgrace your uncle,Iwill
marry you right off, come what may ; and if
she goes on,Ishall get myself summoned for
the defence, that, if Icansay nothing for him,
Imay say something against her. Besides,I
will tell her that, when my time comes, ifIfind
anything amiss with her accounts,Iwill give
her no quarter.— But, Orbie," he continued, "as
Iwill not threaten what Imay not be able to
perform, you must pre mise not to prevent me
from carrying it out.""Ipromise,"Isaid," that, if it be necessary
for your truth,Iwill marry you at once. I
only hope she may not already have taken
steps!""

Her two days arenot yet expired. Ishall
present myself in good time.— But Iwonder
youare not afraid to trust yourself alone with
the son of such a mother!

"
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"Tobe whatIknow you,John,"Ianswered,

"and the son of that woman, shows a good
angel was not far off at your birth. But why
talk of angels ? Whoever was your mother,
God is your father!

"
He made no reply beyond a loving pressure

of my hand. Then he asked me whether I
could lend him something to ride home upon.
Itold him there was an old horse the bailiff
rode sometimes;Iwas very sorry he could not
have Zoe :she had been out all day and was
too tired! He said Zoe was much too precious
for a hulking fellow like him to ride, but he
would be glad of the old horse.
Iwent to the stable with him, and saw him

mount. What a determined look there was on
his face! He seemed quite a middle-aged
man.
Ihave now to tell how he fared on the moor

as he rode.
Ithad turned gusty and rather cold, and was

still a dark night. The moon would be up
by and by however, and giving light enough,
he thought, before he came to the spot where
his way partedcompany vvith that to Dumble-
ton. Themoon,however,did not see fit to rise
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so soon as John expected her :he was not at
that time quite up inmoons,any more than in
the paths across that moor.

Now as he had not an idea where his rider
wanted to be carried, and as John did for a
while— he confessed it— fall into a reverie or
something worse, old Sturdy had to choose for
himself where to go, and took a path he had
often had to take some years before ;nor did
John discover that he was out of the way,until
he felt him going steep down,and thought of
Sleipner bearing Hermod to the realm of Hela.
But he let him keep on, wishing to know, as he
said, what the old fellow was up to. Presently,
he came to a deadhalt.

John had not the least notion where they
vvere,butIknew the spot the moment he began
to describe it. By the removal of the peat on
the side of aslope, the skeleton of the hill had
been a little exposed,and had for a good many
years been blasted for building-stones. No-
thing was going on in the quarry at present.
Above, it was rather a dangerous place; there
was a legend of man and horse having fallen
into it, and both beingkilled. John had never
seenor heard of it.
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When his horse stopped,he became aware of
an indefinite sensation which inclined him to
await the expected moon before attempting
either to advance or return. He thought after-
ward it might have been some feeling of the
stone about him,but at the time he took the
place for an abrupt natural dip of the surface
of the moor, in the bottom of which might be
a pool. Sturdy stood as still as if he had been
part of the quarry, stood as if never of himself
would he move again.

The light slowly grew,or rather,the darkness
slowly thinned. All at once John became aware
that, some yards away from him, there was
something whitish. A moment,and it began to
move like a flitting mist through the darkness.
The same instant Sturdy began to pull his feet
from the ground,and moveafter the mist,which
roseand rose until it came for a second or two
between John and the sky:it was a big white
horse, vvith my uncle on his back:Death and
he, John concluded, were out on one of their
dark wanderings! His impulse, of course, was
to follow them. But, as they wentup the steep
way, Sturdy came down on his old knees, and
John got off his back to let him recover himself
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the easier. When they reached the level,where
the moon, showing a blunt horn above the
horizon, made it possible to see a little, the
white horse and his rider had disappeared— in
some shadow, or behind some knoll,Ifancy;
and John, having not the least notion in what
part of the moor he was, or in which direction
he ought to go, threw the reins on the horse's
neck. Sturdy brought him back almost to his
stable, before heknew where he was. Then he
turned into the road, for he had had enough of
the moor, and took the long wayhome.



CHAPTER XXIX.

MOTHER AND SON.

IN the morning he breakfasted alone. A son
with a different sort of mother, might then have
sought her in her bedroom ;but Johnhad never
within his memory seen his mother in her bed-
room, and after what he had heard the night
before, could hardly be inclined to go there to
her now. Within half an hour, however, a
message was brought him, requesting his pres-
ence inher ladyship's dressing-room.

He went vvithhis teeth set." Whose horse is that in the stable, John ?"
she said, the moment their eyes met."Mr Whichcote's, madam," answered John :
mother he could not say.

* You intend to keep up your late relations
with those persons?

"
"Ido."" You mean to marry the hussy ?

"
"Imean to marry the lady to whom you
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give that epithet. There are those who think
it not quite safe for you to call other people
names!"

She rose and came at him as if she would
strike him. John stood motionless. Except
a woman had a knife in her hand,he said, he
would not even avoid a blow from her. " A
woman can't hurt you much; she can only
break yourheart !

"
he said. "Mymother would

not know a heart when she had broken it!
"

he
added.

He stood and looked at her.
She turned away, and sat down again. I

think she felt the term of her power at hand." The man told you then, that,if you did not
return immediately, Iwould get him into
trouble ?""

He has told me nothing. Ihave not seen
him for somedays. Ihave been to London.""

You should have contrived your story
better :you contradict yourself.""Iam not aware thatIdo.""

You have the man's horse !
"

"
His horse is in my stable;he is not himsell

at home.""Fled from justice! It shall not availhim!
"
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"It may avail you though, madam! It is

sometimes prudent to let well alone. MayI
not suggest that a hostile attempt on your part,
might lead to awkwardrevelations ?

"
"Ah,where could the seedof slander find fitter

soil than the heart of a son with whom the
prayerof his mother is powerless!"

Toallappearanceshehad thoroughly regained
her composure,and looked at him with aquite
artistic reproach."Theprayer of a mother that never prayed
inher life!

"
returnedJohn;"— of awomanthat

never had an anxiety but for herself!— Idon't
believe you are my mother. If Iwas born of
you, there must have been some juggling vvith
my soul in antenatal regions! Idisown you!

"

cried John vvith indignation that grew as he
gave it issue.

Her face turned ashy white;but whether it
was from conscience or fear, or only vvith rage,
who could tell!

She was silent for a moment. Then again
recoveringherself,—"And what, pray, would you make of me ?

"
she saidcoolly. " Your slave ?""Iwould have you an honest woman! I
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would die for that!

— Oh, mother !mother!
"

he
cried bitterly." That being apparentlyimpossible, what else
does my dutiful son demand ofhis mother?""

That she should leave me unmolested inmy
choice of a wife. It does not seem to me an
unreasonabledemand!""

Nor does it seem to me an unreasonable
reply, that any mother would object to her son's
marrying a girl whose father she could throw
into a felon's-prison with a word!""

That the girl does not happen to be the
daughter of the gentleman you mean, signifies
nothing:Iam very willing she should pass for
such. But take care. He is ready to meet

whatever you have to say. He is notgone for
his own sake,but to be out of the way of our
happiness— to prevent you from blasting us
vvith a public scandal. If you proceed in your
purpose, we shall marryatonce, and make your
scheme futile."" How are you to live,pray ?

"
"Madam, that is my business,"answered John." Are you aware of the penalty on your

marrying without my consent?" pursued his
mother.
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"lamnot. Idonot believe thereis any such

penalty."" You dare me?""Ido.""Marry, then, and take the consequences."If there wereany, you would not thus warn
me of them."" John Day, you are nogentleman!""Ishall not ask your definition of a gentle-
man, madam.""Your father was aclown!"" If my father were present,he would show
himself agentleman bymaking you no answer.
If you say aword more againsthim,Iwill leave
the room.""
Itell you your father was a clown and a

fool— like yourself!
"

John turned and went to the stable, had old
Sturdy saddled,and came to me.

Onhis wayover the heath, he spent an hour
trying to find the place where he had been the
night before, but without success. Ipresume
that Sturdy, vvith his nose in that direction,pre-
ferred his stall, and did not choose to find the
quarry. As often as John left him to himself,
he went homeward. When John turned his
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head in another direction,he would set out in
that direction,but gradually work round for the
farm.

John told me all Ihave just set down, and
then we talked."Ihave already begun to learn farming," I
said." You are the right sort, Orbie!" returned
John.

"
Ishall be glad to teach you anything

Iknow."" If you will show mehow a farmer keeps his
books," Ianswered, " that Imay understand
the bailiff's,Ishall be greatly obliged to you.
As to the dairy, and poultry-yard, and that
kind of thing, Martha can teach me as well as
any.""

I'll do my best," said John." Come along then, and have a talk with
Simmons! Ifeel as if Icould bear anything
after what you saw last night. My uncle is not
far off! He is somewhere about with the rest
of the angels!

"



CHAPTER XXX.

ONCE MORE, AND YET AGAIN.

From that hour Iset myself to look after my
uncle's affairs. It was the only way to endure
his absence. Working for him, thinking what
he would like, trying to carry it out, referring
every perplexity to him and imagining his
answer,he grew so much dearer to me, that his
absence was filled vvith hope. Myheart being
in it,Ihad soon learned enoughof the manage-
ment to perceive where, in more than one
quarter, improvement, generally in the way of
saving, was possible :Ido not mean by any
loweringof wages;myuncle would have conned
me small thanks for such improvement as that !
Neither was it longbefore Ibegan todelight in
the feeling that Iwas in partnership vvith the
powersof life ; thatIhad to do vvith the opera-
tionand governmentand preservation of things
created ; that Iwas doing a work to which I
was set by the Highest; that Iwas at least a
floor-sweeper in the house of God, a servant for
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the good of his world. Existence had grown
fuller and richer ;Ihad come, like a toad out of
a rock, into a larger, therefore truer universe,in
which 1had work todo that was wanted. Had
Inot been thus expanded and strengthened,
how should Ihave patiently waited while
hearing nothing of my uncle !

It was not many days before John began to
press me to let my uncle have his way:where
was the good any longer, he said, in our not
being married ? But Icould not endure the
thought ofbeing married without my uncle :it
would not seem real marriage without his giving
me tomy husband. And when John was con-
vinced that Icould not be prevailed upon,I
found him think the more of me because of my
resolve, and my persistency in it. For John
was always reasonable,and that is more than
can be said of most men. Some, indeed, who
are reasonable enough with men, are often
unreasonable with women. Ifin course of time
the management of affairs be taken from men
and given to women— which may God for our
sakes forbid— it will be because menhave made
it necessary by their arrogance. But when they
have been kept down long enough to learn that
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they are not the lords of creation one bit more
than the weakest woman,Ihope they will be
allowed to take the lead again, lest women
should become what menwere, and gostrutting
in their importance. Only the true man knows
the true woman;only the true woman knows
the true man: the difficulty between menand
womencomes all from the prevailingselfishness,
that is, untruth, of both. Who, while such is
their character, would be judge or divider
between them, save one of their own kind ?
When such ceases to be their character, they
will call for no umpire.

John lived in his own house with his mother,
but they did not meet. His mother managed
his affairs, to whose advantage Ineed hardly
say ;and Johnhelped me tomanage my uncle's,
to the advantage of all concerned. Every
morning he came to see me, and every night
rode back to his worse than dreary home. At
my earnest request, he had a strong bolt put
onhis bedroom-door, the use of which he pro-
mised me never toneglect. At my suggestion
too, he let it be known that he had always a
brace of loaded pistols within his reach, and
showed himself well practiced in shooting vvith
them. Ifearedmuch for John.
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After Ino longer onlybelieved,but knew the

bailiff trustworthy, andhad got some few points
in his managementbettered,Iceased giving so
much attention to details, and allowed myself
more time to read and walk and ride vvith
John. Ilaid myself out to make up to him, as
much as everIcould, for the miserable lack of
any home-life. At Risinghe had not the least
sense of comfort or even security. He could
never tell what his mother might not be plotting
against him. He had a very strong close box
made for Leander, and always locked himup in
itat night,never allowing one of the men there
to touch him. The horse had all the attention
any master could desire, when, having locked
his box behind him, he brought him over to us
in the morning.

One lovely, cold day,in the month of March,
vvith ice on some of the pools, and the wind
blowing from the north,Imounted Zoe to meet
John midway on the moor, and had gone about
two-thirds of the distance, whenIsaw him, asI
thought, along way to my right, and concluded
he had not expectedme so soon,and had gone
exploring. Iturned aside therefore to join
him ;but had gone only a few yards when,

R
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from some shift in a shadow, or some change in
his position vvith regard to the light,Isaw that
the horse was not John's; it was a gray, or
rather, a white horse. Could the rider be my
uncle ? Even at that distanceIalmost thought
Irecognized him. Itmust indeedhave beenhe
John saw at the quarry! He was not gone
abroad! He had been all this long time linger-
ing about the place, lest ill should befall us!
"Just like him !

"
saidmy heart, asIgave Zoe

the rein, and she sprang off at her best speed.
But after riding some distance,Ilost sight of
the horseman, whoever he was, and then saw
that,if Idid not turn at once, Ishould not
keep my appointment vvith John. Of course
hadIbelieved it was my uncle,Ishould have
followed and followed ;and the incident would
nothave been worthmentioning, for gray horses
are not so uncommon that there might not be
one upon the heath at any moment, but for
something moreIsaw the same night.

It wasbright moonlight. Ihad taken down
a curtain of my window tomend, and the moon
shone in so thatIcould not sleep. My thoughts
were all with my uncle— wondering what he
was about; whether he was very dull ;whether
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he wanted me much;whether he was going
about Paris,or haunting the moor that stretched
far into the distance from where Ilay. Per-
haps at that moment he was out there in the
moonlight, would be there alone, in the cold,
wide night, whileIslept! The thought made
me feel lonely myself: one is indeed apt to feel
lonely when sleepless;and as the moon was
having a night of it,or rather making a day of
it, all alone vvith herself, why should we not
keep each other a littlecompany ? Irose, drew
the other curtain of my window aside, and
looked out.
Ihave said that the house lay on the slope

of ahollow : from whichever window of it you
glanced, you saw theline of your private horizon
either close to you, or but a little way off. If
you wranted an outlook, you must climb ;and
then you vvere on the moor.

From my window Icould see the more dist-
ant edge of the hollow: looking thitherward,I
saw against the sky the shape of a man on
horseback. Not for a momentcould Idoubt it
was my uncle. The figure was plainly his. My
heart seemed to stand still with awe, or was it
with intensity of gladness ? Perhaps every night
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he was thus near me whileIslept— a heavenly
sentinel patrolling the house— the visible one
of a whole camp unseen,of horses of fire and
chariots of fire. So entrancing was the notion,
that Istood there a little child,amere incarnate
love, the tears running down my cheeks for very
bliss.

Butpresentlymy moodchanged:whathad be-
fallenhim ? When firstIsawhim,horseand man
vverestanding still,andInoted nothing strange,
blinded perhaps by the tears of my gladness.
But presently they moved on,keeping so to the
horizon-line that it was plain my uncle's object
was to have the house full in view ;and as
thus they skirted the edge of heaven, oh, how
changed he seemed ! His tall figure hungbent
over the pommel, his neck drooped heavily.
And the horse was so thin thatIseemed to see,
almost to feel his bones. Poor Thanatos!he
looked tired to death, and Ifancied his bent
knees quivering,each short slow step he took.
Ah, how unlike the happy old horse that had
been! Ithought of Death returning home
weary from the slaughter of many kings, and
cast the thought away. Ithought of Death
returning home on the eve of the great dawn,
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worn with his age-long work, pleased that at
last it was over, and no more need of him:I
kept that thought. Along the sky-line they
held their slow way, toilsome through weakness,
the rider with weary swing in the saddle, the
horse vvith long gray neck hanging low to his
hoofs, as ifpickinghis path vvith purblind eyes.
When his rider should collapse and fall from
his back, not a step further would he take, but
stand there till he fell to pieces!

Fancy gave way to reality. Iwoke up,
called myselfhard names, and hurried on a few
of my clothes. My blessed uncle out in the
night and weary to dissolution,andIat a win-
dow, contemplating him like a picture! Iwas
an evil,heartless brute!

By the time Ihad my shoes on, and went
again to the window, he had passed out of its
range. Iran to one on the stair that looked
at right angles tomine:he had not yet come
within its field. Istood and waited. Presently
he appeared, crawling along, a gray mounted
ghost, in the light that so strangelybefits lovers
wandering in the May of hope, and the wasted
spectre no less, whose imagination of the past
reveals him to the eyes of men. For an instant
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Ialmost wished him dead and at rest ;the next
Iwas out of the house— then up on the moor,
looking eagerly this way and that, poised on
the swift feet of love, ready to spring to his
bosom. HowIlonged to lead him to his own
warm bed, and watch by him as he slept, while
the great father kept watch over everyheart in
his universe. Igazedand gazed,but nowhere
couldIsee the death-jaded horseman.
Ibounded down the hill, through the wilder-

ness and the dark alleys, and hurried to the
stable. Trembling with haste Iled Zoe out,
sprang on her bare back, and darted off to
scout the moor. Not a man or a horse or a
live thing was to be seen in any direction!
Once moreIallbut concludedIhad looked on
an apparition. Was my uncle dead ? Hadhe
come back thus to let meknow ? And was he
now gone home indeed ? Cold and disap-
pointed,Ireturned to bed, full of the convic-
tion that Ihad seen my uncle, but whether
in the body or out of the body,Icould not
tell.

When John came, the notion of my having
been out alone on the moorin themiddle of the
night, did not please him. He would have me



ONCE MORE, AND YET AGAIN. 263
promise not again, for any vision or apparition
whatever,to leave the house without his com-
pany. Buthe could not persuademe. Heasked
what Iwould have done, if, having overtaken
the horseman,Ihad found neither my uncle
nor Death. Itold him Iwould have given Zoe
the use of her heels, when that horse would
soon have seen the last of her. At the same
time, he was inclined to believe vvith me, that
Ihad seen my uncle. His intended proximity
would account, he said, for his making no ar-
rangementtohear from me; and if he continued
to haunt the moor in such fashion,we could not
fail to encounterhim before long. In the mean-
time he thought it well to show no sign of sus-
pecting his neighbourhood.

ThatIhad seen my uncle, John was for a
moment convinced when, the very next day,
having gone to Wittenage, he saw Thanatos
carrying Dr Southwell, my uncle's friend. On
the other hand, Thanatos looked very much
alive, and in lovely condition ! The doctor
would not confess to knowing anything about
my uncle, and expressed wonder that he had
not yet returned,but saidhe did not mind how
long he had the loan of such ahorse.
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Things went onas before for a while
John began again to press me to marry him.
Ithink it was mainly,Iam sure it was in part,
that Imight never again ride the midnight
moor— "

like a witch out on her own mis-
chievous hook," as he had once said. He knew
that,ifIcaught sight of anything like myuncle
anywhere, John or no John,Iwould go after
it.

There was another good reason,however, be-
sides theabsence of my uncle,for ournotmarry-
ing:John was not yet of legal age, and vvho
could tell what might not lurk in his mother's
threat ! Who could tell what such a woman
might not have prevailed onher husband to set
down inhis will ! Iwas ready enoughtomarry
a poor man, but Iwas not ready to let my
lover become apoor man by marrying me a few
months sooner. Were wenot happy enough,see-
ingeachother everyday,and mostly alldaylong?
No doubt people talked, but why not let them
talk ? The mind of the many is not the mind
of God ! As to society, John called it anoyster
ofadivinity. Heargued,however, thatprobably
my uncle was keeping close until he saw us
married. Ianswered that, if we were married,
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his mother would only be the more eager to
have her revenge on us all, and my uncle the
more careful of himself for our sakes. Anyhow,
Isaid,Iwould not consent tobe happier than
we were,until we found him. The greaterhap-
pinessIwould receive only from his hand.



CHAPTER XXXI.

MY UNCLE COMES HOME.

Time went on, and it was now the depth of a
cold, miserable winter. Iremember the day to
which Ihave now come so well! It was a
black day. There wassuch a thickness of snow
in the air, that what light got through had a
lost look. It was almost more like a London
fog than an honest darkness of the atmosphere,
bred in its own bounds. But while the light
lasted, the snow did not fall. Iwent about the
house doing what Icould find to do, and won-
dering John did not come.

His horse had again fallen lame— this time
through an accident which made it necessary
for him to stay vvith the poor animal long after
his usual time of starting tocome to me. When
he did start, it was on foot, with the short
winter afternoon closing in. But he knew the
moorby this time nearly as well asIdid.

It was quite dark when he drew near the
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house, which he generally entered through the
wilderness and the garden. The snow had
begun at last, and was coming down in de-
liberate earnest. It would lie feet deep over the
moor before the morning! He was thinking
what a dreary tramp home it would be by the
road— for the wind was threatening to wake,
and in a snow-wind the moor was aplace tobe
avoided

—
when he struck his foot against some-

thing soft, in the path his own feet had worn to
the wilderness, and fell over it. A groan fol-
lowed,and John rose with the miserable feeling
of havinghurt some creature. Dropping onhis
knees to discover what it was,he found a man
almost covered with snow,and nearly insensible.
He swept the snow off him, contrived to get
himon his back, and brought him round to the
door, for the fence would have been awkward to
cross with him. Just as Ibegan to be really
uneasy at his prolonged absence, there he was,
with a man on his back apparently lifeless!
Idid not stop to stare or question,but made

haste to help him. His burden was slipping
sideways, so we lowered it on a chair, and then
carried itbetween us into the kitchen,Iholding
the legs. The momenta ray of light fell upon
the face,Isaw it was my uncle.
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Ijust savedmyself from a scream. Myheart
stopped, then bumped as if it would break
through. Iturned sick and cold. We laidhim
on the sofa,but Istill held onto the legs;Iwas
half unconscious. Martha set me on a chair,
and in amoment or twoIcame tomyself, and
was able to help her. She said never a word,
but was quite collected,looking every nowand
then in the face of her cousin vvith a doglike
devotion,but never stopping an instant to gaze.
We got him some brandy first, then some hot
milk, and then some soup. He took a little of
everything we offered him. We did not ask
him a single question, but, the moment he re-
vived,carried him up the stair, and laid him in
bed. Once he cast his eyes about,and gave a
sigh as of relief to find himself in his own room,
then went off into a light doze, which, broken
vvith starts and half-wakings, lasted until next
day about noon. Either John or Martha orI
was by his bedside all the time, so that he
should not wake without seeing one of us near
him.

But the sad thing was, that, when he did
wake,he did not seem to come tohimself. He
never spoke, but just lay and looked out of
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his eyes, if indeed it was more than his eyes
that looked, if indeed he looked out of them at
all!"He has overdone his strength!

"
we said to

each other. " He has not been taking care of
himself!— And then to have lain perhaps hours
in the snow! It's a wonder he's alive!

"
" He's nothing but skin and bone!

"
said

Martha. " It will take weeks to get him up
again !— And just look at his clothes! How
ever did he come nigh such! They're fit only
for a beggar! They must have knocked him
down and stripped him!— Look at his poor
boots!

"
she said pitifully, taking up one of

them, and stroking it vvith her hand. " He'll
never recoverit !

"
" He will,"Isaid. "Here are three of us to

give him of our life! He'll soon be himself
again,now that wehave him!

"

But my heart was like to break at the sad
sight. Icannot put in words whatIfelt."He would get well much quicker," said
John, "if only we could tell him we vvere
married !

"
"
It will do just as well to invite him to the

wedding,"Ianswered.
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"Ido hope he will give you away," said
Martha."He will never give me away,"Ireturned;"but he will give me to John. And Iwill not
have the weddinguntil he is able to do that."" You are right," said John.

"And we
mustn't ask him anything,or evenrefer to any-
thing, till he wants to hear."

Days went and came, and still he did not
seem to know quite where he was ; if he did
know, he seemed so content vvith knowing it,
that he did not want to know anythingmore in
heaven or earth. We grew very anxious about
him. He did not heed a word that Dr South-
well said. His mind seemed as exhausted as
his body. The doctor justified John's resolve,
saying he must not be troubled with questions,
or the least attempt to rouse his memory.

John was now almost constantly vvith us.
One dayIasked him whether his mother took
any notice of his being now so seldom home at
night. He answered she did not; and, but for
being up to her ways, he would imagine she
knew nothing at all about his doings."

What does she do herself all day long ?
"
I

asked.
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" Goes overher books,Iimagine,"he answered."She knows the hour is at hand when she must

render account of her stewardship, andIsup-
pose she is getting ready to meet it;— how,I
would rather not conjecture. She gives me no
trouble now, and Ihaveno wish to trouble her.""Have you no hope of ever being on filial
terms with her again ?

"
Isaid." There can be few things more unlikely," he

replied.
Iwas a little troubled, notwithstanding my

knowledge of her and my feeling toward her,
that heshould regardacomplete alienation from
his mother vvith such indifference. Icould not,
however, balance the account between them!
If she had a strongclaim in the sole fact that she
was his mother, how much had she not injured
him simply bynotbeing lovable! Love unpaid
is the worst possible debt;and to make it im-
possible to pay it, is the worst of wrongs.

But,oh, what a heart-oppression it was, that
my uncle had returned so different ! We vvere
glad to have him, but how gladly would we not
have let him go again to restorehim to himself,
even were it never more to rest our eyes upon
him in this world ! Dearly as Iloved John, it
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seemed as if nothing could make me happy
while my uncle remained as he was. It was a
kind of cold despair to know him such impass-
able miles from me. Icould not get nearhim!
Iwent about all day with a sense— not merely
of loss,butof a loss that gnawed at me with a
sickening pain. He never spoke. He never
said little one to me now! he never looked in
my eyes as ifhe loved me! He was very gentle,
never complained, never even frowned, but lay
there vvith a dead question in his eyes. We
feared his mind was utterly gone.

By degreeshis healthreturned,butapparently
neither hismemory, norhis interest in life. Yet
he had a far-away look in his eyes, as if he
remembered something, and started and turned
at every opening of the door, as if he expected
something. He took to wandering about the
yard and the stable and the cow-house;would
gaze for an hour at some animal in its stall;
would watch the men threshing the corn, or
twisting straw-ropes. When Dr Southwell
sent back his horse, it was in great hope that
the sight of Death would wake him up; that he
would recognizehisold companion, jumpon his
back, and be well again;but my uncle only
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looked at him vvith a faint admiration, went
round him and examined him as if he vvere a
horse he thought of buying, then turned away
and left him. Death was troubled at his treat-
ment of him. He on his part showed him all
the old attention,using every equine blandish-
ment heknew ;but havingmet with no response,
he too turned slowly away, and walked to his
stable DrSouthwell would gladly havebought
him,but neither John norIwould hear of part-
ing vvith him :he was almost a portion of his
master! Myuncle might come to himself any
moment:how could we look him in the face
if Death was gone from us! Besides, we loved
the horse for his own sake as well as my uncle's,
and John would be but too glad to ride him !

My uncle would wander over the house, up
and down, but seemed toprefer the little draw-
ing-room : Imade it my special business to
keep agood fire there. He never went to the
study;neveropened the door in the chimney-
corner. He very seldom spoke, and seldomer
to me than to any other. It zvas adreary time !
Our very souls had longed for him back, and
thus he came to us!

Sorely Iwept over the change that had
S
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passed upon the good man. He must have
received some terrible shock ! It was just as if
his mother, John said,had got hold of him, and
put aknife in his heart ! It was well,however,
that he was not wandering about the heath, ex-
posed to the elements !and there was yet time
for many a good thing to come! Where one
must wait, one can wait.

John had to learn this, for, say what he
would, the idea of marrying while my uncle
remained in suchplight, wastomeunendurable.



CHAPTER XXXII.

TWICE TWO IS ONE.

The spring came, but brought little change in
the condition of my uncle. In the month of
May, Dr Southwell advised our taking him
abroad. When weproposed it tohim,he passed
his hand wearily overhis forehead, as if he felt
something wrong there, and gave us no reply.
We made our preparations,and when the day
arrived,he did not object to go.

We werean odd party:John and I,bachelor
and spinster ;my uncle, a silent, moody man,
vvho did whatever we asked him;and the still,
open-eyed Martha Moon, vvho, Isometimes
think,understood more about it all than any of
us. Icould talk a little French,John agood
deal of German. When we got to Paris, we
found my uncle considerably at home there.
When he cared to speak,he spokelike a native,
and was neverat a loss for word or phrase.

It was he, indeed,vvho took us to aquiet little
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hotel he knew ;and when we vvere comfortably
settled in it,he began to take the lead in all our
plans. By degrees he assumed the care and
guidance of the whole party; and so well did
he carry out what he had silently, perhaps
almost unconsciously undertaken, that we con-
ceived the greatesthopes of the result to him-
self. A mind might lie quiescent so long as it
was ministered to, and hedged from cares and
duties, but wake up when something was re-
quired of it! No one would have thought any-
thing amiss vvith my uncle, that heard him
givinghis orders for the day, or acting cicerone
to the little company — there for his sake,
though he did not know it. How often John
and Ilooked at each other, and how glad vvere
our hearts! My uncle was fast corning to him-
self! It was like watching the dead grow
alive.

One day he proposed taking a carriage and
a good pair of horses, and driving to Versailles
to see the palace. We agreed, and all went
well. Ihad not,inmy wildestdreams, imagined
a place so grand and beautiful. We wandered
about it for hours, and vvere just tired enough
to begin thinking vvith pleasure of the start
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homeward, when we found ourselves in a very
long, straight corridor. Iwas walking alone, a
little ahead of the rest ;my uncle was coming
along next,but a good way behind me;a few
pacesbehind my uncle,came John vvith Martha,
to whom he was more scrupulously attentive
than tomyself.

In front of me was adoor, dividing the cor-
ridor in two, apparently filled with plain plate-
glass, to break the draught without obscuring
the effect of the great length of the corridor,
which stretched away as far on the other side
as we had come on this. Ipaused and stood
aside, leaning against the wall to wait for my
uncle, and gazing listlessly out of a window
opposite me. But as my uncle came nearer to
open the door for us,Ihappened to cast my
eyes again upon it, and saw,as it seemed, my
uncle coming in the opposite direction; whence
Iconcluded of course, thatIhad made a mis-
take, and that what Ihad taken for a clear
plate of glass, was a mirror, reflecting the cor-
ridor behind me. Ilooked back at my uncle
vvith a littleanxiety. My reader may remember
that, when he came to fetch me from Rising,
the day after Iwas lost on the moor, encounter-
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ing amirror at unawares,he started and nearly
fell: from this occurrence,and from the absence
of mirrors about the house,Ihad imagined in
his life some painful story connected with a
mirror.

Once again Isaw him start, and then stand
like stone. Almost immediately a marvellous
light overspread his countenance, and vvith a
cry he bounded forward. Ilooked again at the
mirror, and there Isaw the self-same light-
irradiated countenance coming straight, as was
natural,to meet that of which it was the reflec-
tion. Then all at once the solid foundations of
fact seemed tomelt into vaporous dream, for as
Isaw the two figures come together, the one in
the mirror, the other in the world, and was
starting forward to prevent myuncle from shat-
tering the mirror and wounding himself, the
figures fell into each other's arms, and Iheard
two voices weeping and sobbing, as the sub-
stance and the shadow embraced.

Two men had for a moment been deceived
like myself: neither glass nor mirror was there— only the frame from which a swing-door had
been removed. They walked each into the
arms of the other, whom they had at firsteach
taken for himself.
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They paused in their weeping, held each
other at arm's-length, and gazed as in mute
appeal for yet better assurance; then, smiling
like two suns from opposing rain-clouds, fell
again each on the other's neck, and wept anew.
Neither hadkilled the other ! Neither had lost
the other! The world had been a graveyard ;
it was a paradise!

We stood aside inreverence. Martha Moon's
eyes glowed, but she manifested no surprise.
John andIstared in utter bewilderment. The
two embraced each other, kissed and hugged
and patted each other, wept and murmured and
laughed, then all at once, vvith one great sigh
between them,grew aware of witnesses. They
vvere too happy to blush,yet indeed they could
nothave blushed,so red were they vvith the fire
of heaven's own delight. Utterly unembar-
rassed they turned toward us— and then came
a fresh astonishment, an old and new joy to-
gether out of the treasure of the divine house-
holder : the uncle of the mirror,radiant vvith a
joy such as Ihad never before beheld upon
human countenance, came straight to me, cried" Ah, little one!

" took me in his arms, and em-
braced me with all the old tenderness. ThenI
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knew that my own old uncle was the same
as everIhad known him, the same as when I
used to go to sleep in his arms.

The jubilation that followed, it is impossible
for me to describe;and my husband, vvho ap-
proves of allIhave yet written,begs me not to
attempt an adumbration of it."

It would be a pity," he says," to end a won
race with a tumble down at the post!

"



CHAPTER XXXIII.

HALF ONE IS ONE.

IAM going to give you the whole story,but not
this moment ;Iwant to talk a little first. I
need not say that Ihad twin uncles. They were
but one man to the world; to themselves only
vvere they a veritable two. The word twin
means oneof two that once were one. To twin
means to divide, they tell me The opposite
action is,of twain to make one. To me as well
as the world,Ibelieve, but for the close in-
dividual contact of all my life with my uncle
Edward, the two would have been but as one
man. Ihardly know that Ifelt any richer at
first for having two uncles; it was long before
Ishould have felt much poorer for the loss of
uncle Edmund. Uncle Edward was to me the
substance of which uncle Edmund was the
shadow. But at lengthIlearned to love him
dearly through perceiving how dearly my own
uncle loved him. Iloved the one because he
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was what he was, the other because he was not
that one. Creative Love commonly differenti-
ates that it may unite;in the case ofmy uncles
it seemed only to have divided that it might
unite. Iam hardly intelligible to myself; in
my mind at least Ihave got into abog of con-
fused metaphysics, out of which it is time I
scrambled. What Iwould say is this — that
what made the world not care there should be
two of them, made the earth aheaven to those
two. By their not beingone, they vvereable to
love, and so vvereone. Like twin planets they
revolved around each other, and in a common
orbit around God their sun. It was a beautiful
thing to see how uncle Edmund revived and
expanded in the light of his brother's presence,
until he grew plainly himself. He had suffered
more than my own uncle, and had not had an
orphan child to love and be loved by.

What a drive home that was! Paris, any-
where seemed home now! Ihad John and my
uncles ;John had me and my uncle ;my uncles
had each other ;andIsuspect,if we could have
looked into Martha, we should have seen that
she, through her lovely unselfishness,possessed
us allmore than any oneof us another. Oh the



283HALF ONE IS ONE.

outbursts of gladness on the way!— the talks!—
the silences ! The past fell off like anugly veil
from the true face of things ; the present was
sunshine; the future a rosy cloud.

When we reached ourhotel,it wasdinner-time,
and John ordered champagne. He andIwere
hungry as twohappy children ;the brothers ate
little, and scarcely drank. They were too full
of each other to have room for any animal
need. A strange solemnity crowned and dom-
inated their gladness. Each was to the other
a Lazarus given back from the grave. But to
understand the depthof their rapture,you must
know their story. That of Martha and Mary
and Lazarus could nothave equalled it but for
the presence of the Master, for neither sisters
nor brother had done each other any wrong.
They looked to me like men walking in a lumin-
ous mist— a mist of unspeakable suffering ra-
diant with a joy as unspeakable— the very stuff
to fashion into glorious dreams.

When we drew round the fire, for the even-
ings vvere chilly, they laid their whole history
open to us. What a tale it was!and what a
telling of it! My own uncle,Edward, was the
principal narrator, but was occasionally helped
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out by mynewer uncle,Edmund. Ihad the story
already, my reader will remember, inmy uncle's
writing, at home :when we returned Iread it— not vvith the same absorption as if it had
come first,but vvith as much interest, and cer-
tainly with the more thorough comprehension
that Ihad listened to it before. That same
written story Ishall presently give, supple-
mented bywhat, necessarily, my uncle Edmund
had to supply,and vvith some elucidation from
the spoken narrative of my uncle Edward.

As the story proceeded, overcome with the
horror of the revelationIforesaw,Iforgot my-
self, and cried out —

"And that woman is John's mother !
"

"Whose mother ?
" asked uncle Edmund,

vvith scornful curiosity.
"John Day's,"Ianswered."It cannotbe!

"
he cried, blazingup. " Are

you sure of it ?
"

"Ihave always been givenso to understand,"
replied John for me; "butIam by no means
sureof it. Ihave doubted it a thousand times.""No wonder ! Then we may go on! But,
indeed, tobelieve youher son, wouldbe to doubt
you! Idon't believe it."
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" You could not help doubting me!
"

re-
sponded John.

" —Imight be true, though,
evenif Ivvere her son!

"
he added.

"Ed," said Edmund to Edward, "let us lay
our heads together!

"
"Ready Ed!

"
said Edward to Edmund.

Thereupon they began comparing memories
and recollections,— to find, however, that they
hadby no means data enough. One thing was
clear to me— that nothing would be too bad fer
them to believe of her." She would pick out the eye of a corpse if
she thought a sovereign lay behind it!

"
said

uncle Edmund.
"To have the turning over of his rents,— :

said uncle Edward, and checked himself.
"Yes— it would be just one of her devil-

tricks !
" agreed uncle Edmund."Ibeg your pardon, John," said uncle

Edward, as if it were he that had used the
phrase, and uncle Edmund nodded to John,
as if he had himself made the apology.

John said nothing. His eyes looked wild
vvith hope. He felt like one vvho,havingbeen
taught that he is achild of the devil,begins to
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know that God is his father— the one discovery
worth making by son of man.

Then,at my request, they wenton vvith their
story, whichIhad interrupted.

When it was at length all poured out, and
the last drops shaken from the memory of each,
there fell a long silence,which my own uncle
broke." When shall we start, Ed?

"
he said."To-morrow, Ed."

"This business of John's must come first,
Ed!""It shall,Ed!

"

"You know where you vvereborn,John ?
"

"Onmy father's estate of Rubworth in Glou-
cestershire,Ibelieve" answered John.

"You must be prepared for the worst, you
know!

"
"
Iam prepared. As Orba told me once,

God is my father, whoever my mother may
be!"" That's right. Hold by that !

"
said my

uncles,as vvith one breath."Do you know the year you vvere born?
"

asked uncle Edmund."Mymother saysIwas born in 1820."
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" Youhave not seen the entry?
"

"No. One does not naturally doubt such
statements."" Assuredly not— until

"

He paused.
How uncle Edmund had regained his wits!

And how young the brothers looked !" You mean," said John, " until he has known
my mother!

"

Now for the story of my twin uncles,mainly
as written by my uncle Edward!



CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE STORY OF MY TWIN UNCLES.

" My brother and Ivvere marvellously like.
Very few of our friends, none of them with
certainty, could name either of us apart— or
even together. Only two persons knew absol-
utely which either of us was, and those two
vvere ourselves. Our mother certainly did not— at least without seeing one or other of our
backs. Even we ourselves have each made the
blunder occasionally of calling the other by the
wrongname. Our indistinguishableness was the
source of ever-recurring mistake, of constant
amusement, of frequent bewilderment, and
sometimes of annoyance in the family. Ionce
heard my father say to a friend, that God had
nevermade two things alike,except his twins.
We two enjoyed the fun of it so much, that we
did our best to increase the confusions resulting
from our resemblance. We did not lie,but we
dodged and pretended, questioned and looked
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mysterious, till Iverily believe the person con-
cerned, having in himself so vague an idea of
our individuality, not unfrequently forgot which
he had blamed, or which he had wanted, and
became hopelessly muddled.

"A man might well have started the question
what goodcould lie in the existenceof a duality
in which the appearancewas, ifnot exactly, yet
so nearly identical, that no one but my brother
or myself could have pointed out definite
differences ;but it could have been started only
by an outsider :mybrother andIhad no doubt
concerning the advantage of aduality in which
each was the other's double ; the fact was to us
aneverceasingsource of delight. Each seemed
to the other created such, expressly that he
might love him as aspecial, individual property
of his own. It was as if the image of Narcissus
had risen bodily outof the waterymirror, tobe
what ithad before but seemed. Itwas as if we
had been made two, that each might love him-
self,and yet notbe selfish."

We were almost always together, but some-
times we got into individual scrapes, when—
which will appear to some incredible— the one
accused always accepted punishment without

T
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denial or subterfuge or attempt to perplex :it
was all one which was the culprit, and which
should be the sufferer. Nor did this indistinc-
tion work badly: that the other was just as
likely to suffer as the doer of the wrong,
wrought rather as a deterrent. Themodeof be-
haviour may have had its origin in theinstinctive
perception of the impossibility of proving inno-
cence;but had we, loving as we did, been cap-
able of truthfully accusing each other, Ithink
we should have been capable of lying also. The
delight of existence lay,embodied and objective
to each, in the existence of the other."

At school we learned the same things,and
onlylong after did any differences in taste begin
to develop themselves." Our brother,elder by five years, vvho would
succeed to the property,had the education my
father thought would best fit him for the man-
agementof land. We twins vvere trained to be
lawyer and doctor— Ithe doctor."

We wentto college together,and shared the
same rooms." Having finished our separate courses, our
father sent us to aGerman university:he would
not have us insular!
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" There we did not work hard,nor was hard

work requiredof us. We went out agood deal
in the evenings, for the students that lived at
home in the town vverehospitable. We seemed
to be rather popular, owing probably to our
singular likeness, which we found was regarded
as a serious disadvantage. The reasonof this
opinion we never could find, flattering ourselves
indeed that what it typified gave us each double
the base and double the strength." We had all our friends in common. Every
friend to oneof us was a friend to both. If one
met man or woman he was pleased with, he
never rested until the other knew that man or
woman also. Our delight in our friends must
have been greater than that of other men, be-
cause of the constant sharing." Our all but identity of form, our insepara-
bility, our unanimity, and our mutual devotion,
were often, although we did not know it, a sub-
ject of talk in the social gatherings of the place.
It was more than once or twice openly mooted— what, in the chances of life, would be likeliest
to strain the bond that united us. Not a few
agreed that a terrible catastrophe might almost
be expected from what they considered such an
unnatural relation.
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"
Ithink you must already be able to foresee

from what the first difference between us would
arise: discord itself was rooted in the very
unison— for unison it was, not harmony— of
our tastes and instincts ;and will now begin
to understand why it was so difficult, indeed
impossible for me,not tohave a secret from my
little one."Among the persons we met in the home-
circles of our fellow-students,appeared by and
by an English lady— a young widow, they said,
though little in her dress or carriage suggested
widowhood. We met her again and again.
Each thought her the most beautiful womanhe
had ever seen, but neither was much interested
in her at first. Nor do Ibelieve either would,
of himself, ever have been. Our likings and
dislikings always hitherto had gone together,
and, left to themselves, would have done so
always, Ibelieve ; whence it seems probable
that, left to ourselves, we should also have
found, when required, a common strength of
abnegation. But in the present case, our feel-
ings vverenot left to themselves; the lady gave
the initiative,and the dividing regard was born
in the one, and had time to establish itself,ere
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the provoking influence was brought to bear on
the other." Within the last few yearsIhave had a visit
from anoldcompanion of the period. Idaresay
you will remember the German gentleman vvho
amused you vvith the funny way in which he
pronounced certain words—

one of the truest-
hearted and truest-tongued men Ihave ever
known:he gave me much unexpected insight
into the evil affair. He had learned certain
things from a sister, the knowledge of which,
old as the story they concerned by that time
was, chiefly moved his coming to England to

find me." One evening,he toldme, when a number of
the ladies we vvere in the habit of meeting
happened to be together without anygentleman
present, the talk turned,half in aphilosophical,
half in a gossipy spirit, upon the consequences
that might follow, should two men, bound in
such strange fashion as my brother and I, fall
in love vvith the same woman— a thing not
merely possible, but to be expected. The talk,
my friend said, was full of a certain speculative
sort of metaphysics which, in the present state
of human development, is far from healthy,
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both because of our incompleteness, and be-
cause we are too near to what weseem toknow,
to judge it aright. One lady was present

—
a

lady by us more admired and trusted than any
of the rest— who alone declared a conviction
that love of no woman would ever separate us,
provided the one fell in love first, and the other
knew the fact before he saw the lady. For, she
said, no jealousywould in that case be roused;
and the relation of the brother to his brother
and sister would be so close as to satisfy his
heart. In a few days probably he too would
fall in love, and his lady in like manner be
received by his brother, when they would form
a square impregnable to attack. The theory
was a good one, and worthy of realization.
But, alas, the Prince of the Power of the Air was
already present in force, in the heart of the
English widow! Young in years, but old in
pride and self-confidence, she smiled at the
notion of our advocate. She said that the idea
of any such friendship between men was non-
sense; that she knew more about men than
some present could be expected to know: their
love was but a matter of custom and use ; the
moment self took part in the play, it would
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burst; it was but a bubble-company! As for
love proper— she meant the love between man
and woman— its law was the opposite to that of
friendship; its birth and continuance depended
on the parties not getting accustomed to each
other ; the less they knew each other, the more
they would love each other." Upon this followed much confused talk,
during which the English lady declared nothing
easier than to prove friendship, or the love of
brothers, the kind of thing she had said."

Most of the company believed the young
widow but talking to show off; while not a few
felt that they desired no nearer acquaintance
vvith one whose words, whatever might be her
thoughts, degraded humanity. The circle was
very speedily broken into two segments, one
that liked the English lady, and one that
almost hated her."

From that moment, the English widow set
before her the devil-victory of alienating two
hearts that loved each other— and she gained it
for a time— until Death proved stronger than
the Devil. People said we could notbeparted:
she would part us! She began vvithmy brother.
To tell how Iknow that she began with him,I
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should have to tell how she began vvith me, and
thatIcannot do; for, little one,Idare not let
the tale of the treacheries of a bad woman
toward an unsuspecting youth, enter your ears.
Suffice it to say, such a woman has well
studied those regions of a man's nature into
which,being less divine, the devil in her can
easier find entrance. There, she knows him
better than he knows himself; and makes use
of her knowledge,not to elevate, but to degrade
him. She fills him with herself, and her animal
influences. She gets intohis self-consciousness
beside himself, by means of his self-love.
Through the everopen funnel of his self-greed,
she pours in flattery. By depreciationof others,
she hints admiration of himself. By the slight-
est motion of a finger,of aneyelid,of her person,
she will pay him a homage of which first he
cannot, then he will not, then he dares not
doubt the truth. Not such a woman only, but
almost any silly woman, mayspeedilymake the
most ordinary, and hitherto modest youth,
imagine himself the peak of creation, the
triumph of the Deity. No man alive is beyond
the danger of imagining himself exceptional
among men: ifsuch as think well of themselves
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wereright in so doing, truly the world vvere ill
worth God's making ! He is the wisest vvho
has learned to

'be naught awhile!
'

The silly
soul becomes so full of his tempter, and of
himself in and through her, that he loses inter-
est in all else, cares for nobody but her, prizes
nothing but her regard, broods upon nothing
but her favours, looks forward to nothing but
again her presence and further favours. God
is nowhere; fellow-man in the way like a buzz-
ing fly— else no more to be regarded than a
speck of dust neither upon his person nor his
garment. And this terrible disintegration of
life rises out of the most wonderful,mysterious,
beautiful, and profound relation in humanity!
Its roots go down into the very deeps of God,
and out of its foliage creeps the old serpent,
and the worm that never dies! Out of it
steams the horror of corruption, wrapt in whose
living death a man cries out that God himself
can do nothing for him. It is but the natural
result of his making the loveliest of God's gifts
into his God, and worshipping and serving the
creature more than the creator. Oh my child,
it is a terrible thing to be! Except he knows
God the saviour,man stands face to face vvith
a torturing enigma, hopeless of solution!
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" The woman sought and found the enemy,
my false self, in the house of my life. To that
she gave herself, as if she gave herself to me.
Oh, how she made me love her!

—
if that be

love which is a deification of self, the foul wor-
ship of one's ownpaltry being!— and that when
most it seems swallowed up and lost ! No, it
is not love! Does love make ashamed ? The
memories of it may be full of pain, but can the
soul ever turn from love with sick contempt ?
That which at length is loathed,can never have
been loved !" Ofmy brother she would speak as of a poor
creature not for a moment to be compared with
myself. How Icould have believed her true
when she spoke thus, knowing that in the
mirror Icould not have told myself from my
brother, knowing also that our minds, tastes,
and faculties bore as strong a resemblance as
our bodies,Icannot tell,but she fooled me to
a fool through the indwelling folly of my self-
love. At other times, wishing to tighten the
bonds of my thraldom that she might thebetter
work her evil end, proving herself a powerful
devil, she would rouse my jealousy by some
sign of strong admiration of Edmund. She
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must haveacted the same way with mybrother.
Isaw him enslaved just as I— knew we were
faring alike— knew the very thoughts as well
as feelings in his heart, and instead of
being consumed vvith sorrow, chuckled at the
knowledge that / was the favoured one! I
suspect now that she showed him more favour
than myself, and taught him toput on the look
of the hopeless one. Ifancied Icaught at
times a covert flash in his eye:he knew what
he knew ! Ifso,poor Edmund, thou hadst the
worst of it every way!" Shall Iever get her kisses off my lips, her
poison out of my brain! From my heart, her
image was burned in amoment, as utterly as if
by years of hell !" The estrangement between us was sudden;
there vvere degrees only in the widening of it.
First came embarrassment at meeting. Then
all commerce of wish, thought,and speculation,
ended. There was no more merrymaking
jugglery with identity; each was himself only,
and for himself alone. Gone was all brother-
gladness. We avoided each other more and
more. When we must meet, wemade haste to

part. Heaven was gone from home. Each yet
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felt the same way toward the other, but it was
the way of repelling, not drawing. When we
passed in the street, it was vvith a look that
said, or at least meant — '

You are my
brother ! Idon't want you!

' We ceased
even to nod to each other. Still in our
separation we could not separate. Each took
a room in another part of the town,but under
the same pseudonym. Our common lodging
was first deserted, then formally given up by
each. Always what one did, that did the other,
though no longer intending to act in consort
with him. He could not help it though he
tried, for the other tried also, and did the same
thing. Oneof us might for months have played
the part of both without detection— especially
if it had been understood that we had parted
company ;but Ithink it was never suspected,
although now we wererarely for a moment to-
gether,and stillmorerarely spoke. A few weeks
sufficed tobring us to the verge of madness." To this day Idoubt if the woman, our
common disease, knew the one of us from the
other. That in anypart of her being there was
the least approach to a genuine womanly in-
terest in either of us,Ido not believe. Iam
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very sure she nevercared for me. Preference I
cannot think possible;she could not, it seems
to me,have felt anything for one of us without
feeling the same for both;Ido not see how,
vvith all she knew of us, we could have made
two impressions upon her moral sensorium."It was at length the height of summer, and
every one sought change of scene and air. It
was time for us to go home ;butIwrote to my
father,and got longer leave.""
Iwrote too," interposed my uncle Edmund

at this point of the story, when my own uncle
was telling it that evening in Paris."The day after the date of his answer
to my letter, my father died. But Edmund
and Iwere already on our way, by different
routes, to the mountain - village whither the
lady had preceded us ;and having, in our in-
fatuation, left no address,my brother never saw
the letter announcing our loss, and Inot for
months." A few weeks more, and our elder brother,
vvho had always been delicate, followed our
father. This also remained for a time un-
known tome. My mother had died many years
before, and we had now scarce a relation in the
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world. Martha Moon is the nearest relative
you and Ihave. Besides her and you, there
were left therefore of the family but myself and
your uncle Edmund— both absorbed in the
same worthless woman.

"At the village there were two hostelries. I
thought my brother would go to the better;he
thought Iwould go to the better ; so we met
at the worse! Iremember a sort of grinon his
face when we saw each other, and have no
doubt the same grin was on mine. We always
did the same thing, just as of old. The next

morning we set out,Ineed hardly say each by
himself, to find the lady.

She had rented a small chalet on the banks
of a swift mountain-stream, and thither, for a
week or so, we went every day, often encoun-
tering. The efforts we made to avoid each
other being similar and simultaneous, they
oftener resulted in our meeting. When one did
nothing, the other generally did nothing also,
and when one schemed, the other alsoschemed,
and similarly. Thus what had been the greatest
pleasure of our peculiar relation, our mental
and moral resemblance,namely,became a large
factor in our mutual hate. For with self-loath-
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ing shame, and a misery that makes me curse
the dayIwas born,Iconfess that for a timeI
hated the brother of my heart ;andIhave but
too good ground for believing that he also
hated me!

"
"Idid!Idid !

"
cried uncle Edmund, when

my own uncle, in his verbal narrative, men-
tioned his belief that his brother hated him;
whereupon uncle Edward turned to me,
saying—

" Is it not terrible,my little one, that out of a
passion called by the same name vvith that
which binds you and John Day, the hellish
smoke of such a hate should arise! God must

understand it!that is acomfort :in vainIseek
to sound it. Even thenIknew thatIdwelt in
an evil house. Amid the highest of such hopes
as the woman roused in me, Iscented the
vapours of the pit. Iwas haunted by the dim
shape of the coming hour when Ishould hate
the woman that enthralled me, morethan everI
had loved her. The greater sinner Iam, thatI
yet yielded her dominion over me. Iwas the
willing slave of a woman who sought nothing
but the consciousness of power ;who, to the
indulgence of that vilest of passions, would
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sacrifice the lives, the loves, the very souls of
men ! She lived to separate, where Jesus died
to make one! How weak and unworthy was I
tobe caught inher snares!how wicked and vile
not to tear myself loose! The womanwhose
touch would defile the Pharisee, is pure beside
such a woman!

"

Ireturn tohis manuscript."
The lady must have had plenty of money,

and she loved company and show ;Icannot
but think, therefore, that she had her design in
choosing such a solitary place: its loveliness
would subserve her intent of enthralling thor-
oughlyheart and soul and brain of the fools she
had in her toils. Idoubt, however, if the fools
vverealive to anybeauty but hers,if they were
not dead to the wavings of God's garment
about them. Was Iever truly aware of the
presence of those peaks that dwelt alone with
their whiteness in the desert of the sky—
awfully alone— of the world,but not vvith the
world ? Ithink we saw nothing save with our
bodily eyes, and very little with them; for we
vvere blinded by a passion fitter to wander the
halls of Eblis, than the palaces of God."Thechalet stood in a little valley,high in the



THE STORY OF MY TWIN UNCLES. 305
mountains,whose surface was gentlyundulating,
with here and there the rocks breaking through
its rich-flowering meadows. Down the middle
of it ran the deep swift stream, swift vvith the
weight of its fullness, as well as the steep slope
of its descent. It was not more than seven or
eight feet across,but a greatbody of waterwent
rushing alongits deep course. About aquarter
of a mile from the chalet, it reached the first of
a series of falls of moderate height and slope,
after which it divided into a number of chan-
nels, mostly shallow, in a wide pebbly torrent-
bed. These, a little lower down, reunited into
a narrower and yet swifter stream — a small
fierce river, which presently, at one reckless
bound,shot into the air, to tumble to a valley
a thousand feet below, shattered into spray as
it fell."The chalet stood alone. The village was
at no great distance, but not ahouse was visible
from any of its windows. It had no garden.
The meadow,one blaze of colour,softened by
the greenof the mingling grass, came up to its
wooden walls, and stretched from them down to
the rocky bank of the river,in many parts to

the very water's-edge. The chalet stood like a
U
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yellow rock in agreen sea. The meadow was
the drawing-room where the lady generally
received us." One lovely evening, Istrolled out of the
hostelry, and went walking up the road that led
to the village of Auerbach,so named from the
stream and the meadowIhave described. The
moon was up, and promised the loveliest night.
Iwas in nohaste, for the lady had, in our com-
mon hearing, said,she was going to pass that
night with a friend, in a town some tenmiles
away. Idawdled along therefore, thinking only
to greet the place, walk vvith the stream, and lie
in the meadow,sacred vvith the shadow of her
demonian presence. Quit of the restless hope
of seeing her,Ifound myself taking some little
pleasure in the things about me, and spent two
hours on the way, amid the sound of rushing
water, now swelling, now sinking,all the time."It had not crossed me to wonder where my
brother might be. Ibanished the thought of
him as often as it intruded. Not able to help
meeting, wehad almost given up avoiding each
other ;but when we met, our desire was to part.
Ido not know that,apart, we had ever yet felt
actual hate, either to the other.
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"

The road led through the village. It was
asleep. Iremember a gleam in just one of
the houses. The moonlight seemed to have
drowned all the lamps of the world. Icame
to the stream, rushing cold from its far-off
glacier-mother, crossed it, and went down the
bank opposite the chalet :Ihad taken a fancy
to see it from that side. Glittering and glanc-
ingunder the moon, the wild little river rushed
joyous to its fearful fall. A short distance
away, it was evennow falling— falling from off
the face of the world! This moment it was
falling from my very feet into the void— falling,
falling, unupheld, down, down, through the
moonlight, to the ghastly rock- foot below !"The chalet seemed deserted. With the same
woefully desolate look, it constantly comes back
in my dreams. Iwent farther down the valley.
The full-rushing stream went vvith me like a
dog. It made no murmur, only a low gurgle
as it shot along. It seemed to draw me vvith
it to its last leap. AsIlooked at its swiftness,
Ithought how hard it would be to get out of.
The swiftness of it comes to me yet in my
dreams."Icame to a familar rock, which,part of the
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bank whereonIwalked,rose some six or seven
feet above the meadow, just opposite a little
hollow where the lady oftenest sat. Two were
on the grass together, one a lady seated, the
other aman, with his head in the lady's lap. I
gave a leap as if abullet had gone through my
heart, then instinctively drew back behind the
rock. There Icame to myself, and began to
take courage. She had gone away for the
night :it could not be she! Ipeeped. The
man had raised his head, and was leaning on
his elbow. It was Edmund, Iwas certain !
She stooped and kissed him. Iscrambled to

the top of the rock, and sprang across the
stream, which ranbelow me like a flooded mill-
race. Would to God Ihad missed the bank,
and been swept to the great fall ! Iwas care-
less, and when Ilighted, Ifell. Her clear
mocking laugh rang through the air,and echoed
from the scoop of some still mountain. When
Irose, they wereon their feet." '

Quite a chamois -spring!
'

remarked the
lady with derision." She saw the last momentwas come. Neither
of us two spoke." 'Itold you,' she said,'neither of you was
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to trouble me to-night :you havepaid no regard
to my wish for quiet ! It is time the foolery
should end! Iam wearyof it. A womancan-
not marry a double man— or half a man either— without at least being able to tell which is
which of the two halves!

'
" She ended vvith a toneless laugh, in which

my brother joined. She turned upon him vvith
a pitiless mockery which,Isee now, must have
left in his mind the conviction that she had been
but makinggameofhim;whileIneverdoubted
myself the dupe. Not once had she received
me as Inow saw her: though the night was
warm,her deshabille was yet a somewhat pro-
digal unmasking of her beauty to the moon!
The conviction in each of us was, that she and
the other vverelaughing athim."

We locked in a deadly struggle, vvith what
object Icannot tell. Ido not believe either
of us had an object. It was amere blind con-
flict of pointless enmity, in which each cared
but to overpower the other. Which first laid
hold, which, ifeither,began to drag,Ihave not
asuspicion. The next thingIknow is,we were
in the water,each in the grasp of the other,now
rolling, now sweeping, now tumbling along, in
deadly embrace.
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" The shock of the ice-cold water, and the
sense of our danger, brought me tomyself. I
let my brother go, but he clutched me still.
Down we shot together toward the sheer de-
scent. Already we seemed falling. The terror
of it over-mastered me. It wasnot the crash I
feared, but the stayless rush through the whist-
ling emptiness. In the agony of my despair,I
pushed him from me with allmy strength,strik-
ing athim a fierce, wild,aimless blow— the only
blow struck in the wrestle. His hold relaxed.
Iremember nothing more."

At this point of the verbal narrative,myuncle
Edmund again spoke." Younever struck me, Ed," he cried;

"
or if

you did,Iwas already senseless. Iremember
nothing of the water."" When Icame to myself," the manuscript
goes on, "Iwas lying in a pebbly shoal. The
moon was aloft in heaven. Iwas cold to the
heart,cold to the marrowof mybones. Icould
moveneither hand nor foot, and thought Iwas
dead. By slow degrees a little power came
back, and Imanaged at length, after much
agonizing effort, to get up on my feet— only to
fall again. After several such failures,Ifound
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myself capable of dragging myself along like a
serpent,and sogot out of the water, and on the
next endeavour was able to stand. Ihad for-
gotten everything;but when my eyes fell on
the darting torrent,Iremembered all— not as
a fact, but as a terrible dream from which I
thanked heavenIhad come awake." But as Itottered along,Icame slowly to
myself, and a fearful doubt awoke. If it was
adream, where had Idreamt it ? How had I
come to wake where Ifound myself? How had
the dream turned real about me ? Where was
Ilast in my remembrance? Where was my
brother? Where was the lady in the moon-
light ? No, it was not a dream ! If my brother
had not got out of the water,Iwashis murd-
erer! Ihad struck him!— Oh, the horror of
it! If only Icould stop dreaming it— three
times almost everynight!

"

Again uncle Edmund interposed— not alto-
gether logically :"
Itell you, Idon't believe you struck me,

Ed! And you must remember, neither of us

would have gotout if you hadn't !
"

" You might have let mego!
" said the other.

" On the way down the Degenfall, perhaps!"



312 THE FLIGHT OF THE SHADOW.

rejoined uncle Edmund.
"— Ibelieve it was

that blow brought me to my senses, and made
me get out!

"
" Thank you, Ed!

"
said uncle Edward.

Once moreIwrite from the manuscript."Isaid to myself he must have got out ! It
could not be that Ihad drowned my own
brother! Such aghastly thing could not have
been permitted ! It was too terrible to be
possible!"How, then, had we been living the last
few months ? What brothers had we been?
Had webeen loving oneanother ? HadIbeen
a neighbour to my nearest? Had Ibeen a
brother to my twin ? Was not murder the
natural outcomeof it all ? He that loveth not
his brother is a murderer ! If so, where the
good of saving me from being in deed what I
was in nature? Ihad cast off my brother for
a treacherous woman! My very thought
sickened within me."My soul seemed to grow luminous,and un-
derstand everything. Isaw my whole behaviour
as it was. The scales fell from my inward eyes,
and there came a sudden, total, and absolute
revulsion in my conscious self

—
like what takes
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place,Ipresume, at the day of judgment, when
the God in everyman sits in judgment upon
the man. Had the gate of heaven stood wide
open, neither angel with flaming sword, nor
Peter with the keys to dispute my entrance,I
would have turned away from it, and sought
the deepest hell. Iloathed the woman and
myself; in my heart the sealed fountain of old
affection had broken out,and flooded it." All the time this thinking went on,Iwas
crawling slowly up the endless river toward the
chalet, driven by a hope inconsistent vvith what
Iknew of my brother. What Ifelt, he, if he
vvere alive, must be feeling also: how then
could Isay to myself that Ishould find him
with her? It was the last dying hope that I
had notkilled him that thus fooled me.

'She
will be warming him in her bosom!

'
Isaid.

But at the very touch, the idea turned and pre-
sented its opposite pole. 'Good God!

'
Icried

in my heart, 'how shall Icompass his deliver-
ance ? Better he lay at the bottom of the fall,
than lived to be devoured by that serpent of
hell! Iwill go straight to the den of the
monster, and demandmy brother!

But to see the eyes of uncle Edmund at this
point of the story!
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"
At lastIapproached the chalet. All was

still. A handkerchief lay on the grass, white
in the moonlight. Iwent up to it, hoping to
find it my brother's. It was the lady's. I
flung it from me like a filthy rag."What was the passion worth which in a mo-
ment could die so utterly!"
Iturned to the house. Iwould tear him

from her:he wasmine, nothers!"My wits were nigh gone. Ithought the
moonlight was dissolving the chalet, that the
two within might escape me. Iheld it fast
with my eyes. The moondrew back :she only
possessedand filled it! No; the moonwas too
pure:she but shone reflected from the windows ;
she would not go in ! / would go in! Iwas

Justice! The woman was a thief! She had
broken into the house of life, and wasstealing!"Istood for a moment looking up at her
window. There was neither motion nor sound.
Was she gone away,and my brother vvith her ?
Could she be in bed and asleep, after seeing us
swept down the river to the Degenfall! Could
he be with her and at rest, believing me dashed
topieces? Imust be resolved! The door was
not bolted;Istole up the stair to her chamber.
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The door of it was wide open. Ientered, and
stood. The moon filled the tiny room vvith a
clear, sharp-edged, pale-yellow light. She lay
asleep, lovely to look at as an angel of God.
Herhair, part of it thrown across the top-rail of
the little iron bed, streamed out on each side
over the pillow,and in the midst of it lay her
face, a radiant isle in a dark sea. Istood and
gazed. Fascinated by her beauty? God for-
bid! Iwas fascinatedby the awful incongruity
between that face, pure as the moonlight, and
the charnel -house that lay unseen behind it.
She was to me, henceforth,not a woman,but a
live Death. Ihad no sense of sacredness, such
as always in the chamber evenof a little girl.
How should I? It was no chamber ;it was a
den. She was no woman,but a female monster.
Istood and gazed." Mypresence was morepotent thanIknew.
She openedher eyes— opened themstraight into
mine. All the colour sank away out of her
face, and it stiffened to that of a corpse. With
the staring eyes of one strangled, she lay as
motionless as Istood. Imoved not an inch,
spoke not a word, drew not a step nearer, re-
treated not ahair's-breadth. Motion was taken
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from me. Was it hate that fixed my eyes on
hers, and turned my limbs into marble ? It
certainly wasnot love,but neither was it hate." Agony had been burrowing in me like a
mole ; the half of what Ifelt Ihave not told
you:Icame to find my brother, and found
only, in a sweet sleep, the woman vvho had just
killed him. The bewilderment of it all, vvith
my long insensibility and wet garments, had
taken from me either the power of motion or
of volition,Ido not know which :speechless
in the moonlight,Imust have looked to the
wretched womanboth ghostly and ghastly." Two or three longmoments she gazed vvith
those horror-struck eyes; then a frightful shriek
broke from her drawn, death-like lips. She
vvho could sleep after turning love into hate,
life into death, would have fled into hell to
escape the eyes of the dead ! Insensibility is
not courage. Wake in the scornfullest mortal
the conviction that one of the disembodied
stands before him, and he will shiver like an
aspen-leaf. Scream followed scream. Volition
or strength, whichever it was that had left me,
returned. Ibacked from the room,went noise-
less from the house, and fled, as if she had been
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the ghost,andIthe mortal. Would Ihad been
the spectre for which she took me!

"

Here uncle Edward again spoke." Small wonder she screamed, the wretch!
"

he cried: " that was her second dose of the
horrible that night! You found the door un-
bolted because Ihad been there before you.
Itoo entered her room, and saw her asleep as
you describe. Iwent close to her bedside, and
cried out,

'Where is my brother ?
'

She woke,
and fainted, andIleft her."" Then," said I," when she came to herself,
thinking she had had a bad dream, she re-
arranged her hair,and went to sleep again!

"

"Just so, Idaresay, little one!" answered
uncle Edward."
Ihad not yet begun to think whatIshould

do, when Ifound myself at our little inn," the
manuscript continues. "No idea of danger
to myself awoke in my mind, nor was there
any cause to heed such an idea, had it come.
Nobody there knew the one from the other of
us. Not many would know there were two of
us. Any one vvho saw me twice, might well
think he had seen us both. If my brother's
body were found in the valley-stream, it was
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not likely to be recognized, or to be indeed
recognizable. The only one who could tell
what happened at the top of the fall, would
hardly volunteer information. But, while I
knew myself my brother's murderer,Ithought
no more of these sheltering facts than Idid of
danger. Imade it no secret that my brother
had gone over the fall. Iwent to the foot of
the cataract, thence to search and inquire all
down the stream, but no onehad heard of any
dead body being found. They told me that the
poor gentleman must, before morning, have
been far on his way to the Danube." Giving up the quest in despair,Iresigned
myself to a torture which has hitherto come no
nearer expending itself than the consuming fire
ofGod."
Idared not carry home the terrible news,

which must either involve me in lying, or elicit
such confession as would multiply tenfold my
father's anguish, and was in utter perplexity
what to do, when it occurred tome thatIought
to inquire after letters at the lodging where last
we had lived together. Then first Ilearned
that both my father and my elder brother,your
father,little one, were dead.
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"The sense of guilt had not destroyed in me

the sense of duty. Idid not care what became
of the property,butIdid care for my brother's
child,and the interests of her succession."

Your father had all his life been delicate,
and had suffered not a little. When your
mother died, about a year after their marriage,
leaving us you, it soon grew plain to see that,
while he loved you dearly,and was yet more
friendly to all about him than before, his heart
had given up the world. WhenIknew he was
gone,Ished more tears over him than Ihad yet
shed over my twin: the worm that never dies
made my brain too hot to weep much for
Edmund. Then first Isaw that my elder
brother had been a brother indeed ;and that
we twins had never been real to each other. I
saw what nothing but self-loathing would ever
have brought me to see, that my love toEdmund
had not been profound:while a manis himself
shallow, how should his love be deep! Isaw
that we had each loved our elder brother in a
truerand better fashion than wehad loved each
other. One of the chief active bonds between
us had been fun;another,habit ;and another,
constitutional resemblance— not one of them
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strong. Underneath vvere bonds far stronger,
but they had nevercome into conscious play;
no strain had reached them. They vvere there,
Isay; for wherever is the poorest flower of
love, it is there in virtue of the perfect rootof
love;and love's rootmust oneday blossom into
love's perfect rose. My chiefconsolation under
the burden of my guilt is, thatIlove mybrother
sinceIkilled him, far more than Iloved him
when we wereall to each other. Had we never
quarrelled, and were he alive,Ishould not be
loving him thus!" That we shall meet again, and live in the
devotion of a far deeper love,Ifeel in the very
heart of my soul. That it is my miserable need
that has wrought in me this confidence, is no
argument against the confidence. As misery
alone sees miracles, so is there many a truth
into which misery alone can enter. My little
one, do not pity your uncle much ;Ihave
learned to lift upmy heart to God. Ilook to
him vvho is the saviour of men to deliver me
from blood-guiltiness — to lead me into my
brother's pardon, and enable me somehow to
make up tohim for the wrongIdid him."

Some would think Iought to give myself
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up to justice. ButIfelt and feel thatIowemy
brother reparation, not my country the oppor-
tunity of retribution. It cannot be demanded
of me to pretermit, because of my crime, the
duty more strongly required of me because of
the crime. MustInot use my best endeavour
to turn aside its evil consequences from others ?
Was I,were it even for the cleansing ofmy vile
soul, to leave the child of my brother alone
vvith a property exposing her to the machina-
tions of prowling selfishness ! Would it atone
for the wrongof deprivingher of one uncle, to
take the other from her, and so leave her
defenceless vvith a burden she could not carry ?
MustItake so-called justice on myself at her
expense

—
to the oppression, darkening, and

endangering of her life ? Were Iaccused,I
would tell the truth;butIwould not volunteer
a phantasmal atonement. What comfort would
it be to my brother that Iwas hanged? Let
the punishment God pleased come upon me,I
said; as far as lay in me,Iwould live for my
brother's child! Ihave lived for her."ButIam, and have been, and shall,Itrust,

throughout my earthly time, and what time
thereafter may be needful, always be in Purgat-

x
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ory. Ishould tremble at the thought of com-
ing out of it amoment ereithad done its part." One day, after my return home, asIun-
packeda portmanteau, my fingers slipped into
the pocket of a waistcoat,and came upon some-
thing which, when Ibrought it to the light,
proved a large ruby. A pangwent tomy heart.
Ilooked at the waistcoat, and found it the one
Ihad worn that terrible night : the ruby was
the stone of the ring Edmund always wore. It
musthave been loose, and had got there in our
struggle. Every nowand then Iam drawn to
look at it. At first Isaw in it only the blood ;
nowIsee the light also. The moon of hope
rises higher as the sun of life approaches the
horizon."Iwas never questioned about the death of
my twin brother. One, of two so like, must
seem enough. Our resemblance,Ibelieve, was
a bore, which the teasing use we made of it
aggravated; therefore the fact that there wasno
longer a pair of us, could not be regarded as
cause for regret,and things quickly settled down
to the state in which you so long knew them.
If there be one vvith a suspicion of the terrible
truth,it is cousin Martha.
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"You will not be surprised that you should

neverhave heard of your uncle Edmund."Idare not ask you, my child,not to love me
less ; for perhaps you ought to do so. If you
do,Ihave my consolation in the fact that my
little one cannot make me loveIter less."

Thus ended the manuscript, signed vvith my
uncle's name and address in full,and directed
to me at the bottom of the last page.



CHAPTER XXXV

UNCLE EDMUND'S APPENDIX.

WHEN my uncle Edward had told his story,
corresponding, though more conversational in
form, with thatIhavenow transcribed,my uncle
Edmund took up his part of the tale from the
moment when he came to himself after their
fearful rush down the river. It was to this
effect :

He lay on the very verge of the hideous void.
How it was that he got thus far and no farther,
he never could think. He wasout of the central
channel,and the water that ran all about him
and poured immediately over the edge of the
precipice, could not have sufficed to roll him
there. Findinghimself on his back, and trying
to turn on his side in order to rise,his elbow
found no support, and lifting his head a little,
he looked down into a moon-pervaded abyss,
where thin silvery vapours were stealing about.
One turn, and he would have been on his way,



uncle edmund's appendix. 325
plumb-down,to the valley below— say,rather,on
his way off the faceof the worldinto the vast that
bosoms the stars and the systems and thecloudy
worlds. His very soul quivered vvith terror.
The pang of it was so keen that it saved him
from the swoon in which he might yet have
dropped from the edge of the world. Not dar-
ing to rise, and unable to roll himself up the
slight slope, he shifted himself sideways along
the ground, inch by inch, for a few yards, then
rose, and ran staggering away, as from a mon-
ster that might wake and pursue and overtake
him. He doubted if he would ever have re-
covered the sudden shock of his awful position,
of his one glance into the ghastly depth, but
for the worsehorror of the all-but-conviction that
his brother had gone down toHades through that
terrible descent. If only he too had gone, he
cried inhis misery, they would now be together,
with no wicked woman between their hearts !
For his love too waschanged intoloathing. He
too was at once, and entirely, and for ever freed
from her fascination. The very thought of her
washateful to him.

With straight course, but wavering walk, he
made his waythrough the moonlight to demand
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his brother. He toopicked up the handkerchief,
and dropped it with disgust.

What followed in the lady's chamber,Ihave
already given inhis own words.

When he fled from the chalet,it was with self-
slaughter in his heart. But he endured in the
comfort of the thought that the door of death
wasalways open, that he might enter when he
would. He sought the foot of the fall the same
night ; then, as onepossessed of demons to the
tombs, fled to the solitary places of the dark
mountains.

He went through many a sore stress. Ignor-
ant of the death of his father and his elder
brother, the dread misery of encountering them
vvith his brother's blood on his soul,barred his
wayhome. He could not bear the thought of
reading in their eyeshis own horror of himself.
His money was soon spent, and for months he
had to endure severe hardships — of simple,
wholesome human sort. He thought afterward
that,if he had had no trouble of that kind,his
brain would have yielded. He would have sur-
rendered himself but for the uselessness of it,
and the misery and public stare it would bring
uponhis family.
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Knowing German well, and contriving at

length to reach Berlin, he found employment
there of various kinds, and for a good many
years managed to live as well as he had any
heart for, and spare a little for some worse off
than himself. Havingno regard to his health,
however, he had at length a terrible attack of
brain-fever, and but partially recovering his
faculties after it, was placed in an asylum.
There he dreamed every night of his home,
came awake vvith the joy of the dream, and
could sleep no more for longing— not to go
home— that he dared not think of— but to look
upon the place,ifonlyonceagain. The longing
grew till it became intolerable. By his talk in
his sleep, the good people about him learning
his condition,gave and gathered money to send
him home. On his way, he came to himself
quite,but when he reached England, he found
he dared not go near the place of his birth.
He remained therefore in London, where he
made the barest livelihood by copying legal
documents. In this wayhe spent a few miser-
able years, and then suddenly set out to walk
to the house of his fathers. He had but five
shillings in his possession when the impulse
came upon him.
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Hereached the moor,and had fallenexhausted,
when a solitary gypsy, rare phenomenon, I
presume, vvith a divine spot awake in his heart,
found him, gave him some gin, and took him to
a hut he had in the wildest part of the heath.
He lay helpless for a week, and then began to
recover. Whenhe was sufficiently restored, he
helped his host to weave the baskets which, as
soonas he had enough to make a load, he took
about the country in a cart. He soon became
so clever at the work as quite to earn his food
and shelter, making more baskets while the
gypsy was away selling the others. At home,
the old horse managed to live, or rather not to
die, on the moor, and, all things considered,had
not a very hard life of it. On his back, uncle
Edmund, ill able to walk so far — for he was
anything but strong now, would sometimes go
wandering in the twilight, or when the moon
shone, to some spot whence he could see his
old home. Occasionally he would even go
round and round the house while we slept, like
aghost dreaming of ancient days."But,"Isaid,interruptinghis narrative," the
horsemanIsaw that night in the storm could
not have been you, uncle ; for the horse was a
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grand creature,rearing like the horse vvith Peter
the Great onhis back, in the corner of the map
of Russia !

"
"

Were you out that terrible night ?
"

he
returned. " The lightning was enough to
frighten even an older horse than the gypsy's.—Iwonder how my friend is getting on! He
must think me very ungrateful! ButIdaresay
he imagines melyingfathom-deep in the bog.—
You willdo something for him, won't you,Ed?

"
" You shall do for him yourself what you

please, Ed," answered my own uncle, " and I
will help you."" But, uncle Edmund,"Isaid," if it was you
we saw, the place you vvere in was a very boggy
one always, and nearly a lake then!

"

"I thought Ishould never get out!" he
replied. "But for thepoor horse and hisowner,
Ishould nothave minded."" How did you get out of it, uncle ?

" I
persisted. "Lady Cairnedge smothered a
splendid black horse not far from there.
Through the darknessIheard him going down.
Itmakes me shudder every time Ithink of it."
"I cannot tell you, child. Isuppose my

gray was such a skeleton that the bogcouldn't
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hold him. Ileft it all to him, and he got him-
self and me too out of it somehow. It was
toodark, as you know, to see anythingbetween
the flashes. Iremember we were pretty deep
sometimes."

He went back to London after that, and had
come and gone once or twice, he said. When
he came he alwayslodged vvithhisgypsy friend.
He had learned that his father was dead, but
took the Mr Whichcote heheard mentioned, for
his elder brother, David,my father.
Iasked him how it was he appeared to such

purpose,and in the very nick of time,that after-
noon when lady Cairnedge had come vvith her
servants to carry John away ; for of course I
knew now that our champion must have been
uncle Edmund. He answered he had that very
morning made up his mind to present himself
at the house, and had walked there for the
purpose, resolved to tell his brother all. He
got in by the end ofthe garden, as John was in
the way of doing, and had reached the little
grove of firs by the house, when he saw a car-
riage at the door, and drew back. Hearing
then the noises of attack and defence,he came
to the window and looked in, heard lady Cairn-
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edge's shriek, saw her on the floor, and the men
attempting to force an entrance at the other
side of the window. Hardly knowing what he
did,he rushed at themand beat them off. Then
suddenly turning faint,forhis heart was trouble-
some, he retired into the grove, and lay there
helpless for a time. He recovered only to hear
the carriage drive away, leaving quiet behind
it.

To see that womanin the house of his fathers,
was a terrible shock tohim. Could it be that
David had married her ? He stole from his
covert, and crawled across the moor to the
gypsy's hut. There he was consoled by learn-
ing that the mistress of the house was a young
girl, whom he rightly concluded to be the
daughter of his brother David.

Inmakinga second visit with the same intent,
he had another attack of the heart, and now
knew that he would have died in the snow had
not John found him.



CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.

We returned to England the next day. All
the journeythrough, myuncles vverecontinually
reverting to the matter of John's parentage:
the more they saw of him, the less could they
believe lady Cairnedge his mother. Through
questions put to him, and inquiries after-
ward made, they discovered that, when he
went to London, he had gone to lady Cairn-
edge's lawyer, nothis father's, of whom he had
neverheard— which accounted for his having on

that occasion learned nothing of consequence
to him. When we reached London,my uncle
Edmund, who, having been bred a lawyer,
knew how to act, went at once to examine the
will left by John's father. That done, he set
out for the place where John was born. The
rest of us went home.

The second day after our arrival there,uncle
Edmund came. He had found perfect proof,
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not only that lady Cairnedge was John's step-
mother,but that she had no authority over him
orhis property whatever.

A long discussion took place in my uncles'
study—Ihave to shift the apostrophe of posses-
sion— as to whether John ought to compel resti-
tution of what she might have wrongfully spent
or otherwise appropriated. She had been left
an income byeach of her husbands,upon either
of which incomes she might have lived at ease;
but they had a strong suspicion, soon entirely
justified, that while spending John's money,
she had been savingup far more than her own.
But in the discussion, John held to it that, as
she had once been the wife of his father, he
would spare her so far — provided she had
nowise impoverished either of the estates. He
would insist only upon her immediate de-
parture." Yes, little one," said my uncle,one summer
evening, as he and Italked together, seated
alone in the wilderness," what we call misfor-
tune is always the only good fortune. Few will
say yes in response, but Truth is independentof
supporters, being justified by her children." Until misfortune found us," he went on,
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" my brother and Ihad indeed loved one
another,but with a love so poor that a wicked
womanwas able to send it to sleep. To what
she might have brought us, had she had full
scope, God only knows : nowall the women in
hell could not separateus!

"
" And all the women in paradise would but

bring you closer !
"
Iventured to add.

The dayafter our marriage, which took place
within a month of our return from Paris, John
went to Rising, on a visit to lady Cairnedge of
anything but ceremony, and took his uncles
and myself with him." Will you tell her ladyship," he said to the
footman," that Mr. Day desires to see her."

The man would have shut the door in our
faces, vvith the words, "

Iwill see if my lady
is at home;

"
but John was prepared for him.

He put his foot between the door and the jamb,
and his two hands against the door, driving it
to the wall with the man behind it. There he
held him till we were all in, then closed the
door, and said to him, in a toneIhad never
heard him use till that moment,"Let lady Cairnedge know at once that Mr.
Day desires to seeher."
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The man went. We walked into the white

drawing-room, the same where Isat alone
among the mirrors the morning after Iwas
lost on the moor. How wellIrememberedit !

There we waited. The gentlemen stood, but,
John insisting,Isat— my eyes fixed on the
door by which we had entered. In a few
minutes, however, a slight sound in another
part of the room, caused me to turn them
thitherward. There stood lady Cairnedge, in
a riding-habit, vvith a whip in her hand,staring,
pale as death, at my uncles. Then, vvith a
scornful laugh, she turned and went through
a door immediately behind her, which closed
instantly, and became part of the wainscot,
hardly distinguishable. John darted to it. It
wasbolted on the outside. He sought another
door, and ran hither and thither through the
house to find the woman. Myuncles ran after
him, afraid something might befall him. I
remained where Iwas, far from comfortable.
Two or three minutes passed, and thenIheard
the thunder of hoofs. Iran to the window.
There she was, tearing across the park at full
gallop, on just such ahuge black horse as she
had smothered in the bog! Iwas the only one
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of us that saw her, and not one of us ever set
eyes uponher again.

When we went over thehouse,it soon became
plain to us that she had been in readiness for a
sudden retreat, having prepared for it after a
fashion of her own: not a single small article
of value was to be discovered in it. John's
great-aunt,who left him the property,died in
the house, possessed of a large number of
jewels, many of them of great price both in
themselves and because of their antiquity: not
oneof them was ever found.

A report reached us long after, that lady
Cairnedge was found dead in her bed in a
hotel in the Tyrol.

My uncles lived for many years on the old
farm. Uncle Edmund bought agray horse, as
like uncle Edward's as he could find one, only
younger. Ioften wondered what Death must
think— toknow he had his master on his back,
and yet see him mounted by his side. Every
day one or the other, most days both, would
ride across the moor to see us. For many years
Martha walked in at the door at least once
every week.

My uncles took no pains, for they had no
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desire, to be distinguished the one from the
other. Each was always ready to meet any
obligation of the other. If one made an ap-
pointment, few could tell which it was, and
nobody which would keep it. No one could
tell,except,perhaps,one who had been present.
which of them had signed any document : their
two hands were absolutely indistinguishable,
Ido not believe either of them, after a time,
always himself knew whether the name washis
or his brother's. He could only be always
certain it must have been written by one of
them. But each indifferently was ready to
honour the signature, Ed. Whichcote.

They died within a month of each other.
Their bodies lie side by side. On their one
tombstone is the inscription :

HERE LIE THE DISUSED GARMENTS OF

EDWARD AND EDMUND WHICHCOTE,

BORN FEB. 29, 1804 ;
DIED JUNE 30, AND

JULY 28, 1864.
THEY ARE NOTHERE; THEY ARE RISEN.

John and Iare waiting.
Belorba Day.

Y
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CUST, R. N.—The Shrines of Lourdes, Zaragossa, the Holy
Stairs at Rome, the Holy House of Loretto and
Nazareth,andSt. AnnatJerusalem. With 4 Autotypes.
Fcap. Svo, 2J.

Davis, Thomas:The Memoirs of an IrishPatriot, 1840-46.
By Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, K.C.M.G. Demy 8vo, 12s.

DAVITT, Michael— Speech before the Special Commission.
Crown 8vo, 5*.

DAWSON, Geo.
—

Biographical Lectures. Edited by George
St. Clair,F.G.S. Third Edition. Large crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

Shakespeare,and other Lectures. Edited by George St.
Clair, F.G.S. Large crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

DEAN, Teresa H.— How to be Beautiful. Nature Unmasked. A
Book for Every Woman. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d.

DEATH, J.— The Beer of the Bible:one of the hitherto
UnknownLeavensof Exodus. With a Visit to an Arab
Brewery, and Map of the Routes of the Exodus, etc. Crown
8vo, 6s.

DE J0NC0URT, Madame Marie.— Wholesome Cookery. Fifth
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.

DENMAN, Hon. G.— The Story of the Kings of Rome. In
Verse. l6mo, parchment, is. 6d.

Disraeliand HisDay. By SirWilliam Fraser,Bart. Post 8vo,9/.
DONOVAN, J.— Music and Action;or, The Elective Affinity be-

tweenRhythm and Pitch. Crown Svo, y. 6d.
DOWDEN, Edward, LL.D.— Shakspere: a Critical Study ofhis

Mindand Art. Ninth Edition. Post 8vo, 12s.
Shakspere's Sonnets. With Introduction and Notes. Large

post 8vo, ys. 6d.
Studies in Literature, 17S9-1877. Fourth Edition. Large

post 8vo, 6s.
Transcripts and Studies. Largepost Svo, 12s.

DOWSETT, F. C— Striking Events in Irish History. Crown
8vo, 2J-. 6d.

Dreamland and Ghostland. An Original Collection of Tales and
Warnings from the BorderlandofSubstance andShadow. 3vols.
6s.per vol., sold separately.

Drummond, Maria:a Sketch. Post 8vo, buckram, 2s.

Drummond, Thomas,Under Secretary in Ireland,1835-40.Life and Letters. By R. BarryO'Brien. Demy Svo, 14*.
DU PREL, Carl— The Philosophy of Mysticism. Translatedfrom theGermanby C.C.Massey. 2vols. Demy 8vo,cloth,25s.
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DUTT, Romesh Chunder.
—

History of Civilization in India.Basedon Sanskrit Literature. 3 vols. Crown Svo, 24J.
EarlyEnglishText Society.

—
Subscription, one guinea per annum.

Extra Series. Subscriptions— Small paper, one guinea per
annum. List of Publications onapplication.

EDMUNDSON, George.— Milton and Vondel. A Curiosity of Lite-
rature. Crown Svo, 6s.

EDWARDS, Edward.— Memoirs of Libraries, together with a
Practical Handbook of Library Economy. Numerous Illustra-
tions. 2 vols. Royal8vo, £2 Ss. Large paper Edition. Impe-
rial 8vo, £4 4s.

Libraries and Founders of Libraries. Svo, i8x. Large
paper Edition. Imperial8vo, ,£1 10/.

Free Town Libraries, their Formation, Management, and
History in Britain, France, Germany, and America. Together
with Brief Notices of Book Collectors, and of the respective
Places ofDepositof their Surviving Collections. 8vo, 21/.

Eighteenth Century Essays. Selected and Edited by Austin
Dobson. Cheap Edition. Cloth, is. 6d.

Ellis,William (Founder ofthe Birkbeck Schools). Life,with Account
ofhis Writings. By E.Kell Blyth. Demy 8vo, 14s.

Emerson's (Ralph Waldo) Life. ByOliver Wendell Holmes.
English Copyright Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Emerson (Ralph Waldo), Talks with. By Charles J. Wood-
bury. Crown 8vo, 5-r.

English Dialect Society.— Subscription, ior. 6d. per annum. List
of Publications on application.

FIELD, David Dudley.— Outlines of an International Code,
Second Edition. Royal8vo, £2 2s;

Five o'clock Tea. Containing Receipts for Cakes, Savoury Sand-
wiches, etc. Eighth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 6d,;
paper covers, is.

Forbes, Bishop. A Memoir. By the Rev. Donald J. Mackay.
With Portrait andMap. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

FOTHERINGHAM, James.— Studies In the Poetry of Robert
Browning. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

FOX, Charles— -The Pilgrims. An Allegory of the Soul's Progress
from theEarthly to the Heavenly State. Crown 8vo, 5/.

FOX, J. A. A Key to the IrishQuestion. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

FRANKLYN, Henry Bowles.— The Great Battles of 1870, and
Blockade of Metz. With Large Map, Sketch Map, and
Frontispiece. Svo, 15J.
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FREEBOROUGH, E., and RANKEN, C. E— Chess Openings,
Ancient and Modern. Revised andCorrected up to the Present
Time from the best Authorities. Large post 8vo, ys. 6d.;inter-
leaved, gs.

FREEMAN,E. A.
—

Lectures to American Audiences. I.The
English People in its Three Homes. II.Practical Bearings of
General EuropeanHistory. Post 8vo,Ss. 6d.

FRITH, /.—Life of Giordano Bruno, the Nolan. Revised by
Prof. MorizCarriere. With Portrait. Post 8vo, 14J.

Froebel's Ethical Teaching. Two Essays by M. J. Lyschinska
andTherese G. Montefiore. Fcap., 2s.6d.

From World to Cloister;or, My Novitiate. ByBernard. Crown
8vo, 5j.

Garfleld, The Life and Public Service of James A.,
Twentieth President of the United States. A Biographical
Sketch. By Captain F. H. Mason. With a Preface by Bret
Harte. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

GASTER, M.— Greeko-Slavonic Literature and its Relation
to theFolk-Lore of Europe during theMiddle Ages.
Largepost 8vo, ys. 6d.

GEORGE, Henry.— Progress and Poverty. An Inquiry into the
Causes of Industrial Depressions,and of Increase of Want with
Increase of Wealth. The Remedy. Fifth Library Edition.
Post 8vo, ys. 6d. Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. Also a
Cheap Edition. Limp cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.

Protection, or Free Trade. An Examination of the TariffQuestion,with especialregard to the Interestsof Labour. Second
Edition. Crown Svo, $s. Cheap Edition. Limp cloth, is. 6d.;
paper covers, is.

Social Problems. Thirty-third Thousand. Crown 8vo, $s.CheapEdition. Limp cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.
GIBB, E. J. W.—The History of the Forty Vezirs;or, The

Story of the Forty Morns and Eves. Translated from the
Turkish. Crown 8vo, ioj.6d.

GILBERT, Mrs.— Autobiography, and other Memorials.
Edited by Josiah Gilbert. Fifth Edition. Crown 8voys. 6d.

Glossary of Terms and Phrases. Edited by the Rev. H. Percy
Smith and others. Second and Cheaper Edition. Medium8vo, 3-f. 6d.

Goethe's Faust. Translated from the German by John Anster,LL.D.
With anIntroductionby BurdettMason. Illustratedby FrankM. Gregory. Folio, £3 t,s.
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GOODCHILD, J. A.— My Friends at Sans Ampelio. Crown8vo, ys. 6d.
GORDON, Major-General C. G.— His Journals at Kartoum.

Printed from the original MS. With Introduction and Notes by
A. Egmont Hake. Portrait, 2 Maps, and 30 Illustrations.
Two vols., demy 8vo, 21s. Also a Cheap Edition in 1vol., 6s.

Gordon's (General) Last Journal. A Facsimile of the last
Journal received in England from General Gordon. Repro-
ducedbyPhoto-lithography. Imperial 4to, £3 y.

Events in his Life. From the Day of his Birth to the Day of
his Death. By Sir H. W. Gordon. With Maps and Illus-
trations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, ys. 6d.

GOSSE, Edmund. — Seventeenth Century Studies. A Contri-
bution to theHistory of English Poetry. Demy 8vo, ioj. 6d.

Life of Philip Henry Gosse. By his son. Demy 8vo. i$s.
GOSSIP, G. H. D.—The Chess-Player's Text-Book. An Ele-

mentary Treatise on the Game of Chess. Illustrated by numerous
Diagrams for Beginners and Advanced Students. Medium
l6mo, 2s.

GOULD, Rev. S. Baring, M.A.— Germany, Present and Past.
New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown8vo, ys.6d.

GOWER, LordRonald.— MyReminiscences. MiniatureEdition,
printedon hand-made paper, limp parchment antique, 10s. 6d.

Bric-a-Brac. Being some Photoprintsillustrating art objects at
Gower Lodge, Windsor. With descriptions. Super royal Svo,
15.?. ;extrabinding, 21s.

Last Days of Mary Antoinette. An Historical Sketch.
With Portrait and Facsimiles. Fcap. 4to, 10/. 6d.

Notes of a Tour from Brindisi to Yokohama, 1883-
1884. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d.

Rupert of the Rhine: A Biographical Sketch of the Life of
Prince Rupert. With 3 Portraits. Crown 8vo,buckram, 6s.

Stafford House Letters. With 2 Portraits. Demy Svo, 10/. 6d.
GRAHAM, William,M.A.— The Creed of Science, Religious,Moral,

and Social. Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 6s.
The Social Problem, in its Economic, Moral, and

Political Aspects. Demy 8vo, 14s.
Socialism, New and Old. Second Edition. Crown 8vo,y.

GREG, W. R.— Enigmas of Life. With a Prefatory Memoir.
Edited by his Wife. Eighteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

GUBERNATIS, Angelo de.
— Zoological Mythology; or, The

Legends of Animals. 2 vols. 8vo, £1 Ss.
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GURNEY, Rev. Alfred.— Wagner's Parsifal. A Study. Fcap.8vo,
M. 6d.

HADDON, Caroline.— -The Larger Life: Studies in Hinton's
Ethics. Crown 8vo, 5/.

HAGGARD,H.Rider.— Cetywayoand his White Neighbours;
or, Remarks on Recent Events in Zululand, Natal, and the
Transvaal. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

HALDEMAN, S. S— Pennsylvania Dutch:A Dialect of South
Germany withan Infusion of English. 8vo, 3/. 6d.

HALL, F. T.— The Pedigree of the Devil. With 7 Autotype
Illustrations from Designs by the Author. Demy 8vo, ys. 6d.

HALLOCK, Charles.
—

The Sportsman's Gazetteer.'and General
. Guide. The Game Animals, Birds, and Fishes of North

America. Maps andPortrait. Crown 8vo, l$s.
Hamilton, Memoirs of Arthur, B.A., of Trinity College, Cam-

bridge. Crown 8vo, 6s.
Handbookof HomeRule, being Articles on the Irish Question by

Various Writers. Edited by James Bryce, M.P. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, is.sewed, or ix.6d. cloth.

HARRIS, Emily Marion.— The Narrative of the Holy Bible.
Crown 8vo, $s.

HARTMANN, Franz.— Magic, White and Black; or, The
Science ofFinite andInfinite Life. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

The Lifeof Paracelsus, and the Substanceof his Teach-
ings. Post 8vo, 10s. 6d.

Lifeand Doctrines of Jacob Boehme. Post 8vo, lor. 6d.
HAWTHORNE, Nathaniel— Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes.

Large post 8vo, ys. 6d. each volume.
HECKER, J. F. C— The Epidemics of the Middle Ages.

Translated by G. B. Babington, M.D., F.R.S. Third Edition.
8vo, 9/. 6d.

HENDRIK, Hans.
—

Memoirs of Hans Hendrik, the Arctic
Traveller; serving under Kane, Hayes, Hall, and Nares,
1853-76. Translated from the Eskimo Language by Dr. Henry
Rink. Crown 8vo, 3/. 6d.

HENDRIKS, Dom Lawrence.
—

The London Charterhouse: its
Monks and its Martyrs. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 15*.

HERZEN, Alexander.— Du Developpement des Idees Revolu-
tionnaires enRussie. i2mo, 2s. 6d.

A separate list of A. Herien's works in Russian may be had on
application.

HILL, Alfred.
—

The History of the Reform Movement in the
Dental Profession inGreat Britain during the last twenty years.
Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.
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HILLEBRAND,Karl— Prance and the French in the Second
Half of the Nineteenth Century. Translated from the
Third German Edition. Post 8vo, 10/. 6d.

HINTON, J.— Life and Letters. With an Introduction by Sir W.
W. Gull, Bart., andPortrait engravedon Steelby C. H.Jeens.Sixth Edition. Crown Svo, Ss. 6d.

Philosophy and Religion. Selections from the Manuscriptsof
the lateJames Hinton. Edited by Caroline Haddon. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, $s.

The Law Breaker, and The Coming of the Law.
Editedby Margaret Hinton. Crown 8vo, 6s.

The Mysteryof Pain. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, is.
HODGSON,J. ii.— Academy Lectures. Crown Svo, 7*. 6d.
Holbein Society.

—
Subscription, one guinea per annum. List of

Publications on application.
HOLMES-FORBES, Avary W.—The Science of Beauty. An

Analytical Inquiry into the Laws of Æsthetics. Second Edition.
Post 8vo, y. 6d.

HOLYOAKE, G. J.— The History of Co-operation in Eng-
land:Its Literature and its Advocates. 2 vols. Crown 8vo,
14s.

Self-Help by the People. Thirty-three Years of Co-operation
inRochdale. NinthEdition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

HOME, Mme. Dunglas.—'D. D. Home:His Life and Mission.
With Portrait. Demy 8vo, 12s. 6d.

Gift of D. D. Home. Demy 8vo, ior.
Homer's Iliad. Greek Text with Translation. By J. G. Cordery,

C.S.L Two vols. Demy 8vo, 14J. Cheap Edition, Translation
only. One vol. Crown 8vo, 5^.

HOOLE, Henry.— The Science and Art of Training. A Hand-
book for Athletes. Demy 8vo, y.6d.

HOOPER, Mary.— Little Dinners:How to Serve them with
Elegance and Economy. Twenty-first Edition. Crown
8vo, 2s. 6d.

Cookery for Invalids, Persons of Delicate Digestion,
and Children. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

Every-day Meals. Being Economical and Wholesome Recipes
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Supper. Seventh Edition. Crown
8vo, 2s. 6d.

HOPKINS, Ellice. —Work amongst Working Men. Sixth
Edition. Crown Svo, 3*. 6d.

HORNADAY, W. T.
—

TwoYears in a Jungle. With Illustrations.
Demy 8vo, 21s.
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HOWELLS, W. D.—A Little Girl among the Old Masters.
With Introduction and Comment. 54 Plates. Oblong crown
8vo, 10s.

HUMBOLDT, Baron Wilhelm Von— -The Sphere and Duties of
Government. Translated from the German by Joseph.
Coulthard,Jun. Post 8vo, 5-s.

HYNDMAN, H. M.—The Historical Basis of Socialism in
England. Large crown8vo, 8/. 6d.

IM THURN, Everard F.— Among the Indians of Guiana.
Being Sketches, chiefly anthropologic, from the Interior of
British Guiana. With 53 Illustrations and a Map. Demy
8vo, 18/.

INGLEBY, the late Clement M.— Essays. Edited byhis Son. Crown
8vo, ys, 6d.

Irresponsibility and its Recognition. By aGraduate ofOxford.
Crown 8vo, y.6d.

JAGIELSKI, V.— Modern Massage Treatment inCombina-
tionwith theElectric Bath. 8vo, is. 6d.

JAPP, Alexander H.— Days with Industrials. Adventures and
Experiences among Curious Industries. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, 6s.

JENKINS, E., and RAYMOND, J— The Architect's Legal
Handbook. Fourth Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 6s.

JENKINS, E.—A Modern Paladin. Contemporary Manners.
Crown 8vo, y.

JENKINS,Jabez.— Vest-Pocket Lexicon. An English Dictionary
of all except familiar Words, including the principal Scientific
and Technical Terms, and Foreign Moneys, Weights, and
Measures. 64mo, is.

JENKINS,Rev. CanonR. C— Heraldry:English and Foreign.
With a Dictionary of Heraldic Terms and 156 Illustrations.
Small crown8vo, y.6d.

JESSOP, Charles .Æs.— Saturn's Kingdom; or, Fable and
Fact. With Illustrations. Crovm8vo, 6s.

Jesus the Carpenter of Nazareth. By a Layman. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, in2 Parts, 2s. 6d. each.

JOHNSON, C. P.— Hints to Collectors of Original Editionsof
the Works of Charles Dickens. Crown 8vo, vellum, 6s.

Hints to Collectors of Original Editionsof the Works
of William MakepeaceThackeray. Crown8voj vellum,
6s.
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JOHNSTON, H. H., F.Z.S.— The Kilima-njaro Expedition.
A Record of Scientific ExplorationinEastern EquatorialAfrica,
and a General Description of the Natural History, Languages,
andCommerce of the Kilima-njaro District. With 6 Maps, and
over 80 Blustrations by the Author. Demy 8vo,21s.

The History of aSlave. With 47 Illustrations. Square Svo,6s.
Juvenalis Satiræ. With a Literal English Prose Translation and

Notes. By J. D.Lewis. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 12s.
KARDEC, Allen.— The Spirit's Book. The Principles of Spiritist

Doctrine on the Immortality of the Soul, etc. Transmitted
through various mediums. Translated by Anna Blackwell.
Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

The Medium's Book;or, Guide for Mediums and for Evoca-
tions. Translated by ANNA Blackwell. Crown 8vo, 7/. 6d.

Heaven and Hell; or, The Divine Justice Vindicated in the
Plurality of Existences. Translated by Anna Blackwell.
Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

KAUFMANN, Rev. 31., M.A.— Socialism :its Nature, its Dangers,
andits Remedies considered. Crown 8vo, ys.6d.

Utopias;or, Schemes of Social Improvement, from Sir Thomas
More toKarlMarx. Crown8vo, 5-f.

Christian.Socialism. Crown 8vo, 4.. 6d.
KENT, C. B. Roylance.— Essays in Politics:wherein some of the

Political Questionsof the Day are reviewed from a Constitutional
and Historical Standpoint. Crown 8vo, 5*.

KERRISON, Lady Caroline.— A Commonplace Book of the
Fifteenth Century. Containing a Religious Play and
Poetry, Legal Forms, and Local Accounts. From the Original
MS. at Brome Hall, Suffolk. Edited by Lucy Toulmin
Smith. With 2 Facsimiles. Demy 8vo, ys. 6d.

KINGSFORD, Anna, M.D.— The Perfect "Way in Diet. A
Treatise advocatinga Return to the Natural and Ancient Foodof
our Race. Third Edition. Small crown8vo, 2s.

The Spiritual Hermeneutics of Astrology and Holy
Writ. Illustrated. 4to, parchment, io*. 6d.

KINGSFORD, Anna, and MAITLAND, Edward.— -The Virgin
of the World of Hermes Mercurius Trismegistus.
Renderedinto English. 4to, parchment, ioj\ 6d.

The Perfect Way;or, The Finding of Christ. Third Edition,
Revised. Square l6mo, ys. 6d.

KINGSFORD, William.— History of Canada. 4 vols. 8vo, £y
KITTON, Fred. G.— John Leech, Artist and Humourist. A

Biographical Sketch. Demy iSmo, is.
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KRAUS, J— Carlsbad and its Natural Healing Agents.
With Notes, Introductory, by the Rev. John T. Wallers.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 6d.

LAMB, Charles.— Beauty and the Beast; or, A Rough Outside
with a Gentle Heart. A Poem. Fcap. 8vo, vellum, 10*. 6d.

LANG, Andrew.— LostLeaders. Crown 8vo, 5*.
Langstroth on the Hive and Honey-Bee. Revised,Enlarged,

and Compiled by Chas. Dadant andSon. WithIllustrations.
Demy Svo, 9*.

Lathe (The) and its Uses ;or, Instruction in the Art of Turning
Wood and Metal. Sixth Edition. Illustrated. 8vo, los. 6d.

LEE, Frederick Geo.— A Manual of Politics. In three Chapters.
WithFootnotes and Appendices. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

LEFEVRE, Right Hon. G. Shaw.—Veel and O'Connell. Demy
8vo, io*. 6d.

Incidents of Coercion. A Journal of Visits to Ireland. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo,limp cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, Ix.

Irish Members and English Gaolers. Crown 8vo, limp
cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.

Combination and Coercion In Ireland. A Sequel to"Incidents of Coercion." Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.;paper
covers, is.

LELAND, Charles G— The Breitmann Ballads. The only au-
thorized Edition. Complete in I vol., including Nineteen
Ballads, illustrating his Travels inEurope (never before printed).
Crown 8vo, 6s.

Gaudeamus. Humorous Poems translated from the German of
Joseph Victor Scheffel and others. i6mo, 3/. 6d.

The English Gipsies andtheir Language. SecondEdition.
Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

Fu-Sang; or, The Discovery of America by Chinese Buddhist
Priests in theFifth Century. Crown Svo, ys. 6d.

Pidgin-English Sing-Song; or, Songs and Stories in the
China-English Dialect. With a Vocabulary. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo, y.

The Gypsies. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.
Light on the Path. For the Personal Useof those who areIgnorant of

the EasternWisdom. Writtendownby M. C. Fcap.8vo,is. 6d.
LOCHER, Carl— An Explanationof Organ Stops, with Hints

for Effective Combinations. Demy 8vo, 5-f.
LONGFELLOW, H. Wadræorth.—Ltte. By his Brother, Samuel

Longfellow. With Portraits and Illustrations. 3 vols. DemySvo,42s.
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LONSDALE, Margaret.— Sister Dora:a Biography. With Portrait.

Thirtieth Edition. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.
George Eliot:Thoughtsupon her Life, her Books, and

Herself. SecondEdition. Small crown8to, is. 6d.

Lotos Series (The). Pott 8vo, bound in two styles: (1) cloth, gilt
back and edges;(2) half-parchment, cloth sides, gilt top, uncut,
3-r. 6d. each.

The Original Travels and Surprising Adventures of
Baron Munchausen. Illustratedby Alfred Crowquill.

The Breitmann Ballads. ByCharles G.Leland. Author's
Copyright Edition, with aNew Preface and Additional Poems.

Essays on Men and Books Selected from the Earlier
Writings of Lord Macaulay. Vol. I. Introductory—
LordClive— Milton— Earl Chatham— Lord Byron. With Criti-
cal Introduction and Notes by Alexander H. Japp, LL.D.
With Portraits.

The Light of Asia; or, The Great Renunciation. Being the
Life and Teaching of Gautama, Prince of India and Founder
of Buddhism. Told in Verse by an Indian Buddhist. By Sir
Edwin Arnold, K.C.I.E., C.S.I. With Illustrations and a
Portrait of the Author.

The Marvellous and Rare Conceits of Master Tyll
Owlglass. Newly Collected, Chronicled, and set forth in an
English Tongue. By Kenneth H. R. Mackenzie. Adorned
with many most Diverting and Cunning Devices by Alfred
Crowquill.

A Lover's Litanies, and other Poems. By Eric Mackay.
With Portrait of the Author.

The Large PaperEdition of these Volumes will be limited to
IOInumbered copies for sale inEngland, price 12s. 6d. each,net.

Lowder, Charles:ABiography. By the Author of
"

St. Teresa."
Twelfth Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, y.6d.

LOWELL, JamesRussell— -The Biglow Papers. Edited byThomas
Hughes,Q.C. First andSecondSeries inIvol. Fcap., 2s. 6d.

LOWSLEY, Major B.—A Glossary of Berkshire Words and
Phrases. Crown 8vo, half-calf, gilt edges, interleaved,
12/. 6d.

LUCKES,Eva C. £.— Lectures on GeneralNursing, delivered to
the Probationers of the London Hospital Training School for
Nurses. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 23. 6d.

LUDEWIG Hermann E.— -The Literature of American Abori-
ginal Languages. Edited by Nicolas Trubner. 8vo,
10s. 6d.

c
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LUKIN, J.— Amongst Machines. A Description of Various Me-
chanical Appliances used in the Manufacture of Wood, Metal,
etc. A Book for Boys. Second Edition. 64 Engravings.
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

The Young Mechanic. Containing Directions for the Use of
all Kinds of Tools, and for the Construction of Steam-Engines,
etc. A Book for Boys. Second Edition. With 70 Engravings.
Crown Svo, y.6d.

The Boy Engineers:What they Did, and How they Did it.
A Book for Boys. 30 Engravings. Imperial i6mo, 3*. 6d.

LUMLEY, E.—The Art of Judging the Character of Indi-
viduals from their Handwriting andStyle. With 35
Plates. Square l6mo, 5-s.

LYTTON, Edward Bulwer, Ij>rd.
—

Life, Letters and Literary
Remains. By his Son, theEarl ofLytton. With Portraits,
Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 8vo. Vols. I.and II., 32*.

MACDONALD, W- A.— Humanitism :The Scientific Solution of
the Social Problem. Largepost 8vo, 7-r. 6d.

MACHIAVELLI,Nkcolb.
Discourses on the First Decade of Titus Livius. Trans-

lated from the Italianby Ninian Hill Thomson, M.A. Large
crown8vo, 12s.

The Prince. Translated from the Italian by N. H. T. Small
crown 8vo,printed on hand-made paper,bevelledboards, 6s.

MACKONOCHIE— Alexander Heriot:A Memoir by E. A. T.
Edited, with Preface, by E. F. Russell. With Portrait and
Views. Large crownSvo, ys. 6d.

MACRITCHIE, David.— -The Testimony of Tradition. With
20 Illustrations. 8vo, ys. 6d.

MAIDEN, J.H.— The Useful Native Plants of Australia (in-
cluding Tasmania). Demy 8vo, 12s. 6d.

Maintenon, Madame de. By Emily Bowles. With Portrait.
Large crown 8vo,ys. 6d.

MALLET, Rt. Hon. Sir Louis.— Free Exchange. Papers on
Political and Economical Subjects, including Chapters on the
Law of Value and Unearned Increment. Editedby Bernard
Mallet. Demy 8vo, 12s.

MARCHANT, W. 7*.— InPraise of Ale. Songs, Ballads,Epigrams,
and Anecdotes. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

MARKHAM, Capt. Albert Hastings, R.N.— The GreatFrozen Sea:
A Personal Narrative of the Voyage of the Alert during theArctic
Expedition of 1875-6. With 6 full-page Illustrations, 2 Maps,
and 27 Woodcuts. Sixthand CheaperEdition. Crown8vo, 6s.
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Marriageand Divorce. Including Religious, Practical,and Political
Aspectsof the Question. By Ap Richard. Crown 8vo, y.

MARRYAT,Florence.— There is no Death. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.
MARTIN, G. A.— The Family Horse: Its Stabling, Care, and

Feeding. Crown 8vo, 3.C 6d.
MASON, E.— "Womanhood in the God-Man. Crown 8vo, 6s.
MATHERS, S.L.M.—The Keyof Solomon theKing. Translated

from Ancient MSS. in the British Museum. With Plates.
Crown 4to, 2y.

The Kabbalah Unveiled. Containing the Three Books of the
Zohar. Translated into English. With Plates. Post 8vo,
ioj.6d.

The Tarot: its Occult Signification, Use in Fortune-
Telling, and Method of Play. 32010, is. 6d.;with pack
of 78 Tarot Cards, y.

MAUDSLEY, H., M.D.—~Body and Will. Being an Essay con-
cerning Will, inits Metaphysical, Physiological, and Pathological
Aspects. 8vo, 12s.

Natural Causes and Supernatural Seemings. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Mechanic, The Young. A Book for Boys. Containing Directions
for the Use of all Kinds of Tools, and for the Construction of
Steam-Engines and Mechanical Models. By the Rev.J.Lukin.
Sixth Edition. With 70 Engravings. Crown Svo, y.6d.

Mechanic'sWorkshop, Amateur. Plain and Concise Directions
for the Manipulation of Wood and Metals. By the Author of"

The Latheandits Uses." SixthEdition. Illustrated. Demy
8vo, 6s.

Mendelssohn's Letters to Ignaz and Charlotte Moscheles.
Translatedby FelixMoschelles. Numerous Illustrations and
Facsimiles. 8vo, 12s.

METCALFE, Frederick.— The Englishman and the Scandina-
vian. Post 8vo, i8.r.

MINTON, Rev. Francis.— Capital and "Wages. 8vo, 15*.
The Welfare of theMillions. Crown 8vo,limp cloth, is.6d.;

paper covers, Is.

Mitchel, John, Life. By William Dillon. 2 vols. With Portrait.
8vo, 21s.

MITCHELL, Lucy M.—A Historyof Ancient Sculpture. With
numerousIllustrations, including 6 Plates inPhototype. Super-
royal8vo,42s.

Mohl, Julius and Mary, Letters and Recollections of. By
M. C.M. Simpson. With Portraits and 2 Illustrations. Demy
8vo, 15*.
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MOOD/E, D. C. F.—The History of the Battles and Adven-
tures of the British, the Boers, the Zulus, etc., in
Southern Africa, from the Time of PharaohNecho to 1880.
With Illustrations and ColouredMaps. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 36.;.

MORFIT, Campbell.— A Practical Treatise on the Manufac-
tureof Soaps. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, £2 12s. 6d.

APractical Treatise onPure Fertilizers, and the Chemical
Conversion of Rock Guanos, etc., into various valuableProducts,
With 28 Plates. 8vo, £4 4s.

MOORE, Aubrey L.
—

Science and the Faith:Essays on Apologetic
Subjects. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Essays, Scientific and Philosophical. With Memoir of
the Author. Crown Svo, 6s.

Lectures and Papers of the Reformation in England
and on the Continent. Crown 8vo, 16s.

MORISON, J. Cotter.— The Service of Man:an Essay towards the
Religion of the Future. Crown 8vo, y.

MORRIS, Charles.— Aryan Sun-Myths theOriginof Religions.
With an Introductionby Charles Morris. Crown 8vo, 6s.

MORRIS, Gouverneur, U.S.Minister to France.— Diary andLetters.
2 vols. Demy 8vo, 30*.

MOSENTHAL, J. de, and HARTING, James 2?.— Ostriches and
Ostrich Farming. Second Edition. With 8 full-page Illus-
trations and 20 Woodcuts. Royal8vo, 10s. 6d.

Motley,JohnLothrop. AMemoir. By OliverWendellHolmes.
Crown Svo, 6s.

MULHALL, M. G. andE. T.— Handbook of the River Plate,
comprising the Argentine Republic, Uruguay, and Paraguay.
With SixMaps. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

Munro, Major-Gen. Sir Thomas. A Memoir. By Sir A. J.Arbuthnot. Crown 8vo, y.6d,

Natural History.
"

Riverside
"

Edition. Editedby J.S.Kingsley.
6 vols. 2200 Illustrations. 4to, £6 6s.

NEVLLL, J.H. N.—The Biology of DailyLife. Post 8vo,y.6d.
NEWMAN, Cardinal.— Characteristics from the Writings of.

Being Selections from his various Works. Arranged with the
Author's personal Approval. Eighth Edition. With Portrait.
Crown 8vo, 6s.*** A Portrait of Cardinal Newman, mounted for framing, can

be had, 2s. 6d.
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NEWMAN,Francis William.— Essays on Diet. Small crown 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s.

Miscellanies. Vols. I.,II.,III., and IV. Essays, Tracts, andAddresses, Moral and Religious. Demy 8vo. Vol. I iof 6d
Vols. II.and III.,I2J. Vol. IV., los. 6d.

Reminiscences of Two Exiles and Two "Wars. CrownSvo, y.6d.
Phases of Faith;or, Passages from the History of my Creed.

Crown 8vo, 3.1. 6d.
The Soul:Her Sorrows and her Aspirations. Tenth Edition,

Post 8vo, y.6d.
Hebrew Theism. Royal8vo, 4s. 6d.

Anglo-SaxonAbolition of Negro Slavery. Demy 8vo, y.
New South Wales, Journal and Proceedings of the Royal

Society of. Published annually. Price ior. 6d.

New South Wales, Publications of the of.
List onapplication.

New Zealand Institute Publications:—
I.Transactions and Proceedings of the New Zealand In-

stitute. Vols. I. to XX., 1868 to 1S87. Demy 8vo, stitched,
£1 is. each.

II. An Index to the Transactions and Proceedings of
the New Zealand Institute. Edited by James Hector, M.D.,
F.R.S. Vols. I. toVIII. Demy 8vo, 2s. 6d.

New Zealand:Geological Survey. List of Publications on ap-
plication.'

OATES, Frank, F.R.G.S.— Matabele Land and the Victoria
Falls. A Naturalist's Wanderings in the Interior of South
Africa. Editedby C. G. Oates,B.A. With numerous Illustra-
tions and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo, 21s.

O'BRIEN, P. Barry.— Irish Wrongs and English Remedies,
withother Essays. Crown 8vo, y.

The Home Ruler's Manual. Crown 8vo, cloth, it. 6_V;
paper covers, Ix.

OGILVIE, William.— Birthright in Land. With Biographical
Notesby D. C. Macdonald. Crown8vo, ys. 6d.

OLCOTT, Henry S.— Theosophy, Religion, andOccult Science.
With Glossary of Eastern Words. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

Posthumous Humanity. A Study of Phantoms. By Adolphe
D'Assier. Translated and Annotated by Henry S. Olcott.
Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.
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Our Public Schools— Eton, Harrow, Winchester, Rugby,
Westminster, Marlborough, The Charterhouse.
Crown 8vo,6s.

OWEN, Robert Dale.— Footfalls on the Boundary of Another
World. With Narrative Illustrations. Post 8vo, ys. 6d. ,

TheDebatable Landbetweenthis World and theNext.
With Illustrative Narrations. Third Edition. Crown Svo,
ys.6d.

ThreadingmyWay. Twenty-SevenYears;of Autobiography.
Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

OXLEY, William.— Modern Messiahs and Wonder-Workers.
A History of the Various Messianic Claimants toSpecial Divine
Prerogatives. Post 8vo, y.

Parchment Library. Choicely Printed on hand-made paper, limp
parchment antiqueor cloth, 6s.;vellum, ys. 6d. each volume.

Selected Poems of Matthew Prior. With anIntroduction
and Notes by Austin Dobson.

Sartor Resartus. By Thomas Carlyle.

The Poetical Works of John Milton. 2 vols.
Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Edited by A. W. Pollard,

2 vols.
Letters and Journals of Jonathan Swift. Selected and

edited,witha CommentaryandNotes,byStanleyLane-Poole.
De Quincey's Confessions of anEnglish Opium Eater.

ReprintedfromtheFirst Edition. Editedby RichardGarnett.
The Gospel according to Matthew,Mark,and Luke.
Selections from the Prose Writings of JonathanSwift.

With a Preface and Notes by Stanley Lane-Poole and
Portrait.

English Sacred Lyrics.
Sir Joshua Reynolds's Discourses. Edited by Edmund

Gosse.
Selections from Milton's Prose Writings. Edited by

Ernest Myers.
The Book of Psalms. Translated by the Rev. Canon T. K.

Cheyne, M.A., D.D.
The Vicar of Wakefield. With Preface and Notes byAustin

Dobson.
English Comic Dramatists. Editedby OswaldCrawfurd.
English Lyrics.
The Sonnets of John Milton. EditedbyMark Pattison,

With Portrait after Vertue.
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Parchment Library— continued.
French Lyrics. Selected and Annotated by George Saints-

bury. With a Miniature Frontispiece designed and etched byH. G. Glindoni.
Fables by Mr.John Gay. With Memoir by Austin Dobson,

and an Etched Portrait from an unfinished Oil Sketch by Sir
Godfrey Kneller.

Select Letters of Percy Bysshe Shelley. Edited, with an
Introduction, by Richard Garnett.

The Christian Year. Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and
Holy Days throughout the Year. With Miniature Portrait of the
Rev. J. Keble, after _ Drawing by G. Richmond, R.A.

Shakspere's Works. Complete inTwelve Volumes.
Eighteenth Century Essays. Selected and Editedby Austin

Dobson. With a Miniature Frontispiece by R. Caldecott.
Q.Horati Flacci Opera. Edited by F. A. Cornish, Assistant

Master at Eton. With a Frontispieceafter a design by L. Alma
Tadema, etchedby Leopold Lowenstam.

Edgar Allan Poe's Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by
AndrewLang, and aFrontispiecebyLinley Sambourne.

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a
Frontispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death
Mask.

English Odes. Selected by Edmund Gosse. With Frontis-
piece on Indiapaper by Hamo Thornycroft, A.R.A.

Of the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas a Kempis. A
revised Translation. With Frontispiece on India paper, from a
Designby W. B. Richmond.

Poems :Selected from Percy Bysshe Shelley. Dedicated to
Lady Shelley. With a Preface by Richard Garnett and a
MiniatureFrontispiece.

PARSLOE, Joseph.— Our Railways. Sketches, Historical and
Descriptive. With Practical Information as toFares and Rates,
etc., anda Chapter onRailway Reform. Crown Svo, 6s.

PATON,A. A.— A Historyof the Egyptian Revolution, from
the Period of the Mamelukes to the Death of Mohammed Ali.
SecondEdition. 2 vols. Demy Svo, ys. 6d.

PAUL, C. Kcgan.— Biographical Sketches. Crown Svo, ys. 6d.
Faith and Unfaith, and other Essays. Crown 8vo, ys.6d.

Paul of Tarsus. By the Author of "Rabbi Jeshua." Crown 8vo,
4s. 6d.

PAULI,Reinhold.— Simon de Montfort, Earl of Leicester, the'
Creator of theHouse of Commons. Crown Svo, 6s.
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PEMBERTON, T.Edgar.— Charles Dickens and the Stage. A
Record of his Connection with the Drama. Crown 8vo, 6s.

IEZZI, Domenico.— Aryan Philology, according to the most recent
researches (Glottologia Aria Recentissima). Translated by E.S.
Roberts. Crown 8vo, 6s.

FFEIFFER, Emily.— Women and Work. An Essay on the
Relation to Health and Physical Development of the Higher
Education of Girls. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Phantasms of the Living. By Edmund Gurney, Frederic W.
H. Myers, M.A., and Frank Podmore, M.A. 2 vols. Demy
8vo, 2is.

Philological Society, Transactions of. Published irregularly.
List of Publications on application.

PICCIOTTO, James.— Sketchesof Anglo-JewishHistory. Demy
8vo, 12/.

Pierce Gambit: Chess Papers and Problems. By JamesPierce, M.A., and W. Timbrell Pierce. Crown 8vo, 6s. 6d.
PIESSE, Charles H.— Chemistry in the Brewing-Room. Being

the substance of a Course of Lessons to Practical Brewers.
Fcap., y.

PLIMSOLL,Samuel— Cattle Ships:being theFifth Chapter of
"

An
Appeal for our Seamen." With 46 Illustrations, y. Cheap
Edition, is.

PLINY.— The Letters of Pliny the Younger. Translated by
J. D. Lewis. Post 8vo, 5*.

PLUMPTRE, Charles John.— King's CollegeLectures onElocu-
tion. Fourth Edition. Post 8vo, 15J.

POOLE, W. F.—An Index to Periodical Literature. Third
Edition. Royal 8vo, £3 13/. 6d.

rOOLE, W. F., and FLETCHER, W. /.—Index to Periodical
Literature. First Supplement. 18S2 to 1887. Royal 8vo,
£1 16s.

Practical Guides.— France, Belgium, Holland, and the Rhine, is.
Italian Lakes. is. Wintering Places of the South. 2j.
Switzerland, Savoy, and North Italy. 2s. 6d. General Con-
tinental Guide, y. Geneva. It. Paris, u. Bemese Ober-
land. is. Italy. 4r.

PRIG, The.— Black is White; or, Continuity Continued. Crown
8vo, y.6d.

The Prigment;. The Life of a Prig; Prig's Bede;
How to Make a Saint;The Churgress. In 1 vol.
Crown 8vo, 6s.

Romance of the Recusants. Crown Svo, 5*.
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PURITZ, Ludwig.—Code-t3o6W of Gymnastic Exercises. Trans-
lated by O. KnofeandJ. W. Macqueen. 32010, is. 6d.

RAPSON, Edward J.— The Struggle between England and
France for Supremacy inIndia. Crown Svc, 4/. 6d.

RAVENSTEIN, E. G., and HULLEY, John.— The Gymnasium
and itsFittings. With 14 Platesof Illustrations. 8vo, 2s.6d.

READE, Winwood.— -The Martyrdomof Man. ThirteenthEdition.8vo, ys. 6d.
RENDELL, J. Handbook of the Island of

Madeira. With Pianos Funchaland MapoftheIsland. Second
Edition. Fcap. 8vo, is. 6d.

RHYS, John.— 'Lectures on Welsh Philology. Second Edition.
Crown Svo, 15^.

RIDEAL, C. F.— Wellerisms, from
"
Pickwick

"
and

"
Master

Humphrey's Clock." iSmo, 2s.
RIPPER, William.— Machine Drawing and Design, for En-

gineering Students and Practical Engineers. Illustrated by 55
Plates andnumerousExplanatory Notes. Royal4to, 2y.

ROBINSON, A. Mary F.—The Fortunate Lovers. Twenty-seven
Novels of the Queenof Navarre. Large crown 8vo, 10/. 6d.

ROLFE, Eustace Neville, and INGLEBY, Holcombe.— Naples in
1888. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s.

ROSMINISERBATI, Antonio.— Lite. By the Rev. W. LOCKHART.
2 vols. With Portraits. Crown 8vo, 12/.

ROSS,Percy.
—

A Professor of Alchemy. Crown 8vo, 3/. 6d.
ROUTLEDGE, Rev. C. /'.—History of S. Martin's Church,

Canterbury. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 5/.
ROUTLEDGE,James.— EnglishRule and Native Opinion in

India. 8vo, 10s. 6d.
RULE, Martin, M.A.— The Life and Times of St. Anselm,

Archbishop of Canterbury and Primate of the
Britains. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 31s.

RUTHERFORD, Mark.— The Autobiographyof MarkRuther-
ford and Mark Rutherford's Deliverance. Edited by
Reuben Shapcott. Fourth Edition. Crown8vo, 5/.

The Revolution in Tanner's Lane. Edited by Reuben
Shapcott. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

Miriam's Schooling:and other Papers. Edited by Reuben
Shapcott. Crown 8vo, 6/.

SALAMAN, Joseph Seymour.— Trade Marks: Their Registra-
tion and Protection in the United Kingdom and
Abroad. Also the Merchandise Marks Act, 1887. Crown
8vo, Ss-
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ST. CLAIR, George.— Buried Cities and Bible Countries.

With numerous Plans andIllustrations. Large crown8vo, ys.6d.
ST. HILL, Katharine.—The Grammar of Palmistry. With

18 Illustrations. l2mo, is.
SAMUELSON, James.— India, Past and Present: Historical,

Social, and Political. With a Map,Explanatory Woodcuts and
Collotype Views, Portraits, etc., from 36 Photographs. 8vo,21s.

History of Drink. A Review, Social, Scientific, and Political.
SecondEdition. 8vo, 6s.

Bulgaria, Past and Present:Historical, Political, and De-
scriptive. With Map and numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo,
10/. 6d.

Boards of Conciliation and Arbitration for the Settle-
ment of Labour Disputes. Demy 8vo, sewed, is.

SANDWITH, F. M.— Egypt as a Winter Resort. Crown Svo,
y. 6d.

SANTIAGOE, Daniel— -The Curry Cook's Assistant. Fcap.8vo,
cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.

SAYCE, Rev. Archibald Henry.— Introduction to the Science of
Language. NewandCheaperEdition. 2 vols. Crown Svo, 9/.

SAYWELL, J. L— New Popular Handbookof County Dia-
lects. Crown Svo, 5/.

SCHAIBLE, C.H.— AnEssay on the Systematic Training of
the Body. Crown Svo, 5/.

SCHLEICHER, August.— A Compendium of the Comparative
Grammar of the Indo-European, Sanskrit, Greek,
andLatin Languages. Translated from the Third German
Editionby Herbert Bendall. 2 parts. 8vo, 13/. 6d.

SCOONES, W. Baptiste— Four Centuries of English Letters:
A Selection of 350 Letters by 150 Writers, from thePeriodof the
Paston Letters to the Present Time. Third Edition. Large
crown Svo, 6s.

SCOTT, Benjamin.— A State Iniquity: Its Rise, Extension,
and Overthrow. Demy 8vo, plain cloth, 3/. 6d.;gilt, 5/.

SELBY, H. M.—The Shakespeare Classical Dictionary, or,
Mythological Allusions in the Plays of Shakespeare Explained.
Fcap.Svo, Is.

Selwyn,Bishop,of New Zealand and of Lichfield. A Sketch of hisLife and Work, with Further Gleanings from his Letters,
Sermons, and Speeches. By the Rev. Canon Curteis. Large
crown Svo, ys. 6d.

SERJEANT, W. C. Eldon.— The Astrologer's Guide (Anima
Astrologiæ). Demy 8vo, 7/. 6d.
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Shakspere's Works. The Avon Edition, 12 vols., fcap. 8vo, cloth,

18.?. ;incloth box, 21s.;bound in6 vols., cloth, 15^.
Shakspere's Works, an Index to. By Evangeline O'Connor.

Crown 8vo, y.
SHAKESPEARE.— The Bankside Shakespeare. The Comedies,

Histories, and Tragedies of Mr. William Shakespeare, as pre-
sented at the Globe and Blackfriars Theatres, circa 1591-1623.Being the Text furnished the Players,in parallelpages with the
first revised folio text,'with Critical Introductions. 8vo, I2.f. 6d.

A New Study of Shakespeare. An Inquiry into the Con-
nectionof the Plays and Poems, with the Originsof the Classical
Drama, and with the Platonic Philosophy, through the Mysteries.
Demy 8vo, I0.r. 6d.

Shakespeare's Cymbeline. Edited, with Notes, by C. M.
Ingleby. Crown Svo, is. 6d.

A New Variorum Edition of Shakespeare. Edited by
Horace Howard Furness. Royal8vo. Vol. I. Romeo and.
Juliet. iSs. Vol. II. Macbeth. iSs. Vols. III. and IV.
Hamlet. 2 vols. 36*. Vol. V. King Lear. iSs. Vol. VI.
Othello. iSs.

Shakspere Society (The New).— Subscription, one guinea per
annum. List of Publications on application.

SHELLEY, Percy Bysshe.— Life. By Edward Dowden, LL.D.
2 vols. With Portraits. Demy 8vo,36.J.

Shore, Journal of Emily. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown
8vo, 6s.

SIBREE, James, Jun.— The Great African Island. Chapters on
A Popular Account of the Physical Geography,'- .. etc., of the Country. With Physical andEthnologicalMaps and

4Illustrations. 8vo, ior. 6d.
SIGERSON, George, M.D.— Political Prisoners at Home and

Abroad. With Appendixon Dietaries. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.
SIMCOX, Edith.— Episodes in the Lives of Men, Women,

and Lovers. Crown 8vo, ys.6d.

SINCLAIR, Thomas.— Essays: in Three Kinds. Crown 8vo,
is. 6d.;wrappers, is.

Travel Sketch. Crown 8vo, y.
Sinclairs of England(The). Crown 8vo, 12s.

SINNETT, A. P.
—

The Occult "World. Fourth Edition. Crown
8vo, y.6d.

Incidentsin theLife of MadameBlavatsky. Demy 8vo,
10s. 6d.
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Skinner,James :A Memoir. By theAuthor of "Charles Lowder."
With a Preface by the Rev. Canon Carter, and Portrait.
Large crown, ys. 6d.

%" Also a cheap Edition. With Portrait. Fourth Edition. Crown
Svo, y.6d.

SMITH, Huntington.— A Century of American Literature:
Benjamin Franklin to James Russell Lowell. Crown
Svo, 6s.

SMITH, S.— The Divine Government. Fifth Edition. Crown
8vo, 6s.

SMYTH, R. Brough.— The Aborigines of Victoria. Compiled
for the Government of Victoria. With Maps,Plates, and Wood-
cuts. 2 vols. Royal Svo, £$ y.

Soldiers' Grievances. Crown 8vo, sewed, 6<i
Sophocles". The Seven Plays in English Verse. Translated by Lewis

Campbell. Crown Svo, ys. 6d.
Specimens of English Prose Style from Malory to Ma-

caulay. Selected and Annotated, withan IntroductoryEssay,
by George Saintsbury. Large crown Svo, printed on hand-
made paper, parchment antiqueor cloth, 12s.; vellum, 15/.

SPEDDING,James.— The Life and Times of Francis Bacon.
2 vols. Post Svo, 21s.

Spinoza, Benedict de:His Life, Correspondence, and Ethics. By
R. Willis, M.D. Svo, 211.

SPRAGUE,CharlesE.— Handbook of Volapiik:The International
Language. SecondEdition. Crown Svo, y.

STEBBING, Rev. T. R. R. The Naturalist of Cumbrae :
Being theLife of David Robertson. Crown Svo, 6s.

STOKES, IVhitley.—Goi&eUca : Old and Early-Middle Irish Glosses.
Prose and Verse. Second Edition. Med.Svo, I&r.

STRACHEY, SirJohn, G.C.S.I.— India. With Map. Demy Svo, 15s.
STREET, J.C— The Hidden Way across the Threshold ;or,

The Mystery which hath been hidden for Ages andfrom Genera-
tions. With Plates. Large Svo, ly.

SUMNER, W. G— "What Social Classes owe to Each Other.
iSmo, y.6d.

SWINBURNE, Algernon Charles.
—

A Word for the Navy.
Imperial l6mo, y.

The Bibliography of Swinburne,1857-1887. Crown Svo,
vellum gilt, 6s.
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Sylva, Carmen (Queen of Roumania), The Life of. Translated byBaroness Deichmann. With4Portraits andIIllustration. 8vo

12s.
'

TAYLER, J. J— A Retrospect of the Religious Life ofEngland ", or, Church, Puritanism, and Free Inquiry. Second
Edition. Post Svo, ys. 6d.

TA YLOR, Rev. Canon Isaac, LL.D.— The Alphabet. An Account of
the Origin and Development of Letters. With numerousTables
and Facsimiles. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 36s.

Leaves from anEgyptian Note-book. Crown Svo, 5*.
TA YLOR, Sir Henry.— The Statesman. Fcap. 8vo, y.6d.
Taylor,Reynell, C.B., C.S.I.:A Biography. By E. Gambier

Parry. With Portrait and Map. Demy 8vo, 14J.
Technological Dictionaryof the Terms employed in the Arts and

Sciences;Architecture ;Engineering;Mechanics;Shipbuilding
and Navigation; Metallurgy; Mathematics,etc. SecondEdition.
3 vols. 8vo.

Vol. I. German-English-French. Ils.
Vol. II. English-German-French. I2.r.
Vol. III. French-German-English. 15*.

THACKERAY. Rev. S. W., LL.D— The Land and the Com-
munity. Crown 8vo, y. 6d.

THACKERAY, William Makepeace— AnEssay on the Genius of
George Cruikshank. Reprinted verbatim from the West-
minster Review. 40 Illustrations. Large paper Edition. Royal
8vo, ys. 6d.

Sultan Stork ; and other Stories and Sketches. 1829-1844.
Now First Collected. To which is added the Bibliography of
Thackeray, Revised and Considerably Enlarged. Large demy
8vo, 1or. 6d.

THOMPSON, SirH.— Diet in Relation to Age and Activity.
Fcap. Svo, cloth, is. 6d.;paper covers, is.

Modern Cremation :its History and Practice. Crown
8vo, paper is.;cloth, 2s.

Tobacco Talk and Smokers' Gossip. i6mo, is.
TRANT, William.— Trade Unions: Their Origin, Objects,and

Efficacy. Small crown8vo, it.6d.;paper covers, is.

TRENCH, The late R. C, Archbishop.— Letters and Memorials-
By the Author of

" Charles Lowder." With two Portraits.
2 vols. 8vo, 2I.s.

A Household Book of English Poetry. Selected and
Arranged, with Notes. Fourth Edition, Revised. Extra fcap.
Svo, 5-f.
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TRENCH, The late R. C, Archbishop— continued.

An Essay on the Life and Genius of Calderon. With
Translations from his "Life's a Dream"and "Great Theatre of
the World." Second Edition, Revised and Improved. Extra
fcap. 8vo, y.6d.

Gustavus Adolphus in Germany, and other Lectures
on the Thirty Years' War. Third Edition, Enlarged.
Fcap. 8vo,4s.

Plutarch:his Life, his Lives, and his Morals. Second
Edition, Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 3-r. 6d.

Remains of the late Mrs. Richard Trench. Being Selec-
tions from her Journals, Letters, and other Papers. New and
Cheaper Issue. With Portrait. 8vo, 6s.

Lectures on Mediæval Church History. Being the Sub-
stance of Lectures delivered at Queen's College, London. Second
Edition. 8vo, I2.r.

English, Past and Present. Thirteenth Edition, Revisedand
Improved. Fcap. 8vo, 5-r.

On the Study of Words. Twentieth Edition, Revised.
Fcap. 8vo, y.

Select Glossary of English "Words used Formerly in
Senses Different from the Present. Seventh Edition,
Revised and Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, y.

Proverbs and Their Lessons. Seventh Edition, Enlarged.
Fcap. 8vo,4-.

TRIMEN, Roland.— South-African Butterflies. A Monograph of
the Extra-Tropical Species. With 12 ColouredPlates. 3 vols.
Demy 8vo, £2 12s. 6d.

TRUMBULL, H. Clay.— The Blood-Covenant, a Primitive
Rite, and its Bearingson Scripture. Post 8vo, 7^. 6d.

TURNER, Charles Edward.— CountTolstoi', asNovelistand Thinker.
Lectures deliveredat the RoyalInstitution. Crown Svo, y.6d.

The Modern Novelists of Russia. Lectures delivered at
the Taylor Institution, Oxford. Crown Svo, 3*. 6d.

TWEEDIE, Mrs. Alec— The Ober-Ammergau Passion Play,
1890. Small crown8vo, 2s. 6d.

UMLAUFT, Prof. F.—The Alps. Translated by Louisa Brough.
With no Illustrations and 2 Maps. Royal 8vo, 2y.

V'ESCELIUS-SHELDON,Louise.— An I.D.B. inSouth Africa.
Illustrated by G. E. Graves and Al. Hencke. Crown 8vo,
ys.6d.

Yankee Girls in Zulu-Land. Illustrated by G. E.Graves.
Crown 8vo, y.
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VINCENT, Frank. — Around and about South America.

Twenty Months of Quest and Query. With Maps, Plans, and
54 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, 2IJ-.

WAITE, A. E.— Lives of AlchemysticalPhilosophers. DemySvo, ior. 6d.
The MagicalWritings of ThomasVaughan. Small 4to,

1Of. 6d.
The Real History of the Rosicrucians. With Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.
The Mysteries of Magic. ADigest of the Writings ofiliphas

Levi. With Illustrations. Demy Svo, los. 6d.
WAKE, C. Staniland.— Serpent-Worship, and other Essays,

with aChapter on Totemism. Demy Svo, ioj-. 6d.
The Development of jMarriage and Kinship. Demy

8vo, 18s.
Wales. — Through NorthWales with a Knapsack. By Four

Schoolmistresses. With a SketchMap. Small crown8vo,2s. 6d.
WALL, George.— The Natural History of Thought in its

Practical Aspect, from its Origin in Infancy. Demy
8vo, 12s. 6d.

WALLACE, Alfred Russel.— On Miracles and Modern Spirit-
ualism. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, y.

WALPOLE, Chas. George.— A Short History of Ireland from the
Earliest Times to the Union with Great Britain.
With 5 Mapsand Appendices. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

WARTER, J. W.—An Old Shropshire Oak. 4 vols. Demy Svo,
56/.

WATSON, R. G— Spanish and Portuguese South America
during the ColonialPeriod. 2 vols. Post 8vo, 21s.

WEAVER, Frederick William.— Wells Wills, arranged in
Parishes and Annotated. Demy Svo, ior. 6d.

WEDGWOOD, H.— A Dictionary of English Etymology.
Fourth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. With Introduction on
the Origin ofLanguage. Svo, £1 is.

Contested Etymologies in the Dictionary of the Rev.
W. W. Skeat. Crown 8vo, 5;.

WEDGWOOD, Julia.— The Moral Ideal. An Historic Study.
SecondEdition. Demy 8vo, gs.

WEISBACH, Julius.— Theoretical Mechanics. With 902 Wood-
cuts. Demy 8vo, 31s. 6d.
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WHEELDON, J. P.— Angling Resorts near London. The
Thames and theLea. Crown Sto, paper, is. 6d.

WHIBLEY, Chas.—ln Cap and Gown:Three Centuries of Cam-
bridge Wit. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

WIGSTON, W. F. C— Hermes Stella;or, Notes and Jottings on
the Bacon Cipher. 8vo,6s.

Francis Bacon, Poet, Prophet, Philosopher, versus
Phantom Captain Shakespeare the Rosicrucian
Mask. Demy 8vo, iy.

"Wilberforce, Bishop, of Oxford and Winchester, Life. By his
SonReginaldWilberforce. Crown 8vo, 6s.

WILDRIDGE, T. Tyndall— -The Dance of Death, in Painting
and in Print. With Woodcuts. 410, y.6d; the Woodcuts
coloured by hand,y.

WOLTMANN, Dr. Alfred, and WOERMANN, Dr.Karl— History
of Painting. With numerous Illustrations. Medium 8vo.
Vol. I. Pointing in Antiquity and the Middle Ages. 28/.;
bevelled boards, gilt leaves, 30*. Vol. II. The Painting of the
Renascence. 42s.;bevelled boards, gilt leaves, 45J.

WOOD, M. W.
—

Dictionary of Volapuk. Volapiik-English and
English-Volapiik. Volapukatidele cif. Crown 8vo, iox. 6d.

WORTHY, Charles.— Practical Heraldry; or, An Epitome of
English Armory. 124 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d.

WRIGHT, Thomas.— -The Homes of Other Days. A History
of Domestic Manners and Sentiments during the Middle Ages.
With Illustrations from the Illuminations in Contemporary Manu-
scripts and other Sources. Drawn and Engraved by F. W.
Fairholt, F.S.A. 350 Woodcuts. Medium8vo, 21s.

Anglo-Saxon and Old English Vocabularies. Second
Edition. Editedby Richard Paul Wulcker. 2 vols. Demy
Svo, 28-.

The Celt, the Roman, and the Saxon. A History of the
Early Inhabitants of Britain down tothe Conversionof the Anglo-
Saxons to Christianity. Illustrated by the Ancient Remains
brought to light by Recent Research. Corrected and Enlarged
Edition. With nearly 300 Engravings. Crown 8ro, gs.

WYLDE, W.—The Inspection of Meat:a Guide and Instruction
Book to Officers supervising Contract Meat. With Illustrations.
Demy 8vo, 10/. 6d.
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