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HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

PROLOGUE. a.p. 1760.

JacoB TrEFALDEN, merchant and alderman of Lon-
don, lay dying in an upper chamber of his house in
Basinghall-street, towards evening on the twenty-second
day of March, Anno Domini seventeen hundred and sixty.

It was growing rapidly dusk. The great house
was full of gloom, and silence, and the shadow of death.
Two physicians occupied two easy chairs before the
fire in the sick man’s chamber. They were both nota-
bilities in their day. The one was Sir John Pringle,
Physician Extraordinary to the King — a brave and
skilful man who had smelt powder at Dettingen, and
won the soldiers’ hearts by his indomitable coolness
under fire. The other was Doctor Joshua Ward, com-
monly called “Spot Ward” from his rubicund face;
and immortalised by Hogarth in that bitter caricature
called The Company of Undertakers.

These gentlemen did little in the way of conver-
sation. When they spoke at all, it was in a whisper.
Now and then, they compared their watches with the
time-piece on the mantelshelf. Now and then, they
glanced towards the bed where, propped almost upright
with pillows, an old man was sinking gradually out of
life. There was something very ghastly in that old

1
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man’s face, purple-hued, unconscious, and swathed in
wet bandages. His eyes were closed. His lips were
swollen. His breathing was slow and stertorous. He
had been smitten down that day at noon by a stroke
of apoplexy; was carried home from 'Change in a dying
state; and had not spoken since. His housekeeper
crouched by his bed-side, silent and awestrnck. His
three sons and his lawyer waited in the drawing-room
below. They all knew that he had not two more hours
to live.

In the meantime the dusk thickened, and the even-
ing stillness grew more and more oppressive. A chariot
rumbled past from time to time, or a newsvender trudged
by, hawking the London Gazette, and proclaiming the
progress of Lord George Sackville's trial. Sometimes
a neighbour’s footboy came to the door with a civil
inquiry; or a little knot of passengers loitered on the
opposite pavement, and glanced up, whisperingly, at
the curtained windows. By-and-by, even these ceased
to come and go. A few oil-lamps were lighted at inter-
vals along the dingy thoroughfare, and the stars and
the watchmen came out together.

“In the name of Heaven,” said Captain Tre-
falden, “let us have lights!” — and rang the drawing-
room bell.

Candles were brought, and the heavy damask cur-
tains were drawn. Captain Trefalden took up the
Gazette; Frederick Trefalden looked at himself in the
glass, arranged the folds of his cravat, yawned, took
snuff, and contemplated the symmetry of his legs; Wil-
liam Trefalden drew his chair to the table, and began
abstractedly turning over the leaves of the last “Idler.”
There were other papers and books on the table as
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well — among them a little volume called *Rasselas,”
from the learned pen of Mr. Samuel Johnson (he was
not yet LL.D.), and the two first volumes of *Tristram
Shandy,” written by that ingenious gentleman, the
Reverend Laurence Sterne. Both works were already
popular, though published only a few months before.

These three brothers were curiously alike, and
curiously unlike. They all resembled their father! they
were all fine men; and they were all good-looking.
Old Jacob was a Cornish man, had been fair and stal-
wart in his youth, and stood five feet eleven without
his shoes. Captain Trefalden was not so fair; Frede-
rick Trefalden was not so tall; William Trefalden was
neither so fair, nor so tall, nor so handsome; and yet
they were all like him, and like each other.

Captain Jacob was the eldest. His father had in-
tended him for his own business; but, somehow or an-
other, he had never took kindly to indigo. He pre-
ferred scarlet — especially scarlet turned up with buff
— and he went into the army. Having led a roving,
irregular youth; sown his wild oats in various congenial
European soils; and fought gallantly at Dettingen,
Fontenoy, Laffeldt, and Minden, he had now, at forty
years of age, committed the unspeakable folly of mar-
rying for neither rank nor money, but only for love.
His father had threatened to disinherit Captain Tre-
falden for this misdeed, and for five months past had
forbidden him the house. His brothers were even more
mdxgnnntthanthexrfather—orhud seemed to be so.
In short, this was the first occasion on which the worthy
officer bad set foot in Basinghall-street for many a long
day; and all three gentlemen were naturally somewhat
constrained and silent.

1*
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Frederick, the second son, was thirty-six; William,
irty. Frederick hated indigo almost as cordially as
his brother Jacob; William had scarcely a thought that
was not dyed in it. Frederick was an airy, idle, cho-
colate-drinking, snuff-taking, card-playing, ridotto-haunt-
ing man of pleasure. William was a cool, methodical,
ambitious man of business. Neither of the three had
ever cared much for the other two. It was not in the
nature of things that much affection should exist be-
tween them. Their temperaments and pursuits were
radically unlike. They had lost their mother while
they were yet boys. They had never had a sister. The
sweet womanly home-links had all been wanting to
bind their hearts together.

And now the brothers were met under their father's
roof, this memorable-third evening in April; and in the
dark chamber overhead, already beyond all help from
human skill, that father lay dying. They were all
thinking the same thoughts in the silence of their hearts,
and in those thoughts there was neither prayer nor sad-
ness. Poor old man! He was immensely rich — he
was pitiably destitute. No one loved him; and he was
worth Half a Million of Money.

Mr. Frederick Trefalden took out his watch, swore
a fashionable oath, and declared that he was famishing.

“Have somewhat to eat, brother Fred,” suggested
the captain; and so rang the bell again, and ordered
refreshments to be taken into the dining-room.

The two younger Trefaldens exchanged glances
and a covert smile. Their elder brother was already
assuming the master, it should seem; Well, well,
Lawyer Beavington is there, and the will has yet to
be read.
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In the meantime Mr. Fred and the captain go down
together; for the latter has ridden up from Hounslow,
and will not object to join his brother in “a snack of
cold meat and a bumper of claret.” Mr. Will, like a
sober citizen, has dined at two o’clock, and only de-
sires that a dish of tea may be sent to him in the
drawing-room.

If anything could be more dismal than that gloomy
drawing-room it was the still gloomier dining-room be-
low. The walls were panelled with dark oak, richly
carved. The. chimney-piece was a ponderous cenotaph
in black and yellow marble. The hangings were of
mulberry-coloured damask. A portrait of the master
of the house, painted forty years before by Sir James
Thornhill, hung over the fireplace. Seen by the feeble
glimmer of a couple of wax lights, there was an air of
sepulchral magnificence about the place which was in-
finitely depressing. The very viands might have re-
minded these gentlemen of funeral-baked meats — above
all, the great veal pasty, which lay in state in the
middle of the board. They were both hungry, however,
and it did nothing of the kind.

The captain took his place at the head of the table,
and plunged his knife gallantly into the heart of the
pasty.

“If thou hast as good a stomach, Fred, as myself,”
said he, growing cordial under the influence of the
good things before him, “I'll warrant thee we'll sack
this fortress handsomely!”

The fine gentleman shrugged his shoulders some-
what contemptuously. -

“1 detest such coarse dishes,” said he, “I dined
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with Sir Harry Fanshawe yesterday at the Hummams.
‘We had a ragout of young chicks, not a week out of
the shell, and some i-la-mode beef that would have
taken thy breath away, brother Jacob.”

“I'd as lieve eat of this pasty as of any ragout in
Christendom,” said the captain.

“Mr. Horace Walpole and Mrs. Clive were at dinner
all the time in the next room,” continued the beau;
“and the drollest part of the story is that Sir Harry
and I adjourned in the evening to Vauxhall, and there,
by Jove! found ourselves supping in the very next box
to Mr. Horace and Mrs. Kitty again!”

“Help yourself to claret, Fred — and pass the
bottle,” said the captain, who, strange to say, saw no
point in the story at all.

“Not bad wine,” observed Mr. Fred, tasting his
claret with the air of a conmoisseur. “The old gen-
tleman hath an excellent cellar.”

“Ay, indeed,” replied the captain, thoughtfully.

“But he never knew how to enjoy his money.”

“Never.”

“To live in a place like this, for instance,” said the
beau, looking round the room. ‘‘Basinghall-street —
faugh! And to keep such a cook; and never to have
set up his chariot! ’'Sdeath, sir, you and I will know
better what to do with the guineas!

“I should think so, brother Fred, I'should think
s0,” replied the captain, with a touch of sadness in his
voice, ‘“'Twas a dull life — poor old gentleman!
Methinks you and I might have helped to make it
gayer.”

y“Curse me, if I know how!” ejaculated Mr. Fred.
“By sticking to the business — by living at home
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— by doing like young Will, yonder,” replied the elder
brother. “That boy hath been a better son than you
or me, brother Fred.”

Mr. Fred looked very grave indeed. “Will hath
an old head on young shoulders,” said he. ‘“Harkee,
Jacob, hast any notion how the old man hath bestowed
his money?”

“No more than this glass of claret,” replied the
captain.

They were both silent. A footstep went by in the
hall. They listened; they looked at each other; they
filled their glasses again. The same thought was upper-
most in the mind of each.

“The fairest thing, Fred,” said the honest captain,
“would be, if 'twere left to us, share and share alike.”

“Share and share alike!” echoed Mr. Fred, with a
sounding oath. “Nay; the old man was too proud of
his fortune to do that, brother Jacob. My own notion
of this matter is — hush! Anyone listening?”

Captain Trefalden rose, glanced into the hall, closed
the door, and resumed his seat.

“Not a soul. Well?”

“Well, my own notion is, that we younger sons
shall have a matter of sixty or eighty thousand a
piece; while you, as the head of the family, will take
'he b ”

“It may be, Fred,” mused the captain, complacently.

“And that bulk,” continued Mr. Fred, “will be
some three hundred and forty thousand pounds.”

“X shall have to ask thee, Fred, how to spend it,”
said the captain, smiling.

“Then thou shalt spend it like a prince. Thou
shalt buy an estats in Kent, and a town-house in
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Soho ; thou shalt have horses, chariots, lacqueys, liveries,
wines, a pack of hounds, a box at the Italian Opera—"

“Of which I don’t understand a word,” interrupted
the captain.

“A French cook, a private chaplain, a black foot-
boy, a suite of diamonds for thy wife, and for thyself
the prettiest mistress —"

“Hold, Fred,” interposed the captain again. “None
of the last, I beseech thee. My days of gallantry are
over.”

“But, my dear brother, no man of quality —"

“T'm not a man of quality,” said the other. “I'm
a simple soldier, and the son of a plain city merchant.”

“Well, then, no man of parts and fortune —"

“The fortune’s not mine yet, Fred,” said the cap-
tain, dryly. “And as for my parts, why I think the
less said of them the better. I'm no scholar, and that
thou knowest as well as myself. Hark! some one taps.
Come in.”

The door opened, and a bronzed upright man, with
something of a military bearing, came in. He held his
hat and cane in his hand, and saluted the brothers
courteously. It was Sir John Pringle.

“Gentlemen,” he said, gravely, “I grieve to be the
bearer of sad tidings.”

The brothers rose in silence. Captain Trefalden
changed colour.

“Is he — is my father dead?” he faltered.

The physician bent his head.

Captain Trefalden turned his face away, Frederick
Trefalden took out his handkerchief, and ostentatiously
wiped away a tear — which was not there.

“Dr. Ward is gone,” said Sir John, after a brief
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pause. “He desired his respects and condolences. Gen-
tlemen, I wish you a good evening.”

“You will take a glass of claret, Sir John?" said
Mr. Fred, pressing forward to the table. But almost
before he could say the words, the physician had waved
a civil negative, and was gone. Mr. Fred shrugged
his shoulders, filled the glass all the same, and emptied it.

“Zounds, brother,” said he, “’tis of no use to be
melancholy. Remember thou'rt now the head of the
family. Let us go up-stairs, and read the will.”

In the mean time, William Trefalden, like a me-
thodical young man of business, had been up to his
father’s room to find his father’s keys, and down to
the counting-house to fetch his father's deed-box out
from the iron-safe. When Mr. Fred and the Captain
came into the room, they found Lawyer Beavington
with his spectacles on, and the box before him.

“Gentlemen,” he said, with calm importance, “be
pleased to sit.”

So the brothers drew their chairs to the table, and
sat down; all silent; all somewhat agitated.

The man of law unlocked the box.

It was full of papers, leases, transfers, debentures,
agreements, bills of exchange, and so forth. These had
all to be taken out, opened, and laid aside before the
will turned up. That important document lay at the
very bottom, like hope at the bottom of Pandora’s casket.

“'Tis not a long will,” observed Mr. Beavington,
with a preparatory cough.

As he unfolded it, a slip of paper fell out.

“A memorandum, apparently, in your excellent
father’s own hand,” said he, glancing through it. “Hm
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— bha — refers to the amount of his fortune. Have
you, gentlemen, framed any ideas of the extent of the
property?”

‘“'Twas thought my father owned half a million of
money,” replied Mr. Fred, eagerly.

“More than that,” said the youngest son, with a
shake of the head.

“You are right, sir, The memorandum runs thus:
‘Upon a rough caloulation, I believe I may estimate my
present estate at about five hundred and twenty-five thou-
sand pounds. (Dated) January the first, Anno Domins
seventeon hundred and sizty. Jacob Trefalden.’ A goodly
fortune, gentlemen — a goodly fortune!”

The three brothers drew a deep breath of satisfaction.

“Five hundred and twenty-five thousand pounds!”
repeated the Captain. ‘“Prythee, Mr. Beavington, pro-
ceed to the will.”

The lawyer folded up the memorandum very slowly,
drew the candles nearer, wiped his spectacles, and began.

“‘In the name of Gop, AMEN. I JocoB TREFALDEN
born in the town of Redruth in the County of Corn-
wall and now a citizen of London, Merchant (a Widower)
being at present in good health of Body, and of sound
and disposing Mind and Memory, for which I bless
Gop, Do this eleventh day of January one thousand
seven hundred and sixty make and ordain this my last
Will and Testament in manner and form following
(that it is to say) Imprmmis I DESIRE to be interred in
my Family Vault by the side of my lately deceased
wife and with as little Pomp and ceremony as maybe.
Irem I give to such of my Executors hereinafter named
as shall act under this my Will Five Hundred pounds
Sterling each to be paid to or retained by them within
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six Calendar Months after my decease. I give to my
three sons Jacob, Frederick and William Five Thou-
sand pounds Sterling each. I give —'”

“Stay! five thou — please to read that again, Mr.
Beavington,” interrupted Captain Trefalden.

“Five Thousand pounds Sterling each,” repeated
the lawyer. “The amount is quite plain. But have
patience, gentlemen. We are but at the preliminaries.
This five thousand each hath, doubtless, some special
purpose. The main business is to come.”

“Very possibly — very possibly, Mr. Beavington,”
replied the Captain. “I am all attention.”

“‘IreM I arve to my Cashier Edward Prescott
Five Hundred pounds Sterling. I arve to my other
clerks One Hundred pounds Sterling each. Axp I aive
to my Household Servants Two Hundred pounds Ster-
ling, to be divided among them in equal shares. All
which last mentioned legacies I direct shall be paid
within three Calendar Months next after my decease.
I aive to the Minister for the time being of Redruth
aforesaid and to the Minister for the time being of the
Parish in which I shall happen to reside immediately
previous to my decease One Hundred pounds Sterling
each to be paid to them within One Calendar Month
after that event shall happen and be by them forthwith
distributed in such manner and proportion as they shall
think proper among the poor Widows belonging to
their Parishes respectively. ITem, I do hereby direct
and appoint that my Executors shall as soon as pos-
sible after my decease set apart out of my Property
which consists entirely of Personal Estate, and is chiefly
invested in the Government Stocks and Funds of this
Kingdom, so much of my Funded property as shall be
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equal in value to the sum of Five Hundred Thousand
pounds Sterling —'”

“Ha! now for it!” exclaimed Mr. Fred, breath-
lessly.

“¢— the sum of Five Hundred Thousand pounds
Sterling,'” continued the lawyer, “‘which I give to
the Lord Mayor and Aldermen of the City of London
for the time being and their successors for ever Ix
TRUST for the purposes hereinafter expressed, and I
desire that as to this Gift they shall be called “*TrE-
rALDEN'S TRUSTEES,”” and that the amount of my
Funded Property so to be set apart shall immediately
afterwards be transferred to them accordingly.’”

The lawyer paused to clear his glasses. The
brothers looked blankly in each other's faces.

“Good God! Mr. Beavington,” gasped Captain Tre-
falden, “what does this mean?”

“On my word, sir, I have no more notion than
yourself,” replied the lawyer. ‘“The will is none of
my making.”

“Who drew it up?” asked Mr. Will, peremptorily.

“Not I, sir. Your father hath gone to some
stranger for this business. But perchance when we
know more —"’

“Enough, sir, go on,” said Mr. Fred and Mr. Will
together.

The lawyer continued:

“‘Anp I hereby declare my Will to be that my
said Trustees shall receive the annual Income of the
said Trust Fund, and lay out and invest such Income
in their names in the Purchase of Government Se-
curities, and repeat such receipts and Investments from
time to time in the nature of Compound Interest during
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the space of One Hundred years from the date of my
decease, and that sach accumulations shall continue
and be increased until the same, with the original
Trust Fund, shall amount to, and become in the ag-
gregate, one entire clear principal sum of Nmve M-
LION POUNDS Sterling and upwards, ANp I DESRE that
the same entire clear Principal Sum shall thenceforth
be, or be considered as, divided into two equal parts,
Axp I aive One equal half part thereof unto the direct
Heir Male of the Eldest S8on of my Eldest Son, in
total exclusion of the younger Branches of my Family
and their descendants. AND as to the other equal half
part of the said entire Principal Sum, I pmecr my
said Trustees to apply and dispose of the same in man-
ner following (that is to say) v the first place, in pur
chasing within the liberties of the City of London a
plot of Freehold Ground of sufficient magnitude, and
erecting thereon, under the superintendence of some
eminent Architect, a Handsome and Substantial Build-
ing, with all suitable Offices, to be called *“Tar Lon-
poN TREFALDEN BENEVOLENT INSTITUTION.””

“¢And in the next place, in affording pecuniary aid
as well permanent as temporary to decayed Tradesmen,
Mercantile Men, Ship Brokers, Stock Brokers, Poor
Clergymen, and Members of the Legal and Medical
Professions, and the Widows and Orphans of each of
those Classes respectively, and, if thought fit, to ad:
vance Loans without Interest to honest but unfortunate
Bankrupts. With full power to receive into the Insti-
tation a limited number of poor and deserving Persons
being Widows and Orphans of Citizens of London, and
to maintain, clothe, and educate them so long as the
Trustees shall think proper.
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“¢AND in order that such Institution may be pro-
perly established and may be managed and supported
in a satisfactory manner, I request my said Trustees
to prepare a scheme for the permanent Establishment
and support thereof, and to submit the same to the
Master of the Rolls for his approval. Provipep ArL-
wAYs that in case there shall be no such Male Heir in
the direct line from the Eldest Son of my Eldest Son,
Then I direct my said Trustees to apply the first men-
tioned half of the said entire principal sum in founding
lesser Institutions of a similar kind to the above in
Manchester, Liverpool, Bristol and Birmingham for the
benefit of the several classes of persons above enu-
merated and all which Institutions it is my Will shall
be governed by the same Laws and Regulations as the
original Institution or as near thereto as circumstance
will permit. IteM I Give all the rest and residue of
my Funded Property, Ready Money and Securities for
Money, Merchandise, Debts, Pictures, Plate, Furniture,
and all other my Property not otherwise disposed of
by this my Will (but subject to the payment of my
Debts, Legacies, Funeral and Testamentary expenses)
UNrto my said three Sons in equal shares, and in case
any dispute shall arise between as to the division
thereof the matter shall be referred to my Executors
whose decision shall be final. LastLy I APPOINT my
friends Richard Morton, Erasmus Brooke, Daniel
Shuttleworth, and Arthur Mackenzie all of London,
General Merchants, to be the Executors of this my Will.
‘IN wrrness whereof I the said Jacob Trefalden have
hereunto set my hand and seal the day and year first
above written.

“‘Jacos TREFALDEN.
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‘‘Bigned sealed published and declared by the
above named Jacob Trefalden as and for his last Will
and Testament in the presence of us who at his request
and in his presence have subscribed our Names as Wit-
nesses thereunto.

“ ‘Bigned. “ ‘NATHANIEL MURRAY.
“*ArpxanpEr Lroyp.'”

Mr. Beavington laid down the will, and took off
his glasses. The brothers sat staring at him, like men
of stone. William Trefalden was the first to speak.

“I shall dispute this will,” he said, looking very
pale, but speaking in a firm, low tone. “It is illegal.”

“It is a d—d, unnatural, infamous swindle,” stam-
mered Mr. Fred, starting from his seat, and shaking
his clenched fist at the open document. “If I had
known what a cursed old fool —"

“Hush, sir, hush, I entreat,” interposed the lawyer.
“Let us respect the dead.”

‘“Zounds! Mr. Beavington, we'll respect the dead,”
said Captain Trefalden, bringing his hand down heavily
upon the table; “but I'll be hanged if we'll respect the
deed! If it costs me every penny of the paltry five
thousand, I'll fight this matter out, and have justice.”

*‘Patience, brother Jacob — patience, brother Fred,”
said the youngest Trefalden. “I tell you both, the
will is illegal.”

‘ How 8o, sir?” asked the lawyer, briskly. “ How so?”

“By the Mortmain Act passed but a few years
m —_—

“In seventeen hundred and thirty-six, statute nine
of his .present Majesty King George the Second,” inter-
posed Mr. Beavington.
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“— which permits no money or land to be given
in tr,t,xst for the benefit of any charitable uses what-
ever.

The lawyer nodded approvingly.

“Very true, very true — very well remembered,
Mr. Will,” he said, rubbing his hands; “but you forget
one thing.” )

“What do I forget?”

“That ‘a citizen of London may, by the custom of
London, devise Land situate in London in Mortmain;
but he cannot devise Land out of the city in Mort-
main,’ and for that quotation I can give you chapter
and verse, Mr. Will.”

Mr. Will put his hand to his head with a smothered
groan.

“Then by Heavens!” said he, h'emulously, “tig
all over.”

It was all over, indeed. Mr. Fred had spoken
truly of the pride which Jacob Trefalden took in his
fortune. Great as it was, he resolved to build it yet
higher, and sink its foundations yet more broadly and
deeply. To leave a colossal inherjtance to an unborn
beir, and to found a charity whigna should perpetuate
his name through all time, weré the two projects
nearest and dearest to that old man's heart. He had
brooded over them, matured them, exulted in them
secretly, for many a past year. The marriage of Cap-
tain Trefalden in November, 1759, only hastened
matters, and legalised a foregone conclusion. Well
was it for Jacob Trefalden’s sons that his fortune
amounted to that odd twenty-five thousand pounds.
The Half Million had slipped through their ﬁngers,
and was lost to them for ever.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Passing of a Hundred Years.

WaEN the princess in the fairy tale went to sleep
for a hundred years, everything else in that enchanted
palace went to sleep at the same time. The natural
course of things was suspended. Not a hair whitened
on any head within those walls. Not a spider spun
its web over the pictures; not a worm found its way to
the books. The very Burgundy in the cellar grew
none the riper for the century that it had lain there.
Nothing decayed, in short, and nothing improved. Very
different was it with this progressive England of ours
during the hundred years that went by between the
spring-time of 1760 and that of 1860, one hundred
years after. None went to sleep in it. Nothing stood
still. All was life, ferment, endeavour. That en-
deavour, ft is true, may not always have been best
directed. Some cobwebs were spun; some worms were
at work; some mistakes were committed; but, at all
events, there was no stagnation. En revanche, if, when
we remember some of those errors, we cannot help a
blush, our hearts beat when we think of the works of
love and charity, ths triumphs of science, the heroes
and victories which that century brought forth. We
lost America, it is true; but we conquered India, we an-
nexed the Canadas, and we colonised New Zealand and
Australia. 'We fought the French on almost every sea
and shore upon the map, except, thank God! our own.
‘We abolished slavery in our colonies. We established
the liberty of the press. We lit our great city from
end to end with a light only second to that of day.
‘We invented the steam-engine and the electric telegraph.
We learned to decipher those records which have been

Belf a Million of Money. l. 2
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laid up during countless ages in the heart of the ever-
lasting rocks. We discovered an unsuspected science in
the very speech we use. We originated a system of
coaching at twelve miles the hour, which was unrivalled
in Europe; and we superseded it by casting a network
of iron roads all over the face of the country, along
which the traveller has been known to fly at the rate
of a mile a minute. Truly a marvellous century! per-
haps the most marvellous which the world has ever
known, since that from which all our years are dated!

And during the whole of this time, the Trefalden
legacy was fattening at interest, assuming overgrown
proportions, doubling, trebling, quadrupling itself over
and over and over again.

Not so the Trefalden family. They had increased
and multiplied but scantily, according to the average
of human kind; and had had but little opportunity of
fattening, in so far as that term may be applied to the
riches of the earth. One branch of it-had become ex-
tinct. Of the other two branches only three represen-
tatives remained. We must pause to comsider how
these things came to pass, but only for a few moments;
for of all the trees that have ever been cultivated by
man, the genealogical tree is the driest. It is one, we
may be sare, that had no place in the garden of Eden.
Its root is in the grave; its produce mere Dead Sea
fruit — apples of dust and ashes.

The extinct branch of the Trefaldens was that
which began and ended in Mr. Fred. That ornament
to society met his death in a tavern row about eighteen
months after the reading of the will. He had in the
meanwhile spent the whole of his five thousand pounds,
ruined his tailor, and brought an honest eating-house
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keeper to the verge of bankruptcy. He also died in
debt to the amount of seven thousand pounds; so that,
as Mr. Horace Walpole was heard to say, he at least
went out of the world with credit.

" William, the youngest of the brothers, after a cau-
tious examination of his prospects from every point of
view, decided to carry on at least a part of the busi-
ness. To this end, he entered into partnership with
his late father’s managing clerk, an invaluable person,
who had been in old Jacob’s confidence for more than
thirty years, and, now that his employer was dead,
was thought to know more about indigo than any other
man in London. He had also a snug sum in the
Funds, and an only daughter, who kept house for him
at Islington. When Mr. Will had ascertained the pre-
cise value of this young lady’s attractions, he proposed
a second partnership, was accepted, and married her.
The fruit of this marriage was a son named Charles,
born in 1770, who became in time his father’s partner
and successor, and in whose hands the old Trefalden
house flourished bravely. This Charles, marrying late
in life, took to wife the second daughter of a rich East
India Director, with twelve thousand pounds for her
fortane. She brought him four sons, the eldest of
whom, Edward, born in 1815, was destined to indigo
from his cradle. The second and third died in child-
bood, and the youngest, named William, after his
grandfather, was born in 1822, and educated for the
law.

The father of these young men died suddenly in
1844, just as old Jacob Trefalden had died more than
eighty years before. He was succeeded in Basinghall-
street by his eldest son. The new principal was, how-

. 2%



20 * 'HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

ever, a stout, apathetic bachelor of self-indulgent habits,
languid circulation, and indolent physique — a mere
Roi Fainéant, without a Martel to guide him. He
reigned only six years, and died of a flow of turtle
soup to the head, in 1850, leaving his affairs hope-
lessly involved, and his books a mere collection of Si-
bylline leaves which no accountant in London was
Augur enough to decipher. With him expired the
mercantile house of Trefalden; and his brother, the
lawyer, now became the only remaining representative
of the youngest branch of the family.

For the elder branch we must go back again to
1760.

Honest Captain Jacob, upon whom had now de-
volved the responsibility of perpetuating the Trefalden
name, took his five thousand pounds with a sigh;
wisely relinquished all thought of disputing the will;
sold his commission; emigrated to a remote corner of
Switzerland; bought land, and herds, and a quaint
little mediseval chateau surmounted by a whole forest
of turrets, gable-ends, and fantastic weather-cocks; and
embraced the patriarchal life of his adopted country.
Switzerland was at that time the most peaceful, the
best governed, and the least expensive spot in Europe.
Captain Jacob, with his five thousand pounds, was a
millionairs in the Canton Grisons. He was entitled to a
seat in the Diet, if he chose to take it; and a vote if he
chose to utter it; and he interchanged solemn half-yearly
civilities with the stiffest old Republican aristocrats in
Chur and Thusis. But it was not for these advantages
that he valued his position in that primitive place. He
loved ease, and liberty, and the open air. He loved the
simple, pastoral, homely life of the people. He loved
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to be rich enough to help his poorer neighbours — to
be able to give the pastor a new cassock, or the church
a new font, or the young riflemen of the district a -
silver watch to shoot for, when the annual Schiitzen
Fest came round. He could not have done all this in -
England, heavily taxed and burthened as England then
was, upon two hundred and fifty pounds a year. So
the good soldier framed his commission, hung up his
sword to rust over the dining-room chimney-piece, and
planted and drained , sowed and reaped, shot an occa-
sional chamois, and settled down for life as a Swiss
country gentleman. Living thus, with the wife of his
choice, and enjoying the society of a few kindly neigh-
bours, he became the happy father of a son and two
daughters, between whom, at his death, he divided his
little fortune, share and share alike, according to his
own simple notions of justice and love. The daughters
married and settled far away, the one in Italy, the
other on the borders of Germany. The son, who was
called Henry, and born in 1762, inherited his third of
the patrimony, became a farmer, and married at twenty
years of age. He was necessarily a much poorer man
than his father. Two thirds of the best land had been
sold to pay off his sisters’ shares in the property; but
he kept the old chiteau (though he dwelt in only a
corner of it), and was none the less respected by his
neighbours. Here he lived frugally and industriously,
often driving his own plough, and branding his own
sheep; and here he brought up his two sons, Saxon
and Martin, the first of whom was born in 1783, and
the second in 1786. They were all the family he
reared. Other children were born to him from time to
time, and played about his hearth, and gladdened the
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half-deserted little chéiteau with their baby laughter;
but they all died in earliest infancy, and the violets
grew thickly over their little graves in the churchyard
on the hill

Now Henry Trefalden knew right well that one of
these boys, or a descendant of one of these boys, must
inherit the great legacy by-and-by. He knew, too,
that it was his duty to fit them for that gigantic trust
a8 well as his poor means would allow, and he devoted
himself to the task with a love and courage that never
wearied. To make them honest, moderate, charitable,
and self-denying; to teach them (theoretically) the true
uses of wealth; to instruct them thoroughly in the his-
tory and laws of England; to bring them up, if pos-
sible, with English sympathies; to keep their English
accent pure; to train them in the fear of God, the
love of knowledge, and the desire of excellence — this
was Henry Trefalden’s lifelong task, and he fulfilled
it nobly.

His boys throve alike in body and in mind. They
were both fine fellows; brave, simple, and true. Neither
of them would have told a lie to save his life. Saxon
was fair, as a Saxon should be. Martin was dark-
eyed and olive-skinned like his mother. Saxon was
the more active and athletic; Martin the more studious.
As they grew older, Saxon became an expert moun-
taineer, rifle-shot, and chamois-hunter; Martin declared
his wish to enter the Lutheran church. 8o the elder
brother stayed at home, ploughing and planting, sow-
ing and reaping, shooting and fishing, like his father
and grandfather before him; and the younger trudged
away one morning with his Alpen-stock in his hand,
and his wallet on his back, bound for Geneva.
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Time went on. Henry Trefalden died; young
Saxon became the head of the family; and Martin
returned from the University to accept a curacy distant
about eight miles from home. By-and-by, she good old
priest, who had been the boys’ schoolmaster long years
before, also passed away ; and Martin became pastor in his
native place. The brothers now lived with their mother
in the dilapidated chateau, fulfilling each his little
round of duties, and desiring nothing beyond them.
They were very happy. That quiet valley was their
world. Those Alps bounded all their desires. They
knew there was a great legacy accumulating in Eng-
land, which might fall to Saxon’s share some day, if
he lived long enough; but the time was so far distant,
and the whole story seemed so dim and fabulous, that
unless to laugh over it together in the evening, when
they sat smoking their long pipes side by side under
the trellised vines, the brothers never thought or spoke
of the wealth which might yet be theirs. Thus more
time went on, and old Madame Trefalden died, and
the bachelor brothers were left alone in the little grey
chiteau. It was now 1830. In thirty more years the
great legacy would fall due, and which of them might
then be living to inherit it? Saxon was already a
florid bald-headed mountaineer of forty-seven; Martin,
a grey-haired priest of forty-four. 'What was to be
done?

Sitting by their own warm hearth one bleak winter’s
evening, the two old bachelors took these questions
into grave consideration. On the table between them
lay a faded parchment copy of the alderman’s last will
and testament. It was once the property of worthy
Captain Jacob, and had remained in the family ever
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since. They had brought this out to aid their delibe-
rations, and had read it through carefully, from begin-
ning to end — without, perhaps, being very much the
wiser.

“It would surely go to thee, Martin, if I died first,”
said the elder brother.

“Thou'lt not die first,” replied the younger, con-
fidently. “Thou'rt as young, Sax, as thou wert twenty
years ago.”

“But in the course of nature —"

“In the course of nature the stronger stuff outlasts
the weaker. See how much heartier you are than myself?”

Saxon Trefalden shook his head.

“That's not the question,” said he. “The real
point is, would the money fall to thee? I think it
would. It says here, ‘sn total exolusion of the younger
branches of my family and thesr descendants’ Mark
that — ‘the younger branches,” Martin. Thou'rt not
a younger branch. Thou'rt of the elder branch.”

“Ay, brother, but what runs before? Go back a
line, and thou'lt see it says ‘Zo ths direct hesr male of
the eldest son of my eldest son.’ Now, thou'rt the eldest
son of the eldest son, and I am not thy direct male
heir. I am only thy younger brother.”

“That's true,” replied Saxon. “It seems to read
both ways.”

“All law matters seem to read both ways, Sax,”
said the priest; “and are intended to read both ways,
'tis my belief, for the confusion of the world. But
why puzzle ourselves about the will at all? We can
only understand the plain fact that thou art the direct
heir, and that the fortune must be thine, thirty years
hence, if thou'rt alive to claim it.”
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Saxon shrugged his broad shoulders, and lit his
pipe with a fragment of blazing pine wood picked from
the fire.

“Pish! at seventy-seven years of age, ¢f I am
alive!” he exclaimed. “Of what good would it be
to me?”

Martin made no reply, and they were both silent
for several minutes. Then the pastor stole a furtive
glance at his brother, coughed, stared steadily at the
fire, and said,

“There is but one course for it, Sax. Thou must

“Marry!” echoed the stout farmer, all aghast.

The pastor nodded.

“Marry? At my time of life? At forty-sev—
No, thank you, brother. Not if I know it.”

“Our poor father always desired it,” said Martin.

Saxon took no notice.

‘““And it is in some sense thy duty to provide an
heir to this fortane which —"

“The fortune be —. I beg thy pardon, Martin;
but what can it matter to thee or me what becomes of
the fortune after we are both dead and gone? It would
go to found charities, and do goed somehow and some-
where. - "T'would be in better hands than mine, I'll

“I am not so sure of that,” replied the pastor.
“Public charities do not always do as much good as
private ones. Besides, I should like to think that a
portion of that great sum might be devoted hereafter
to the benefit of our poor brethren in Switzerland. 1
should like to think that by-and-by there might be a
good road made between Tamins and Flims; and that
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the poor herdsmen at Altfelden might have a chapel of
their own, instead of toiling hither eight long miles
every Sabbath: and that a bridge might be built over
the Hinter Rhine down by Ortenstein, where poor
Riitli’s children were drowned last winter when crossing
by the ferry.”

Saxon smoked on in silence.

“All this might be done, and more,” added the
pastor, “if thou wouldst marry, and bring up a son to
inherit the fortune.”

“Humph!” ejaculated the farmer, looking very

im.

‘“Besides,” said Martin, timidly, ‘‘we want a woman
in the house.”

“What for?” growled Saxon.

“To keep us tidy and civilised,” replied the pastor.
“Things were very different, S8ax, when our dear mother
was with us. The house does not look like the same
place.”

“There'’s old Lotsch,” muttered Saxon. *“He does
as well as any woman. He cooks, makes bread —”

“Cooks?” remonstrated the younger brother. *Why,
the kid to-day was nearly raw, and the mutton yester-
day was baked to a cinder.”

The honest farmer stroked his beard, and sighed.
He could not contradict that stubborn statement. Mar-
tin saw his advantage, and followed it up.

“There is but one remedy,” he said, “and that a
plain one. As I told thee before, Sax, thou must
marry. 'Tis thy duty.”

“Whom can I marry?” faltered Saxon, dolefully.

“Well, I've thought of that, too,” rejoined the
pastor, in an encouraging tone. “There's the eldest
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daughter of our neighbour Clauss. She is a good,
prudent, housewifely maiden, and would suit thee
exactly.”

The elder brother made a wry face.

“She’s thirty-five, if she’s an hour,” said he, “and
no beauty.”

“Brother Saxen,” replied the pastor, “I am ashamed
of thee. What does a sensible man of seven-and-forty
want of youth and beauty in a wife? Besides, Marie
Clauss is only thirty-two. I made particular inquiry
about her age this morning.”

“Why not marry her yourself, Martin?” said the
farmer. “I'm sure that would do quite as well.”

“My dear Saxon, only look again at the will, and
observe that it is the direct heir male of the eldest son
of the eldest son —"

Saxon Trefalden pitched his pipe into the fire, and
sprang to his feet with an exclamation that sounded
very like an oath.

‘“Enough, brother, enough!” he interrupted. “Say
no more — put the will away — I'll go down to the

to-morrow, and ask her.”

And so Saxon Trefalden put on his Sunday coat
_the following morning, and went forth like a lamb to
the sacrifice.

“Perhaps she’ll refuse me,” thought he, as he
knocked at Farmer Clauss's door, and caught a glimpse
of the fair Marie at an upper casement.

But that inexorable virgin did nothing of the kind.

She married him.

There were no ill-cooked dinners after that happy
event had taken place. The old house became a marvel
of cleanliness, and the bride proved herself a very
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Phoenix of prudence and housewifery. She reformed
everything — including the hapless brothers them-
selves. She banished their pipes, condemned old Carlo
to his kennel, made stringent by-laws on the subject of
boots, changed the hour of every meal, and, in short,
made them both miserable. Worst of all, she was
childless. This was their bitterest disappointment.
They had given up their pipes, their peace, and their
liberty, for nothing. - Poor Martin always looked very
guilty if any allusion happened to be made to this
subject.

Matters. went on thus for seven years, and then, to
the amazement of the village, and the delight of the
brothers, Madame Marie made her husband the happy
father of a fine boy. Such a glorious baby was never
seen! He had fair hair and blue eyes, and his father's
nose; and they christened him Saxon; and the bells
were rung; and the heir to the great fortune was born
at last!

CHAPTER IL
Anno Domini 1860.

Two persons sat together in a first-floor room over-
looking Chancery Lane. The afternoon sky was grey,
and cold, and dull; and the room was greyer, colder,
duller than the sky. Everything about the place
looked sordid and neglected. The rain-channelled
smoke of years had crusted on the windows. The
deed-boxes on the shelves behind the door, the shabby
books in the book-case opposite the fireplace, the
yellow map that hung over the mantel-piece, the tape-



ANRO DOMINI 1860. 29

tied papers on the table, were all thickly-coated with
white dust. There was nothing fresh or bright within
those four walls, except a huge green safe with
panelled iron doors and glittering scutcheons, fixed into
a recess beside the fire-place. There were only two
old-fashioned, horse-hair covered chairs in the room.
There was not even a carpet on the floor. A more
comfortless place could scarcely be conceived beyond
the walls of a prison; and yet, perhaps, it was not
more comfortless than such places generally are.

It was the private room of William Trefalden,
Esquire, attorney at law, and it opened out from the
still drearier office in which his clerks were at work.
There was a clock in each room, and an almanack on
each mantelshelf. The hands of both clocks pointed
to half-past four, and the almanacks both proclaimed
that it was the second day of March, A.p. eighteen
hundred and sixty.

The two persons sitting together in the inner cham-
ber were the lawyer and one of his clients. Placed
as he was with his back to the window and his face
partly shaded by his hand, Mr. Trefalden’s features
were scarcely distinguishable in the gathering gloom
of the afternoon. His client — a stout, pale man,
with a forest of iron-grey hair about his massive
temples sat opposite, with the light full upon his face,
and his hands crossed on the knob of his umbrella.

“I have come to talk to you, Mr. Trefalden,” said
he, “about that Castletowers mortgage.”

“The Castletowers mortgage?” repeated Mr. Tre-
falden.

“Yes — I think I could do better with my money.”
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The lawyer shifted round a little farther from the
light, and drew his hand a little lower over his eyes.

“What better do you think you could do with
your money, Mr. Behrens?” he said, after a moment’s
pause. “It is an excellent investment. The Castle-
towers estate is burthened with no other incumberance;
and what can you desire better than five per cent.
secured on landed property?”

“I bave nothing to say against it, as an invest-
ment,” replied the client; “but — I prefer something
else.”

Mr. Trefalden looked up with a keen, enquiring
glance. .

“You are too wise a man, I am sure, Mr. Behrens,”
said he, “to let yourself be tempted by any unsafe
rate of interest.”

The client smiled grimly.

“You are too wise a man, I should hope, Mr. Tre-
falden,” rejoined he, ‘“to suspect Oliver Behrens of
any such folly? No, the fact is that five per cent is
no longer of such importance to me as it was seven
years ago, and I have a mind to lay out that twenty-
five thousand upon land.”

“Upon land?” echoed the lawyer. ‘‘My dear sir,
it would scarcely bring you three and a half per cent.”

“I know that,” replied the client. “I can afford it.”

There was another brief silence.

“You will not give notice, I suppose,” said Mr.
Trefalden, quietly, “till you have seen something
which you think likely to suit you.”

“I have seen something already,” replied Mr.
Behrens.

“Indm?”
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“Yes; in Worcestershire — one hundred and thirty
miles from London.”

“Is that not somewhat far for a man of business,
Mr. Behrens?”

“No, I have my box in Surrey, you know, ad-
joining the Castletowers grounds.” .

“True. Have you taken any steps towards this
purchase.”

“I have given your address to the lawyers in
whose care the papers are left, and have desired them
to communicate with you upon the subject. I trust to
you to see that the title is all as it should be.”

Mr. Trefalden slightly bent his head.

“I will give you my best advice upon it,” he
replied. “In the meantime, I presume, you would wish
to give notice of your desire to call in your money.”

“Precisely what I came here to do.”

Mr. Trefalden took up a pen, and an oblong slip
of paper.

“You will allow twelve months, of course?” said
he interrogatively.

“Certainly not. Why should I? Only six are
stipulated for in the deed.”

“Trae; but courtesy ——”

“Tush! this is a matter of law, not courtesy,”
interrupted the client.

“8till, I fear it would prove a serious inconveni-
ence to Lord Castletowers,” remonstrated the lawyer.
“Twenty-five thousand pounds is a large sum.”

“Lord Castletowers's convenience is nothing to me,”
replied the other, abruptly. “I'm a man of the people,
Mr. Trefalden. I have no respect for coronets.”

“Very possible, Mr. Behrens,” said Trefalden, in
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the same subdued tone; “but you may remember that
your interest has been paid with scrupulous regularity,
and that it is a very hard matter for a poor nobleman
— Lord Castletowers ¢s poor — to find so heavy a
sum as twenty-five thousand pounds at only six months’
notice.”

“He did not think it too short when he gave me
the bond,” said Mr. Behrens.

“He wanted money,” replied Mr. Trefalden, with
a scarcely perceptible shrug of the shoulders.

“Well, and now 7 want it. Come, come, Mr. Tre-
falden, Lord Castletowers is your client, and no doubt
you would like to oblige him; but I am your client
too — and a better one than he is, I'll be bound!”

“I trust, Mr. Behrens, that I should never seek to
oblige one client at the expense of another,” said the
lawyer, stiffly. “If you think that I would, you wrong
me greatly.”

“I think, sir, that, like most other folks, you have
more respect for a lord than a woolstapler,” answered
the man of the people, with a hard smile; “but I don’t
blame you for it. You're a professional man, and all
professional men have those prejudices.”

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Trefalden. “I have
none. I am the son of a merchant, and my family
have all been merchants for generations. But this is
idle. Let us proceed with our business. I am to take
your instructions, Mr. Behrens, to serve Lord Castle-
towers with a notice of your determination to foreclose
the mortgage in six months’ time, if your mortgage
money is not repaid?”

Mr. Behrens nodded, and the lawyer made a note
of the matter.

u



ANNO DOMINI 1860. 33

“I am also to understand that should Lord Castle-
towers request a further delay of six months, you
would not be disposed to grant it?”

‘Certainly not.”

Mr. Trefalden laid his pen aside.

“If he can’t find the money,” said the woolstapler,
“let him sell the old place. I'll buy it.”

“Shall I tell his lordship so?” asked Mr. Trefalden,
with a slight touch of sarcasm in his voice.

“If you like. But it won't come to that, Mr. Tre-
falden. You're a rich man — aha! you needn’t shake
your head — you're a rich man, and you'll lend him
the money.”

“Indeed you are quite mistaken, Mr. Behrens,”
replied the lawyer, rising. “I am a very poor man.”

“Ay, you say so, of course; but I know what the
world thinks of your poverty, Mr. Trefalden. Well,
good morning. You're looking pale, sir. You work
too hard, and think too much. That's the way with
you clever saving men. You should take care of
yourself.”

“Pshaw! how can a bachelor take care of himself?"
asked Mr. Trefalden, with a faint smile.

“True; you should look out for an heiress.”

The lawyer shook his head.

“No, no,” said he, “I prefer my liberty. Good
morning.”

“Good morning.”,

Mr. Trefalden ushered his client through the office,
listened for a moment to his heavy footfall going down
the stairs, hastened back to his private room, and shut
the door.

Half a Million of Money. I. 3
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“Good God!” exclaimed he, in a low agitated tone,
“what's to be done now? This is ruin — ruin!”

He took three or four restless turns about the room,
then flung himself mto his chair, and buried his face
in his hands.

“He might well say that I looked pale,” muttered
he. “I felt pale. It came upon me like a thunder-
stroke. I a rich man, indeed! I with twenty-five
thousand pounds at command! Merciful powers! what
can I do? To whom can I turn for it? What security
have I to give? Only six months’ notice, too. I am
lost! I am lost!”

He rose, and went to the great safe beside the fire-
place. His hand trembled so that he could scarcely fit
the key to the lock. He threw back one of the heavy
iron-panelled doors, and brought out a folded parchment,
with the words “Deed of MORTGAGE between Gervase Leo-
pold Wynnecliffe, Earl of Castletowers, and Oliver Behrens,
Esq., of Bread Street, London,” written upon the outer
side. Opening this document upon the desk, he resumed
his seat, and read it carefully through from beginning
to end. As he did so, the trouble deepened and
deepened on his face, and his cheek grew still more
deathly. 'When he came to the signature at the end,
he pushed it from him with a bitter sigh.

“Not a flaw in it!” he groaned. ‘‘No pretext for
putting off the evil day for even a week beyond the
time! What a fool I was to think I could ever replace
it! And yet what could I do? I wanted it. If it
were to do again to-morrow, I should do it. Yes, by
Heaven! I should, be the consequences what they
might.”




RESOLVED. 35

He paused, rose again, took a letter from the table,
and stood looking for some moments at the signature.

“QOliver Behrens!” he mused. “A bold hand, with
something of the German character in that little twist
at the top of the O—, a hand not difficult to imitate,
either! If, now, one only dared to frame an endorse-
ment — but then there are the witnesses — — No,
no, impossible! Better expatriation than such a risk
as that. If the worst comes to the worst, there’s al-
ways America.”

And with this he sank down into his chair
rested his chin upon his open palms, and fell into a
deep and silent train of thought.

CHAPTER III1.
Resolved.

As William Trefalden sat in his little dismal private
room, wearily thinking, the clouds in the sky parted
towards the west, and the last gleam of daylight fell
upon his face. Such a pale eager face as it was, too,
with a kind of strange beauty in it that no merely
vulgar eye would have seen at all. To the majority
of persons, William Trefalden was simply a gentlemanly
“clever-looking” man. Attracted by the upright wall
of forehead, which literally overbalanced the proportions
of his face, they scarcely observed the delicacy of his
other features. The clear pallor of his complexion, the
subtle moulding of his mouth and chin, were altogether
disregarded by those superficial observers. Even his
eyes, large, brown, luminous as they were, lost much
of their splendour beneath that superincumbent weight

3
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of brow. His age was thirty-eight; but he looked older.
His bair was thick and dark, and sprinkled lightly
here and there with silver. Though slender, he was
particularly well made — so well made, that it seemed
impossible to him to move ungracefully. His hands
were white and supple; his voice low; his manner grave
and polished. A very keen and practised eye might,
perhaps, have detected a singular sub-current of nervous
excitability beneath that gravity and polish — & nervous
excitability which it had been the business of William
Trefalden’s whole life to conquer and conceal, and
which none of those around him were Lavaters enough
to discover. The ice of a studied reserve had effectually
crusted over that fire. His own clerks, who saw him
daily for three hundred and thirteen dreary days in
every dreary year, had no more notion of their em-
ployer’s inner life than the veriest strangers who brushed
past him along the narrow footway of Chancery-lane.
They saw him only as others saw him. They thought
of him only as others thought of him. They knew
that he had a profound and extensive knowledge of his
. profession, an iron will, and an inexhaustible reserve
of energy. They knew that he would sit chained to
his desk for twelve and fourteen hours at a time, when
there was urgent business to be done. They knew
that he wore a shabby coat, lunched every day on a
couple of dry biscuits, made no friends, accepted no
invitations, and kept his private address a dead secret,
even from his head clerk. To them he was a grave,
plodding, careful, clever man, somewhat parsimonious
as to his expenditure, provokingly reticent as to his
private habits, and evidently bent on the accumulation
of riches. They were about as correct in their con~



RBSOLVED. 37

clusions, as the conclave of cardinals which elected
Pope Sixtus the Fifth for no other merits than his
supposed age and infirmities.

Lost in anxious thought, William Trefalden sat at
his desk, in the same attitude, till dusk came on, and
the lamps were lighted in the thoroughfare below. Once
or twice he sighed, or stirred uneasily; but his eyes
never wandered from their fixed stare, and his head
was never lifted from his hands. At length he seemed
to come to a sudden resolution. He rose, rang the
bell, crumpled up the memorandum which he had
written according to Mr. Behrens’s instructions, and
flung it into the fire.

The door opened, and a red-headed clerk made his
appearance.

“Let my office lamp be brought,” said Mr. Tre-
falden, “and ask Mr. Keckwitch to step this way.”

The clerk vanished, and was succeeded by Mr.
Keckwitch, who came in with the lighted lamp in his
hand.

“Put the shade over it, Keckwitch,” exclaimed
Mr. Trefalden, impatiently, as the glare fell full upon
his face. “It's enough to blind one!”

The head clerk obeyed slowly, looking at his em-
ployer all the while from beneath his eyelashes.

“You sent for me, sir?” he asked, huskily.

He was a short, fat, pallid man, with no more
neck than a Schiedam bottle. His eyes were small
and almost colourless. His ears had held soc many
generations of pens that they stood out from his head
like the handles of a classic vase; and his voice was
always husky.
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“Yes. Do you know where to lay your hand upon
that old copy of my great-grandfather’s will?”

“Jacob Trefalden of Basinghall street, seventeen
hundred and sixty?”

Mr. Trefalden nodded.

The head clerk took the subject into placid con-
sideration, and drummed thoughtfully with his fat
fingers upon the most prominent portion of his waist-
coat.

“Well, sir,” he admitted, after a brief pause, “I
won't say that I may not be able to find it.”

“Do so, if you please. Who is in the office?”

“Only Mr. Gorkin.”

“Desire Gorkin to run out and fetch me a Con-
tinental Bradshaw.”

Mr. Keckwitch retired; despatched the red-headed
clerk; took down a dusty deed-box from a still dustier
corner cupboard; brought forth the old yellow parch-
ment for which his employer had just inquired, and
slipped the same within the lid of his desk. Having
done this, he took an armful of mouldy deeds from
another shelf of the same cupboard, and littered them
all about the desk and floor. Just as he had com-
pleted these arrangements, Gorkin returned, breathless,
with the volume in his hand, and Mr. Keckwitch took
it in.

“And the copy?” said Mr. Trefalden, without lift-
ing his eyes from an old book of maps over which he
was bending.

“I am looking for it, sir,” replied the head clerk.

“Very good.”

“Gorkin may go, I suppose, sir? It's more than
half-past five.”
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“Of course; and you tao, when you have found
the deed.”

Mr. Keckwitch retired again, released the grateful
Gorkin, placed himself at his desk, and proceeded with
much deliberation to read the will.

“What's at the bottom of it?” mauttered he, pre-
sently, as he paused with one fat finger on the open-
ing sentence. “What's wrong? Something. I heard
it in his voice. I saw it in his face. And he knew
I should see it, too, when he called out about the
shade. What is it? What's he peering into those
maps about? Why does he want this ecopy? He
never asked for it before. There ain't a farthing
coming to him, I know. I've read it before. But I'll
read it again, for all that. A man can never know
too much of his employer’s private affairs. Not much
chance of learning a great deal of his, either. Con-
founded private he keeps 'em.”

He read on a little farther, and then paused again.

“Why did he send for that Continental Bradshaw?”
he questioned to himself. *“Why can I go, too, when
there's plenty to be done here, and he knows it? He
wants me gone — why? Where's he goin’ himself?
What's he up to? Abel Keckwitch, Abel Keckwitch,
my best of friends, keep your right eye open!”

And with this apostrophe he returned to the deed,
and proceeded with it sedulously.

‘““Well, Keckwitch,” cried Mr. Trefalden, from the
inner rooma, ‘“have found the copy?”

“Not yet, sir,” replied the trusty fellow, who was
then rather more than half way through it. “But I've
turned out a boxful of old parchments, and I think I
shall be sure — —"
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“Enough. Look closely for it, and bring it as
soon as it turns up.”

“It will turn up,” murmured Mr. Keckwitch, “as
soon as I have finished it.”

And so it did, about five minutes after, when Mr.
Keckwitch made his appearance with it at his master’s
door.

“Found? That's right!” exclaimed the lawyer,
putting out his hand eagerly.

“T won't be sure, sir, till you've looked at it,” re-
plied the head clerk, with becoming modesty.

Mr. Trefalden’s fingers closed on the parchment,
but his eyes flashed keenly into the lustreless orbs of
Mr. Abel Keckwitch, and rested there a moment before
they reverted to the endorsement.

“Humph!” said he, in a slightly altered tome.
“Yes — it's quite right, thank you. Good night.”

“Good night, sir.”

Mr. Trefalden looked after him suspiciously, and
continued to do so, even when the door had been
closed between them.

“The man's false,” said he. ‘“None but spies have
go little curiosity. I shouldn't wonder if he’s read
every line.”

Then he rose, locked the door, trimmed the lamp,
dismissed the subject from his thoughts, and began to
. read the will. As he read, his brow darkened, and his
. lip grew stern. Presently he pushed the deed aside,
_ and jotted down row after row of cyphers on a piece
of blotting-paper. Then he went back to the deed,
and back again to the cyphers, and every moment the
frown settled deeper and deeper on his brow. Such a
complex train of hopes and doubts, speculations and
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calculations as were traversing the mazes of that busy
brain! Sometimes he pondered in silence. Sometimes
he muttered through his teeth; but so inaudibly that
had there even been a listener at the door (as perhaps
there was) that listener would not have been a syllable
the wiser.

He took up a little almanack printed on a card,
and glanced at the number of days intervening between
the fourth and twenty-second of March. There were
just eighteen. Just eighteen days to the expiration of
this long, long century, during which Jacob Tre-
falden’s half million had been accumulating, interest
upon interest — during which whole generations had
been born, and lived, and had passed away! Good
Heavens! to what a saum it had grown. It amounted
now to nine million, five hundred and fifty-two thous-
and, four hundred and odd pounds! Words — mere
words! Words which no brain can distinctly realise.
He might as well have tried to realise the distance
between the sun and the earth. And this gigantic
bequest was to be divided between a charity and an
heir. Half! Even the half baffled him. Even the
half amounted to four million, seven hundred and
seventy-six thousand, two hundred and odd pounds.
Pshaw! both were so immense, that the one pro-
duced no more effect upon his imagination than the
other.

He took up his pen, and made a rapid calculation.
Supposing it were taken as an income at five per cent.?
Ha! one could grasp that, at all events. It would
produce about two hundred and thirty-eight thousand
pounds a year. Two hundred and thirty-eight thous-
and a year! A splendid revenue, truly; yet less than
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the income emjoyed by many an English nobleman;
and not one penny more than might be very easily
and pleasantly spent by even a poor devil of an at-
torney like himself!

It might have been his own, that princely heritage
— nay, would have been, but for the accursed accident
of birth! It might have been his; and now to whom
would it fall? To a stranger — an alien — probably
to an uncultivated boor, ignorant of the very language
of his forefathers! Oh, the bitter injustice of it! Had
not Ae at least as fair a right to this wealth? Did not
he stand in precisely the same degree of relationship
to the giver of it? By what law of natural justice
was the descendant of the eldest son to revel in super-
fluity, while he, the descendant of the youngest, stood
on the brink of ruin? Had it even been left for divi-
sion between the survivors, both might have been rich;
but now — —

He rose, pale and agitated, and paced restlessly
about the room.

But now, was it not evident that this heir was his
born foe and despoiler, and had he not the right to
hate him? Was not the hand of the desperate man
against all men, even from the very beginning; but
was it not first raised against those who had wronged
him the deepest? William Trefalden was a desperate
man. Had he not appropriated that twenty-five thous-
and pounds paid over to him by Lord Castletowers
two years ago for the liquidation of the mortgage, and
did not ruin and discovery stare him in the face?
Having hazarded name and safety on one terrible die
known only to himself, should he now hesitate to
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declare war upon his enemy, who was the possessor of
millions?

He smiled a strange smile of power and defiance,
and ran his finger along the black lines on the map.
From Dover to Calais — from Calais, by train, to
Basle — Basle to Ziirich — Ziirich to Chur. At Chur
the railways terminate. It could not be far beyond
Chur where these emigrant Trefaldens dwelt. It would
take him three days to get there, perhaps three and a
half — perhaps four. He would start to-morrow.

His decision once taken, William Trefalden became
in a moment cool and methodical as ever. All trace
of excitement vanished from his face, as a breath clears
from the surface of a mirror. He thrust the Bradshaw
in his pocket, scribbled a hasty note to his head clerk,
carefully burned the cyphered blotting-paper in the

e of the candle, and watched it expire among the
dead’ ashes in the fireplace; locked his desk; tried the
fastenings of the safe; glanced at the clock, and pre-
pared to be gone.

“A quarter to seven already!” exclaimed he, as he
unlocked the door. “I shall be late to-night!”

He had spoken aloud, believing himself alone, but
stopped at the sight of Mr. Keckwitch, busily writing.

“You here, Keckwitch!” he said, frowning. “I
told you you might go.” -

“You did, sir,” replied the scribe, placidly; “but
there was Heywood aud Bennett's deed of partnership
to be drawn up, so I would not take advantage of
your kindness.”

Trefalden bit his lip.

“I bad just written a line to you,” he said, “to let
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you know that I am going out of town for a fortnight.
Forward all letters marked private.”
“Where to, sir?”
. “You will find the address here.”

And Mr. Trefalden tossed the note down upon the
clerk’s desk, and turned towards the door.

“Glad you're going to allow yourself a little plea-
sure for once, sir,” observed Mr. Keckwitch, without
the faintest gleam of surprise or curiosity on his im-
passive countenance. “Begging pardon for the liberty.”

His employer hesitated for an instant before re-
plying.

“Thank you,” he said, “but pleasure is not my
object. I go to visit a relation whom I have neglected
too long. Good night.”

‘With this he passed from the room, and went
slowly down the stairs. In the passage he paused to
listen; and when in the street, stepped out inte the
middle of the thoroughfare to look up at the windows.

“Strange!” muttered he; ‘“but I never suspected
that fellow so strongly as I do to-night!”

He then glanced right and left, buttoned his coat
across his chest, for the March wind blew keenly, and
walked briskly up the lane, in the direction of Hol-
born. As he neared the top of the street, close to its
junction with the great thoroughfare, a thought struck
him, and he flung himself back, by & rapid movement,
into the pecess of an old-fashioned doorway. There
was no lamp within several yards. The doorway was
dark and deep as a sentry box. There, with eager ear
and bated breath, he waited.

Presently, apart from the deep hum of traffic close
by, he heard a footstep coming up — a footstep so
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light and swift that at first he thought he must be mis- .
taken. Then his practised ear detected a labouring
wheeze in the breath of the runner.

“The scoundrell” ejaculated he, poised his right
arm, set his teeth, and stood ready for a spring.

The signals of distress grew more distinct — the
step slackened, ceased — drew near again — and Mr.
Abel Keckwitch, panting and bewildered, made his ap-
pearance just opposite the doorway, evidently baffled
by the disappearance of its occupant.

He was not long left in doubt. Swift as a panther,
William Trefalden swooped down upon his man, and
dealt him a short powerful blow that sent him reeling,
pale and giddy, against the wall. It was surprising
what muscles of steel and knuckles of iron lay perdu
beneath the white superficies of that supple hand.

“Dog!” said he, fiercely, ‘“do you dare to spy at
my heels? This is not the first time I've suspected
you; but I advise you to let it be the last time I con-
vict you. Ay, you may scowl, but, by the Heaven
above me! if I catch you at this game again, you'll
repent it to your dying day. There! be thankful that
I let you off so cheaply.”

And having said this, William Trefalden walked
coolly away without vouchsafing so much as a glance
to a couple of delighted boys who stood watching the
performance from the opposite side of the street.

As for Abel Keckwitch, he recovered his breath
and his equilibrium as well as he could, though the
former was a matter of time, and caused him to sit
down, ignominiously, on the nearest doorstep. When,
at length, he was in a condition to retrace his steps, he
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rose, shook his fat fist in a passion of impotent rage,
and indulged in a volley of curses, not loud but deep.

“T'll be even with you,” gasped he, more huskily
than ever. “I'll be even with you, Mr. Trefalden, if
I die for it! You've something to hide, but you shan't
hide it from me. I'll know where you live, and what
you do with your money. I'll find out the secret of
your life before I've done with you, and then let us
see which will be master!”

CHAPTER 1V.
The Chateau Rotzberg.

Amip the many hundred miles which it traverses
from its source in the glacier-land to its dispersion
among the border flats of the Zuyder Zee, the great
Rhine river flows through no district so full of strange
interest, so wild, so primitive, so untrodden, as that
deep and lonely valley that lies between Chur and
Thusis in the Canton Grisons. The passing traveller
hastening on to the Spliigen, the wandering artist eager
for Ttaly, alike hurry past with scarce a glance or a
thought for the grey peaks above, or the stony river-
bed below, the beaten highway. They little guess what
green delicious valleys, what winding ravines, what
legend-haunted ruins, and fragrant uplands jewelled
with Alp-roses and purple-gentian blossoms, lie all un-
gought among the slopes and passes of the mountains
round about. Still less do they dream that to some of
those crumbling towers from which the very ivy has
long since withered away, there cling traditions many
centuries older than Christ; or that in yonder scattered
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chélets, some of which cluster like swallows’ nests on
shelves of gramite six or eight hundred feet above the
level of the valley, there is yet spoken a langnage un-
known to the rest of Europe. Only the historian and
archzologist care to remember how there lie embedded
in that tongue the last fragments of a forgotten lan-
guage; and how in the veins of the simple mountaineers
who speak it, there yet linger some drops of the blood
of a lost, a mighty, and a mysterious people.

Thus it happened that William Trefalden, who was
neither an archwologist nor a historian, but only a bril-
liant, unscrupulous man of the world, every fibre of
whose active brain was busy just then with a thousand
projects, neither knew, nor cared to know any of these
things; but took his way up the valley of Domleschg
without bestowing a thought upon its people or tradi-
tions.

It was about three o’clock in the afternoon of the
fourth day from that on which he left London. He
had been on the road two nights out of the three; and
yet his eye looked none the less bright, and his cheek
none the paler. As he strode along in the deep shade,
glancing up from time to time at the sunny heights
above his head, his step grew freer, and his bearing
more assured than usual. There was not a soil of
travel on his garments. The shabby office coat so in-
separably associated with its wearer in the minds of his
clerks, was discarded for a suit of fashionable cat and
indefinite hue, such as the British tourist delighteth to
honour. His gloves and linen were faultless. Even
his boots, although he was on foot, were almost free
from dust. He looked, in short, so well dressed, and
so unlike his daily self, that it may be doubted whether
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even Mr. Abel Keckwitch would have recognised his
employer at the first glance, if that astute head-
clerk could by any possibility have met him on the
wa.

Absorbed in thought as he was, however, Mr. Tre-
falden paused every now and then to reconnoitre the
principal features of the valley, and make certain of
his landmarks. The village from which he had started
was already left two miles behind; and, save a ruined
watch-tower on a pedestal of rock some eighty feet
above the level of the road, there was no accessible
building in sight. The Hinter Rhine, with its grey
waters still dull from the glacier, ran brawling past him
all the way. There were pine forests climbing up the
spurs of the mountains; and flocks of brown goats,
with little tinkling bells about their necks, browsing
over the slopes lower down. Far above the sound
of these little bells, uplifted, as it were, upon gigantic
precipices of bare granite, rose, terrace beyond terrace,
a whole upper world of pasture lands, cultivated
fields, mossy orchards, and tiny hamlets, which, seen
from the valley, looked like carved toys scattered over
the sward. Higher still came barren plateaus, groups
of stunted firs, and rugged crags, still thickly sheeted
with snow; while far away to the right, where another
valley seemed to open westward, rose a mountain
loftier than all the rest, from the summit of which a
vast glacier hung over in icy folds that glittered to
the sun, like sculptured drapery depending from the
shoulder of some colossal statne.

But William Trefalden had no eyes for this grand
scene. To him, at that moment, the mountains were
but sign-posts, and the sun a lamp to light him on his
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way. He was seeking for a certain roadside shrine
behind which, he had been told, he should find a path
leading to the Chiteau Rotzberg. He knew that he
had not yet passed the shrine, and that by this time
he must be near it. Presently a chapel-bell chimed
from the heights, clear, and sweet, and very distant.
He paused to glance at his watch, and then pressed
forward more rapidly. It was already a quarter to
three, and he was anxious to reach his destination be-
fore the afternoon should grow much later. There was
an abrupt curve in the road a few yards further on.
He had been looking forward to this point for some
minutes, and felt so sure that it must bring him in
sight of the path, that when it actually did so, he
struck up at once through the scattered pines that
fringed the waste ground to the left of the road, and
trod the beaten track, as confidently as if he were fa-
miliar with every foot of the way.

As he went on, the sound of the hurrying river
died away, and the scattered pines became a thick plan-
tation, fragrant and dusky. Then the ground grew
hilly, and was broken up here and there by mossy
boulders; and then came open daylight again, and a
space of smooth sward, and a steep pathway leading
up to another belt of pines. This second plantation
was 8o precipitous that the path had in some places
been laid down with blocks of rough stone, and short
lengths of pine trunks, so as to form a kind of primi-
tive staircase up the mountain-side. The ascent, how-
ever, was short, though steep, and Mr. Trefalden had
not been climbing it for many minutes before he saw
a bright shaft of sunlight piereing the fringed boughs
some few yards in advance. Then the moss became
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suddenly golden beneath his feet, and he found him-
self on the verge of an open plateau, with the valley
lying in deep shade some four hundred feet below.
There ran the steel-grey river, eddying but inaudible;
there opened the broad Rheinthal, leading away mile
after mile into the dim distance, with glimpses of
white Alps on the horizon; while close by, within fifty
yards of the spot on which he was standing, rose the
ivied walls of the Chateau Rotzberg.

This, then, was the home to which his great-grand-
father’s eldest son had emigrated one hundred years
before — this, the birthplace of the heir at law! Wil-
liam Trefalden smiled somewhat bitterly, as he paused
and looked upon it.

It was a thorough Swiss, medizval dwelling, utterly
irregular, and consisting apparently of a cluster of some
five or six square turrets, no two of which were of the
same size or height. They were surmounted alike by
steep slated roofs and grotesque weathercocks; and the
largest, which had been suffered to fall to ruin, was
green with ivy from top to bottom. The rest of the
chiteau gave signs of only partial habitation. Many
of the narrow windows were boarded up, while others
showed a scrap of chintz on the inner side, or a flower-
pot on the sill. A low wall enclosing a small courtyard
lay to the south of the building, and was approached by
a quaint old gateway supporting a sculptured scutcheon,
close above which a stork had built his nest.

None of these details escaped the practised eye of
William Trefalden. He saw all in a moment — poverty,
picturesqueness, and neglect. As he crossed the open
sward, and came in sight of a steep road winding up
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from the valley on the other side, he remarked that there
were no tracks of wheels upon it. Passing under the
gateway, he observed how the heraldic bearings were
effaced upon the shield, and how those fractures were
such as could only have been dealt by the hand of man.
Not even the grass that had sprung up amid the paving
in the courtyard, nor the mossy penthouse over the
well, nor the empty kennel in the corner, remained un-
noticed as he went up to the door of the chiteau.

It was standing partly open — a massy oaken portal,
studded with iron stanchions, and protected only by a
heavy latch. William Trefalden looked round for a bell,
but there was none. Then he knocked with his clenched
hand, but no one came. He called aloud, but no one
answered. At last he went in.

The door opened into a stone hall of irregular
shape, with a cavernous fireplace at one end, and a
large modern window at the other. The ceiling was
low, and the rafters were black with smoke. An old
carved press, a screen, some chairs and settles of an-
tique form, a great oak table on which lay a newspaper
and a pair of clumsy silver spectacles, a curious Swiss
clock with a toy skeleton standing in a little sentry-
box just over the dial, a spinning-wheel and a linen-
press, were all the furniture that it contained. A couple
of heavy Tyrolean rifles, with curved stocks to fit to
the shoulder, were standing behind the door, and an
old sabre, a pair of antlers, and a yellow parchment in
a black frame, hung over the mantelpiece. A second
door, also partly open, stood nearly opposite the first,
and led into a garden.

Having surveyed this modest interior from the
threshold, and found himself alone there, Mr. Trefalden
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crogsed over to the fireplace and examined the parch-
ment at his leisure. It was Captain Jacob's commis-
sion, signed and sealed by His Most Gracious Majesty
King George the Second, Anno Domini seventeen hun-
dred and forty-eight. Turning from this to the news-
paper on the table, he saw that it was printed in some
language with which he was not acquainted — a lan-
guage that was neither French, nor Italian, nor Spanish,
but which seemed to bear a vague resemblance to all
three. It was entitled “Amity del Pievel.” Having
lingered over this journal with some curiosity, he laid
it down again, and passed out through the second door
into the garden.

Here, at least, he had expected to find some one
belonging to the place; but it was a mere kitchen
garden, and contained nothing higher in the scale of
creation than cabbages and potatoes, gooseberry bushes,
and beds of early salad. Mr. Trefalden began to ask
himself whether his Swiss kindred had deserted the
Chétean Rotzberg altogether.

Strolling slowly along a side path sheltered by a
high privet hedge, and glancing back every now and
then at the queer little turretted building with all its
weathercocks glittering in the sun, he suddenly became
aware of voices not far distant. He stopped — listened
— went on a few steps farther — and found that they
proceeded from some lower level than that on which he
stood. Having once ascertained the direction of the
sounds, he followed them rapidly enough. His quick
eye detected a gap in the hedge at the upper end of
the garden. From this gap, a flight of rough steps led
down to a little orchard some eighteen or twenty feet
below — a mere shelf of verdure on the face of the
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precipice, commanding a glorious view all over the
valley, and lying full to the sumset. It was planted
thickly with fruit trees, and protected at the verge of
the cliff by a fragile rail. At the farther end, built up
in an angle of the rock, stood a rustic summer-house
newly thatched with Indian corn-straw. Towards this
point William Trefalden made his way through the
deep grass and the wild flowers.

As he drew nearer, he heard the sounds again.
There was but one voice now — a man's — and he
was reading. What was he reading? Not German.
Not that strange dialect printed in the ‘‘Amsty del
Pevel.” Certainly not Latin. He advanced a little
farther. Was it, could it be — Greek?

Mr. Trefalden’s Greek had grown somewhat rusty
these last eighteen years or so; but there could be no
mistake about those sonorous periods. He recognised
the very lines as they fell from the lips of the speaker
— lines sweet and strong as that god-like wine stored
of old in the chamber of Ulysses. It was many and
many a year since he had heard them, though at Eton
they had been “familiar in his mouth as household
words:”

About our heads elms and tall poplars whispered ;
‘While from its rocky cave beside us trickled

The sacred of a limpid fountain.

The ericket chirped 1’ the hedge, and the sweet throstle
Sang loudly from the copse.

Who should this be but Theocritus of Sicily? Wil-
Liam Trefalden could scarcely believe his ears. Theo-
aitus in the valley of Domleschg! Theocritus in the
mouths of such outer barbarians as the dwellers in the
Chateau Rotzberg?
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Having ended the famous description of the garden
of Phrasidamus, the reader paused. William Trefalden
hastened up to the front of the summer-house. An old
man smoking a German pipe, and a youth bending
over a book, were its only occupants. Both looked up,
and both, by a simultaneous impulse of courtesy, rose
to receive him.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, lifting his hat.
“This is, I fear, an unceremonious intrusion; but I am
not* quite & stranger, and—"

He checked himself. French was the language
which he had found generally understood in the Gri-
sons, and he had inadvertently used his native Eng-
lish.

But the old man bowed, laid his pipe aside, and
replied in English as pure as his own.

‘“Whoever you may be, sir, you are welcome.”

“I think I have the pleasure of addressing a rela-
tive,” observed the lawyer. “My name is William
Trefalden.”

The old man stepped forward, took him by both
hands, and, somewhat to his surprise, kissed him on
each cheek.

“Cousin,” he said, ‘“thou art thrice welcome.
Saxon, my son, embrace thy kinsman.”
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CHAPTER V.
Mr. Trefalden and his Cousins b better inted

Mz. TrerALDEN took the rustic chair handed to
him by his younger kinsman, and placed it just against
the entrance to the summer-house. It was his habit,
he said, to avoid a strong light, and the sunset dazzled
him. The old man resumed his seat. The youth re-
mained standing. Both looked at the new comer with
a cordial, undissembled curiosity; and for a few seconds
there was silence.

Mr. Trefalden’s elder kinsman was fragile, pale,
white-haired, with brilliant dark eyes, and thin sensi-
tive lips, that trembled when he spoke earnestly. The
other was a tall, broad-shouldered, broad-browed, power-
ful young fellow, with a boyish down upon his upper
lip, and a forest of thick golden-brown hair, crisp and
curly as the locks of Chaucer's Squire. His eyebrows
and eye-lashes were some shades darker than his hair;
and his eyes looked out from beneath them with an
expression half shy, half fearless, such as we sometimes
see in the eyes of children. In short, he was as goodly
a specimen of the race of Adam as one might hope to
meet with between London and the valley of Dom-
leschg, or even farther; and this Mr. Trefalden could
not but admit at the first glance.

The old man was the first to speak.

“You did not find your way without a guide,
cousin?” said he.

“It was no very difficult achievement,” replied the
lawyer. “I enjoyed the walk.”
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“From Chur?”

“No — from Reichenau. I have taken up my
quarters at the ‘Adler’ My landlord described the
road to me. It was easy enough to find; not, perhaps,
quite so easy to follow.”

“Ah, you came by the footpath. It is sadly out of
repair, and would seem steep to a stranger. Saxon, go
bid Kettli prepare supper; and open a bottle of d’Asti
wine. QOur cousin is w

Mr. Trefalden hasbened to excuse himself; but it
was of no avail. The old gentleman insisted that he
should “at least break bread and drink wine” with
them; and Mr. Trefalden, seeing that he attached some
patriarchal import to this ceremony, yielded the point.

“You have a son, sir, of whom you may be proud,”
said he, looking after the youth as he strode away
through the trees.

The old man smiled, and with the smile his whole
face grew tender and gracious.

“He is my great hope and joy,” he replied; ‘“but
he is not my son. He is the only child of my dear
brother, who died twelve years ago.”

Mr. Trefalden had already heard this down at
Reichenau, but he said, “Indeed?” and looked inter-
ested.

“My brother was a farmer,” continued the other;
“I entered the Lutheran church. He married late in
life; I have been a bachelor all my days.”

“And your brother's wife,” said Mr. Trefalden, “is
she still living?”

“No; she died two years after she beecame a mother.
For twelve years, Saxon has had no parent but myself.
He calls me ‘father’ — I call him ‘son.’ I could not
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love him more if he were really my own offspring. I
have been his only tutor, also. I have taught him all
that I know. Every thought of his heart is open to
me. He is what God and my teaching have made
him.”

“He is a magnificent fellow, at all events,” said
Mr. Trefalden, drily.

“My brother was almost as tall and handsome at
his age,” replied the pastor, with a sigh.

“What #s his age?” asked the lawyer.

“He was twenty-two on the thirtieth of last De-
cember.”

“I should not have taken him to be more than
twenty.”

“Twenty-two — twenty-two years, and four months
— a man in age, in stature, in strength, in learning;
but a boy at heart, cousin — a boy at heart!”

“All the better for him,” said Mr. Trefalden, with
his quiet voice, and pleasant smile. ‘“Many of the
test men that ever lived were boys to the last.”

“I have no desire to see my Saxon become a great
man,” said Martin Trefalden, hastily. ‘“God forbid it!
I have tried to make him a good man. That is
enough.”

“And I have no doubt that you have succeeded.”

The old man looked troubled.

“I have tried,” said he; “but I know not whether
I have tried in the right way. I have trained him ac-
cording to my own belief, and ideas; and what I have
done has been done for the best. I may have acted
wrongly. 1 may not have done my duty; but I have
striven to do it. I prayed for light — I prayed for
God's blessing on my work. I believed my prayers
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were heard; but I have had heavy misgivings of late
-— heavy, heavy misgivings!” '

“I feel sure they must be groundless,” said Mr.
Trefalden.

The pastor shook his head. He was evidently
anxious, and ill at ease.

“That is because you do not know,” replied he.
“I cannot tell you now — another time — whén we
can be longer alone. In the meanwhile, I thank Heaven
for the chance that has brought you hither. Cousin,
you are our only surviving kinsman — you are ac-
quainted with the world — you will advise me — you
will be good to him! I am sure you will. I see it in
your face.”

“Y shall be very glad to receive your confidence,
and to give you what counsel I can,” replied Mr. Tre-
falden.

“God bless you!” said the pastor, and shook bands
with him across the table.

At this moment there came a sound of voices from
the farther end of the terrace.

“One word more,” cried Martin, eagerly. “You
know our family history, and the date that is drawing
near?” ,

“I do'”

“Not a syllable before Aim, till we have again
spoken together. Hush! he is here.”

A giant shadow fell upon the grass, and young
Saxon’s six feet of substance stood between them and
the sun. He held a dish in his hands and a bottle
under his arm, and was followed by a stalwart peasant
woman, laden with plates and glasses.

“The evening is 8o warm,” said he, “that I thought
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our cousin would prefer to stay here; so Kettli and I
have brought the supper with us.”

“Nothing could please me better,” replied Mr. Tre-
falden. “By the way, Saxon, I must compliment you
on your Greek. Theocritus is an old friend of mine,
and you read him remarkably well.”

The young man, who had just removed the book
from the table, and was assisting to spread the cloth,
blushed like a girl.

“He and Anacreon were my favourite poets,” added
the lawyer; “but that was a long time ago. I fear I
now remember very little of either.”

“I have not read Anacreon,” said Saxon; “but of
all those I know, I love Homer best.”

“Ay, for the fighting,” suggested his uncle, with a
smile.

“Why not, when it’s such grand fighting?”

“Then you prefer the Iliad to the Odyssey,” said
Mr. Trefalden. “Now, for my part, I always took
more pleasure in the adventures of Ulysses. The
scenery is so various and romantic; the fiction so de-
lightﬁll-”

“I don't like Ulysses,” said Saxon, bluntly. “He's
so crafty.”

“He is therefore all the truer to nature,” replied
Mr. Trefalden. “All Greeks are crafty; and Ulysses is
the very type of his race.”

“I cannot forgive him on that plea. A hero must
be better than his race, or he is no hero at all.”

“That is true, my son,” said the pastor.

“I allow that the Homeric heroes are not Bayards;
but they are great men,” said Mr. Trefalden, defending
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his position less for the sake of argument than for the
opportunity of stadying his cousin’s opinions.

“Ulysses is not a great man,”’ replied Saxon,
warmly; ‘“much less a hero.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled, and shook his head.

“You have all the world against you,” said he.

“The world lets itself be blinded by tradition,” an-
swered Saxon. “Can a man be a hero, and steal? a
herg, and tell lies? a hero, and afraid to give his name?
Tell of Altdorf was not one of that stamp. When
Gessler questioned him about the second arrow, he
told the truth, and was ready to die for it.”

“You are an enthusiast on the subject of heroes,”
said Mr. Trefalden, jestingly. :

The young man blushed again, more deeply than
before.

“I hate Ulysses,” he said. ‘“He was a contemptible
fellow; and I don’t believe that Homer wrote the Odys-
sey at all.”

With this he addressed some observation to Kettli,
who answered him, and took her departure.

“What a strange dialect!” said Mr. Trefalden, his
attention diverted into another channel. “Did I not
see a newspaper printed in it, as I passed just now
through the house?”

“You did; but it is no dialect,” replied the pastor,
as they took their places round the table. “It is a
language — a genume language; copxoua, majestic,
elegant and more ancient by many centuries than the
Lati

“You surprise me.”

“Its modern name,” continued the old man, “is the
Rhzto-Romansch, If you desire to know its ancient
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name, I must refer you back to a period earlier, per-
haps, than even the foundation of Alba Longa, and
certainly long anterior to Rome. But, cousin, you do
not eat.”

“I have really no appetite,” pleaded Mr. Trefalden,
who found neither the goat’s-milk cheese nor the salad
particularly to his taste. ‘‘Besides, I am much inter-
ested in what you tell you.”

The pastor's face lighted up.

“I am glad of it,” he said, eagerly. “I am very
glad of it. It is a subject to which I have devoted the
leisure of a long life.”

“But you have not yet told me the ancient name
of this Romansch tongue? "

Saxon, who had been looking somewhat uneasy
during the last few minutes, was about to speak; but
his uncle interposed.

“No, no, my son,” he said, eagerly, ‘these are
matters with which I am more conversant than thou.
Leave the explanation to me.”

The young man bent forward, and whispered,
“Briefly, then, dearest father.”

Mr. Trefalden’s quick ear caught the almost in-
audible warning. It was his destiny to gain more than
one insight into character that evening.

The pastor nodded somewhat impatiently, and
launched into what was evidently a favourite topic.

“Look round,” he said, ‘“at these mountains. They
bhave their local names, as the Galanda, the Ringel,
the Albula, and so forth; but they have also a general
and classified name. They are the Rhmtian Alps.
Among them lie numerous valleys, of which this, the
Hinter-Rhein-Thal is the chief. Yonder lie the passes
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of the Spliigen and the Stelvio, and beyond them the
plains of Lombardy. You probably know this already;
but it is important to my explanation that you should
have a correct idea of our geography here in the
Grisons.”

Mr. Trefalden bowed, and begged him to proceed.
Saxon ate his supper in silence.

“Well,” continued the pastor, ‘“about two thousand
eight hundred years ago, these Alps were peopled by
a hardy aboriginal race, speaking the same language,
or the germs of the same language, which is spoken
here to this day by their descendants. These abori-
gines followed the instincts which God would seem to
have implanted in the hearts of all mountain races.
They wearied of their barren fastnesses. They poured
down into the southern plains. They expelled the
native Umbrians, and settled as conquerors in that part
of Italy which lies north of Ancona and the Tiber.
There they built cities, cultivated literature and the
arts, and reached a high degree of civilization. When
I tell you that they had attained to this eminence be-
fore the era of Romulus; that they gave religion, lan-
guage, and arts to Rome herself; that, according to the
decreed fate of nations, they fell through their own
luxury and were enslaved in their turn; that, pursued
by the Gaul or the Celt, they fled back at last to these
same mountains from which they had emigrated long
centuries before; that they erected some of those strong-
holds, the imperishable ruins of which yet stand above
our passes; and that in this Rhato-Romansch tongune
of the Grisons survive the last utterances of their lost
poets and historians — when, cousin, I tell you all
these things, you will, I think, have guessed alréady
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what the name of that ancient people must have
been?”

Now it happened, somewhat unluckily, that Mr.
Trefalden had lately read, somewhere or another, a
review of somebody’s book on this very subject; so,
when the old man paused, quite warm and flashed with
his own eloquence, he found himself prepared with a
reply.

“If,” said he, “I had not taken an impression —
if, in short, I had had not understood that the Etrus-
cans were originally a Lydian tribe "

“You took that impression from Herodotus!” inter-
rupted the pastor.

“No; for the best of reasons. I never was Grecian
enough to do battle with Herodotus.”

“From Tacitus, then?”

“Possibly from Tacitus.”

“Yes, Tacitus supports that theory, but he is
wrong; so does Herodotus, and he is wrong; so do
Strabo, Cicero, Seneca, Pliny, Platarch, Velleius Pa-
terculus, Servius, and a host of others, and they are
all wrong — utterly wrong, every one of them!”

“But where ”

“Livy supposes that the emigration was from the
plains to the mountains — folly, mere folly! Does
not every example in history point to the contrary?
The dwellers in plains fly to the mountains for refage;
but emigration flows as naturally from the heights to
the flats, as streams flow down from the glaciers to the
valleys. Hellanicus of Lesbos would have us believe
they were Pelasgians. Dionysius of Halicarnassus
asserts that they were the aborigines of the soil. Gorius
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makes them Pheenician — Bonamla , Egyptian — Maffei,
Cansanite — Guarnacci

“I beg your ,” interrupted Mr. Trefalden;
“butvbenlsud[hadundastood ﬂnttheElmsams
were of Lydian origin

“They were nothing of the kind!” cried the pastor,
trembling with exeitement. “If they had been his
eountrymen, would not Xantus of Lydia have chro-
nicled the event? He never even names them. Can
you coneeive an English historian omitting the coloni-
sation of America; or a Spanish historian passing over
the eonquest of Mexico? No, cousin, you must for-
give me for saying that he who embraces the empty
theories of Herodotus and Tacitus commits a griev-
ous error. I can show you such archmological evi-
dmm ”

“I assure you,” said Mr. Trefalden, laughingly,
“that I have not the least disposition to do anything
of the kind. It is a subject upon which I know ab-
solutely nothing.”

“And, farther,” began Saxon, laying his hand gently
on the old man’s arm, “I think you forget ——"

“No, no, I forget nothing,” interrupted his uncle,
too much possessed by his own argument to listen to
any one. “I do not forget that Gibbon pronounced
the Lydian theory a theme for only poets and roman-
cists. I do not forget that Stenb, whatever the temor
of his other opinions, at least admitted the unity of the
Etruscan and Rhmtian tongues. Then there was Nie-
buhr — although %e fell under the mistake of sapposing
the Etruscan to be a mixed race, he believed the Rhse-
tians of these Alps to have been the true stock, and
maintained that they reduced the Pelasgi to a state of
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vassalage. Niebuhr was a great man, a fine historian,
an enlightened scholar. I corresponded with him,
cousin, for years, on this very subject; but I could
never succeed in convincing him of the purely Rheetian
nationality of the Etruscar people. He always would
have it that they were amalgamated with the Pelas-
gians. It was a great pity! I wish I could have set
him right before he died.”

Mr. Trefalden looked at his watch.

“T wish you could,” he said; ‘“but it grows late,
and I shall never find my way back before dark, if I
do not at once bid you good evening.”

The pastor put his hand to his brow in a bewildered
way.

I — I fear I have talked too much,” he said,
shyly. “I have wearied you. Pray forgive me. When
I begin upon this subject, I do not know where to
mP.T’

“That is because you know so much about it,” re-
plied the lawyer. “But I have listened with great
pleasure, I assure you.”

“Have you? Have you, indeed?”

“And have learned a great deal that I did not
know before.”

“I will show you all Niebuhr’s letters, another time,
and copies of my rephes, said the old man, “if you
care to read them.”

He was now quite radiant again, and wanted only
a word of encouragement to resume the conversation;
but Mr. Trefalden had had more than enough of the
Etruscans already.

“Thank you,” said he; “thank you — another time.
And now, good-by.” )

Belf & Million of Muney. [l 3
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“No, no —stay a2 moment longer. I have so much
to say to you — 8o many questions to ask. How long
do you stay in Reichenau?”

“Some days — perhaps a week.”

‘“Are you on your way to Italy?”

“Not at all. I wanted change of air, and I have
come abroad for a fortnight’s holiday. My object in
choosing Reichenau for a resting-place, is solely to be
near you.”

The old man's eyes filled with tears.

“How good of you!” he said simply. “I should
never have seen you if you had not found your way
hither — and, after all, we three are the last of our
name. Cousin, will you come here?”

Mr. Trefalden hesitated.

“What do you mean?"” he said. “I shall come
again, of course, to-morrow.”

“I mean, will you come here for the time of your
stay? I hardly like to ask you, for I know the ‘Adler’
is far more comfortable than our little desolate eyrie.
But still, if you can put up with farmer's fare and
mountain habits, you shall have a loving welcome.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled, and shook his head.

“I thank you,” said he, “as much as if I accepted
your hospitality; but it is impossible. We Londoners
lead busy feverish lives, and become enslaved by all
kinds of unhealthy customs. Your habits and mine
differ as widely as the habits of an Esquimaux and a
Friendly Islander. Shall I confees the truth? You
bave just supped — I am now going back to Reichenau
to dinner.”

“To dinner?”

“Yes, seven is my hour. I cannot depart from it,
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even when travelling; so you see I dare not become
your guest. However, I shall see you daily, and my
young cousin here must do the honours of the neigh-
bourhood to me.”

“That I will,” said Saxon, heartily.

Mr. Trefalden then shook hands with the pastor,
and, Saxon having declared his intention of seeing him
down the mountain, they went away together.

CHAPTER VL
. The Value of & Napoleon.

As the two cousins passed across the grass-grown
court-yard, and under the gateway with the stork’s
nest overhead, Mr. Trefalden pointed up to the broken
scutcheon.

“Is that a record of some medizval fray?” asked he.

“Oh dear no!” replied the young man, laughingly.
“My great-grandfather smashed that heraldry when he
bought the place.”

“Then he was a zealous Republican?”

“Not he. Quite the contrary, I believe. No —
he defaced the shield because the chfiteau was his, and
the arms were not.”

“I see. He did not choose to live in a house with
another man’s name upon his door. That was sensible;
but he might have substituted his own.”

Saxon’s lip curled saucily.

“Bah!” said he, ‘“what do we want with arms?
We are only farmers. We have no right to them.”

““Neither has anyone else, I should faney, in a re-
public like this,” observed Mr. Trefalden.

5
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“Oh, yes — some have. The Rotzbergs, who lived
here before us, the Plantas, the Ortensteins, are all
noble. They were counts and knights hundreds of
years ago, when the feudal system prevailed.”

“Nobles who subscribe to a democratic rule forego
their nobility, my young cousin,” said Mr. Trefalden.

“I have heard that before,” replied Saxon; “but I
don’t agree with it.”

This young man had a sturdy way of expressing
his opinions that somewhat amused and somewhat dis-
mayed Mr. Trefalden. He had also a frightful facility
of foot that rendered him a difficult companion among
such paths as led down from the Chéateau Rotzberg to
the valley below.

“My good fellow,” said the lawyer, coming to a
sudden stop, “do you want me to break my neck? I'm
not a chamois!”

Saxon, who had been springing from ledge to ledge
of the slippery descent with the light and fearless step
of a mountaineer to the manner born, turned back at
once, and put out his hand.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, apologetically. “I
had forgotten. I suppose you have never been among
mountains before?” .

“Oh yes, I have — and I can keep my feet here
quite well, thank you, if you'do not ask me to come
down in coranto. I have beén up Snowdon, and Cader
Idris, and plenty of smaller heights — to say nothing
of Holborn Hill.”

Saxon laughed merrily.

“Why, what do you know of Holborn Hill?"” said
Mr. Trefalden, surprised to find that small jest appre-
ciated.
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“It is a hill rising westward, on the right bank of
the Fleet river.”

“But you have never visited London?"

“I have never been farther than Ziirich in my life;
but I have read Stowe carefully, with a map.”

Mr. Trefalden could not forbear a smile.

“You must not suppose that you therefore know
anything about modern London,” said he. ‘Stowe
would not recognise his own descriptions now. The
world has gone round once or twice since his time.”

“So I suppo“.”

“I should like to take you back with me, Saxon.
You'd find me a better guide than the medieeval surveyor.”

“To London?”

“Ay, to London.”

Saxon shook his head.

“You do not mean to tell me that you have no
curiosity to visit the most wonderful city in the
world?” ‘

“Not at all; but there are others which I had
rather see first.”

“And which are they?”

“Rome, Athens, and Jerusalem.”

“Then I have no hesitation in prophecying that
you would be greatly disappointed in all three. One
is always disappointed in places that depend for their
interest on remote association.”

Saxon made no reply, and for a few moments they
were both silent. When they presently left the last
belt of pines behind them and emerged upon the level
road, Mr. Trefalden paused and said: —

“I ought not to let you go any farther, My way
lies straight before me now, and I cannot miss it.”
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“1 will go with you as far as the bridge,” replied
Saxon.

“But it is growing quite dusk, and you have those
mountain paths to climb.”

“T could climb them blindfolded. Besides, we have
arranged nothing for to-morrow. Would you like to
walk over the Galanda to Pfeffers?”

“How far is it?” asked Mr. Trefalden, with a
glance of misgiving towards the mountain in question,
which looked loftier than ever in the gloaming.

“ About twenty-three or four miles.”

“Each way?”

“Of course.”

“I am much obliged to you,” said the lawyer, “but,
a8 I said before, I am not a chamois. No, S8axon; you
must come over to the ‘Adler’ to-morrow morning to
breakfast with me, and after breakfast, if you like, we
will walk to Chur. I hear it is a curious old place,
and I should like to see it.” )

“As you please, cousin. At what hour?”

“I fear if I say half-past eight you will think it
terribly late.”

“Not at all, since you do not dine till eight at
night.”

“Then I may expect you?”

“Without fail.”

They were now within sight of the covered bridge
and the twinkling lights in the village beyond. Mr.
Trefalden paused for the second time.

“I must insist upon saying good-by now,” said he.
“And, by the way, before we part, will you be kind
enough to explain to me the real value of these
coins?"”
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He took out a handful of loose mouney, and Saxon
examined the pieces by the waning light.

“My charretier to-day would not take French francs,”
continued Mr. Trefalden, “but asked for Miintz money.
When I offered him these Swiss francs he was satisfied.
What is the difference in value between a French and
a Swiss franc? What is Miintz money? How many of
these pieces should I get for a Napoleon, or an English
sovereign?”

Saxon shook his head.

“I don’t know,” said he. “I have not the least
idea.”

Mr. Trefalden thought he had been misunder-
stood. -

“I beg your pardon,” said he. ‘Perhaps I have
not explained myself clearly. This Miintz money —"

“Miintz money is Swiss money,” interrupted Saxon.
“That is to say, the new uniform coinage voted by the
Diet in 1850."”

“Well, what is this Swiss franc worth?”

“A hundred rappen.”

“Then a rapp is equivalent to a French centime?”

Saxon looked puzzled.

“The rappen are issued instead of the old batzen,”
said he.

Mr. Trefalden smiled.

“We don’t quite understand each other yet,” he
said, taking a Napoleon from the number. *What I
want to know is simply how many Swiss francs 1
ought to receive for this?”

Saxon took the Napoleon between his finger and
thamb, and examined it on both sides with some
curiosity.
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“I don’t think it is worth anything at all here,
he replied, as he gave it back. “What is it?”

“What is it! Why, a Napoleon! Do you mean
to say that you never saw one before?”

“I don’t think I ever did.”

“But I know they are current here, for I changed
one at Chur.” .

Baxon looked as if he could not comprehend his
cousin’s evident surprise.

“You may be right,” said he. “I cannot tell; but
I will ask my fa.ther when I go home. I daresay he
can explain it to you.”

Mr. Trefalden’s amazement was so great that he
took no pains to conceal it.

“But, my dear fellow,” he said, “you cannot be
unacquainted with the standard value of money —
with the relative value of gold and silver?”

“I assure you I know nothing at all about it.”

“But — but it is incomprehensible.”

“Why so? It is a subject which has never
come under my observation, and in which I take no
interest.”

“Yet in the ordinary transactions of life — of
farming life, for instance, such as your own — in the
common buying and selling of every day ——"

“I bave nothing to do with that My father
manages all matters connected with the land.”

“Well, then, if it were only as a gumide to the
expenditure of your own money, some such knowledge
is necessary and valuable.”

“But I have no money,” replied Saxon, with the
simplicity of a savage.

“No money? None whatever?”
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(CNone'.”

“Do you never have any?”

(‘Never.”

“Have you never had any?”

“Never in my life.”

Mr. Trefalden drew a long breath, and said no
more.

“That seems to surprise you very much,” said
Saxon, laughingly.

“Well — it does.”

“But it need not. What do I want with money?
Of what use would it be to me? What should I do
with it? What s money? Nothing. Nothing but a
sign, the interpretation of which is food, clothing,
firing, and other comforts and necessaries of life. I
have all these, and, having them, need no money. It
is sufficiently plain.”

“Ah, yes, it is plain — quite plain,” rejoined the
lawyer, abstractedly. “I see it all now. You are
perfectly right, S8axon. You would not know what to
do with it, if you had it. Good night.”

“Good night.”

“Don't forget half-past eight to-morrow.”

“No, no. Good night.”

And so they shook hands and parted.

Mr. Trefalden was somewhat late that evening for
his dinner; but the cook at the Adler was an expert
artist, and not to be disconcerted by so commonplace
an emergency. [t was a very recherche little dinner,
and Mr. Trefalden was unusually well disposed to
enjoy it. Never, surely, was trout more fresh; never
was Mayonnaise better flavoured; never had Lafitte a
more delicate aroma. Mr. Trefalden dined deliberately,
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praised the cook with the grace of a connoisseur, and
lingered luxuriously over his dessert. His meditations
were pleasant, and the claret was excellent.

‘A simple old pastor with a mania for archeology,”
muttered he, as he sipped his curagoa and watched the
smoke of his cigar: “a simple old pastor with a mania
for archmology, and a young barbarian, who reads
Theocritus and never saw a Napoleon! What a de-
licious combination of circumstances! What a glorious
field for emterprise! Verily, the days of El Dorado
have come back again!”

CHAPTER VIL
Pastor Martin’s Theory.

Tae pastor had spoken from his heart of hearts
when he told Mr. Trefalden with what solicitude he
bad educated his brother’s orphan; but he did not tell
him all, or even half, of the zeal, humility, and devo-
tion with which he had fulfilled that heavy duty.
Knowing the full extent of his responsibility, he had
accepted it from the very hour of the boy’s birth. He
had lain awake, night after night, while little Saxon
was yet in his cradle, pondering and praying, and
asking himself how he should fortify this young soul
against the temptations of the world. He had written
out full a dozen elaborate schemes of education for
him, before the child could babble an articulate word.
He spent his leisure in studying the lives of great and
virtuous men, that he miight thence gather something
of their tutelage; and, to this end, toiled patiently
once again through all Plutarch’s crabbed Greek, and
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Faller’s still more crabbed English. He eompiled
formidable lists of all kinds of instructive books for
his pupil’s future reading, long before his young ears
had ever heard of the penances ending in ‘“ology.”
He filled reams of sermon paper with unobjectionable
extracts from the classic poets, and made easy abstracts
of Euclid and Aristotle for his sole use and benefit.
In short, he laid himself down before the wheels of
this baby Juggernaut in a spirit of the uttermost self-
devotion and love, giving up to him every moment
upon which his pastoral duties held no claim, and
sacrificing even the Etruscans for his dear sake.

The boy’s education may almost be said to have
dated from the day on which he first began to laugh,
and put out his little arms at the sight of those he
Joved. Uncle Martin, in spite of some maternal opposi-
tion, took care of that. He asserted his position at
once; and quietly, but firmly maintained. He it was
who tanght the child his first utterances — who guided
his first feeble steps upon the soft sward out of doors
— who trained his tongue to stammer its first prayer.
He taught him that God had made the sun, and the
stars, and the green trees. He led him to see use and
beauty in all created things — even in the most un-
lovely. He brought him up to fear the darkness no
more than the light; to admire all that was beautiful;
to reverence all that was noble; to love everything
that had life. He would not even let him have a toy
that was not in some way suggestive of gracefalness or
service.

When little Saxon was but two years old, his
mother died; and the good pastor pursmed his labour
benceforth without even a semblance of opposition.
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Saxon the elder believed in his brother as of old, and
deferred to him in everything; Martin did not, perhaps,
believe quite so implicitly in himself; but, as he told
his cousin, he prayed for light, and only strove to
know his duty, that he might perform it

As time went on, that duty became daily of more
extensive operation. The boy grew portentously both
in ideas and inches. He developed an alarming appetite
for books, as well as bread and butter. His curiosity
became insatiable, and his industry indefatigable. In
short, he perplexed his tutor sorely, and unconsciously
raised up a host of difficulties which had been left
quite unprovided for in the good pastor’s theories.

For Martin Trefalden had theories — very strange,
unworldly, eccentric theories, indeed — which looked
wonderfully well apon paper, and had been proved by
him to his brother over and over again, as they sat
smoking together by their fireside o’ nights; but which
had various disagreeable ways of tripping him up, and
leaving him in the lurch, now that they came to be
put into practice.

* Chief and foremost among these was his grand
theory about the Trefalden legacy.

Having persuaded his brother to marry, and having,
a8 it were, compelled Saxon the younger to emnter on
this stage of mortal life, it obviously behoved him
above all other things to arm that little Christian
against the peculiar dangers and temptations to which
his singular destiny exposed him. He must be trained
in habits of innocence, frugality, charity, and self-
denial. He must be taoght to prize only the simplest
pleasures. He must be doubly and trebly fortified
agsinst pride, avarice, prodigality, self-indulgence, and
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every other sin of which wealth is fruitful. Above
all, argued the pastor, he must not love money. Nay
more, he must be wholly indifferent to it. He must
regard it as a mere sign — an expedient — a medium
of exchange — a thing valueless in itself, and desirable
only because it is convenient. His childish hand must
never be sullied by it. His innocent thoughts must
never entertain it. He shall be as pure from the taint
of gold as the first dwellers in Paradise.

‘“‘But when he grows up, brother Martin,” suggested
the father one evening, while they sat talking it over,
as usual, in the chimney corner: ‘‘when he grows up,
you know, and the money really falls due — what
then?”

“What do you mean, Sax?”

“He won't know what to do with it.”

“But you will,” replied the pastor, sharply; ‘“and,
after all, ’tis you are the heir — not he. You never
seem to remember that, brother Sax.”

The farmer made no reply.

‘“And by that time, too,” continued Martin, *the
boy will be old enough to understand the right uses of
wealth.”

“You'll teach him those, brother Martin,” said the
farmer.

“You and I together.”

Saxon the elder smoked on in silence for a moment
or two; then, laying his hand gently on the pastor’s
sleeve, ‘“Brother Martin,” he said, ‘“thou’rt younger
than I, as I have reminded thee once or twice before.
I don’t believe that I have a very long life before me.
I don’t feel as if I should ever inherit that fortune, or
sce my boy with a beard upon kis chin.”
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He was right. He died, as we know, twelve years
before the century expired, and Martin Trefalden con-
tinued to bring up his nephew in his own way. He
could ride his hobby now at any pace he pleased, with-
out even the interruption of a meek question by the
way; so he ambled on year after year with his eyes
shut, and refused to recognise the fact that Saxon was
no longer a boy. He made himself wilfully blind both
to his moustache and his inches. He would not believe
that the time was already come for discussing the for-
bidden subject. He could not endure to tell his young
Spartan that he must one day be rich; and so, as it
were, be the first to raise his hand against that fabric
of unworldliness which it had been the labour of his

‘life to erect.

Of late, however, he had “had misgivings.” He
had begun to wonder whether perfect ignorance of life
was really the best preparation for a career of useful-
ness, and whether the college at Genmeva might not
have proved a better school for his nephew than the
solitnde of Domleschg.

Thus matters stood when William Trefalden Es-
quire, of Chancery-lane, London, made his appearance
at the Chitean Rotzberg; and thus it happened that
his cousin Saxon, the heir to four millions and a-half
of funded property, had no notion of the value of a
Napoleon.
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CHAPTER VIIL
Mr. Troefalden meets Acquaintances by the Way.

PuxoruaL as the minute hand of the quaint little
Swiss timepiece on the mantel-shelf, was Saxon to his
appointment. The first metallic chime of the half-hour
was just striking as he reached the inn door, and the
rapid smiting of his iron heel on the paved corridor
leading to the salon drowned the vibrations of the se-
cond. He found the breskfast table laid beside an
open window looking upon the garden and the moun-
tains, and his cousin turning over the leaves of a large
book at the farther end of the room.

“It is pleasant to find one’s self so good a judge of
character,” said Mr. Trefalden, advancing with out-
stretched hand. “I felt sure you would be true to
time, Saxon — so sure, that I had sent the eggs away
to be poached — and here they are! Come, sit down.
I hope you're hungry.”

“Indeed I am,” replied Saxon, making a vigorous
onslaught upon the loaf.

“Yon seem to have brought the mountain air in
with you,” said Mr. Trefalden, with a half-envious
glance at his fresh young cheek and breezy curls. “It
is a glorious morning for walking.”

“That it is; and I have been up to some of the
high pastures in search of one of our goats. It was so
clear at six o'clock that I saw the Glirnisch quite
plainly.”

““What is the Gléirnisch — a mountain?”

“Yes — a splendid mountain; the highest in the
Canton Glarus.”



80 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

“What wine do you prefer, Saxon?”

“Oh, either, thank you. I like the one as well as
the other.”

Mr. Trefalden raised his eyes from the carte des
vins.

“What ‘one’ and what ‘other’ do you mean?”
asked he.

“The red and the white.”

“You mean vin ordinaire?”

“Certainly. Why not?”

Mr. Trefalden shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t drink vinegar myself,” said he, “and I
should not choose to place it before you. We will try
a bottle of our host's Chateau Margaux. I suppose you
like that?”

“I don't know,” replied Saxon. “I never tasted it.”

“Have you ever tasted champagne?”

“Never.”

“Would you like to do so?”

“Indeed I don’t care. I like one thing just as well
as another. Thege cutlets are capital.”

Mr. Trefalden looked at his cousin with an expres-
sion of mingled wonder and compassion.

“My dear boy,” said he, “what have you done,
that you should only like one thing as well as an-
other?”

Saxon looked puzzled.

“It i8 a shocking defect, either of constitution or
education,” continued Mr. Trefalden, gravely. “You
must try to get over it. Don’t laugh. I am perfectly
serious. Here, taste this pité, and tell me if you like
it only as well as the cutlets.”

Saxon tasted it, and made a wry face.
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“What is it made of?” said he. ‘“What are those
nasty black things in it?”

“It is & p&té de foie gras,” replied Mr. Trefalden,
pathetically, “and those nasty black things are truffles
— the greatest delicacies imaginable.”

Baxon laughed heartily, poured some claret into a
tumbler, and put out his hand for the water-bottle.

“You are not going to mix that Chiteau Margaux!”
cried Mr. Trefalden.

“Why not?”

“Because it is sacrilege to spoil the flavour.”

“But I am thirsty.”

“So much the better. Your palate is all the more
susceptible. Try the first glass pure, at all events.”

SBaxon submitted, and emptied his glass at a
draught.

“That ¢s delicious,” said he.

“You really think so?”

“Unquestionably.”

“You prefer it to the vin ordinaire?”

“I do, indeed.”

Mr. Trefalden drew a deep breath of satisfaetion.

“AHons!” said he. “Then there is some little hope
for you, Saxon, after all.” .

23 But "

“But what?”

Saxon blushed and hesitated.

“But I am not sure,” said he, “that I prefer it to
the vin d'Asti.”

Mr. Trefalden leaned back in his chair and groaned
aloud.

“T'm sure I'm very sorry,” laughed Saxon, with a

Belf & Million of Money. I.
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comic look, half shy, half penitent. “But — but it
isn't my fault, is it?”

Before Mr. Trefalden could reply to this appeal,
there was a rustling of silk, and a sound of voices in
the corridor, and a lady and gentleman entered the
salon, conversing earnestly. Seeing others in the room,
they checked themselves. In the same instant Mr. Tre-
falden, who sat partly turned towards the door, rose
and exclaimed:

‘“Mademoiselle Colonna!”

The lady put out her hand.

“You here, Mr. Trefalden?” said she. “Padre mio,
you remember Mr. Trefalden?"”

The gentleman, who held his hat in one hand and
a bundle of letters and papers in the other, bowed
somewhat distantly, and said he believed he had had
the pleasure of meeting Mr. Trefalden before.

“Yes, at Castletowers,” replied the lawyer.

The gentleman’s dark face lighted up instantly,
and, laying his hat aside, he also advanced to shake
hands.

“Forgive me,” he said, “I did not remsmber that
you were a friend of Lord Castletowers. Have you
seen him lately? I hope you are well. This is a charm-
ing spot. Have you been here long? We have only
this moment arrived.”

He asked questions without waiting for replies, and
spoke hurriedly and abstractedly, as if his thoughts
were busy elsewhere all the time. Both his accent and
his daughter's were slightly foreign, but his was more
foreign than her’s.

“I only came yesterday,” replied Mr. Trefalden,
“and I propose to stay here for a week or two. May
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one venture to hope that you are about to do the
same?”’

The young lady shook her head. Her father had
already moved away to the opposite side of the room,
and was examining his letters.

“We are only waiting to breakfast while our vet-
tarino feeds his horses,” said she; ‘“and we hope to
reach Chur in time for the midday train.”

“A short sojourn,” said Mr. Trefalden.

“Yes; I am sorry for it. We have travelled by
this road very often, and always in haste. The place,
I am sure, would repay investigation. It i3 very
beautifal.”

“You come from Italy, I suppose?”

“Yes, from Milan.”

“And are, of course, as devoted as ever to the
good cause?”

Her eyes seemed to flash and dilate as she lifted
them suddenly upon her interrogator.

“You know, Mr. Trefalden,” said she, “that we
live for no other. But why do you call it the ‘good’
cause? You have never joined us — you have never
helped us. I had no idea that you deemed it a good
m)’

“Then you did me injustice,” replied the lawyer,
with an unembarrassed smile. “The liberty and unity
of a great people must be a good cause. I should
blush for my opinions if I did not think so.”

“Then why not give us the support of your
name?”

“Because, my dear madam, it would bring no sup-
port with it. I am an obscure man. I have neither
wealth nor influence.”

”

o
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“Even if that were so, it would be of little im-
portance,” said Mademoiselle Colonna, eagerly. “Every
volunteer is precious — even the humblest and weakest.
But you are neither, Mr. Trefalden. You are far from
being an obscure man. You are a very brilliant man
— nay, I mean no compliment. I only repeat what I
have often heard. I know that you have talent, and
I am sure you are not without influence. You would
be & most welcome accession to our staff.”

‘“Indeed, Mademoiselle Colonna, you over-estimate
me in every way.”

“I do not think so.”

“I ought also to tell you that I am a very busy
man. My whole life is absorbed by my professional
duties.”

“It is always possible to find time for good deeds,”
replied the lady.

“I fear, not always.”

“Enfin, we are not exacting. To those friends
who can give us but their names and their sympathies,
we are grateful. You will be one of those, I am sure.”

“It is better to give nothing, than to give that
which is worthless,” said Mr. Trefalden.

Mademoiselle Colonna met this reply with a slight
curl of the lip, and another flash of her magnificent
eyes.

“Those who are not for Italy, are against her, Mr.
Trefalden,” she said, coldly, and turned away.

The lawyer recovered his position with perfect tact.

“I cannot allow Mademoiselle Colonna to mistake
me a second time,” he said. “If she does me the
honour to value my poor name at more than its worth,
I can but place it at her disposal.”-
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“Are you sincere?” she said, quickly.

“Undoubtedly.”

“You permit us the use of your name?”

Mr. Trefalden smiled, and bent his head.

“Thanks in the name of the cause.”

“But, signora — —"

“Buat what?”

“You will forgive me if I desire to know in what
manner you propose to make my name serviceable?”

“I shall enter it on our general committee list.”

“Is that all?”

“All — neither more nor less.”

Mr. Trefalden’s face showed neither satisfaction nor
dissatisfaction. It was perfectly placid and indifferent,
like his smile. Mademoiselle Colonna looked at him
as if she would read him through; but she could do
nothing of the kind. _

“If you repent of the permission you have granted,”
she began, “or object to the publicity of ——"

“No, no,” interposed the lawyer, with a little de-
precatory raising of the hand, “not at all. It gives me
much pleasure.”

“If, then, on the contrary, you choose at any time
to favour us with more active aid,” continued she,
“you need only write to my father, or Lord Castle-
towers, or, indeed, any of the honorary secretaries,
and your co-operation will meet with grateful and im-
mediate acceptance. Till then, no demand will be made
upon your time or pagience.”

Mr. Trefalden bowed.

“Have you many such drones in your hive, signora?”
asked he.

¢ Hundreds.”



86 HALF A MILLION OP MONEY.

“But they only can be incumbrances.”

“Quite the contrary. They are of considerable
value. Their names give weight to our camse in the
eyes of the world; and the printed lists which contain
them find their way into every court and cabinet in
Europe. For instance, I have here a paper ——"

She paused, glanced towards Saxon, and dropping
her voice almost to a whisper, said —

“Your guide, I suppose? Does he understand
English?”

“Perfectly,” replied Mr. Trefalden, answering the
second question, and taking no notice of the first. “As
well as you, or myself.”

“Dio! Have I said too much? Is he safe?”

“] would answer for him with my head, if even
he had understood the purport of our conversation .
which he has not done.”

“How can you be sure of that?”

“Because he is a wild mountaineer, and knows no
more of politics than you, Signora Colonna, know of
the common law of England.”

The young lady took a folded paper from her pocket,
and placed it in Mr. Trefalden’s hand.

“Read that,” she said. “It is from Rome. You
are aware, of course, that Sardinia ——"

Her voice fell again to a whisper. She drew the
lawyer away to her father’s table, spread the document
before him, and proceeded to comment upon its contents.
This she did with great earnestmess and animation, but
in & tone of voice audible only to her listener. Mr.
T'refalden was all attention. Signor Colonna, his thin
hands twisted in his hair, and his elbows resting on
the table, remained absorbed in his papers. Saxon,
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who had not presumed to lift his eyes from his plate
while the lady stood near him, ventured to glance now
and then towards the group at the farther end of the
room. Having looked once, he looked again, and
could not forbear from looking. It was not at all
strange that he should do so. On the contrary, it would
have been strange if he had done otherwise; for Saxon
Trefalden was gifted with a profound, almost a religious,
sense of beauty, and he had never in his life seen any-
thing so beautiful as Olimpia Colonna.

CHAPTER IX,
Olimpia Colonna.

SaxoN TrerALDEN did not fall in love at first sight,
as Palamon fell in love with Emelie, walking in the
garden “full of braunches grene.” His heart beat none
the faster, his cheek grew none the brighter, or the
paler, for that stolen contemplation. Nothing of the
kind. He only admired her — admired her, and
wondered at her, and delighted to look upon her; just
a8 he would have admired, and wondered at, and
looked upon a gorgeous sunrise among his own native
Alps, or a splendid meteor in a summer sky. He did
not attempt to analyse her features. He could not
have described her to save his life. He had no idea
whether her wondrous eyes were brown or black; or
whether it was to them, or to the perfect mouth beneath,
that her smile owed the magic of its sweetness. He
had not the faintest suspicion that her hair was of the
same hue and texture as the world-famed locks of
Lucrezia Borgia; he only saw that it was tossed back
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from her brow like a cloud of burnt gold, crisp and
wavy, and gathered into a coronet that a queen might
have envied. He knew not how scornfully her lip
could curl, and her delicate nostrils quiver; but he
could not help seeing how there was something haughty
in the very undulations of her tall and slender form,
and something imperial in the character of her beanty.
In short, Saxon was no connoisseur of female loveliness.
The women of the Grisons are among the homeliest of
their race, and till now he had seen no others. A
really graceful, handsome, highly-bred woman was a
phenomenon in his eyes, and he looked upon her with
much the same kind of delightful awe that one ex-
periences on first beholding the sea, or the southern
stars. Indeed, had Mademoiselle Colonna been only a
fine portrait by Titian, or a marble divinity by Phidias,
he could hardly have admired her with a more dispas-
sionate and simple wonder.

Presently Mr. Trefalden came back to his breakfast,
leaving Signor Colonna and his daughter to theirs. He
resumed his seat in silence. He looked grave. He
pushed his plate aside with the air of one whose
thoughts are too busy for hunger. Then he looked at
Saxon; but Saxon'’s eyes were wandering to the farther
end of the salon, and he knew nothing of the close
and serious scrutiny to which he was being subjected.
The young man would, perhaps, have been somewhat
startled had he surprised that expression upon his cou-
sin’s face; and even more puzzled than startled by the
strange, flitting, cynical smile into which it gradually
faded.
“Come, Saxon,” said Mr. Trefalden, ‘‘we must finish
this bottle of Chdteau Margaux before we go.”
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Saxon shook his head.

“You have had only one glass,” remonstrated his
cousin.

“Thank you, I do not wish for more.”

“Then you don't really like it, after all?”

“Yes, I do; but I am no longer thirsty. See — I
have almost emptied the water-bottle.”

Mr. Trefalden shrugged his shoulders.

“We are told,” said he, “that primeeval man passed
through three preliminary stages before he reached the
era of civilisation — namely, the stone period, the iron
period, and the bronze. You, my dear Saxon, are still
in the stone period; and Heaven only knows how long
you might have stayed there, if I had not come to
your aid! It is my mission to civilise you.”

Saxon laughed aloud. It was his way to laugh on
the smallest provocation, like a joyous child; which,
in Mr. Trefalden’s eyes, was another proof of barbari-
anism.

“Civilise me, as much as you please, cousin Wil-

liam,” he said: “but don't ask me to drink without
thirst, or eat without hunger.”
- Mr. Trefalden glanced uneasily towards the other
table, where the father and daughter were breakfasting
side by side, and conversing softly in Italian. Perhaps
he did not wish them to hear Saxon call him *cousin.”
At all events, he rose abruptly, and said —

“Come — shall we smoke a cigar in the garden
before starting?”

But just as they were leaving the room, Mademoi-
selle Colonna rose and followed them.

“Mr. Trefalden,” she said eagerly, “Mr. Trefalden
— we found letters awaiting us at this place, one of
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which demands an immediate answer. This answer
must be conveyed to a certain spot, by a trusty mes-
senger. It may not, for various reasons, be sent
through the post. Can you help me? Do you know of
any person whom it would be safe to employ?”

“Indeed I do not,” replied the lawyer. “I am as
great a stranger in Reichenau as yourself. Perhaps,
however, the landlord can tell you "

“No, no,” interrupted she. “It will not be prudent
to consult him.”

“Then I fear I am powerless.”

“It — it is not very far,” hesitated the lady. “He
would only have to go about a mile beyond Thusis, on
the Spliigen road.”

“If I were not a man of law, Mademoiselle
Colonna,” said Mr. Trefalden, with his blandest smile,
“1 would myself volunteer to be your envoy; but ”

“But you have given us your name, Mr. Tre-
falden, and can do no more. I understand that. I
understood it from the first. I am only sorry to have
troubled you.”

“And I am sorry that you have not troubled me. I
regret that I cannot be of more service.”

Wherewith Mr. Trefalden bowed to Mademoiselle
Colonna, made a sign to his cousin to follow him, and
left the room. But Saxon lingered, blushing and irre-
solute, and turned to the lady instead.

“I can take the letter,” he said, shyly.

Mademoiselle Colonna paused, looked straight into
his eyes, and said

“It is an important letter. Can I trust you?”

“Yes.”

“Can I rely upon you to give it into no other
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hands than those of the person whom I shall deseribe
to you?”

(‘Yes‘”

“If anyone else should try to take it from yon,
what would you do?”

“If a man tried to take it from me by force,”
replied Saxon, laughingly, “I should knock him
down.”

“But if he were stronger than you; or if there were
several?"

He stopped to consider.

“Y — I think I should take it out, as if I were
going to give it up,” said he, “and I would swal-
low it.”

13 Good"’

Mademoiselle Colonna paused again, and again
looked at him steadfastly.

“Did you hear all that I said about this letter just
now to Mr. Trefalden?” she said.

“Every word of it.”

“You know tha.t you must not repeat 1t?”

“I suppose 80.”

“And you know that to convey this letter may
be—though it is very unlikely — a service of some
lLittle danger?”

“J did not know that; but I knew it was a service
of responsibility.”

“Well, then, are you equally willing to go?”

“Of course. Why not?”

Mademoiselle Colonna smiled, but somewhat doubt-
fally.

z‘I do not doubt your courage,” she said; ‘“but how
am I to know that you will not betray my confidence?”
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Saxon coloured up to the roots of his hair, and
drew back a step.

“You must not give me the letter,” said he, *‘if
you are afraid to trust me. I can only promise to de-
liver it, and be silent.”

Signor Colonna rose suddenly, and joined them.
He had his purse in his hand.

“Will you swear this, young man?” he asked.
“Will you swear this?”

“No,” said Saxon, proudly, “I will not swear
it. It is forbidden to take God's name for trifles. I
will give you my word of honour, but I will not take
an oath.”

“Humph! what reward do you expect?”

“Reward? What do you mean?”

“Will twenty francs satisfy you?”

Saxon drew back another step. He looked from
Signor Colonna to his daughter, and from the lady’s
face to the gentleman's.

“Money!” he faltered. “You offer me money?”

“Is it not enough?” :

Barbarian as he was, Saxon was quite sufficiently
civilised to writhe under the sting of this affront. The
tears started to his honest eyes. It was the first humilia-
tion he had known in his life, and he felt it bitterly.

“I did not offer to carry your letter for hire,” said
he, in a hurried, quivering voice. “I would have gone
twice the distnnce to — to please and serve the lady.
Good morning.”

And, turning abruptly on his heel, the young man
strode out of the room.

“Oh, stay, monsieur, one moment — one moment
only!” aried Mademoiselle Colonna.
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But he was already gone.

“What is this? Who is he? What does it all
mean?” asked Signor Colonna, impatiently.

“It means that we have committed a grievous
error,” replied his daughter. *“He is a gentleman —
a gentleman, and I took him for a common guide!
But see, there he goes, through the garden gate — go
to him; pray go to him, and apologise in my name
and your own.”

“But, my child,” said the Italian, nervously, “how
can you be sure ——7?"

“I am sure. I see it all now — I ought to have
seen it from the first. But look yonder, and convince
yourself! Mr. Trefalden has taken his arm — they go
down through the trees! Pray go — go at once, or
you will be too late!”

Signor Colonna snatched up his hat and went at
once; but he was too late for all that. The garden
was & very perplexing place. It belonged, not to the
hotel, but to the Chateau Planta close by, and was en-
tered by a large_iron gate, some few yards down the
road. It was laid out on a little picturesque peninsula
just at the junction of the Hinter and Vorder Rhines,
and was traversed by all kinds of winding walks, some
of which led down to the water side, some up to shady
nooks, or hidden summer-houses, or open lawns fragrant
with violets, and musical with ever-playing fountains.
Up and down, in and out of these paths, Signor Co-
lonna wandered for nearly half-an-hour without meet-
ing a living soul, or hearing any sound but the rushing
of the rivers and the echoes of his own steps on the
gravel. Baxon and his cousin had disappeared as ut-
terly as if the green sward had opened and swallowed
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them, or the grey Rhine had swept them away in its
eddying current.

CHAPTER X.
Mentor begins to take Telemachus in Hand.

Pastor MARTIN never closed his eyes in sleep that
night after William Trefalden paid his first visit at the
Chéteau Rotzberg. His anxieties had been increasing
and multiplying of late, and this event brought them
on masse to the surface. He scarcely knew whether to
feel relieved or embarrassed by the arrival of his Lon-
don kinsman. Harassed as his mind had been for
some time past, he yet dreaded to lay the source of his
troubles before an arbiter who might tell him that he
had acted unwisely. Yet here was the arbiter, dropped,
as it were, from the clouds; and, be his verdict what
it might, the story of Saxon’s education could not be
withheld from him. The good priest shrunk from this
confession. It was true that he had done all for the
best. It was also true that he would have given his
own life to make that boy a good and happy man.
And yet—and yet there remained the fatal possibility
which had so haunted him during these last few
months. His own judgment might all this time have
been at fault; and the fair edifice which he had been
building up with such love and devotion for the last
twenty years or more, might, after all, have its foun-
dations in the sand. This was a terrible thought, and
o hard to bear that the pastor made up his mind to
go down to Reichenau early in the morning, and talk
the whole matter over with William Trefalden, before
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he and Saxon should have started for Chur. When
the morning came, however, a goat was missing from
the flock. This mischance threw all the farm-work out
of its daily course, so that the pastor started a good
half-hour too late, quite expecting to find them both
gone by the time he reached the Adler.

In the meanwhile, Saxon had overtaken his cousin
in the garden of the Chiteau Planta.

“Well,” said Mr. Trefalden, “I began to think you
were never coming. Take a cigar?”

Saxon shook his head.

“I don’t smoke, thank you,” said he hurriedly.
“This way.”

Mr. Trefalden noted the flush upon his cheek,
and the agitation of his manner, and followed in
silence.

The young man plunged down a labyrinth of nar-
row side walks, till they came to one that sloped to
the water-side. At the bottom of this slope, only a
wire fence and a slip of gravelly bank lay between
them and the river. A covered bridge spanned the
stream a few yards higher up, and beyond the bridge
lay the meadows and the mountains. Saxon, without
deigning to touch the wire with his hand, sprang lightly
over. Mr. Trefalden, less lightly, and more leisurely,
followed his example. In a few minutes more, they
had both passed through the gloom of the covered
bridge, and emerged into the sunshine beyond. Saxon
at once struck across the road, and took the field path
opposite.

“Is this the way to Chur?” asked Mr. Trefalden,
somewhat abruptly.

Saxon started, and stopped.
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“No, indeed,” he replied. “I — I had forgotten.
‘We must turn back.”

“Not till I have finished my cigar. See — here
is an old pine-trunk, that looks as if it had been
felled on purpose. Let us sit and chat quietly for
half-an-hour.”

“With all my heart,” said Saxon. Bo they sat
down side by side, far enongh out of sight or hearing
of the garden in wluch Signor Colonna was searching
for them on the opposite side of the river.

“By the way, Saxon, what kept you so long, just
now?” said Mr. Trefalden. “Were you flirting with
the fair Olimpia?”

Saxon's face was scarlet in an instant.

“I—1 offered to carry her letter,” he replied, con-
fusedly.

“The deuce you did! And she declined?”

“She misunderstood me.”

“I am heartily glad of it. I would not have had
you mixed up in any of the Colonna intrigues for a
trifle. In what way did she misunderstand you?"

Saxon bit his lip, and the colour which had nearly
faded from his face came back again.

“She thought I wanted to be paid for going,” he
said, reluctantly.

“Offered you money, in short?”

“Yes — that is, her father did so.”

“And what did you say?”

“I hardly know. I was greatly vexed — more
vexed, perhaps, than I ought to have been. I left
them, at all events, and here I am.”

“Without the letter, I trust?”

“Without the letter.”
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There was a brief silence. Mr. Trefalden looked
down thoughtfully, and a faint smile flitted over his
face. BSaxon did not see it. . His thoughts were busy
elsewhere, and his eyes were also bent upon the
ground.

“Y am sorry yon don’t join me,"” said Mr. Trefalden.
“Smeoking is a social art, and you should acquire it.”

“The art is eagy enough " said Saxon. “It is the
taste for it which is diffieult of acquisition.”

“Then you have tried it?”

“Y“.”

“And it made you giddy?”

“Not at all; but it gave me no pleasure.”

“That was because you did not persevere long
enough to experisnce the delicious dreaminess that —”

“I have no desire to feel dreamy,” interrupted
Saxon. “I should detest any sensation that left my
mind less active than usual. I had as soon put on
fetters.”

Mr. Trefalden laughed that low, pleasant laugh of
his, and stretched himself at full length on the grass.

“There are fettars, and fetters,” said he. “Fetters
of gold, and fetters of flowers, as well as fetters of

xron ”

“Heaven forbid that I should ever know any of the
three,” observed Saxon, gravely.

“Yon have this very day been in danger of the two
last,” replied Mr. Trefalden.

“Consm, you are jesting.

*“Cousin, I am doing nothmg of the kind.”

Saxon's blue eyes opened in amazement.

“'What can you mean?” said he.

“I will tell you. But you must promise to listen

lalf « Million of Money. I 7
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patiently, for my explanation involves some amount of

Saxon bent his head, and the lawyer, puffing lazily
at his cigar from time to time, continued.

“The Colonna family,” said he, “is, as of course
you know already, one of the oldest and noblest of
the princely Roman houses. Giulio Colonna, whom
you saw just now at the Adler, is a scion of the stock.
He has been an enthusiast all his life. In his youth
he married for love; and, for the last twenty or thirty
years, has devoted himself, heart and soul, to Italian
politics. He has written more pamphlets and ripened
more plots than any man in Europe. He is at the
bottom of every Italian conspiracy. He is at the head
of every secret society that has Italian unity for its ob-
ject. He is, in short, a born agitator; and his danghter
is as fanatical as himself. As you saw them just now,
8o they are always. He with his head full of plots,
and his pockets full of pamphlets — she exercising
all her woman'’s wit and energy to enlist or utilise an
dlyo”

“I understand now what she meant by the ‘good
cause,’” observed Saxon, thoughtfully.

“Ay that's the hackneyed phrase.”

Saxon looked up.

“But it ¢2 a good cause,” said he. “It is the liberty
of her country.”

Mr. Trefalden shrugged his shoulders.

“Yes, yes, of course it is,” he replied; “but one
gets weary of this pamphleteenng and plotting. Fighting
ik one thing, Saxon, and intriguing, another. Besides,
I hate a female politician.”

“Bhe is very beautiful,” said Saxon.
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“She’is beautiful, and brilliant, and very fascinat-
ing; and she knows how to employ her power, too.
Those eyes of Olimpia Colonna's have raised more
volunteers for Italy than all her father's pamphlets.
Confess now, would you have been so ready to carry
that letter this morning, if the lady had worn blue
spectacles and a front?”

“I canmot tell, but I fear not,” replied the young
man, laughingly. “But what has this to do with the

“Everything. Granted, now, that the fair signora
had known you were my cousin —"

“I suppose she took me for your servant,” inter-
posed Saxon, somewhat bitterly.

¢— and that you had really taken charge of that
paper grenade,” continued Mr. Trefalden, “can you
not guess what the results might have been? Well, I
can. She would not have offered you money — not a
sou— but she would have smiled upon you, and given
you her hand at parting; and you would probably have
kissed it as if she had been an empress, and worshipped
her as if she were a divinity; and your head, my dear
Saxon, would have been as irretrievably turned as the
heads of the false prophets in Dante’s seventh circle.”

“No, that it would not,” said Saxon, hastily; with
his face all on fire again at the supposition. “And be-
gides, the false prophets were in the eighth circle, cou-
gin — the place, you know, called Malebolge.”

“True — the eighth. Thank you. Then you
would have placed the grenade in whichever pocket
lay nearest to the place where your heart used to be;
and you would have gone to the world’s end as readily
as to Thusis; and have been abjectly happy to wear

T
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Mademoiselle Colonna’s fetters of flowers for the rest of
your natural life.”

“Nay, but indeed —”

“8o much for the flowers,” interrupted Mr. Tre-
falden. “Now for the iron. Once embarked in this
‘good caunse,’ there would have been no hope for you
in the future. In less than a month, you would have
been affiliated to some secret society. Dwelling as you
do, on the high road to Italy, you would have been
appointed to all kinds of dangerous services; and the
result of the whole affair would have been an Austrian
dungeon, whence not even Santa Olimpia herself would
have power to extricate you.”

“A very pleasant picture, and very well painted,”
said Saxon, with an angry quiver of the lip; “but an
error, cousin, from beginning to end. I should have
devoted myself neither to the lady nor the cause; so
your argument falls to the ground, and the fetters
along with it.”

Mr. Trefalden had too much tact to pursue the con-
versation further, so he changed the subject.

“Are you fond of music?” he asked.

* Passionately.”

“Do you play any instrument?”

“I play a little on our chapel organ, but very
badly.”

“By ear, I suppose?”

“Not entirely. My father learned music at Geneva,
in his youth; and all that he knows lie has taught me.”

“Which, I suppose,” said Mr. Trefalden, “is just
enough to make you wish it were mare?”

* Precisely.”

“Have you a good organ at the chapel?”
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“No, a wretched thing. It is very small, very old,
und sadly out of repair. Two of the stops are gquite
useless, and there are but five altogether.”

“A wretched thing, indeed! Can't you get a new
one?”

“I fear not. Perhaps when Count Planta comes
back from Italy he may give us one. My father means
to mention it to him, at all events; but then the count
is always either in Naples or Paris. ~He may not
come to Reichenau for the next three or four years.”

“And in the meanwhile,” said Mr, Trefalden, “the
organ may die of old age, and become altogether dumb.”

“Quite true,” replied Saxon with a sigh.

Mr. Trefalden glanced at him sharply, and a silence
of some moments ensued.

“Don’t you think, Saxon,” said he, at length, “that
it must be very pleasant to be rich?”

Saxon looked up from his reverie, and smiled.

“To be rich?” he repeated.

“Ay, as Count Planta, for instance.”

‘ Are you serious, cousin?”

“Quite serious.”

“Then I think it cannot be pleasant at all.”

“Why not!”

“Because wealth is power, and power is a frightful
temptation.”

“Nonsense!"” said Mr. Trefalden.

“And a frightful responsibility, too.”

“Nonsense again!”

“All history proves it,” said Saxon, earnestly.
“Look at Athens and Rome — see how luxury under-
mined the liberty of the one, and how the desire of
aggrandisement — "
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Mr. Trefalden laid his hand laughingly upon the
young man’s mouth.

“My dear fellow,” said he, “you talk like a class-
book, or an Exeter Hall lecturer! Who cares about
Bome or Athens now? One would think you were a
thousand years old, at the very least.”

[13 Bllt PR L

“But your arguments are very true, and classical,
and didactic — I grant all that Nevertheless our
daily experience proves money to be a remarkably agree-
able thing. You, I think, are rather proud of your
poverty.”

“I am not poor,” replied Saxon. “I have all that
I need. An emperor can have no more.”

“Humph! Are there no poor in Reichenaa?”

“None who are very poor. Noue so poor as the
people of Embs.”

“Where is Embs?”

“About half-way on the road to Chur. It is a Ro-
man Catholic parish, and the inhabitants are miserably
squalid and idle.”

“I remember the place. I passed it on my way
here yesterday. It looked like a hotbed of fever.”

“And well it might,” replied Saxon, sadly. “They
had it terribly last autumn.”

Mr. Trefalden faced round suddenly, leaning om
his elbow, and flung away the end of his cigar.

“And so you think, young man,” said he, “that
because you have all you need, money would be of no
use to you! Pray, did it never occur to you that
these fever-stricken wretches wanted food, medicine,
and clothing?”

“We — we did what we could, cousin,” replied
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Saxon, in a troubled voice. “God knows it was very
little, but — —”

“But if you had been a rich man, you could have
done ten times more. Is that not true?”

“Too true.”

“Your religion enjoins you to give alms; but how
are you to do this without money?”

“One may do good works without money,” said
Saxon.

“In a very limited degree. Not one-tenth part as
many as if you had plenty of it. Did you never look
at that side of the question, Saxon? Did you never
wish to be rich for the sake of others?”

“I am not sure, but I do not think I ever did.
I was 8o impressed with the belief that money was the
root of all evil — —"

“Pshaw! Things are good or evil according to
the use we make of them. A knife is but a knife,
whether in the hand of a surgeon or an assassin; yet
the result is considerably different. You must divest
your mind of these fallacies, Saxon. They are un-
worthy of you!”

Saxon put his hand to his brow uneasily.

“What you say sounds like the truth,” said he;
“and yet — and yet it is at variance with the precepts
upon which I have relied all my life.”

“Very possibly,” replied Mr. Trefalden. “Pre-
cepts, however, are bad things to depend upon. They
are made of india-rubber, and will stretch to cover any
proposition. Let us suppose, now, that you were a
rich man — —"

“How absurd!” said Saxon, forcing a smile. *What
is the use of it?”



104 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

“We will see what might have been the use of it.
In the first place you would have had good instruction,
and have become an accomplished musician. You
would have enriched yonder little church with a fine
organ, and perhaps have rebuilt the church into the
bargain. You would have furnished the poor sufferers
of Embs with a staff of doctors and nurses, and have
saved, perhaps, some scores of human lives. You
would have been able to surround your uncle with com-
forts in his old age. You could have gratified your
desire of visiting Rome, Athens, and Jerusalem. You
could have lined the old chétean from top to bottom
with Greek and Latin poets, and have founded a
museum of Etruscan antiquities for your uncle’s per-
petual delight. Finally — —"

He paused. Saxon looked up.

“Well, cousin,” said he; “finally what?”

“Finally, rich men do not wear grey blouses and
leather gaiters. If you had had a coat like mine on
your back this morning, S8axon, Mademoiselle Colonna
would not have taken you for a common peasant, and
Signor Colonna would not have offered you money.”

Saxon sprang to his feet with an impatient gesture.

“Enough of would be, and might be!” exclaimed
he. “Of what use are these speculations? I am not
rich, and I never shall be rich; so it is idle to think
of it.”

“At all events,” persisted Mr. Trefalden, “youn ad-
mit the desirableness of wealth?”

“I — I am not sure. I cannot relinguish an old
belief so hastily.”

“Not even in favour of the truth?”
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“I do not yet know that it is the truth. My mind
needs further evidence.”

“Of what, my son?” said a gentle voice close be-
hind him. :

It was the pastor. There was a field path across
those very meadows between Rotzberg and Reichenau,
and the pine-trunk where the cousins had stayed to rest
lay within a dozen yards of its course.

Saxon uttered a joyous exclamation.

“This is fortunate!” cried he. “You come at the
right moment, father, to judge our argument.”

“We were talking of riches,” said Mr. Trefalden;
rising, and grasping the old man's outstretched hand.
“My young kinsman here preaches the language of an
Arcadian, and declaims against the precious metals like
a seeond Timon. I, on the other hand, have been
trying to convince him that gold has a very bright
gide, indeed, and may be made to perform a good
many wise offices. What say you?”

The pastor looked distressed.

“The question is a broad ome,” said he, “and
there is much truth on both sides of it. But we can-
not discuss it now. I want to talk to you, Cousin
William. I have hastened down from Rotzberg, fear-
ing all the time lest I should miss you. Were you not
going to Chur?”

“We were going, and are going, by-and-by,” re-
plied Mr. Trefalden.

“Can you spare me half-an-hour before you start?”

*The whole day, if you please.”

“Nay, an hour will be more than enough. Saxon,
that which I have to say to our cousin is not for thy
ears. Go up, my son, to Tamins, and inquire about
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that Indian corn-seed that farmer Retzschel promised
us last week.”

Saxon looked surprised; but prepared to be gone
without a word.

““Shall T come back here afterwards?” he asked.

“No. It would be better to await thy cousin at
the Adler.”

Saxon coloured, and hesitated.

“Could I not wait at the chapel?” said he.

“Ay, at the chapel, if thou wilt.”

So the young man waved a cheery farewell, and
started at once upon his uncle’s errand. Looking back
presently, at the turn of the path, he saw them sitting
on the pine-trunk, side by side, already in earnest con-
versation. He saw Mr. Trefalden shake his head. He
fancied there was some kind of trouble in the old
man’s attitude. What could his uncle have to say to
one whom, kinsman though he was, he had never seen
till the previous evening? Why this mystery about
their conversation? It was very strange. Saxon could
not help feeling that he must be himself concerned,
somehow or another, in the matter; and this surmise
added, vaguely, to his uneasiness.

CHAPTER XI.
Up at the Church.

Turer hours later, Saxon was sitting alone before
the organ in the little chapel on the hill. One hand
supported his head, the other rested listlessly upon
the keys. A tattered mass of Palestrina’s lay open
upon the music desk; but Saxon’s eyes were turned to-
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wards the door, and his thoughts were far away. He
had been playing, half an hour or an hour ago, and
had fallen since then into a long and anxious train of
thought. He had even forgotten the little fair-haired
urchin who acted for him as blower, and who had
fallen fast asleep in the sunshine that streamed through
the south window at the back of the organ.

It was a plain, white-washed, brown-raftered little
church, with a row of deal benches on each side of the
aisle, and a pulpit to match. On a long board
suspended from the roof just above the altar was
painted, in gandy characters of gold and scarlet, a
German couplet signifying, “Where God is, there is
liberty.” The organ was of old dark oak, with ebony
keys; and on the top stood a battered angel with a
broken trumpet. It was a place of primitive simplicity,
and no kind of architectural beauty. The beauty lay
all without, among the Alps and pine forests that
showed here and there through open doors and
windows.

It was more than an hour past midday when Saxon
Trefalden sat thus before the organ, and his cousin had
not yet come to claim his company. His thoughts
were busy, and his soul was disquieted within him.
The uneasiness that he had felt on leaving those two
to their solitary conference had now increased tenfold.
‘Why was he excluded from it? And why should his
uncle, who had never, as he believed, hidden a thought
from him before, keep a secret from him now?

Then, what of this unknown kinsman, William
Trefalden, of London? Did Saxon really like him?
The question was a difficult one. He scarcely knew
how to answer it, even to himself. He thought he
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liked his cousin. Nay, he felt sure — almost sure —
that he liked him. Not, perhaps, quite so well to-day
a8 yesterday. Was it that an indefinite sense of mis-
trust mingled with the liking? No, that was impos-
sible. His generous nature revolted at the thought.
Was it that William Trefalden’s opinions were so new
to him, and went so far to unsettle his own preconceived
notions of good and evil? Or was it that he was him-
self somewhat out of humour with the world this mom-
ing — somewhat less contented than of old? The
organ, to be sure, had sounded more wheezy and thin
than ever to-day, and his own playing had seemed
clumsier than usual. Besides, that matter of the
twenty francs was hard to forget. Well, well, he cer-
tainly liked his coasin; and as for poverty, why he
must put up with it, and make the best of it, as his
father and uncle had done before him. Then, with
regard to Olimpia Colonna — Pshaw! were she fair
as Helen, and patriotic as Camilla, it would make no
difference to him. Saxon flattered himself that he was
invulnerable.

At this point of his meditations, a shadow fell upon
the threshold, and was followed by the substance of
William Trefalden.

“I am ashamed, Saxon,” said he, ‘“to have kept
you waiting for me so long. Your uncle is gone home,
and I suppose it is too late to think of Chur to-day.
Is this the organ?”

Saxon bent his head affirmatively.

“8ol a lumbering old box of pipes, only fit for
firowood! What say you? Will you present the
parish with a new one?”
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“I hope the parish will not have to wait till I do
80,” replied Saxon, with a faint smile.

“But I am serious. Will you order omne from
Geneva, or have it brought all the way from Paris?”

“Cousin William, what do you mean?” faltered
Saxon, his heart beginning to beat faster, he knew not
why.

Mr. Trefalden laid his two hands on the young
man’s shoulders, and, looking him steadily in the face,
replied: —

“This is what I mean, Saxon. In three or. four
weeks’ time you will be a rich man — a very rich
man — ten times richer than Count Planta, or any
nobleman here.”

“I — rich — richer than — I do not understand
you!” said Saxon, brokenly.

“It is the absolute truth.”

“But my uncle —"

“He knows it. He has known it since before you
were born. He has desired me to tell you all the story
of your inheritance.”

Saxon put his hand to his forehead, and turned his
face away. '

“Not just yet — not here,” he said, in an agitated
voice. “I — I am so taken by surprise — almost
terrified. Will you leave me for a few minutes? I
will come out to you presently in the churchyard.”

“QOh, certainly,” replied Mr. Trefalden, and turned
towards the door. Saxon sprang after him, and grasped
bim by the arm.

“One moment,” exclaimed he, pointing to a little
stone tablet let into the church wall about half way
between the organ and the porch. “Did Ae know, too?"”
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The tablet bore the name of Saxon Trefalden, and
the date of his death.

“Your father and your uncle both knew it,” replied
Mr. Trefalden, gravely. “This fortune would have
been his now, instead of yours, if he had lived to
claim it.”

Saxon turned away with a deep sob, and his cousin
went out into the sunshine.

Left alone in the little silent church, the young
man covered his face with his hands, and burst into
tears.
“God help me!” murmured he. ‘“What shall I
do? I am so young, so ignorant, so unfit to bear this
burden. God help me, and guide me to use these
riches rightly!”

And then he knelt down beside the little organ,
and prayed.

CHAPTER XIL
On the 'l‘el_'nee at Castletowers.

A BROAD gravelled terrace lying due east and west
with vases of massive terra-cotta, full of glossy ever-
greens, placed at regular intervals along the verge of
the broad parapet. A mighty old Elizabethan mansion
of warm red brick, standing back in a deep angle of
shade, with all its topmost gables, carved scutcheons,
and gilded vanes glittering to the morning sun. A
fore-ground of andulating park traversed by a noisy
rivulet, and rich in old gnarled oaks planted at the
time of the Restoration. A distance of blue hills and
purple common, relieved here and there by stretches of
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fir plantation jutting out into the hazy heath-land, like
wooded promontories sloping to the sea. On the ter-
race, & peacock with all his gorgeous plumage dis-
played; a lady feeding him from her own white hand;
and two gentlemen standing by. The time, the second
day of April, balmy, sunny, redolent of the violet and
the thorn. The county, Swrrey. The place, Castle-
towers.

“How you flatter that bird, Mademoiselle Colonna!"
said one of the gentlemen; a tall, soldierly man, with
a deep sabre-scar across his left temple, and some few
grey hairs silvering his thick moustache and beard.
‘“His disposition was always a perfect balance between
vanity and ill-nature, but since your advent, the brute
has become more insufferable than ever. Take care!
I never see your hand so near his beak without a
shudder.” i

“Fear nothing on my account, Major Vaughan,”
replied the lady; “and pray do not be unjust to Sarda-
napalus. He is quite an altered bird; and as gentle as
a dove — with me.”

“You do well to add that clause, my dear lady;
for we can all bear witness to the way in which his
majesty ‘takes it out’ in viciousness when you are not
by. He flew at Gulnare not an hour ago, down by
the five oaks yonder; and I believe, if I had not
chanced to be within hail, and if the mare were not
the most self-possessed beast in creation, there would
have been battle, murder, and sudden death between
them‘”

“Really? You make me prouder than ever of my
conquest.” i

The soldier shrugged his shoulders.
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“Pshaw!” said he, “what is one bar on the medal,
more or less, to the hero of a hundred fields?” :

“Major Vaughan, you are complimentary.”

“Vaughan’s pretty speeches always smell of powder,”
laughed the younger gentleman, who was leaning against
the parapet close by.

“Bah! gue veuz-tu, mon cher? A man can no more
shake off the associations of twenty years, than he can
shake off the bronze from his skin —

You may break, you may ruin the vase if you will,
The scent of the barrack will hang round it still,"

Mademoiselle Colonna looked up quickly, still feed-
ing the peacock from her open palm.

. “I like your compliment the better, Major Vaughan,
for what Lord Castletowers calls its smell of powder,”
said she. “It is a familiar perfume to me, remember.”

“I don’t like to remember it,” muttered the soldier,
pulling thoughtfully at his moustache.
© “Nor I,” said Lord Castletowers, in a low voice.

“Why mnot, pray?” asked the lady, with a
heightened colour. “Is it not the incense of Italian
liberty ?”

“Granted; but it is an incense so powerful that fair
ladies do well to smell it from a distance.”

“Not when they can be of service in the temple,
Major Vaughan,” replied Mademoiselle Colonna, with
one of her proud smiles. ‘“But, digressions apart, do
you really tell me that Sardanapalus attacked Gulnare
without any kind of provecation?”

“I do, indeed.”

“It is strange that he should be so savage.”

“It is still more strange that he should be so do-
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cile! I believe, Mademoiselle Colonnd, "that you are
in possession of some taming secret known only to
yourself.”

“Perhape I am. May I be allowed to cite you as
a specimen of my success?”

Major Vaughan bowed almost to the ground.

“Oh! daughter of the sun and moon,” said he,
“the head of thy slave is at thy disposal!”

Startled either by the Major’s profound salaam, or
by the sudden pealing of the breakfast bell, Sardana-
palus threw up his head, and uttered an angry scream.
Mademoiselle Colonna withdrew her hand quickly, and
flung away the remainder of the cake with which she
had been feeding him. Lord Castletowers saw the
gesture, and sprang to her side.

“The brute has not bitten you?” he said anxiously.

She had already wrapped her handkerchief round
her hand, and was moving slowly towards the house,
as if nothing had happened; but there was a scarcely
perceptible quiver in the smile with which she replied.

“Very slightly, thank you. Don’t be angry with
the poor bird. He meant no harm.”

“Meant!” echoed the young man, fiercely. “I'll
teach him to know what he means in future. Will
you permit me to see the extent of the mischief?”

“Nay, it is nothing — a mere peck.”

Lord Castletowers uttered an exclamation of dis-
may, a8 he stooped to take something from the ground.
It was a little fragment of cake, all crimson dyed.

“It is no ‘peck’ that has done this!” he exclaimed.
“For pity’s sake, Olim -— mademoiselle, allow me to
see your hand!”

Half a Million of Money. I, 8
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“Indeed it is not serious; but lest you should fancy
it worse than it is — therel”

The blush with which she began faded quite away
as she concluded, and left her somewhat paler than
usual. She averted her eyes. She could bear the pain
bravely enough, but not the sight.

““What is the matter?” said Major Vaughan, who
had turned away on making his salaam, and who had
seen nothing of the accident.

“That carrion bird has bitten Mademoiselle Co-
lonna!” replied Lord Castletowers, with unconcealed
agitation. “Bitten her severely. See this!”

The pretty little delicate palm was half laid open,
but the slender fingers did not even tremble. Major
Vaughan examined the wound with the keen glance of
one accustomed to such matters.

“Humph! an ugly gash!” said he; “but not so bad
as a bayonet thrust, after all. If you will accompany
me indoors, mademoiselle, I will dress it for you in
first-rate style. You do not know what a capital surgeon
I am. Here, Castletowers, something to tie up
the young lady’s hand, in the meanwhile!”

Lord Castletowers gave his own handkerchief, and,
turning aside, hastily thrust Mademoiselle Colonna’s
into his breast-pocket. Her eyes were still averted;
but a dark shadow came upon Major Vaughan's face.

“A thousand thanks,” said she, smilingly, when
the bandage was adjusted.

“You must not thank me till it is properly dressed,
mademoiselle,” replied he, offering her his arm. “ And
now, if you please, we will find our way to the house-
keeper’s room, and procure all that is necessary; while
you, my dear fellow, had better go and explain the
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cause of this delay to Lady Castletowers. I know she
does not like to wait for breakfast.”

“True, it is one of my mother's peculiarities. I
will do the work of propitiation. As for Sardanapa-
lus....”

‘‘Sardanapalus must be pardoned,” interposed Made-
moigelle Colonna.

Lord Castletowers shook his head.

“Nay, I entreat.”

But she entreated with the air of an empress.

The young man lifted his hat.

“The prisoner at the bar was condemned to death,”
said he, courteously; “but since the queen chooses to
exercise her prerogative, the court commutes his sen-
tence to solitary confinement for life in the great aviary
at the end of the Italian garden.”

At this moment the breakfast bell sent forth a
second clamorous peal; the imperial conviet uttered
another dissonant cry, and sailed across the terrace in
all his panoply of plumage; and the trio went up to
the house.

CHAPTER XIII.

The House of Castletowers,

Gervase LeoroLp WynncLyrre, Earl of Castle-
towers, was the fifth peer of his house, and the last of
his name. He was not rich; but he was very good-
natored. He had no great expectations: but he was
tolerably clever, tolerably good-looking, and only
twenty-seven years of age. His principles were sound;
his French accent was perfect; he had made one suc-

8#
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‘cessful speech in the House, and he was unmarried.
With all these qualifications, and his five feet eleven
inches to boot, it is not surprising that Lord Castle-
towers, despite his very limited means, should have
found himself, during several seasons, the object of a
fair amount of maternal manosuvring. That he was
not yet given over to the spoilers was owing to no
wisdom of his own, and to no absence of that suscep-
tibility which flesh (especially flesh under thirty years
of age) is heir to. On the contrary, he had been
smitten, as the phrase goes, twice or thrice; but on
each of these occasions his destiny, and, perhaps, his
lady mother, had interposed to save him.

The young Earl adored his mother. She was still
beautiful; slender, pale, stately, and somewhat above
the average height of women. In complexion and
features she resembled the later portraits of Marie An-
toinette; but it was a likeness of outline and colouring
only. The expression was totally different — so dif-
ferent that it appeared sometimes to obliterate the re-
semblance altogether. The sorrow, the sweetness, the
womanly tenderness of that poor royal face were all
missing from the serene countenance of Alethea,
Countess of Castletowers. She looked as if she had
never known a strong emotion in her life; as if love
and hate, anguish and terror, would bave glanced off
from her like arrows from a marble statue. Proud as
they both were, the very pride of these two faces had
nothing in common. That of the queen was passionate,
upon the lip; that of the countess shone coldly from
the eye. Pride was, indeed, the dominant principle of
her being — the pivot upon which her every thought,
word, and action turned, She bad been a great heiress,
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She was the daughter, wife, and mother of an Earl.
She was of the ancient line of Holme-Pierpoint; and
the blood of the Holme-Pierpoints had mingled once
with that of the Plantagenets, and twice with that of
the Tudors. The Countess of Castletowers never forgot '
these things for a moment. It is doubtful if they were
even absent from her dreams. Her dignity, her grace,
her suavity of manner were perfect; but they were all
based upon her pride, like that royal bower of which
the poet dreamed: —

“A sunny pleasure-dome, with caves of ice.”

Lady Castletowers had not loved her husband; but she
loved her son as much as it was in her nature to love any-
thing. The husband had squandered her dower; insulted
her by open neglect; and died abroad, overwhelmed with
debt and discredit, within the fifth year of their marriage.
The son had reverenced, admired, idolised her from his
cradle. He had never given her cause for one moment’s
anxiety since the day of his birth. As a little child,
he thought her the most noble and gracious of God’s
creatures: as he grew in years, his faith in her re-
mained undiminished, and his love became that beauti-
ful love which mingles the chivalrous respect of the
man with the tender homage of the son. It was not,
therefore, surprising that whatever waif of haman
weakness had fallen to her ladyship’s portion should
have been garnered up for this one object. While he
was yet very young, her affection for him was, as it
were, invested at compound interest, and left to accu-
mulate till he should become of an age to deserve it;
but as he arrived at manhood, his life became identified
with her own. All her pride and ambition centred in
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him. He must marry well — that is to say, richly
and nobly. He must make a position in the Upper
House. He must some day be a cabinet minister; and
he must get that step in the peerage which the Duke
of York had once solicited for his father, but which
George the Fourth had refused to grant. Lady Castle-
towers had set her heart on obtaining these things for
her son, but above all else had she set her heart upon
the last. She would have sold ten years of her own
life to see the marquis's coronet upon his carriage
panels. When the clergyman in church put up that
prayer, towards the end of the morning service, which
implores fulfilment for the -desires and petitions of the
congregation, “as may be most expedient for them,”
Lady Castletowers invariably reverted in the silence of
her thoughts to the four pearls and the four strawberry
leaves; and never asked herself if there could be pro-
fanity in the prayer.

In the meanwhile, the young Earl accepted all this
pride and ambition for the purest maternal affection.
He did not care in the least about the marquisate; he
was somewhat indifferent to the attractions of the Upper
House; and he had almost made up his mind that he
would not, if he could, be burdened with the toils and
regponsibilities of office. But he would not have
grieved his mother by a hint of these heresies, for the
universe. He even blamed himself for his own want
of ambition, and soothed his troubled conscience every
now and then by promising himself that he would very
soon “read up” one of the popular financial topics, and
make another speech in the House.

But that question of the wealthy marriage was to
him the least agreeable of all his mother’s projects.
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There was some romance in the young man’s disposi-
tion, and he could not relish the thought of adding to
his own scanty acres by means of his wife’s dower. He
would have preferred to marry a village maiden for
love, like the Lord of Burleigh; or, at least, to have
folt that he was free to love like the Lord of Burleigh,
if he chose.

It was in somewhat of this same spirit of romance
that Lord Castletowers had associated himself with the
Italian cause. He had, or fancied that he had, a demo-
cratic bias. He was fond of quoting the examples of
the classic republics; he had read Rousseau’s “Contrat
Bocial,” and Godwin’s “Political Justice;” and he had
a genuine English hatred of oppression, whatever its
form or aspect. Surrounded as he had been since the
hour of his birth by a triple rampart of conservatism,
it is possible that democracy possessed for this young
nobleman somewhat of the stimulative charm of a for-
bidden luxury. He certainly never confided the full
extent of his republican sympathies to his lady mother,
and he would have been far from grateful to any
officious friend who had presented her with a verbatim
report of certain of his most enthusiastic speeches.
Those speeches were delivered at meetings held in ob-
scure lecture-halls and institutes in unaristocratic parts
of London, and were remarkably good speeches of their
kind — vigorously thought, and often felicitously ex-
pressed; but their eloquence, nevertheless, was by no
means calculated to gratify the Countess of Castle-
towers.

On all questions of English polity, Lord Castle-
towers was what is somewhat vaguely called a “liberal
conservative;” on all Italian subjects, a thorough-going
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bonnet rouge. He would no more have advocated uni-
versal suffrage in his own country than he would have
countenanced slavery in Venetia; but he firmly believed
in the possible regeneration of the great Roman re-
public, and avowed that belief with unhesitating enthu-
siasm. Besides, his old college tastes and associations
were yet fresh upon him, and he entertained all a
young man’s admiration for the Latin heroes, poets,
and historians. Nor were his sympathies all so classi-
cal and remote. He was keenly susceptible to those
influences which beset the travelled amateur of books
and art. He had loitered, sketched, and dreamed away
more than one winter among the palaces of Florence
and Rome. He had read Petrarch, and Tasso, and the
most amusing parts of Dante. He had been in love,
though never, perhaps, very deeply, with scores of
dark-eyed Giuliettas and Biancas. He had written can-
zonets in which amore rhymed to core in the orthodox
fashion, and had sung them by moonlight under pic-
turesque balconies, over and over again, in many a
stately old Italian city. Above all, he had known
Giulio Colonna from his earliest boyhood, and had
been, as it were, inoculated with Italian patriotism ere
he knew what patriotism meant. Accustomed to regard
Signor Colonna not only as some kind of distant
cousin, but also as one of his mother's most frequent
guests, he had accepted all his opinions with the un-
questioning faith of childhood. He had, indeed, listened
to the magic of his eloquence long before he was of an
age to understand its force and purport, and had be-
come insensibly educated in the love and reverence of
those things which were to Giulio Colonna as the life
of his life. It was, therefore, no wonder that the
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young Earl proved, as he grew to man’s estate, a
staunch friend to the Italian cause. It was no wonder
that he made enthusiastic speeches at obscure meetings,
transacted a vast amount of really hard work in his
capacity of Honorary Secretary to the Central Com-
mittee, and believed in Giulio Colonna and the great
Italian republic of the future, with all his heart and
soul.

There was, in reality, no blood relationship what-
ever between the Castletowers family and this branch
of the Colonnas. A Miss Holme-Pierrepoint had mar-
ried a Prince Colonna some sixty-five or seventy years
before; but of this marriage no children had been
born. A pleasant intercourse had subsisted, how-
ever, between the two families ever since. The Co-
lonnas, down to the third and fourth generation, were
royally welcomed at the grand old Swrrey mansion,
whenever any of them came to England. Lady Castle-
towers and her son had once spent six delightful weeks
of villegiatura at Prince Colonna’s Alban Villa; and
when the young Earl was in Rome, he had been the
very life and soul of all the winter entertainments
given at that stately palazzo which stands in the Corso
at the corner of that Piazza di Santissimi Apostoli. As
for Giulio Colonna, he had been Zlsniime du masson
ever since the Honourable Alethea Pierrepoint had ex-
changed her name for that of Castletowers — just as
he bad been lsnfsme du matson at the house of her
ladyship’s father. He was one of the very few whom
the countess really valued, and whom she condescended
to call by the sacred name of friend. Perhaps he was
the only person upon earth who could be said to enjoy
her ladyship’s confidence. It was to him that she had
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turned for help in her matrimonial troubles; for advice
respecting the education of her son; for sympathy
when any of her ambitious projects failed of success.
She had known him, indeed, from her girlhood. She
admired his great and varied talents; she had perfect
reliance on his probity and honour; and she respected
his nobility of birth. To a certain extent she respected
his patriotic devotion as well; though, it is almost
needless to add, she was wholly at issue with him on
the subject of republicanism.

“It is & point,” she used to observe, “upon which
my good friend, Signor Colonna, is deaf, I grieve to
say, alike to reason and good taste. He has so imbued
himself with the classical history of his country, that
he can no longer discriminate between the necessities
of a semibarbarous race and those of a highly civilised
people. He cannot see that the monarchical form of
government is precisely that which the age demands.
I am very sorry for him. I have represented the matter
to him, over and over again, from every conceivable
point of view; but with unvarying ill success. I am
weary of trying to convince a man who shuts his ears
to conviction.”

And when she had said this, or words to this effect,
Lady Castletowers would sigh, and drop the subject
with the air of one who had exhausted it utterly.
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CHAPTER X1V.

Mother and Son,

“LaTte, and alone, Gervase?” said Lady Castle-
towers, with cold displeasure. *“The breakfast bell rang
ten minutes ago. Where are our guests?”

“I am sorry to have kept you waiting, mother,”
replied the Earl, “and you will be sorry for the cause.
Sardanapalus had bitten Miss Colonna in the hand, and
Vaughan has gone round with her to Mrs. Walker's
room to get it dressed. I always said that confounded
bird would do mischief some day. Where's Colonna?”

“In his room, I suppose, and deaf, as usual, to the
bell. Is Olimpia much bhurt?”

“Painfully; but, of course, not dangerously.”

“There i8 no necessity for my presence?”

“No absoluate necessity,” rejoined the young Earl,
with some hesitation, and a little emphasis.

The Countess seated herself at the breakfast table,
and dismissed the servant in attendance.

“I am glad,” said she, ‘“of a few moments alone
with you, Gervase. How long does Major Vaughan
propose to remain with us?”

“I really do not know. He has said nothing
about it, and I fancy his time just now is at his own

“I think we ought to do something to make Castle-
towers pleasant to him while he is here.”

“I was intending to make the same remark to you,
my dear mother,” replied the young man. “I have,
indeed, asked some men from town, and I rather think
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Charley Burgoyne and Edward Brandon may be down
next week; but, that is not enough. Shall we give a
ball?”

“Or a féte — but perhaps the summer is hardly
sufficiently advanced for a féte at present.”

“And then a féte is so confoundedly expensive!”
groaned the Earl. “It won't be so bad after the half-
yearly rents have come iu; but I assure you, mother,
I was shocked when I looked into my banker’s book
yesterday. We have barely a couple of hundreds to
carry us through up to Midsummer!”

The Countess sighed, and tapped impatiently
on the edge of the table with her delicate, jewelled
fingers.

“It's a miserable thing to be poor!” ejaculated the
Earl. A

“My poor boy, it is indeed!”

“If it hadn't been for selling those two farms .

“In order to pay off the mortgage which your
father's extravagance entailed upon usl!” interrupted
Lady Castletowers, bitterly.

“If it hadn't been for paying that off,” he com-
tinued, “our means would now have been so com-
fortable! That twenty-five thousand pounds, mother,
would have made us rich.”

“Comparatlvely rich,” replied the Countess.

”

“Well, it's of no use to be always moaning, like-

the harbour bar in Kingsley's poem,” said the young
man, with an air of forced gaiety. “We are poor,
dearest mother, and we must make the best of it. In
the meanwhile, let us, by all means, give some kind
of entertainment. You can think the matter over, and
whatever you decide upon is sure to be best and wisest.
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I must find the money, somehow. Perhaps Trefalden
could advance me a hundred. or two.”

‘ Has he not lately come into an enormous fortune?”
asked the Countess, abstractedly.

“No, not our Trefalden, but some member, I be-
lieve, of his family. I don’t know the story, but I
have heard it is something very romantic. However,
Trefalden himself is a rich man — he’s too quiet and
clever not to be rich. At all events, I can but ask
him"’

“T don't like you to borrow money, Gervase,” said
Lady Castletowers. :

“I abhor it in the ordinary semse of the word,”
replied her son. “But a gentleman may draw upon
his lawyer for a small sum without scruple. It is not
at all the same thing.”

“If I could but see you well married!” sighed the
Countess.

Lord Castletowers shrugged his shoulders.

“And occupying that position in the country to
which your birth and talents entitle you! I was talk-
ing about you the other day to the Duke of Dorchester.
He seems to think there must be a change in the mi-
nistry before long; and then, if he, and one or two
others of our acquaintance, get into office — nous ver-
rons!”

“There are always so many ifs,” said Lord Castle-
towers, with a smile.

“By the way, Miss Hatherton — the rich Miss
Hatherton — is staying at Aylsham Park. Of course,
if we give a féte, the Walkingshaws will bring her
with them. It is said, Gervase, that she has two hun-
dred and fifty thousand poynds.”
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“Indeed!” said Lord Castletowers, indifferently.

“And she is handsome.”

“Yes — she is handsome.”

The Countess looked at her son. The Earl looked
out of the window.

“] fancy,” said the Countess, that Major Vaughan
is paying a good deal of attention to Olimpia.’

“To -—~ to Miss Colonna!” said the Earl, with
an involuntary catching of his breath. ‘‘Impessible!”

“Why impossible?”

‘“Because Woell, perhaps I scarcely know
why; but it seems so unlikely.”

“Why unlikely?” pursued the Countess, coldly
and steadily.

“Well — Vaughan is not 2 marrying man — and
be has no private means, or next to none, besides his
pay — and — and then, they are so utterly unsuited
— unsuited in every way — in tastes, ages, disposi-
tions, everything!”

The young man spoke hastily, and with a per-
ceptibly heightened colour. His mother, still coldly
observing him, went on.

“I do not agree with you, Gervase,” said she, “in
any one of your objections. I believe that Major
Vaughan would quite willingly marry, if Olimpia were
the lady. He is not more than forty; and if he has
only a few hundreds a year besides his pay, he is, at
all events, richer than Olimpia’s father. Besides, he
is a gallant officer; and if all that Colonna anticipates
prove really true, a gallant officer would be worth
more than a mere fortune, just now, to the Italian
cause.”

The Earl still stood by the window, looking out
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at the park and the blue hills far away; but made no

y-

“He has said nothing to you upon the smbject?”
said Lady Ca.stletowers

“No

“Perhapa, however, it is hardly likely that he
would do s0.”

“Most unlikely, I should say. But here's the
letter-bag — and here come surgeon and patient.”

Lady Castletowers became at once condolent and
sympathetic; Mademoiselle Colonna laughed off the ac-
cident with impatient indifference; Major Vaughan
bowed over his hostess’s fair hand; and all took their

at table.

“A budget, as usual, for Colomna,” said Lord
Castletowers, sorting the pile of letters just tumbled
out of the bag. “One, two, three billets, redolent of
what might be called the parfam du boudoir, for
Vaughan — also, as usual! Two letters, my dearest
mother, for you; and only ome (a square-shouldered,
round-fisted, blue-complexioned, obstinate looking busi-
ness document) for myself. A pretty thing to lie at the
bottom of one’s letter bag, like hope at the bottom of
Pandora’s casket!”

“It bath a Bond-street aspect, Castletowers, that
affects me unpleasantly,” said Major Vaughan, from
whose brow the angry flush with which he had received
his three letters and swept them carelessly on one side,
had not yet quite faded.

“Say rather a Chancery-lane aspect,” replied the
young Earl, breaking the seal as he spoke; ‘“‘and that's
as much worse than Bond-strest as Newgate is worse
than the Queen’s Ben



128 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

“Bond-street and Chancery-lane, Newgate and the
Queen’s Bench!” repeated Mademoiselle Colonna. “The
tonversation sounds very awful. What does it all
mean?"”

“I presume,” said Lady Casﬂeﬁowers, “that Major
Naughan supposed the letter to be written by a — a
tailor, or some person of that description; while it
really comes from my son’s lawyer, Mr. Trefalden.”

“I met Mr. Trefalden a few weeks ago,” said Ma-
demoiselle Colonna, *“in Switzerland.”

“In Switzerland?” echoed Lord Castletowers.

“And he authorised me to add his name to our
general committee list.”

“A miracle! a miracle!”

“And why a miracle?” asked Lady Castletowers.
“Does Mr. Trefalden disapprove the Italian cause?”

“Mr. Trefalden, my dear mother, never approves
or disapproves of auy public movement whatever. Na-
ture seems to have created him without opinions.”

“Then he is either a very superficial or a very am-
bitious man,” said Lady Castletowers. :

“The latter, depend on it. He's a remarkably
clever fellow, and has good interest, no doubt. He
will set his politics to the tune of his interest some
day, and make his way to the woolsack ‘in a gal-
liud" ”

“] am glad this is but a conjectural estimate of
Mr. Trefalden’s character,” said Olimpia.

“You like him, then?” said Major Vaughan, has-
tily.

y“I neither like him nor dislike him; but if these
were proven facts, I could never speak to him
again.”
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.Signor Colonna came in and made his morning sa-
lutations, his eyes wandering eagerly towards his letters
all the time.

““Good morning — good morning. Late, did you
say? Peceavs! Bo I am. T lost myself in the library.
Bell! I heard no bell. Pray forgive me, dear Lady
Castletowers. Any news to-day? You were early this
morning, Major Vaughan. Saw you in the saddle soon
after six. Plenty of letters this morning, I see —
plenty of letters!” _

And with this he slipped into his seat, and became
at once immersed in the contents of the documents be-
fore him.

“Trefalden writes from town, mother,” said Lord
Castletowers. “He excuses his delay on the plea of
much business. He has been settling his cousin’s
affairs — the said cousin having come in for between
four and five millions sterling.”

“A man who comes in for four or five millions
sterling has no right to live,” said Major Vaughan.
“His very being is an insult to his offended species.”

“But if this cousin should prove to be a lady?”

Mademoiselle Colonna.

“J would condemn her, of course— to matrimony.”

“] should think Trefalden would take care of that!™
laughed the Earl.

“But fs the cousin a lady?” asked Lady Castle-
towers, with seeming indifference.

‘“Alas! no, my dear mother, too surely he be-
longeth to the genus homo. Trefalden's words are —
‘I have been assisting my cousin in the arrangement
of his affairs, he having lately inherited a fortune of
between four and five millions sterling.’”

Half a Million of Moncy. I 9
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“I have no doubt that he is fat, ugly, and dis-
agreeable,” said Major Vaughan.

“And plebeian,” added Lady Castletowers, with a
smile.

“And ﬂhbera.l,” said Olimpia.

“And, in short, so rich,” sa,ul the Earl, “that were
he hideous snd ignorant as Caliban, society would
receive him with open arms, and the beauty of the
season would gladly wear orange-blossoms for him at
St. George’s! What says this honourable company —
shall I invite him down to Castletowers for a week or
two, and shall we all fall to worshipping the golden
calf?” .

“Not for the world!” exclaimed Olimpia, -scorn-
fully; but she was the only one who replied.

The breakfast party then broke up. The Earl went
to his stables, Olimpia to her apartments, and Major
Vaughan to the billiard-room. Signor Colorna and
Lady Castletowers strolled to and fro in the sunshine,
outside the breakfast-room windows.

“But who is this millionaire?” asked the Italian,
eagerly.

“Caro amsco, you know as much as I know,” re-
plied Lady Castletowers. ‘“He is a cousin of our soli-
citor, Mr. Trefalden, who is a very wellbred gentle-
manly person. As for this fortune, I think I have
heard that it has been accumulating for one or two cen-
turies — but that is probably a mere rumour.”

“Between four and five millions!” ejaculated Co-
lonna. “With such a fortune, what might not be done
by a friend to the cause!”

Lady Castletowers smiled.

“Sempre Italkia!" she said.
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“Sempre Italia!" replied he, lifting his hat re-
verently as he pronounced the words. ‘“While I live,
Lady Castletowers. While I live.”

They had come now to the end of the path, and
were about to return, when he laid his hand on hers,
and said, very earnestly —

“I wish I could see this man. I wish I knew him.
I have won over thousands of reeruits in my time,
Alethea — thousands, who had only their bloed to
give, and gave it. Money is as precious as blood in
a cause like ours. If we had had but one million,
eighteen months ago, Italy would now have been
free.”

“Ah, you want me to help you — you want Ger-
vase to bring him here? Is that so?”

*Precisely.”

“Well, I suppose it can be done — somehow.”

“I think it can,” replied Colonna. “I am sure
it ean.”

“And it might lead to great results, eh?”

“It might, indeed it might.”

“Your personal influence, I know, is almost ma-
gical,” mused Lady Castletowers; “and if our mil-
lionaire should prove to be young and impression-
able. .. .”

She hesitated. He looked up, and their eyes met.

*“Olimpia is very lovely,” she said, smiling; ‘“and
very fascinating.” -

“YI have thought of that,” he replied. “I have
thought of that; and Olimpia would never marry any
man who did not devote himself to Italy, body and
soul!”

*“And purse,” added Lady Castletowers, quietly.

9
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“And purse — of course,” said he, with a some-
what heightened colour.

“Then I will do what I can, dear old friend, for

your sake,” said Lady Castletowers, affectionately.
. “And I,” he replied, “will do what I can for the
sake of the cause. God knows, Alethea, that I do it
for the cause alone — God knows how pure my soul
is of any other aim or end!”

“T am sure of it,” she replied, abstractedly.

“Had I but the half of four or five millions at
command, the stake upon which I have set my whole
life, and my child’s life, would be won. Do you hear
me, Alethea? would be, must be won!”

“And shall be won, amsco, if any help of mine can
avail you,” said Lady Castletowers. “I will speak to
Gervase about it at once. He shall ask both the cousins
down.”

“Best friend,” murmured the Italian, taking the
hand which she extended to him, and pressing it grate-
fully in both his own.

“But beware! — not a word to him of all this. He
has his English notions of hospitality — tu comprends?™

“Yes — it is true.”

“Adieu, then, till lanch.”

* Addio.”

And the Countess, with a look of unusual preoc-
cupation on her fair brow, went slowly back to the
house, thinking of many things: chiefly of how her son
should some day marry an heiress, and how Olimpia
Colonna should be disposed of to Saxon Trefalden.
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CHAPTER XV.
S8axon Draws his First Uheql\le.

A TALL young man stood at the first floor window
of a fashionable hotel in Piccadilly, drumming upon
the plate glass panes, and staring listlessly down upon
the crowded street below. It was about two o’clock in
the day, and the brilliant thoroughfare was all alive
with colour and sunshine; but his face took no joyous-
ness from the buasy scene. It wore, on the contrary, as
gloomy and discontented an expression as such a bright
young face could well put on. The ceaseless ebb and
flow of gorgeous equipages; the fair pedestrians in their
fashionable toilettes, even the little band of household
troops riding by in helm and cuirass, failed apparently,
to interest that weary spectator. He yawned, looked
at his watch, took an impatient turn or two about the
room, and then went back to the window, and drammed
again upon the panes. Some books, an opera glass,
and one or two newspapers lay on the table; but the
leaves of the books were uncut, and only one of the
newspapers had been unfolded. Too ennuyé to read,
and too restless to sit still, this young man evidently
found his time hang heavily upon his hands.

Presently a cab drove up to the hotel, and two
gentlemen jumped out. The first of these was William
Trefalden; the second, Lord Castletowers. William
Trefalden looked up and nodded, as he came up the
broad stone steps, and the watcher at the window ran

to meet him on the stairs.

“I'm so glad you've come!” was his eager exclama-
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tion. “I've been watching for you, and the time has
seemed so long!”

“I am only twenty minutes late,” replied Mr. Tre-
falden, smiling.

“But it's so dreary here!”

“And I bring you a visitor,” continued the other.
“Lord Castletowers, allow me to present my eousin,
Mr. Saxon Trefalden. Saxon, Lord Castletowers is so
kind as to desire your acquaintance.”

Saxon put out his hand, and gave the Earl's a
hearty shake. He would as soon have thought of
greeting his guest with a bow as of flinging him over
the balcony into the street below.

“Thank you,” said he. “I'm very much obliged
to you.” :

“T am surprised that you find this situation ‘dreary,’
Mr. Trefalden,” said Lord Castletowers, with a glance
towards the window.

“I find all London dreary,” replied Saxon, bluntly.

“May I ask how long you have been here?”

“About a week.”

“Then you have really had no time to form an
opinion.”

“I have had time to be very miserable,” said Saxon.
“I never was so miserable in my life. The noise and
hurry of London bewilder me. I can settle to nothing.
I can think of nothing. I can do nothing. I find it
impossible to read; and if I go out alone in the streets,
I lose myself. Then there seems to be no air. I have
inhaled smoke and dust, but I have not dreathed since
I came into the place.”

“Your first impressions of our Babel are certainly
not coulour de rose,” said the Earl laughingly.
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“They are couleur de Lothbury, and couleur de Chan-
cery-lane,” interposed William Trefalden. *“My cousin,
Lord Castletowers, has for the last four days been the
victim of the law. We have been putting him in pos-
gession of his property, and he has seen nothing of
town save the gold regions Bast of Temple Bar.”

“An- excellent beginning,” said the Earl. “The
finest pags into Belgravia is through Threadneedle-
street.”

“And the noblest prospect in London is the Bank
of England,” added the lawyer.

“I thought it very ugly and dirty,” said Saxon in-
nocently.

-“I hope this law business is all over now,” said
Lord Castletowers.

“Yes, for the present; and Saxon has nothing to
do but to amuse himself.”

“Amuse myself!” echoed Saxen. ‘I must go home
to do that.”

*“Because Reichenau is so gay, or beeause you find
London so uninviting?” asked the Earl, with a smile.

“Because I am a born mountainegr, and because
to me this place is a prison. I must have air to breathe,
hills to climb, and a gun on my shoulder. Zhat is
what I call amusement.”

“That is what I call amusement also,” said Lord
Castletowars; “and if you will come down to Surrey,
I can give you plenty of it — a fishing-rod, and a
hunter included. But in the meanwhile, you must let
us prove to you that London is not so barren of enter-
tainment a8 you seem to think.”

“Let this help to prove it,” said Mr. Trefalden,
taking from his pocket a little oblong book in a green
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paper cover. “There’s magic in these pages, nty dear
fellow. They contain all the wit, wisdom, and beauty
of the world we live in. While you have this in your
pocket, you will never want for amusement — or
friends; and when you have come to the end of the
present volnme, the publishers will furnish you with
another.”

“What is it?"” said Saxon,. tnmmg it over some-
what doubtfully. -

“A cheque-book.”

“Pshaw! money again — always money!”

““Don’t speak of it disrespectfully. You have more
than you can count, and as yet you neither know what
it is worth, nor what to do with it.”

“Pray -enlighten me, then,” said Saxon, with a
touch of impatience in his voice. *“Tell me, in the
first place, what it s worth?” ;

“That is a matter of individual opinion,” replied
Mr. Trefalden, with one of his quiet smiles. “If you
ask Lord Castletowers, he will probably tell you that
it is worth less than noble blood, bright eyes, or Italian
liberty. If you ask a plodding fellow like myself, he
will probably value it above all three.”

“Well then, in the second place, whn.t am I to do
with it?”

&« spend lt-"

Saxon shrugged his shoulders; and Lord Castle-

towers, who had coloured up somewhat angrily the mi-
nute before, laughed, and said that it was good advice.

“Spend it,” repeated the lawyer, “You never will
know how to employ your money till you acquire the
art of getting rid of it. . You have yet to learn that
instead of turning every thing into gold, like Midas;
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you can turn gold into everything. It is the true se-
eret of the {ransmutation of metal.”

“Shall I be any the wiser or happier for this know-
ledge?” asked Saxon, with a sigh.

“You cannot help being the wiser,” laughed his
cousin; ‘“nor, I should think, the happier. You will
cease to be ‘dreary’ in the first place. He who has
plenty of money, and knows how to spend it, is never
m want of entertainment.”

“Ay, and knows how! There is my difficulty.”

“If you had read Moliére,” replied Mr. Trefalden,

“you would be aware that a rich man has discernment
in his parse.”

“Cousin, you are laughing at me.”

It was said with perfect good humour, but with
such directness that even Mr. Trefalden's practised self-

ion was momentarily troubled.

“But I suppose you think a rich fellow can afford
to be langhed at,” added Saxon, “and I am quite of
your opinion. It will help to civilise me, and that,
you know, is your mission. And now for a lesson in
alchemy. What shall I transmute my gold into first?”

“Nay, into whatever seems to you to be best worth.
the trouble,” replied Mr. Trefalden. “First of all, I
should say, into a certain amount of superfine Saxony
and other cloths; into a large stock of French kid and
French cambric — and a valet. After that — welly
after that, suppose you ask . Lord Castletowers' opf—
nion.”

“I vote for a tall horse, a short tiger, and a ca
said the young Earl.

“And chambers in St. James's-street,” suggested
the lawyer. .
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‘“And a stall at Gye's.”

“And all the flowers, pictures, Baskerville editions,
Delphin classics, organs, and Etrusean antiquities you
take it into your head to desire! That's the way to
transmute your metal, you happy fellow! Taken as a
philosophical experiment, I know nothing more beauti-
ful, simple, and satisfactory.”

“You bewilder me,” said poor Saxon. “You speak
a language which is partly jest and partly earnest, and
I know not where the earnesiness ends, or where the
Jjest begins. What is it that you really mean? I am

quite willing to do what you conceive a man in my

position should do; but you must show me how to set
about it.” :

“I am here to-day for no other purpose.”

“And more than this, you must give me leave to
reject your system, if I dislike, or grow weary of it.”

“What! retaurn to roots and woad after Kiihn and
Stultz?”

“Certainly, if I find the roots more palatable, and
the woad more becoming.”

“Agreed. Then we begin at once. You shall put
yourself under my guidance, and that of Lord Castle-
towers. You shall obey us implicitly for the next six
or eight hours, and you shall begin by writing a cheque
for five hundred, which we can cash at Drummend’s
as we go along.”

“With all my heart,” said Saxon; and so, aided
by his cousin's instructions, sat down and wrote his
first cheque.

“He's a capital fellow,” said Lord Castletowers to
Mr. Trefalden, as they went down the hotel stairs; “a
splendid fellow, and I like him thoroughly. Shall I
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propose him at the Erectheum? He ought to belong to
a club, and I know some men there who would be
delighted to do what they could for any member of
my introduction.”

“By all means. It is the very thing for him,” re-
plied Mr. Trefalden. ‘“He must have acquaintances,
you know; and it is out of the question that a busy
man like myself should do the honours of town to him,
or anyone. Were he my own brother, I would not
undertake it.”

“And I am never here myself for many days at a
time,” said the Earl. ‘“London is an expensive luxury,
and I am obliged to make a little of it go a long way.
However, while I am here, and whenever I am here,
it will give me a great deal of pleasure to show Mr.
Saxon Trefalden any attention in my power.”

“You are very kind. Saxon, my dear fellow, Lord
Castletowers is so good as to offer to get you into the
Erectheum.”

“The Erectheum. of Athens?” exclaimed Saxon,
opening his blue eyes in laughing astonishment.

“Nonsense — of Pall Mall. It is a fashionable
club.”

“I am much obliged to Lord Castletowers,” replied
Saxon, vaguely. But he had no mare notion of the
nature, objects, or aims of a fashionable club than a
Bedouin Arab.
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CHAPTER XVL
The Erectheum.

“No, by Jove, Brandon, not a bit of a snob! As
green as an Arcadian, but no more of a snob than—"

Sir Charles Burgoyne was going to say, “than you
are;” but he changed his mind, and said, instead: —

“— than Castletowers himself.”

“I call any man a snob who quotes Bion and
Moschus in his familiar talk,” replied the other, all un-
conscious of his friend’s hesitation. “How the deuce
is one to remember anything about Bion and Moschus?
and what right has he to make a fellow look like a
fool?”

“Unfeeling, I admit,” replied Sir Charles, lan-
guidly.

“I bate your learned people,” said Brandom, irri-
tably. “Aund I hate parvenus. Ignorant parvenus are
bad enough; but learned parvenus are the worst of all.
He's both — hang him!”

“Hang him, by all means!” said another young
man, approaching the window at which the two were
standing. “May I ask who he is, and what he has
done?”

It was in one of the princely reading-rooms of the
Erectheum Club, Pall-Mall. The two first speakers
were the Honourable Edward Brandon, third and
youngest son of Hardicanute, fourteenth Earl of
Ipswich, and Sir Charles Burgoyne, Baronet, of the
Second Life Guards.

There are men whom nature seems to have run up
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by contract, and the Honourable Edward Brandon was
one of them. He was just like one of those slight,
unsubstantial, fashionable houses that spring up every
day like mushrooms about Bayswater and South Ken-
sington, and are hired under the express condition of
never being danced in. He was very young, very tall,
and as economically supplied with brain and muscle
as a man could well be. The very smallest appre-
ciable weight of knowledge would have broken down
his understanding at any moment; and his little orna-
ments of manner were all in the flimsiest modern taste,
and of the merest stucco. He *‘dipped” occasionally
into “Bell's Life” and the *Court Circular.” He had
read half of the first volume of “Mr. Soapey Sponge’s
Sporting Tour.” He played croquet pretty well, and
billiards very badly, and was saturated through and
through with smoke, like a Finnan haddock.

8ir Charles Burgoyne was a man of a very different
stamp. He was essentially one of a class; but then,
ethnologically speaking, his class was many degrees
higher than that of Mr. Brandon. He was better built,
and better furnished. He rode well; was a good shot;
played a first-rate game at billiards; was gifted with a
certain lazy impertinence of speech and manner that
passed for wit, and was so effeminately fair of com-
-plexion and regular of feature, that he was popularly
known among his brother officers as “The Beauty.”

The last comer — short, sallow, keen-eyed, some-
what flippant in his address, and showy in his attire —
was Laurence Greatorex, Esquire, only son, heir, and
partner of Sir Samuel Greatorex, Knight, the well-
known banker and alderman of Lombard-street, City.

“Hang him, by all means!” said this gentleman,
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with charming impartiality. “Who is he? and what
has he done?™ :

“We were speaking of the new member,” replied
Brandon.

“What, Creesus Trefalden? Pshaw! The man's
an outer barbarian. 'What social enormity has he been
committing now?”

“He’s been offending Brandon’s delicate sense of
propriety by quoting Greek,” said The Beauty.

“Greek! Unpardonable offence! What shall we
do to him? Muzzle him?"

“Condemn him to feed on Greek roots for the
term of his natural life, like Timon of Athens,” sug-
gested the Beauty, lazily.

“He's little better than a savage as it is,” said
Mr. Greatorex, with a contemptuous shrug of the
shoulders. “He knows nothing of life, and cares
nothing for it, either. Last Tuesday, when all the
fellows were wild about the great fight down at
Barney’s Croft, he sat and read Homer, as if it were
the news of the day. He's an animated anachronism
— that’s what he is, Sir Charles.”

“Who the deuce is he?” ejaculated Brandon.
“Where does he come from?”

“Heaven knows! His father was a black letter
folio, I believe, and his mother a palimpsest.”

“You're too witty to-day, Mr. Greatorex,” sneered
Burgoyne.

“Then he's so offensively rich! Why, he put
down a thousand yesterday for Willis's subscription!
There’s his name at the head of the list! Makes us
look rather small — eh?”
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“Confound his assurance!” broke out Brandon.
“He’s not been here much more than a week! What's
Willis to him, that he should give more than the oldest
members of the club?”

“Well, it's a munificent donation,” said the Guards-
man, good-naturedly.

“Munificent? Hang his munificence! I suppose
the members of the Erectheum ecan pension off a
secretary, who has served them for fifteen years, with-
out the help of a thousand pounds from a puppy like
that!”

“Your virtnous indignation, Brandon, is quite re-
freshing,” said Burgoyne. “How long have you been
here, for instance? Half a year?”

“It was in bad taste, anyhow,” said Greatorex;
“deuced bad taste. It's always the way with your
novveauz riches. A man who had been wealthy all his
life would have known better.”

“Yourself, par exemple,” retorted the Guardsman,
insolently.

“Just so, Sir Charles; but then I'm to the money-
market born, so hardly a case in point.”

“Where did this Trefalden get his fortune?” asked
Brandon. “I've heard that some fellow left it to him a
hundred years ago, and that it has been accumulating
ever since; but that's nonsense, of course.”

“Sounds like a pecuniary version of the ‘Sleeping
Beauty,’”” observed the baronet, parenthetically.

“I know no more than you do, Mr. Brandon,”
replied Greatorex. “I have heard only the common
story of how this money has been lying at compound
interest for a century or more, and has devolved to
our pre-Adamite friend at last, bringing him as many
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millions as he has fingers. Some say double that sum,
but ten are enough for my credulity.”

“Does he bank with Sir Samuel?” asked Brandon.

“No. Our shop lies too far east for him, I suspect.
He has taken his millions to Drummond’s. By the
way, Sir Charles, what have you decided upon doing
with that brown mare of yours? You seemed half in-
clined to part from her a few days ago.”

“You mean the Lady of Lyons?”

(II do ”

“Sold her, Mr. Greatorex.”

“Sold her, Sir Charles?”

“Yes — cab and all.”

The banker turned very red, and bit his lip.

“Would it be a liberty to ask the name of the
purchaser?” said he.

“Perhaps it would,” replied the Guardsman. *But
I don’t mind telling you. It's Mr. Trefalden.”

“Trefalden! Then, upon my soul, Sir Charles, it's
too bad! I'm sorry to hear it. I am, indeed. I had
hoped — in fact, I had expected — upon my soul, I
had expected, Sir Charles, that you would have given
me the opportunity. Money would have been no ob-
ject. I would have given a fancy price for that mare
with pleasare.”

“Thank you, I did not want a fancy price,”
replied the Guardsman, haughtily.

‘“Besides, if you'll excuse me, Sir Charles, I must
say I don't think it was quite fa.u', either.”

“Fair?” echoed Burgoyne. “Really, Mr. Greatorex,
I do not apprehend your meaning.’

“Well, you know, Sir Charles, I spoke first; and
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“Mr. Saxon Trefalden is the friend of Lord Castle-
towers,” interrupted Burgoyne, still more haughtily,
“and I was very happy to oblige him.”

If Sir Charles Burgoyne had not been a baronet, a
Guardsman, and a member of the Erectheum club, it
is possible that Mr. Greatorex of Lombard-street would
have given him the retort uncourteous; but as matters
stood, he only grew a little redder; looked at his
watch in some confusion; and prudently swallowed his
annoyance.

“Oh, of course — in that case,” stammered he —
“Lord Castletowers being your friend, I have nothing
more to say. Do you go down to his place in Surrey
next week, by-the-by?"

“Do you?” said Burgoyne, smoothing his flaxen
moustache, and looking down at the small eity man
with half closed eyes.

“I hope so, since his lordship has been kind
enough to invite me; but we are so deucedly busy in
Lombard-street just now that . . .. pshaw! twelve
o'clock already, and I am due in the city at twenty
minutes past. Not a moment to lose. ‘I know a
bank, et cetera — but there’s no wild time there for
anybody between twelve and three! Good morning,
Mr. Brandon. Good morning, Sir Charles.”

The baronet bent his head about a quarter of an
inch, and almost before the other was out of hearing,
said: .

“That man is a Bourgeoss to the tips of his fingers,
and insufferably familiar. Why do you tolerate him,
Brandon?”

Half a Million of Money. I. 10
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“Oh, he’s not a bad fellow,” replied Brandon.

“He's a snob, pur et simple — a snob, with the
wardrobe of a tailor’s assistant, and the manners of a
valet. You called young Trefalden a snob just now,
and I told you it was a mistake. Apply the title to
this little money-jobber, and I won't contradict you.
The fact is, Brandon, I abominate him. I wish it was
possible to blackball him out of the club. If I'd been
in town when he was proposed, I'll be hanged if he
should have ever got in. I can't think what you
fellows were about, to admit him!”

Charley Burgoyne was a lazy man, for him, this
was a very long and energetic speech. But the Honor-
able Edward Brandon only shook his head in a help-
less, irritable way, and repeated his former assertion.

“I tell you, Burgoyne,” he said, “Greatorex isn’t
a bad fellow.”

Sir Charles Burgoyne shrugged his shoulders, and
yawned.

“Oh, very well,” he replied. ‘“Have it your own
way. - I hate argument.”

“Castletowers likes him,” said the young man.
“Castletowers asks him down to Surrey, you see.”

“Castletowers is too good natured by half.”

“And Vaughan. . .."

“Vaughan owes him money, and just endures

The Honorable Edward Brandon rubbed his head
all over, looking more helpless and more irritable than
before. It was a very small head, and there was very
little in it.

“Confound him!” groaned he. ‘“He has taken up
paper of mine, too. I must be civil to him.”

him
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Sir Charles Burgoyne gave utterance to a dismal
whistle; thrust his hands deep down into his pockets;
and said nothing.

“What else can I do?” said Brandon.

“Pay him.”

“You might as well tell me to eat him.”

“Nonsense. Borrow the money from somebody
else.”
“I wish I could. I wish I knew whom to ask. I
should be so very grateful, you know. It's only two
hundred and fifty.”

And the young fellow stared hard at the Guards-
man, who stared just as hard at the Duke of York’s
column over the way.

“You can’t suggest any one?” he continued, after
a moment.

“I, my dear fellow? Diable! I haven't an idea.”

“You — couldn't manage it for me yourself, I
suppose?”’

Sir Charles Burgoyne took his hands from his
pockets, and his hat from a neighbouring peg.

“Edward Brandon,” he said, impressively, “I'm as
poor as Saint Simeon Btylites.”

“Never heard of the fellow in my life,” said Bran-
don, peevishly. “Who is he?”

“My dear boy, your religious education has been
neglected. Look for him in your catechism, and,
‘when found, make a note of.’”

“I'll tell you what it is, Burgoyne,” said Brandon,
suspicious of “chaff,” and, like all weak people when
they are out of temper, slightly spiteful — “poor, or
not poor, you're a clever fellow at a bargain. Talk of
you're not wanting a fancy price, indeed! What's five

10%
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hundred guineas if it's not a fancy price, I should like
to know?”

“Mon enfant, you know nothing about it,” said the
Guardsman placidly.

“I know it was an awful lot too much for that
mare and cab.”

“The mare and cab were dirt cheap at the money.”

“Cheap! cheap — when to my certain knowledge
you only gave a hundred and twenty for the Lady of
Lyons, and have had the best part of two seasons out
of her since!”

The Beauty listened with an imperturbable smile,
drew on his gloves, buttoned them, adjusted his hat,
and, having done all these things with studied delibera-
tion, replied: —

“My dear Brandon, I really envy your memory.
Cultivate it, my good fellow, and it will be a credit to
you. Au revosr.”

With this he went over to the nearest glass, cor-
rected the tie of his cravat, and sauntered towards the
door. He had not reached it, however, when he paused,
turned, and came back again.

“By-the-by,” said he, “if you're in any present
difficulty, and actually want that two hundred and fifty
— do you want it?”

“Oh, by Jove, don't I! Never wanted it so much
in my life.”

“Well, then, there’s Trefalden. He's as rich as
the Bank of England, and flings his money about like
water. Ask him, Brandon. He'll be sure to lend it
to you. Vals.”

And the baronet once more turned on his heel,
leaving his irritable young friend to swear off his in-
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dignation as best he could. Whereupon the Honorable
Edward Brandon, addressing himself apparently to the
Duke of York upon his column, did swear with “bated
breath” and remarkable fluency; rubbed his head
frantically, till he looked like an electrical doll; and
finally betook himself to the billiard room.

‘When they were both gone, a gentleman who had
been sitting in the adjoining window, entrenched be-
hind, and apparently absorbed in, the “Times” of the
day, laid his paper aside; entered a couple of names in
his pocket-book, smiling quietly the while; and then
left the room. He paused on his way out, to speak to
the hall porter.

“I have waited for Mr. Trefalden,” he said, “till I
can wait no longer. You are sure he has not gone up-
stairs?”

“ Quite sure, sir.”

“Be 8o good, then, as to give him this card, and
say, if you please, that I will call upon him at his
chambers to-morrow.”

The porter laid the card aside with the new
member’s letters, of which there were several. It bore
the name of William Trefalden.
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CHAPTER XVIL

Saxon at Home.

“Mg. Trefalden.”

Thus announced by a stately valet, who received
him with marked condescension in the antechamber,
and even deigned to open the door of the reception-
room beyond, Mr. Trefalden passed into his cousin’s
presence. He was not alone. Lord Castletowers and
Sir Charles Burgoyne were there; Lord Castletowers
leaning familiarly over the back of Saxon's chair, dic-
tating the words of a letter which Saxon was writing;
Sir Charles Burgoyne extended at full length on a
sofa, smoking a cigarette with his eyes closed. Both
visitors were obviously -as much at home as if in their
own chambers. They had been breakfasting with Saxon,
and the table was yet loaded with pités, coffee,
liqueurs, and all the luxurious etceteras of a second
ddjetiner.

Saxon flung away his pen, sprang forward, seized
his cousin by both hands, and poured forth a torrent of
greetings.

“How good of you to come,” he exclaimed, “after
having taken the trouble to go yesterday to the club!
I was so0 sorry to miss you! I meant to hunt you up
this very afternoon in Chancery-lane. I have been an
ungrateful fellow not to do so a week ago, and I'm
sure I don’t know how to excuse myself. I've thought
of you, Cousin William, every day.”

“I should have been sorry to bring you into the
dingy atmosphere of the City,” said Mr. Trefalden,
pleasantly. “I had far rather see you thus, enjoying
the good things which the gods have provided for you.”
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And with this, Mr. Trefalden shook hands with
Lord Castletowers, hoped Lady Castletowers was well,
bowed to Sir Charles Burgoyne, and dropped into an
easy chair.

“You were writing,” he said, ‘“when I came in.
Pray go on.”

Saxon blushed scarlet.

““Oh, no,” he said, shyly, *the letters can wait.”

“8o can I — and smoke a cigar in the meanwhile.”

“They — that is, Lord Castletowers was helping
me to write them — telling me what to say, in fact.
He calls me ‘The Impolite Letter Writer,' and says I
must learn to turn fine phrases, and say the elegant
things that nobody means.”

“The things that nobody means are the things that
everybody likes,” said the Earl.

“I have often wished,” said Burgoyne, from the
sofa, ‘“‘that some clever person would write a handbook
of civil speeches — a sort of ‘Ready Liar,’ you know,
or ‘Perjuror’s Companion.’ It would save a fellow so
much trouble!” .

“I wish there were such a book, if only to teach
you better manners,” retorted Castletowers.

“I don't pretend to have the manners of a lord,”
said the Beauty, languidly.

“If you were the lord of my manors, you wouldn't
have many to boast of,” replied Castletowers, with a
light-hearted laugh.

Burgoyne opened his eyes, and took the cigarette
from his mouth.

“Listen to this fellow!” said he, ‘“this bloated
capitalist, who talks like a Diogenes turned out of his
tab! Castletowers, I am ashamed of you.”
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“Compare me to Diogenes, if you like,” replied
the Earl; “but to a Diogenes who has a dear old
Elizabethan tub still left, thank Heaven! and a few
old oaks to shelter it. Few enough, and old enough,
more’s the pityl”

“And I,” said Burgoyne, with a yawn, “haven’t a
stick of timber left, barring my genealogical tree. My
last oaks vanished in the last Derby.”

The Earl looked at his watch.

“If this note is to be delivered by two o’clock,”
said he, ‘it must be finished at once; and since Mr.
Trefalden gives us leave . . . ."”

“I do not only give leave,” said Mr. Trefalden.
“I entreat.”

Saxon took up his pen, and pointing to a heap of
notes on the mantelshelf, said: —

“You will find one there for yourself, cousin Wil-
liam; and you must be sure to come.”

“Invitations, young man?"

“Yes, to a dinner at Richmond, next Saturday.”

Mr. Trefalden put the note in his pocket unopened;
smoked away with a quiet, meditative smile, and took
a leisurely survey of the room as the dictation pro-
ceeded. Not one of its multitudinous details escaped
him — not one but told him some anecdote of the last
ten days of Saxon's new life. There were several
pictures standing about -on chairs, or leaning against
the walls. Some were painted in oils and some in
water colours, and nearly all were views in Switzer-
land. There were piles of new music; stacks of costly
books in rich bindings; boxes of cigars and gloves;
a bust of Bhakespeare in marble; a harmonium;
a ‘cabinet of Florentine meosaic-work; a marvellous
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Etruscan vase on a pedestal of verds anmtico; a couple
of silver-mounted rifles; a sideboard loaded with
knickknacks in carved ivory, crystal, silver filagree,
and egg-shell china; and a sofa-table heaped with notes,
visiting cards, loose silver, and tradesmen's bills. On
the chimney-piece stood a pair of bronze tazzas, a silver
inkstand with a little Cupid perched upon the lid, and
a giallo model of the Parthenon. A gold-headed riding
whip, and a pair of foils lay on the top of the har-
monium; and a faded bouquet in a tumbler occupied a
bracket, from which a French pendule had been
ignominiously displaced. William Trefalden was an
observant man, and drew his inferences from these
trifles. He found out that his young Arcadian was
learning to ride, fence, make acquaintances, and spend
his money royally. Above all, he took note of the
bouquet on the bracket. There was nothing remarkable
about it. It was just like five hundred other bouquets
that one sees in the course of a season; and yet Mr.
Trefalden looked at it more than once, and smiled
under cover of a cloud of smoke each time that he did so.

“— and that you will permit me to have the great
pleaswre of driving you down in the afternoon,” said Lord
Castletowers, dictating over Saxon’s shoulder.

“Drive her down!” echoed the scribe, in dismay.
“J drive her from London to Richmond?”

“Of course. Why not?”

“Y can’t. I don’t drive well enough. I have never
driven anything but an old blind mare in a rickety
Swiss charette, in my life. I should break her neck
and my own too!”

“Oh, never mind. You can give the reins to Bur-
goyne or to me. It doesn’t matter.”



154 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

“Then how shall I put it? Shall I say ‘end that

you will permst Lord Castletowers to have the pleasure
“Nonsense! Write what I told you at first, and
leave me to arrange it, when it comes to the point.”

Saxon shook his head.

“No, no,” said he. “I must not ask to be allowed
the pleasure of driving her down, when I know all the
time I am not going to do anything of the sort. It
wouldn’t be true.”

A faint blush mounted to the Earl’s honest brow;
but Sir Charles Burgoyne smiled compassionately.

“Suppose, now,” said Saxon, “that I tell her I've
bought a new phaeton, and hope she will accept a seat
in it on Saturday — will that do!”

“Famously. She'll of course conclude that youm
drive, and the rest is easily managed when the time
comes. Let's see how it reads . . . . hum . . . . ‘whick
I trust you will honowr with your presence; also that you
will permit me to offor you a seat in my phaeton, if the
day be fine enough for my friends to drive down tn open
carriages.’”

“Open ocarriages,” repeated Saxon, as his pen tra-
velled to the end of the sentence. *Anything more?”

“No; I think that is enough.”

“Then I only add — ‘yours very truly, Sazon Tve-
falden,’ 1 suppose?”

“Heaven forbid!”

“Tsn't it polite enough?” asked Saxon, laughing.

“Polite enough? Didn't I tell you half an hour
ago that to be commonly polite is nothing in a case
like this? You must approach her on your knees, my
dear fellow, and offer up your little Richmond dinner
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a8 if it were a burnt sacrifice to the immortal gods!
Say -— Condescond, madam, to accept my respectful
homage, and allow me to subseribe myself with the pro-
Joundest admiration, your obedient amd fasthful servant,
Sazon Trefalden.’ 'That's the way to put it, Bur
goyme?”

“Oh, unquestionably,” yawned that gentleman,
“You can’t crowd too much sail.”

“May I inquire to which Princess of the Blood Royal
this letter is addressed ?” asked Mr. Trefalden.

“To a far greater She than any princess,” replied
Castletowers. “To the prima donna of the season —
to the Graziana herself!”

Mr. Trefalden slightly elevated his eyebrows on re-
ceiving this tremendous information, but said nothing.

‘“ And she’s the grandest creature!” ejaculated Saxon,
now folding and sealing his note. ‘“Burgoyne, in-
troduced me to her last night, behind the scenes. You
can't think what a gracious manner she has, Cousin
William !

‘(My?‘n

‘“She gave me that bouquet up there — it had just
been thrown to her.”

“How condescending!”

“Wasn't it? — and I such an utter stranger — a
nobody, you know! I felt, I assure you, as if I were
in the presence of Juno herself. There, the note’s
quite ready.”

And 8axon, all unconscious of the faint touch of
sarcasm in his cousin’s voice, lifted up his bright young
face with a smile of boyish exultation, and rang the
bell.
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“Gillingwater, send Curtis at once with this note,
and tell him to wait for an answer. Anybody here?”

“Young man from Facet and Carat’s, sir, with case
of jules. Young man from Cartridge and Trigger's,
with harms. Passle from Colnaggy’s; passle from Brei-
denback’s; passle from Fortnum and Mason’s; passle
from Crammer and Beale’s,” replied Saxon's magnifi-
cent valet.

“The parcels can wait. The messengers may
come in?”

Mr. Gillingwater retired, and the “young men”
were immediately ushered in; one with a small maho-
gany box under his arm; the other carrying a still
smaller morocco case. The first contained a brace of
costly inlaid pistols; the second, three bracelets of dif-
ferent designs.

“By Jove, what pistols!” exclaimed Castletowers.

“Look here, Burgoyne, did you ever see such
finish?”

“Never. They might be worn by the sultan.”

“They are exact facsimiles of those made for His
Highness the Maharajah of Jubblepore,” observed the
messenger.

Sir Charles examined the weapons with the interest
of a connoisseur.

“What a Bashaw you are, Trefalden!” he said.
“We shall have you cantering down Rotten-row on a
white elephant before long. These are really the most
gorgeous pistols I have seen. Who are the bangles
for? The Graziana?”

“QOne of them, if .

“If what?”
“If you think she would not be offended?”
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“Offended, my dear fellow! Is pussy offended if
you offer her a cup of milk? or Carlo, if you present
him with a bone?”

“What do you mean?” said Saxon, quite shocked
at the levity of these comparisons.

“I mean that every woman would sell her soul for
a handful of diamonds, and an ounce of wrought gold,
and that our fair friend is no exception to the rule.
‘What put it into your head, Trefalden, to give her a
bracelet?”

“It was Mr. Greatorex's idea.”

“Humph! Just like him. Greatorex has such
generous impulses — at other people’s expense!”

“I was very much obliged to him for thinking of
it,” said Saxon, somewhat warmly. “As I am to any
friend who is kind enough to tell me what the customs
of society are,” he added, more gently.

“They are very beautiful bracelets, all three of
them,” said Lord Castletowers.

“That's right. Which shall I take?”

The garter set with rubies,” said Sir Charles Bur-

e.
yx‘l"l‘he snake with the diamond head,” said the
Earl.
“The opals and diamonds,” said William Tre-
falden.
Saxon laughed, and shook his head.
“If you each give me different advice,” said he,
“what am I to do?”
“Choose for yourself,” replied his cousin.
And so Saxon, very diffidently and hesitatingly,
chose for himself, and took the ome his cousin had
preferred.
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“And pray what may be the cost of this magnificent
trifle ?” asked Mr. Trefalden, when the choice was
made, and the messengers had made their bows and
vanished.

“I have no idea,” replied Saxon.

“Do you mean that you have bought it without
having made any inquiry as to its price?”

“Of course.”

“Pray do you never inquire before you purchase?”

“Never. Why do you smile?”

‘“Because 1 fear your tradesmen will charge you at
any fabulous rate they please.”

“Why, so they could in any case! What do I know,
for instance, of opals and diamonds, except that the
opal is a hydrate of silica, and the diamond a com-
pound of charcoal and oxygen? They might ask me
what price they pleased for this bracelet, and I, in
my ignorance of its value, should buy it, just the
same.”

“It is well for you, Trefalden, that you have the
purse of Fortunatus to dip your hand into,” said Sir
Charles Burgoyne.

“But even Fortunatus must take care that his purse
has no hole in the bottom of it,” added Mr. Trefalden.
“You are a bad financier, my dear Saxon; and you
and I must have a little practical conversation some
day on these matters. By the way, I have really some
business points to discuss with you. When can you
give up an hour or two to pure and unmixed bore-
dom?”

“When you please, cousin William.”

“Well — this evening?"”

“This evening, unfortunately, I have promised to
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dine at the club with Greatorex, and two or three
others, and we are going afterwards to the opera.”

“To-morrow evening, then?”

“And to-morrow my new phaeton is coming home,
and we are going in it to Blackwall — Lord Castle-
towers and Sir Charles Burgoyne, I mean.”

“Then, on Saturday — —"

“On Saturday, I hope you will join us at Richmond.
Don't forget it, cousin William. You have the note,
you know, in your pocket.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled somewhat gravely.

‘“‘Are you already such an epicurean that you want
the traditional skeleton at your feast?” said he. “No,
no, Saxon. I am a man of business, and have no
leisure for such symposia. You must dispense with my
grim presence — and I, apparently, must dispense with
yours. I had no notion that you were such a man of
fashion as to have all your evenings engaged in this
manner.”

“I can’t think how it is,” replied Saxon, in some
confusion. “I certainly have made more appointments
than I was aware of. My friends are so kind to me,
and plan so many things to give me pleasure, that —
will Sunday do, cousin William? You mlgbt come up
here and dine with me; or we mlght————

“I am always engaged on Sundays,” said Mr. Tre-
falden, drily.

“Then on Monday?”

“Yes, I can see you on Monday, if you will really
be at leisure.”

“Of course, I will be at leisure.”

“But you must come to me. I shall be very busy,
and can only see you after office hours.”
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“I will come to you, cousin, at any time you
please,” said Saxon, earnestly.

‘“At eight in the evening?”

‘At eight.”

Mr. Trefalden entered the hour and date in his
pocket-book, and rose to take his leave.

“I had hoped that you would spare me a day or
two next week, Mr. Trefalden,” said Lord Castletowers,
as they shook hands at parting. *“Your cousin has
promised to come down, and we have a meet and some
parties coming off; and a breath of country air would
do you good before the summer sets in.”

But Mr. Trefalden shook his head.

“I thank you, Lord Castletowers,” he replied; “but
it is impossible. I am as firmly chained to Chancery-
lane for the next five months as any galley-slave to
his oar.”

“But, my dear sir, is it worth any man’s while
to be a galley-slave, if he can help it?” asked the
Barl.

“Perbaps. It depends on the motive; and self-
imposed chains are never very heavy to the wearer.”

And with this, Mr. Trefalden bowed to both gen-
tlemen, and left the room, followed by his cousin.

“That's a quiet, deep fellow,” said Burgoyne.

“He is a very gentlemanly, pleasant, clever man,”
replied the Earl, “and has been our solicitor for

ears.”

“I don’t like him.”

“You don’t know him.”

“True — do you?”

Lord Castletowers hesitated. ,

“Well, upon my soul,” laughed he, “I cannot say
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that I do, personally. But, as I tell you, he is my
solicitor, and I like him. I only speak from my im-
ressions.”

“And I from mine. He is not my solicitor, and
I don't like him. He thinks too much, and says too
little.”

In the meanwhile, Saxon was warmly wringing his
cousin’s hand at the door of the ante-room, and saying,
in a low, earnest tone,

“Indeed you must not suppose I have become a
man of fashion, or an epicurean, cousin William; or
that I would not rather — far rather — spend an
evening with you than at any of these fine places.
I am so very sorry I cannot come to you before
Monday.”

“Monday will be quite soon enough, my dear
Saxon,” replied Mr. Trefalden, kindly; “and I am
glad to see you so well amused. At eight o’clock,
then?”

“Yes, at eight You will see how punctual I shall
be — and you must give me some good advice, cousin
William, and always tell me of my faults — won't

n?”

“Humph! That will depend on circumstances, and
yourself. In the meanwhile, don’t buy any more diamond
bracelets without first inquiring the price.”

Haif a Million of Money. 1. n
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CHAPTER XVIIIL

Timon.

“Ir is good to be merry and wise,” saith an old
song; but every man cannot be a laughing philesopher,
and though it is comparatively easy to be either merry
or wise ‘“upon occasion,” it is supremely difficult to be
both at the same time. The two conditions mix almost
as reluctantly as oil and water, and youth seldom makes
even an effort to combine them. Happy youth, whose
best wisdom it is, after all, to be merry while it may!
‘Which of us would not gladly barter this bitter wisdom
of later years for but a single season — nay, a single
day — of that happy thoughtless time when the simplest
jest provoked a laugh, and the commonest wayside
flower had a beauty long since faded, and all life was
a pleasant carnival? What would we not give to believe
once more in the eternity of college friendships, and
the immortality of prize poems? — to feel our hearts
beat high over the pages of Plutarch and Livy? — to
weep delicious tears for the woes of Mrs. Haller, and
to devour the old romances with the old omnivorous
relish?

Alas! the college friend and the prize poem are
alike forgotten; Sir George Cornewall Lewis has laid
his ruthless hand upon our favourite heroes; our souls
abhor the very name of Kotzebue; and we could no
more revive our interest in those two mounted cavaliers
who might have been seen spurring by twilight across
a lonely heath in the west of England some two hundred
and odd years ago, than we could undertake to enjoy
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the thirteen thousand pages of Mademoiselle Scudéry’s
Grand Cyrus. Aye, that pleasant dream is indeed over;
but its joys are “lodg’d beyond the reach of fate,” and
of the remembrance of them no man can disinherit us.
Have we not all lived in Arcadia?

Wisdom apart, however, what more commendable
merriment may there be than a dinner at Richmond
when the year and the guests are young, and the broad
landscape lies steeped in sunshine, and the afternoon
air is sweet with new-mown hay, and the laugh follows
the jest as quickly and gaily as the frothing champagne
follows the popping of the corks? Now and then a tiny
skiff with one white sail skims down the molten gold
of the broad river. The plumy islands and the wooded
flats look hazy in the tender mist of sunset. A pleasant
sound of gay voices and chinking glasses finds its way
now and then from the open window below, or the
adjoining balcony; and, perhaps, the music of a brass
band comes to us from the lower town, harmonised by
distance.

Thus bright and propitious was it on the eventful
day of Saxon’s “little dinner;” and care had been
taken by his friends that every detail of the entertain-
ment should be as faultless as the weather itself. The
guests had all been driven down in open carriages; the
costliest dinner that money could ensure, or taste devise,
was placed before them; and the best room in the
famous hotel was pre-engaged for the occasion. It had
seldom held a more joyous party.

Lord Castletowers and Major Vaughan were there
of course, having run up from Surrey for the day; Sir
Charles Burgoyne, serenely insolent; the Hon. Edward
Brandon, with his hair standing up like the wig of an

11%
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electrified doll, from inward excitement and outward
rubbing; Mr. Lawrence Greatorex, looking, perhaps,
somewhat abstracted from time to time, but talking
fluently; two other Erectheum men, both very young
and prone to laughter, and both highly creditable to
their tailors and bootmakers; and last, though not least,
the Graziana and her party. For actresses, like mis-
fortunes, never come alone. Like Scottish chieftains,
they travel with a “tail,” and have an embarrassing
aptitude for bringing their uninvited *“tail” on all
kinds of inconvenient occasions. In the present in-
stance, the heroine of the day had contented herself
with only two sisters and a brother; and her young
host not only welcomed them with all his honest heart,
but thought it very kind and condescending on her
part to bring them at all. The brother was a gloomy
youth, who said little, ate a great deal, and watched
the company in a furtive manner over the rim of his
wine-glass. The sisters were fat, black-eyed little
souls, who chattered, flirted, and drank champagne in-
cessantly. As for the prima donna herself, she was a
fine, buxom, laughter-loving creature of about twenty
years of age, as little like a Juno, and as much like a
grown-up child as it is only possible for a Neapolitan
woman to be. She could be majestic enough upon the
stage, or in the green-room; but she never carried her
dignity beyond the precincts of the opera house. She
put it on with her rouge, and left it in her dressing-
room with the rest of her theatrical wardrobe, when
the evening’s work was over. She laughed at every-
thing that was said, whether she understood it or not;
and she was delighted with everything — with the
drive, with the horses, with the mail phaeton, with the
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weather, with the dinner, with the guests, and with her
host; and when the ice was brought to table — a
magnificent, many-coloured triumph of art — she
clapped her bands, like a child at sight of a twelfth-
cake.

“Now's the time for the bracelet, Saxon,” whispered
Lord Castletowers, when the wreck of this trinmph
was removed, and the sidecloths were rolled away for
dessert.

Saxon looked aghast.

“What shall I say?” said he.

“Oh, I don’t know — something graceful, and not
too long.”

“But I can’t. I haven't an idea.”

“Never mind; she wouldn't understand it if you
had. S8ay anything.”

“Can’t you say it for me?”

“Impossible, my dear fellow! You might as well
ask me to kiss her for you.”

Which was such a tremendous supposition, that
Saxon blushed scarlet, and had not a word to say in
reply.

“Ah, traditor! Why do you speak secrets?” said
the prima donna, with a pout.

“Because he is a conspirator, signora,” replied the
Earl.,

‘A conspirator? Cielo!”

It is quite true,” said Burgoyne, promptly. “There’s
a deadly mine of cracker bonbons in the room below,
and Trefalden’s presently going to say something so
sparkling that it will fire the train, and we shall all be
blown into the middle of the next century.”
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The prima donna sang a roulade expressive of
terror.

‘“But the worst is yet to come. This plot, signora,
is entirely against yourself,” said Castletowers. Then,
dropping his voice, “out with it, man,” he added.
“You couldn’t have a better opening.”

So Saxon pulled the morocco case out of his pocket,
and presented it with as much confusion and incoherence
as if it had been a warrant.

The signora screamed with rapture, invoked her
brother and sisters, flew to the window with her trea-
sure, flashed it to and fro in every possible light, and
for the first five minutes could talk nothing but her
native patois.

“But, signore, you must be a great prince!” she
exclaimed, when, at length, she returned to her place
at the dinner-table.

‘“Indeed, I am nothing of the sort,” replied Saxon,
laughing.

“ E bellissimo, questo bracosolstto! But why do you
give him to me?”

“From no other reason than my desire to please
you, bella donna,” replied Saxon. *“The Greeks be-
lieved that the opal had power to confer popularity on
its wearer; but I do not offer you these opals with any
such motive. Your talisman is your voice.”

“Bravo, Trefalden!” laughed the Earl. ‘*That
was very well said. Comme Uesprst vient aux fils!”

“A npeat thing spoilt,” muttered Greatorex to his
next neighbour. “He should have praised her eyes.
She knows all about her voice.”

“And do you suppose she doesn’t know all about
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her eyes, too?"” asked his neighbour — who chanced
to be Major Vaughan.

“No doubt, but then a woman is never tired of
being admired for her beauty. The smallest pastille of
Ppraise is as acceptable to her, in its way, as a holocaust
of incense. But as to her voice, ¢'¢st autre choss. What
is one compliment more or less after the nightly ap-
plauses of the finest audience in Europe?”

In the meanwhile, the two young Erectheum men,
oppressed apparently by the consciousness of how much
they owed to their boots and waistcoats, took refuge in
each other’s society, and talked about a horse. Neither
of them kept a horse, or hoped to keep a horse; and
yet the subject seemed bound up, in some occult way,
with the inner consciousness of both. They discussed
this mysterious animal in solemn whispers, all the way
down from London to Richmond; alluded to him
despondingly during dinner; and exchanged bets upon
him in a moody and portentous manner at dessert.
Apart from this overwhelming topic, they were light-
hearted young fellows enough; but the horse was their
Nemesis, and rode them down continually.

As for the “tail,” it went to work as vigorously
upon the dessert as upon the twelve preceding courses.
The plump sisters evidently looked upon Moet as pure
Pierian, and had taken Pope’s advice to heart; while
the gloomy brother, " inaccessible as fort Gibraltar,
seemed only intent on provisioning himself against a
long blockade. But even the best of dinners must
end, and coffee came at last. Then one of the Erec-
theum young men, emboldened by sparkling drinks,
asked the prima donna for a song. She laughed, and
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shook her head; but the assembled company looked
aghast.

“I cannot,” said she. *“My voice is a bird in one
little cage, and my Impressario guards the key.”

Sir Charles Burgoyne darted a dreadful glance at
the offender.

“My dear lady,” he said, “pray do not say a word.
We all know, or ought to know, that your operatic
contract forbids anything of the kind; and even if it
were not so, we should not presume to ask so great a
favour. It is entirely a mistake — a great mistake
— on the part of this young gentleman.”

“I — I am very sorry,” stammered the unlucky
neophyte.

“And I am sorry,” said the songstress, good-
naturedly. “I should sing for you if I dared.”

“Thou must not think of it, sorellins,” interposed
her brother, in his rapid Neapolitan. “Remember the
penalty.”

“The Signora Graziana must do nothing to offend
the manager,” said Lord Castletowers, who was familiar
with every dialect of the Italian.

“Certainly not,” exclaimed Saxon. “Not for the
world.”

Then, turning to Burgoyne, he whispered — “ What
is it all about? Why should he be offended because
she sang for us?”

“He would have me pay him one hundred pounds,”
said the prima donna, whose ears were quick.

“A hundred pounds fine, you know,” explained
Burgoyne. ‘“’Tis in his bond, and the man's a very
Shylock with his ducats.”

Saxon laughed aloud.
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“Is that all?” said he. “Oh, never mind, della
domma — I'll pay him his hundred pounds, and wel-
come.” :

And so a piano was brought in from another room,
and the Graziana sang to them divinely, not one song,
but a dozen.

“Perhaps our friend the Impressarso may not hear
of it, after all,” said Mr. Greatorex, when the music
was over, and they were preparing to return to town.

“Let us all take a solemn oath of secresy,” sug-
gested Bir Charles Burgoyne.

But Saxon would not hear of it.

“No, no,” said he. “The fine has been fairly for-
feited, and shall be fairly paid. Let no man’s soul be
burthened with a secret on my account. I will send
Shylock his cheque to-morrow morning. Ladies, the
carriages are at the door.”

“I bad heard that our Amphitryen did not know
the value of money,” said Mr. Greatorex, as they went
down-stairs, “and now I believe it. Why, this little
affair, my lord, take it from first to last, must have
been set to the tune of something like five hundred

unds!”

“Well, I suppose it has,’
cluding the bracelet.”

“A modern Timon — eh?”

“Nay, I hope not. A modern Msmcenas, if you
like. It is a name of better augury.”

“] fear he dispenses his gold more after the fashion
of Timon than of Msmcenas,” replied the banker, drily.

“He is a splendid fellow,” said the Earl with
enthusiasm; “and his lavish generosity is by no means
the noblest part of his character.”

r

replied Castletowers, “in-
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“But he behaved like a fool about that hundred
pounds. Of course, we should all have kept the secret,
and ...."

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Greatorex,” interrupted
the Earl, somewhat stiffly. “In my opinion, Mr. Tre-
falden simply behaved like a man of honour.”

CHAPTER XIX.

Mr. Trefalden on the D tic M: s and C of Lawyers in
general.

“80, my young cousin, you have not yet lost all
your primitive virtues,” said Mr. Trefalden, as Saxon,
heralded by Mr. Keckwitch, made his appearance on
the threshold of the lawyer’s private room at eight
o'clock precisely on Monday evening.

“I hope I have parted from none that I ever pos-
sessed,” replied Saxon; ‘“but to what particular virtue
do you allude?”

“To your punctuality, young man. You are as
true to time as on that memorable morning when we
breakfasted together at Reichenau, and you tasted La-
fitte for the first time. You have become tolerably
familiar with the flavour, since then.”

“Indeed, I have,” replied Saxon, with a smile and
a gigh.

“And with a good many other flavours as well, I
imagine. Why, let me see, that was on the seventh of
March, and here is the beginning of the third week in
April — scarcely five weeks ago, Saxon!”

“It seems like five centuries.”

“T dare say it does. You have crowded a vast



MR. TREFALDEN ON LAWYERS IN GENERAL. 171

number of impressions into a very short space of
time. But then you are rich in the happy adap-
tability of youth and can bear the shock of revolu-
tion.” .
“I try to bear it as well as I can,” replied S8axon,
laughingly. “It isn’t very difficult.”

“No — the lessons of pleasure and power are soon
learnt; and, by the way, the art of dress also. You are
quite a swell, Saxon.”

The young fellow'’s face crimsoned.

He could not get over that awkward habit of blush-
ing, do what he would.

“I hope not,” he said. “I am what fate and my
tailor have made me. Castletowers took me to his own
man, and he has done as he liked with me.”

“8o that, to paraphrase the kingly state, your vir-
tues are your own, and your shortcomings are your
tailor's? Nay, don’t look uncomfortable. You are well
dressed; but not too well dressed — which, to my
thinking, is precisely as a gentleman should be.”

“I don’t wish to be a ‘swell,’” said Saxon.

“Nor are you one. And now tell me something
about yourself. How do you like this new life?”

“It bewilders me,” said Saxon. “It dazzles me.
It takes my breath away. I feel as if London were a
huge circus, all dust, and roar, and glitter, and I being
earried round it, in a great chariot race. It frightens
me sometimes, — and yet I enjoy it. There is so
much to enjoy!”

“But you thought it a ‘dreary’ place at first,” said
Mr. Trefalden, with his quiet smile.

“Because I was a stranger, and knew no one —
because the very roar and flow of life along the streets
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only made my solitude the heavier. But that's all
changed now, thanks to you.”

“Thanks to me, Saxon?”

“Of course. Don’t I owe that dear fellow Castle-
towers' acquaintance to you? And if I hadn’t known
him, how should I have got into the Erectheum? How
should I have known Burgoyne, and Greatorex, and
Brandon, and Fitz-Hugh, and Dalton, and all the other
fellows? And they are so kind to me — it's perfectly
incredible how kind they are, and what trouble they
take to oblige and please me!”

“Indeed?” said the lawyer, drily.

“Yes, that they do; and I should be worse than
ungrateful if I did not like a place where I have so
many friends. Then, again, I have so much to do —
so much to think of — so much to learn. Why, it
would take half a life-time only to see all the picture
galleries in London, and study the Etruscan vases in
the British Museum!”

Mr. Trefalden could not help laughing.

“You droll boy!” said he. “Do you mean to tell
me that you divide your attentions between pretty
prima donnas and cinerary urns?”

“I mean that I was in the Etruscan room for three
hours this morning, and that we have a tazza at Rotz-
berg of a kind of which you have not a single speci-
men in the collection — red, with red basss relsovs.
What do you say to that?”

“That I would not give five farthings for all the
old pottery in Europe.”

“Yes, you would, if you once learned to look upon
it as history. Now the pottery of Etruria. . ..”

“My dear Saxon,” interposed Mr. Trefalden, “as
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you are great, be merciful. Spare me the pottery of
Etruria, and tell me a little more about yourself. You
are learning to ride, are you not?”

“Yes, I can ride pretty well already; and I have a
fencing lesson every other morning, and I am learning
to drive. But I don't get on quite so well with the
whip as with the foils. I have an awkward habit of
locking my wheels with other people’s, and getting to
the wrong side of the road.”

“Awkward habits, indeed,” said Mr. Trefalden;
“especially in Rotten Row.”

“And — and I am learning to dance, also,” said
Saxon, with a shy laugh. :

“In short, what with finishing your education, giv-
ing suburban dinners, and cultivating the fine arts,
your time is tolerably well oceupi

“It is, indeed. I never seem to have a moment to

“Humph! And pray may I ask how much money
you have spent during these last three weeks?”

“I haven't the least idea.”

“I suspected as much. Kept no accounts, I sup-
pm?”

“None whatever.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled significantly, but said no-
thing.

“I suppose it's very wrong,” said Saxon. “I

I ought to have put it all down in a book?”

‘“Undoubtedly.”

“But then I know nothing of book-keeping; in-
deed, I scarcely yot know the real value of money.
Butfyonmnmumewhntloughttodo,Iwﬂltry
Gillingwater, can help me, too. He knows.”
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“@illingwater is your valet, is he not? Where did
you hear of him?”

“Greatorex recommended him to me. He is a most
invaluable fellow. I don't know what I should do
without him.” '

“And you have a groom, I suppose?”

“I have two grooms.”

“Two? My dear boy, what can you want with
more than one?”

“I don’t know. Burgoyne said I couldn’t do with
less — but then, you know, I keep five horses.”

“Indeed?”

“Yes; one for the cab, two for riding, and two for
the mail phaeton.”

“And you keep them at livery, of course?”

“Yes; Burgoyne said it was the best way; and
that the beasts were sure to be ill-fed if I hired
stabling and left it to the men. He knows so much
about horses.” ‘

“Evidently. It was he who sold you that mare
and cab, was it not?”

“To be sure it was; and then I have bought
all the rest under his advice. I assure you, cousin
William, I don't believe any fellow ever had such
friends!”

Mr. Trefalden coughed, and looked at his watch.

“Well,” he said, ‘“we must not forget that I have
brought you down here to-night, Saxon, for a serious
conference. Shall we have some coffee first, to filter
the dust from our brains?”

‘Whereupon, Saxon assenting, the lawyer rang the
bell and coffee was brought. In the meanwhile, the
young man had made the tour of the room, inspected
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the law books on the shelves, examined the door of
the safe, peeped out of the window, and ascertained
the date of the map hanging over the fireplace. This
done, he resumed his chair, and said, with more frank-
ness than politeness: —

“I'd as soon live in a family vault as in this dis-
mal place! Is it possible, cousin William, that you
have no other home?”

“The greater part of my life is passed here,” re-
plied Mr. Trefalden, sipping his coffee. “I admit that
the decorations are not in the highest style of art; but
they answer the purpose well enough.”

“And you actually live hete, day and night, sum-
mer and winter?”

“Why no — not altogether. I have a den — a
mere den — a few miles from town, in which I hide
myself at night, like a beast of prey.”

“It is a relief to my mind to know that,” said
Saxon. “I should like to see your den. Why didn't
you let me come to you there to-night?"

‘““Because you are not fat enough.

“Not fat enough?” repeated Saxon, laughing.

“I admit no man, unless to devour him. Lawyers
are ogres, my dear fellow — and that den of mine is
paved with the bones of slaughtered clients.”

Saying which, Mr. Trefalden put an end to the
subject by ringing the bell, and sending for Mr. Keck-
witch.

“You may close the office and go, Keckwitch,”
said he. “I do not want you any more this evening.”

Mr. Keckwitch looked at his employer with eyes
that had no more speculation in them than if they had
been boiled.
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“I beg your pardon, sir,” he replied with husky
placidity, “but perhaps you forget Rogers's case. I am
bound to go through the papers to-night.”

“Then you can take them home with you. I have
private business with this gentleman, and wish to be
alone — you understand? Alone.”

A pale light flashed into Mr. Keckwitch's eyes —
flashed and vanished. But it did not impart an agree-
able expression to his countenance.

“And when you have put all straight, and turned
off the gas, please to let me know, that I may lock the
office door on the inside.”

The head clerk retired without a word, followed by
the keen eye of his employer.

“If I were to become a rich man to-morrow,” said
he, with a bitter smile, ‘“the first elegant superfluity in
which I should indulge, would be the kicking of that
fellow all the way along Chancery Lane. It is a
luxury that would be cheap at any price the Court
might award.”

“If you have so bad an opinion of him, why do
you keep him?” asked Saxon.

“For the reason that ome often keeps an aching
tooth. He is a useful grinder, and helps me to palish
off the bones that I was telling you about just now.”

Mr. Trefalden then saw his head clerk off the pre-
mises, locked the outer door, made up the fire, put the
shade on the lamp (he always liked, he said, to spare
his eyes), and drew his chair to the table.
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CHAPTER XX.
Two and a Half per Cent.

Mz. Keckwrrca banished, and the coffee-cups
pushed aside, William Trefalden uttered a little pre-
liminary cough, aud said,

“Now, Saxon, to business.”

Saxon was all attention.

“In the first place,” he began, ‘“‘you have a large
fortune in money; and it is highly important that so
weighty a sum should be advantageously placed. By
advantageously placed, I mean laid out in the purchase
of land, lent on mortgage, or otherwise employed in
such a manner as to bring you large returns. And I
assure you I have not ceased, since your affairs have
been in my hands, to make inquiry in every quarter
where inquiry was likely to lead to anything useful.”

“I'm sure it's very kind of you,” murmured Saxon,
vaguely.

“The great difficulty,” continued Mr. Trefalden,
“js the largeness of the sum. It is comparatively
easy to dispose of fifty, or a hundred, or even of five
hundred thousand pounds; but nobody either wants
to borrow, or could give security, for such a sum as
four millions. Not that I should wish to see your all
placed upon a single venture. Far from it. I would
not advise such a step, though the Russian government
were the borrower. But neither do I wish to spread
your property over too large a surface. It is a course
attended with great inconvenience and great expenmse.
Do you quite follow me?”

“Not in the least,” said Saxon, to whom the
language of the money market was about as intelligible
as a cuneiform inscription.

Ualf a Million of Money, I, 12
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“Well, you understand that your money ought to
be invested ?”

“I thought it was invested. It's in Drummond's
bank.”

“Not so. The bulk of your fortune comsists of
Government stock; but a very considerable sum which
I had expected to invest for you before now, and which,
if you remember, we sold out of the funds when
you first came to London, is temporarily deposited at
Drummond’s, where at present it brings you no interest.
My object, however, is to do with this what I hope to
do in time with the whole of your money — namely,
invest it safely at a high rate of interest. By these
means you will enjoy an ample income, but leave your
capital untouched.”

“Shall I, indeed?” said Saxon, struggling to con-
ceal a yawn. “That is very curious.”

“Not curious at all, if one but understands the first
principles of banking. Have you no idea of what
interest is?"

“Oh dear yes,” replied Saxon, briskly, “I know
all about that. Greatorex explained it to me. Interest
means two and a half per cent.”

Mr. Trefalden shifted the position of his chair, and
turned the lamp in such a manner that the light fell
more fully on Saxon’s face, and left his own in shadow.

“Two and a half per cent!” he repeated. “That
was a very limited statement on the part of Mr. Grea-
torex. Interest may mean anything, from one per cent.
up to a hundred, or a hundred thousand. He cannot
have offered that assertion as an explanation of general
facts. Do you remember the conversation that led to it?”

“Not clearly; but he was talking very much as
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you have just been talking, and he said they would
give me two and a half per cent. at their bank, if I
liked to put my money in it.”

“Humph! and your reply?”

“I said you managed everything of that sort for
me, and that I would ask you to see to it.” ‘

“Meaning that you would ask me to transfer your
money from Drummond’s to Greatorex's?”

“If you please.”

“Then I certainly do not please; and as long as you
continue to attach the slightest value to my opinion,
you will not place a penny in their hands.”

Saxon looked aghast.

“Oh, but — but I promised,” said he.

“Precisely what I expected to hear you 3ay. I felt
sure you had been trapped into a promise of some kind.”

“I can’t break my word,” said Saxon, resolutely.

Mr. Trefalden shrugged his shoulders.

“I can’t let you ruin yourself," he replied. *Greato-
rex and Greatorex are on the verge of bankruptcy; and
I have private information which leads me to believe
they must stop payment before the week is out.”

The young man stared at him in silence. He neither
knew what to say, nor what to think.

“And now,” said his cousin, “tell me all that took
place, as nearly as you can remember it. First of all,
I suppose, Mr. Laurence Greatorex kindly volunteered
to explain to you the system under which money can
be made to produce interest; and, having shown you
how it was part of the business of a banker to pay
interest on deposits, he proposed to take your money,
and allow you two and a half per cent?”

Saxon nodded.

12%
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“You referred the proposition to me, and Mr. Grea-
torex was not best pleased to find that you relied so
much upon my judgment.”

“How do you know that?” exclaimed Saxon.

“He then enlarged on the dangers of high interest,
and the troublesome nature of investments in land;
pointed out the advantages of the deposxt system; and
ended by extracting your promise for . .. how much?”

“Who can have told you all thig?"

“Tell me first whether I am correct?”

“Word for word.”

Mr. Trefalden leaned back in his chair and laughed
— a little soft, satisfied laugh, like an audible smile.

“I have a familiar demon, Saxon,” said he. ‘‘His
name is Experience; and he tells me a great many
more things than are dreamt of in your philosophy.
But you have not yet answered my first question —
how much?”

“He said it was a very bad plan to lock up one's
money — ‘lock up’ was the phrase, I am sure — and
that I should find it so convenient to be able to draw
mine out whenever I chose. And then ...."

“And then you agreed with him, of course. Go
on.”

“And then he said he supposed I would not mind
going to the exbent of five hundred thousand with their
house, and .

“Five hundred thoussnd! Had he the incredible
impudence to ask you for five hundred thousand?"

“Indeed, Cousin William, it seemed to me, from
the way in which he  put it, that Mr. Greatorex had only
my interest in view.”

“How probable!”
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“He said that it could make no difference to them;
and that one person’s thousands were no more to them,
in the way of business, than another’s.”

“And you believed him?”

“Of course I believed him.”

“And promised him the five hundred thousand?”

‘LYes.”

“Then it's a promise that will have to be broken,
young man, that is all. Nay, don’t look so unhappy.
I will take all the burden from your shoulders. A
lawyer can do these things easily emough, and offend
no one. Besides, no man is bound to fling his money
away with his eyes open. If you were to pay in that
five hundred thousand pounds to-morrow morning, it
would all be in the pockets of Sir Samuel's creditors
before night. It would help the firm to stave off the
evil day, and you would most likely get your two
and a half per cent.; but I Znow that you would never
.see one farthing of the principal again — and Laurence
Greatorex knows that I know it.”

“But — but I have not told you quite all yet,”
stammered Saxon, whose face had been getting graver
and graver with every word that Mr. Trefalden uttered.
“I have given him a cheque for half.”

It was well for Mr. Trefalden that the shade fell
on him where he sat, and concealed the storm that
swept across his features at this announcement. It
came and went like a swift shadow; but, practised
master of himself as he was, he could no more have
controlled the expression of his face at that moment
than he could have controlled a thunder-cloud up in
the heavens. ,

“You have given Mr. Greatorex a cheque for two
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bundred and fifty thousand pounds?” he said, after a
momentary pause.

“I know it was very wrong — I know I ought to
have consulted you first!” exclaimed Saxon, quite over-
whelmed by the magnitude of his error.

“Never mind that at present,” replied the lawyer,
coldly. “The mischief is done, and we have only to
try if any of the money is recoverable. When did you
give it to him?”

“Just now — after dinner.”

“To-day? After three o'clock?”

“Not an hour ago. We met at the club; he asked
me to dine with him ....”

“And when you told him you were to see me this
evening, he got you to sign the cheque out of hand!”
interposed Mr. Trefalden, eagerly. “Clever — very
clever; but not quite clever enough, for all that!™

Saying which, the lawyer seized paper and pen,
and began writing rapidly. Having scribbled three or
four lines, he pushed them across the table, and
said: —

“Read that, and sign it.”

It was an order upon the Drummond’s firm to
refuse payment of all cheques signed by Mr. Saxon
Trefalden, until further notice.

“But suppose,” said Saxon, “that he has cashed it

?"

“He can’t cash it, you foolish boy, till the bank
opens to-morrow morning; and by that time it will be
too late. I shall instantly take a cab, and go down
with this paper to the private house of the chief cashier;
and, to make assurance doubly sure, Keckwitch shall
be at the.bank to-morrow morning when the doors
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open. Lucky for you, my fine fellow, that you com-
mitted this little folly after three o’clock in the day!”

Saxon signed the paper somewhat reluctantly, and
Mr. Trefalden put it into his pocket-book.

“Our business conference must wait,” said he, “till
this affair is settled. Shall you be at home and
alone to-morrow at twelve, if I come up for an hour's
talk ?"

“I will be at home and alone, of course,” replied
Saxon; “but I am going down into Surrey by the
three o’clock express.”

“To Castletowers’?”

“Yes — for a week or ten days.”

Mr. Trefalden hesitated.

“What I have to say to you must be said quietly
and thoroughly,” observed he, musingly. “And if you
are very stupid indeed, and want a great deal of ex-
planation . . . ."

“Which is quite certain!” interrupted Saxon,
langhing.

“Which I am afraid is quite certain — an hour
will not be enough.”

“Will you come at eleven?”

Mr. Trefalden took up a manuseript book, and
examined ome or two consecutive pages before re-
plying.

“I will not come at all,” he said, closing it de-
cisively, and taking up his hat. “I will run down to
you at Castletowers instead, on Thursday morning.
The entries in my engagement-book show nothing of
great importance for that day, and I know the Earl
will be pleased to receive me. I believe I can even
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manage to dine there, and return by the last train
at ten.”

“That ¢s good!” exclaimed Saxon, heartily; “and
a day out of town will invigorate you for a month.”

So it was settled; and Mr. Trefalden turned off the
last of the gas, and let his cousin out in the dark.

“I will send you a line in the morning just to say
that all's well at Drummond’s,” said the lawyer, as
they shook hands in the street below; “but you must
give me your word of honour to sign no more cheques
till after Wednesday; and, above all, never again to
transact any important business without first taking
my advice.”

“TIndeed, Cousin William, I never will,” replied
Saxon, penitently.

“And if your disinterested friend comes to you in
his wrath to-morrow morning, refer him to me. My
nerves are strong, and I can bear any amount of vitu-
peration.”

“I suppose he will be very much annoyed,” said
Saxon.

“Annoyed? He will go raging up and down,
seeking whom he may devour. But what does that
matter? His anger will not fall upon you, but upon
your legal adviser. And I am not afraid that he will
eat me. Lawyers are indigestible.”

‘Whereupon they again shook hands, and went their
separate ways; Mr. Trefalden's way being to Bays-
water, where dwelt the chief cashier in the bosom of
his family, and Saxon’s to his stall at the opera.
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CHAPTER XXI.
Mr. Greatorex with the Polish Off.

“Mg. GreATOREX wishes to know, sir, if you can
give him five minutes’ private conversation.”

It was not quite a quarter past ten, and Saxon,
who had taken a riding lesson before breakfast, was
loitering over a book, with the breakfast service still
upon the table. He laid the volume hastily down, and
desired that Mr. Greatorex might be shown in. He
was no moral coward; but he felt decidedly uncom-
fortable when he heard the quick ring of the banker’s
high-heeled boots on the polished floor of the ante-
chamber. ‘

Mr. Greatorex came in, shut the door in Gilling-
water's face, flang a crumpled slip of paper on the
table, and said in a voice that quivered with suppressed

jon: —

“You bave thought fit, Mr. Trefalden, to stop the
payment of this cheque. May I inquire with what
motive?”

He kept his hat on, and the face beneath it was
at a white heat, even to the lips.

“I am really very sorry, Greatorex,” said Saxon,
nervously; ‘“but I ought never to have given it to you.
My cousin manages all my affairs, and I had no
business to interfere with his arrangements: He objects
to your offer, and — and I am obliged to decline it.
But why won’t you shake hands with me?”

Mr. Greatorex put his hands behind his back.

“You have insulted me,” he said, “and . ...”
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“Not intentionally!” interrupted Saxon. “Upon
my honour, not intentionally.”

The banker heard him with a bitter smile.

“Pshaw!” he said, scornfully. “We all know what
intentions are worth. Yours were certainly not very
friendly when you exposed me just now to the grins
and sneers of every petty clerk in Drummond’s office.
Pray did it not occur to you that the position might
be the reverse of agreeable; or that it might affect
my credit somewhat unpleasantly among my brother
bankers?”

“I feared, indeed, that I might be so unfortunate
as to inconvenience you, Mr. Greatorex,” replied Saxon,
with dignity; “and I tell you again that I am sorry
for it. But I had no thought of insulting you.”

“Inconvenience!” echoed Greatorex, fiercely. ‘‘Good
God, man, you have ruined me!”

“Ruined you?”

“Ay, ruined me — me and mine — my father,
who is an old man of sixty-eight — my sisters, who
are both unmarried. Curse you! how do you like
that?”

And with this he flung himself into a chair, and
sat drumming on the table with his clenched hands.

Saxon was inexpressibly shocked.

“You must explain this to me,” he faltered. “I
do not understand — indeed I do not!”

Greatorex glared up at him vindictively, but made
no reply.

“J would not willingly injure my worst enemy, if
I had one,” continued the young fellow, with tears in
his voice, if not in his eyes;‘‘much less one whom I
have eaten and drank with, and looked upon as my
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friend. What do you mean when you say that I have
ruined you?”

“Simply that we shall be in the Gazette to-morrow.
You understand that, I suppose?”

The coarse nature of the man had all come to the
surface under this powerful test, and he took no pains
to hide it. He was literally drunk with rage. Saxon,
however, saw his condition, and, ignorant as he was of
human natare, by some fine instinct, understood and
pitied it.

“But why need the withdrawal of this sum work
you so much evil?” he said, gently. ‘“You are surely
no worse off without it to-day than you were yester-
d‘y-”

“This is why — since you ws# have it! We
wanted money — money and time — for we have met
with some ugly losses that we didn’t choose to tell the
world about; and we knew we could pull through, if
we had the chance.”

113 Weu?"

“Well, there are three or four firms that have
heavy claims upon us, and are getting troublesome.
Relying on your cheque, I wrote to them last night,
and desired them to draw upon us any time after
one o'clock to-day. They will draw — and the bank
will stop payment.”

Saxon sprang to his feet, and seized the cheque,
which was still lying where the banker had thrown it.

“No, no,” he cried, ‘“not through my act, Greatorex
— Heaven forbid! How much do you want, to meet
these claims to-day?”

““There'’s one of twenty-two thousand, six hundred
and forty-five pounds,” said the other, still sullenly,
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but in an altered tone. “That's the heaviest. Another
of eighteen thousand, two huudred and three fifteen;
one of ten thousand; and one of seven thousand, nine
hundred and eleven. Fifty-eight thousand, seven
hundred and fifty-nine pounds fifteen shillings, in all.”

Saxon flew to the bell, and rang it furiously.

“A Hansom from the stand, Gillingwater,” said
he, ‘“and choose the best horse among them.” Then,
snatching up his hat — ‘“Greatorex,” he added, “I
would drive you to Drummond’s this instant, if I could;
but I won't break my word. I gave William my solemn
promme last night to do nothing without consulting

him, and I must go down to Chancery Lane first. But
you shall have the money long enough before one —
nay, don’t shake your head. It still wants twenty
minutes to eleven, and I'll be back in three quarters
of an hour!”

“Pooh!"” said the banker, impatiently. “I dare
say you mean it; but he won't let you do it. I know
him.”

Saxon's eyes flashed.

“Then you don't know me,” said he. ‘“The money
is my own, and I swear you shall have it. How much
do you say it is?”

“Fifty-eight thousand, seven hundred and . ..

“Then fifty-nine thousand will do, and that's easier
to remember. Come, old fellow, jump into my cab
with me. I can take you as far as Chancery Lane,
and you'll see me back in Lombard Street before one
o'clock.”
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CHAPTER XXIL

Telemachus shows that he has & Will of his Own.

UnLixE the great ocean which, however racked by
hurricane and storm, sleeps in eternal calm but a little
way beneath the tossing waves, Mr. Trefalden kept all
his tempests down below, and presented to the world
a surface of unvarying equanimity. No man ever
knew what went on under that ‘“glassy cool” exterior.
Cyclones might rage in the far depths of his nature,
and those who were looking in his face saw no ripple,
heard no echo, of the strife within. It was just thus
when Saxon burst in upon him at about eleven o’clock
that Tuesday morning, brimful of compassion for the
perplexities of the house of Greatorex, and burning to
relieve them at the moderate cost of fifty-nine thousand
pounds sterling.

Mr. Trefalden was furious; but he smiled, never-
theless, and heard Saxon quite patiently from beginning
to end of his story.

“But this is pure nonsense and Quixotism,” said
he, when the young man came to a pause for want of
breath. “What's Greatorex to you, or you to Greato-
rex? Why should you recklessly sacrifice a sum which
is in itself a handsome fortune, to oblige a man who
has no claim whatever on your sympathies, or your
purse?”
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“I can't let him be ruined!” cried Saxon, impetu-
ously.

“Why not? He would not have hesitated to ruin
you. He would have swept your whole property
into his rotten bank, and have allowed you onme per
cent. less than the current rate of interest.”

“I can't tell how that may be,” said Saxon; “but
I gave him my cheque, and he acted on the faith of
it. I must not let him suffer.”

“But he would have suffered, sooner or later. Did
I not tell you last night that the Greatorexes were on
the verge of bankruptcy, and that I believed they must
stop payment before the week was out? Don’t you
remember that?”

“Yes — I remember it.”

“Then you must surely see that your cheque can
be in no sense the cause of their ruin? At the worst,
it but hastens the event by a few days.”

“I see that I have no right, and, Heaven knows!
no wish to hasten it by a single hour.”

“But, my dear Saxon . .."”

“But, my dear cousin William, Laurence Greato-
rex has an old father, and two sisters, and he and
I have been on terms of good fellowship together
for this month past, and I'm determined to stand by
him.”

“Qh, if you are determined, Saxon, that puts an
end to the matter,” said Mr. Trefalden, coldly. “But
in this case, why consult me at all?”

“I didn’t come to consult you, cousin; but I had
given you my word not to sign away any more money
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till after Thursday, and I felt bound to let you know
what I was about to do.”

Mr. Trefalden looked very grave.

“I confess that I am disappointed,” he said. “I
bhad hoped to find my opinion more valued by you,
Saxon. I had also hoped that you would look upon
me as something more than your lawyer — as your
friend, adviser, guide.”

“Why, so I do!” cried the young man, eagerly.

“Pardon me; I do not think so.”

“Then you do me injustice; for I put a priceless
value on your opinion and your friendship.”

“Your present wilfulness disproves your words,
Saxon,” said his cousin.

“Y know it does; but then I also know that I am
acting upon impulse, and not according to the laws of
worldly wisdom. I have no doubt that you are per-
fectly right, and that I am utterly wrong — but still
I cannot be happy if I do not, for once, indulge my
folly.”

Seeing that it was useless to push the argument
further, Mr. Trefalden smiled in his pleasantest
“I do think,” said he, “that you are the most
foolish fellow in the world. If I don’t make haste to
tie your money up, you will ruin yourself, rich as you
m!”

“But what's the use of being rich if I may not en-
joy my wealth in my own way?” laughed Saxon, de-
lighted to have carried his point.

“Your way is a very irrational way,” replied the
lawyer, taking a slip of paper from his desk and writ-
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ing upon it in a clear engrossing hand; ‘“almost as
irrational as that of the poor sailors who make sand-
wiches of their bank notes and bread-and-butter. But
I suppose I must forgive you for this once; and, after
all, the loss of fifty-nine thousand is better than the
loss of a quarter of a million. There, put that in your
purse, and see that your devoted friend signs it on the
blank line at the bottom.”
“What is it?”

“A promissory note for the money. He will per-
haps offer you an ordinary receipt on the part of the
firm; but this, if signed in the name of the firm,
will answer the purpose much better, What — going
already?”

Saxon explained that Greatorex wanted the cash
before one o’clock.

“You have removed the ‘stop’ from Drummond’s,
I suppose?”

“Not yet. I will call there as I go home.”

“And Mr. Greatorex has given you back your first
cheque?”

“Y don’t know. I think we left it on the breakfast-
table.”

Mr. Trefalden bit his lip.

“Upon my soul, Saxon,” he said, “you deserve to
be fleeced by every sharper who can get his hand
within reach of a feather of you! Go home and find
that cheque before you dream of removing your in-
junction; and if you can’t find it, give them a note of
the number and amount, in case of its being presented
for payment.”
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Saxon laughed, and promised obedience; but de-
clared there was no danger.

“And you will still keep your promise of signing
away no more money without consulting me?”

“Implicitly.”

“Then good-by till Thursday.”

Saxon sprang down the stairs whistling a shrill
Swiss air, and was gone in a moment; and Mr. Tre-
falden’s face, as he listened, grew dark, and hard, and
cold, as if it were changing into granite,

“Fooll” he muttered, fiercely. ‘“As eager to ruin
himself as are others to ruin him! I should be mad
to hold back now. I have waited, and watched, and
let him go his own way long enough; but my turn has
come at last, and I mean to have it.”

“If you please, sir,” said Mr. Keckwitch, putting
his head suddenly in at the door, “Mr. Behrens called
about ten minutes ago, and said he’d come again at
two.”

“Very well,” replied the lawyer, wearily. “Bring
me Mr. Behrens's deed box.”

And then he sat for a long time with the box un-
opened before him, and his head resting on his
hands.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
The Hole in William :l‘refnlden‘l Armour.

Tae man who has a purpose to achieve, or a secret
to hide, should never make an enemy. It is his obvious
policy to shun that disaster as sedulously as an ex-
pectant bridegroom shuns the conseription, a débutante
the small-pox, or a railway director the possible horrors

Ualf & Millien of Money. I 13
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of an excursion train. But the wisest cannot always be
wise; and the wariest are apt now and then to omit
some little precaution whereby the dread catastrophe
against which they have so long been building up their
defences, might have been averted after all. Thetis,
when she dipped Achilles in the seven-fold river, forgot
the heel by which she held him, and left it vulnerable
for the fatal arrow. Imperial Ceesar put aside for fu-
ture reading the paper that would have saved him
from assassination. Henri Quatre — he of the valiant
heart, to whom nothing seemed impossible — neglected
alike his own presentiments, and the prayers of those
who loved him, when he went forth to his doom in the
Rue de la Ferroniére. These things are common. We
read of them in the records of almost every famous
crime, or sudden catastrophe. The ‘complete steel”
has some weak point of junction which the foeman's
blade finds out; the conspirator drops a paper, and the
plot which was to subvert a dynasty recoils on the
heads of the plotters; the cleverest alibi breaks down
in some minute particular, which no one had the wit
to foresee. A little more prudence was alone needed
to ensure quite opposite results —a little better closing
of the rivets of the gorget, or the seams of the pocket,
or the incidents of the story; but the precaution that
would have made all safe, was precisely that precaution
which happened to be neglected.

William Trefalden had both a purpose to achieve,
and a secret to hide, and he was not insensible to the
inconveniences that might arise from the ill-will of his
fellow men; but he had made two enemies, and those
two enemies were the two greatest errors of his life,
He had never attempted to be what is called “a popular
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man.” He had none of that apparent frankness and
buoyancy of manner necessary to the part; but he
especially desired to be well spoken of. He was well
spoken of, and had acquired that sort of reputation
which is, above all others, the most valuable to a pro-
fessional man — a reputation for sagacity, and pros-
perity; and prosperity, be it remembered, is the seal
of merit. But, having achieved so much, and being
on the high road to certain other achievements, the
nature of which were as yet known only to himself, he
ought to have abstained at any cost from awaking the
enmity of two such men as Abel Keckwitch and Lau-
rence Greatorex. It would have been better for him if
he had denied himself the satisfaction of punishing his
head clerk that memorable evening in March, and been
content only to dodge him in the shade of the door-
way. It would have been better if, knowing himself
to be the destined Jason, he had even suffered Laurence
Greatorex to carry off that noble slice from the Golden
Fleece, which was represented by Saxon's first cheque.
But he had followed neither of these prudent courses.
He despised the clerk, he was irritated against the banker,
and he never even asked himself how they were dis-
posed towards him in return. They both hated him;
but had he known this, it is probable that he would
have been equally indifferent to the fact. Not to know
it — not even to have given it a thought, one way or
the other — was a great oversight; and that oversight
was the one hole in William Trefalden’s armour.

Mr. Abel Keckwitch was a very respectable man.
He lodged in the house of a gaunt widow, who lived
in a small back street at Pentonville; and his windows
commanded a thriving churchyard. He paid his rent

13%#
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with serupulous regularity; he went to church every
Bunday morning; he took in the Weekly Observer; he
kept a cat; and he played the violoncello. He had
done all these things for the last thirty years, and he
did them advisedly; for Mr. Keckwitch was of a me-
thodical temperament, and loved to carry on the un-
professional half of his existence in a groove of the
strictest routine. Having started in life with the de-
termination of being eminently respectable, he had
modelled himself after his own matter-of-fact ideal, and
cut his tastes according to his judgment. His cat and
his violoncello were cases in point. He would have
preferred a dog; but he made choice of the cat, be-
cause puss looked more domestic, and reflected the
quiet habits of her master. In like manner Mr. Keck-
witch entertained a secret leaning towards the con-
certina; but he yielded this point in favour of the
superior respectability of the violoncello. And it cannot
be denied that Mr. Keckwitch was right. A more re-
spectable possession than a violoncello for a single
man, can hardly be conceived. It is the very antithesis
to all that is light and frivolous. It leads to no con-
viviality. It neither inclines its owner to quadrille
parties, like the cornet-a-pistons, nor to cold gin-and-
water, like the flute; and it lends itself to amateur
psalmody after a manner unequalled in dreariness by
any other instrument. It was Mr. Keckwitch’s custom
to practise for an hour every evening after tea; and in
the summer he did it with the windows open, which
afflicted the neighbourhood with a universal melancholy.
At these times his landlady would shed tears for her
departed husband, and declare that “it was beantiful,
and she felt all the better for it;” and the photographer
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next door, who was a low-spirited young man, and read
Byron, wounld shut himself up in his dark room, and
indulge in thoughts of suicide.

Such was the placid and irreproachable tenor of Mr.
Abel Keckwitch's home life. It suited his temperament,
and it gratified his ambition. He knew that he in- .
spired the lodging-house bosom with confidence, and
the parochial authorities with esteem. The pew-opener
curtsied to him, and the churchwardens nodded to him
affably in the street. In short, Pentonville regarded
him as a thoroughly respectable man.

Scarcely less methodical was the other — the pro-
fessional — half of this respectable man's career. He
was punctuality itself, and hung his hat up in William
Trefalden’s office every morning at nine, with as much
exactitnde as the clock announced the hour. At one,
he repaired to an eating-house in High Holborn, where
he had dined at the same cost, and from the same
dishes, for the lagt two-and-twenty years. Don Quixote’s
diet before he took to knight-errantry was not more
monotonous; but instead of the ‘“pigeon extraordinary
on Sundays,” Mr. Keckwitch dined on that day at his
landlady’s table, and stipulated for pudding. At two,
he resumed his seat at the office desk; and, when there
was no particular pressure of work, went home to his
cat and his violoncello at half-past six. At certain
seasons, however, Mr. Keckwitch and his fellow clerks
were almost habitually detained for an hour, or an
an hour and a half over-time, and thereby grew the
richer; for William Trefalden was a prosperous man,
and paid his labourers fairly.

8o sober, so steady, so plodding was the head
clerk’s daily round of occupation. He fattened upon it,
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and grew asthmatic as the years went by. No one
would have dreamed, to look into his dull eyes and
stolid face, that he could be other than the veriest
machine that ever drove a quill; but he was nothing
of the kind. He was an invaluable clerk; and William
Trefalden knew his worth precisely. His head was as
clear as his voice was husky; his memory was pro-
digious, and for all merely technical purposes, he was
as good a lawyer as Trefalden himself. He entertained
certain views, however, with regard to his own field of
action, which by no means accorded with those of his
employer. He liked to know everything; and he con-
ceived that it was his right, as Mr. Trefalden's head
clerk, to establish a general supervision of the whole
of that gentleman’s professional and private affairs. He
also deemed it to be in some sort his duty to find out
that which was withheld from him, and regarded every
reservation as a personal affront. That Mr. Trefalden
should keep certain papers for his own reading; should
answer certain letters with his own hand; and should
sometimes remain in his private room for long hours
after he and the others were dismissed, preparing un-
known documents, and even holding conferences with
strangers upon subjects that never filtered through to
the outer office, were offences which it was not in Mr.
Keckwitch's nature to forgive. Nor were these all the
wrongs of which he had to complain. It was William
Trefalden's pleasure to keep his private life and his
private affairs strictly to himself. No man knew
whether he was married or single. No man knew how
or where he lived. His practice was large and im-
creasing, and the proceeds thereof were highly lucrative.
Mr. Keckwitch had calculated them many a time, and
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could give a shrewd guess at the amount of his master's
annual income. But what did he do with this money?
How did he invest it? Did he invest it at all? Was it
lent out at usurious interest, in quarters not to be
named indiscreetly? Or launched in speculations that
would not bear thé light of day? Or gambled away at
the tables of some secret hell, in.the purlieus of the
Haymarket or Leicester Square? Or was the lawyer a
mere vulgar miser, after all, hoarding his good gold in
the cracks and crevices of some ruinous old house, the
address of which he guarded as jealously as if it were
the key to his wealth?

Here was the mystery of mysteries; here was the
ark of William Trefalden's secret; here was the one
thing which Abel Keckwitch’s whole soul was bent on
discovering.

Possessed by that innate curiosity which acted as
the leaven. to his phlegmatic temperament, the head
clerk had for years pondered over this mystery; lain in
wait for it; scented round it from all sides; and, in a
certain dogged way, resented it. But since that even-
ing of the second of March, he had fixed upon it with
a vindictive tenacity as deadly as the coil of the boa.
He saw, or believed he saw, in this thing, a weapon
wherewith to chastise the man who had dared to find
him out, and called him spy; and upon this one object
he concentrated the whole force of his sluggish but
powerful will. For Abel Keckwitch was a hater after
Byron’s own heart, and loved to nurse his wrath, and
brood upon it, and keep it warm. He never passed
that doorway in Chancery Lane without rehearsing the
whole scene in his mind. He remembered every in-
sulting word that William Trefalden had hurled at
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him in those three or four moments. He still felt the
iron knuckles — the burning sense of rage and humilia-
tion; and these things rankled day by day in the re-
spectable bosom of Abel Keckwitch, and were each
day farther and farther from being forgiven and for-
gotten. '

The secret, however, remained as dark as ever.
He had fancied once or twice of late that he was on
the verge of some discovery; but he had each time
found himself misled by his suspicions, and as far off
as ever from the goal.

Hope deferred, and wrath long cherished, began at
length to tell upon Mr. Keckwitch's health and spirits.
He became morose and abstracted. He gave up prac-
tising the violoncello. He lost his appetite for the
diurnal meats of High Holborn, and his relish for the
leaders that he was wont to devour with his cheese;
and he forgot to take notice of his cat. His landlady
and his fellow-clerks saw and marvelled at the change;
and the soul of the one-eyed waiter who received
Mr. Keckwitch's daily obolus, was perplexed within
him; but none dared to question him. They observed
him from afar off , a8 the Greeks looked upon Achilles
sitting sullenly beside his ships, and canvassed his
mood “with bated breath and whispering humble-
ness.”

This went on for weeks; and then, all at once, the
tide turned, and Mr. Keckwitch became himself again.
An idea had occurred to him — a bright idea, by the
light of which he distinctly saw the path to success
opening out before him. He only wondered that he
had not. thought of it sooner.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
At the Waterloo-Bridge Station.

SaxoN TREFALDEN was in buoyant spirits that after-
noon as he wandered to and fro among the intricate
platforms of the Waterloo-Bridge station, and watched
the coming and going of the trains. He had plenty
of time; for he was a very inexperienced traveller, and,
in his anxiety to be punctual, had come half an hour
too soon. But his mind was full of pleasant thoughts,
and he enjoyed the life and bustle of the place with
as much zest as if the whole scene were a comedy
played for his amusement.

He was very happy. He thought, as he went
strolling up and down, that he had scarcely ever felt
so happy in his life.

. In the first place, he had that day received a
letter from Pastor Martin — a long, loving, pious,
letter, filled with sweet home news, and benevolent
projects about good things to be done in the valley of
Domleschg. The remittance which he had dispatched
the very day after he drew his first cheque, had been
distributed among the poor of the neighbouring parishes:
the organ that he had sent out a fortnight since had
arrived, and the workmen were busy with it daily: the
farm buildings at Rotzberg were being repaired, and
the three meadows down by the river-side, that had
been so long for sale, were now bought in Saxon’s
name, and added to the little demesne. The pigeons,
too, had a new pigeon house; and the spotted cow had
calved; and the thrushes that built last year in the
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great laurel down at the end of the garden, had again
made their nest in the branches of the same tree.
These were trifles; but to Saxon, who loved his far
away home, his native valley, and all the surroundings
of his boyhood, with the passionate enthusiasm of a
mountaineer, they were trifles infinitely precious and
delightful. And besides all this, the letter ended with
a tender blessing that had rested upon his heart ever
since he read it, and seemed to hallow all the sunshine
of the April day.

Then, in the second place, he had that morming
enjoyed the supreme luxury of doing good. William
Trefalden had, it is true, affirmed that the hours of
Greatorex and Greatorex were numbered, and that
Saxon’s fifty-nine thousands could only interpose a
brief delay between the bankers and their ruin; but
Laurence Greatorex, with the ¢risp bank-notes in his
hand, had assured him that this sum, by renewing
their credit and tiding them over the present emergency,
was certain salvation to the firm. Taking it on the
whole, this matter of the cheque had been sufficiently
disagreeable. It had shown the banker's disposition
from an unfavourable point of view, and to withdraw
from even a part of his rash promise had been a
source of humiliation to Saxon. Perhaps, too, the
young man could not help liking his friend somewhat
less than before; and this is at all times a painful
feeling. Himself one of nature’s own gentlemen, he
shrunk instinctively from all that was coarse and
mercenary; and he could not shut his eyes to the fact
that Greatorex had shown himself to be both. How-
ever, it had ended pleasantly. Saxon had saved his
friend, and the banker had not only overwhelmed him
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with professions of gratitude, but given him a proper
acknowledgment for the money, so that William Tre-
falden’s stamped receipt (which Saxon knew he should
never have produced, though he had lost every
penny by the omission) was happily not needed
after all.

And in the third place, he was going into the
country for a week or ten days. That was the last
and best of all! After six weeks of feverish London
life — six long, dazzling, breathless, wonderful weeks
— he felt his heart leap at the thought of the free,
fresh air, and open sky. He longed to be up and out
again at grey dawn, with a gun on his shoulder and
a dog at his heels. He longed to feel the turf under
his feet; and, above all, to practise the art of horse-
manship in some more favourable locality than the
yard of the riding school, or the crowded manége of
Rotten Row. To this end, he had a couple of thorough-
breds and a groom with him, and had just seen the
animals safely disposed of in a horse-box, ready to
join the train as soon as it was backed into the
station.

So Saxon was in great spirits, and went round and
about, looking at the book stalls and the hurrying
passengers, and thinking what a charming thing it was
to have youth, riches, friends, and all the world of
books and art before one! There were, in truth, a
great many half-formed proJecfs floating about ]ns
brain just now — vague plctures of a yachting tour
in the Mediterranean; visions of Rome, and Naples,
and the isles of Greece; glimpses of the Nile, and the
Pyramids, and even of the white domes of Jerusalem.
For some of these schemes Lord Castletowers was
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answerable, but, let the foreground be what it might,
the familiar snow peaks of the Rhatian Alps closed in
the distance of every wondrous landscape that Saxon’s
vivid imagination bodied forth. He had no thought of
wandering into Italy without first re-visiting the valley
of Domleschg; and still less did he ever dream of
making his permanent home away from that still,
primitive, untrodden place. But he had projects about
that also, and meant some day to build a beauntiful
commodious chéiteau (not so large, but much more
beautiful than the Count Planta’s), and to rebuild the
church, and throw a new bridge over the Rhine, and
erect model cottages, and make everyone happy around
him.

“Well, what is it?” said an authoritative voice.
“Anything the matter?”

Saxon was looking at the red and gold backs of a
long row of Traveller's Guides, on a bookstand close
by, and the voice broke in abruptly on the pleasant
reverie which their titles had suggested. He turned,
and saw a lady, a railway guard, and a burly-looking
official with a pen behind his ear, standing at the door
of an empty second-class carriage of the up-train which
had discharged its freight of passengers three or four
minutes ago.

The guard touched his cap.

“Lady’s lost her ticket, sir,” he replied, with a
knowing twinkle of the eye.

“I know I had it when the train stopped at Wey-
bridge,” said the lady. “I took it out from my purse,
because I thought the guard was going to ask to
see it.”

Her voice trembled a little as she said this, stoop-
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ing forward into the carriage all the while, in search
of the missing ticket.

The burly official’ drew his hand across his mouth,
and coughed doubtfully.

“Where did you take it from, miss?” he asked.

“From Sedgebrook station.”

The name came familiarly to Saxon’s ear, for it
happened that Sedgebrook was precisely the point to
which Lord Castletowers had directed him to take his
own ticket.

“Humph! Well, Salter, I suppose you've searched
the carriage thoroughly?”

“Quite thoroughly, sir,” replied the guard.

The official went through the form of peering into
it himself, and said:

“Then, miss, I'm afraid there’s no help for it.”

“Shall I have to pay the fare a second time?”
asked the lady, nervously.

“You'll have to pay it from Exeter — the point
where the train started from.”

“From Exeter? But 1 only came from Sedge-
brook!”

“Can’t help that, miss. Those are our regulations.
Any passenger unable to produce his ticket on alight-
ing must pay his full fare from the point of departare.
This train comes from Exeter, and from Exeter you
must pay. There hangs our table of by-laws. You
can see it for yourself.”

Her face was turned towards Saxon now, as she
stood by the carriage door, looking from the one man
to the other. It was a very young face, quite child-
like in its appealing timidity, and as pale as a lily.

“Thank you,” she said, hurriedly, “I don't want
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to see it. I am quite satisfied with what you say.
How much will it be?”

“One pound five.”

The pale face became scarlet, and the childlike
eyes filled with sudden tears.

“QOh, dear!” she said, tremulously, “what shall I
do? I have not nearly so much money as that!”

Saxon had seen that she was poorly dressed, and
he knew, as well as if he had looked into it, that her
slender purse could ill spare even the paltry three
shillings and sixpence from Sedgebrook to London.
His hand had been in his waistcoat pocket half-a-
dozen times already, and was only withdrawn empty
because he felt that it would be a simple impertinence
to interpose. But now he could bear it no longer.

“May I be permitted, madam,” he said, bowing
to the young girl as profoundly as if she were a
princess of the blood royal, “to arrange this matter
for you?”

And he slipped her fare into the hand of the
guard.

The blush deepened painfully upon her cheek.

“I — I thank you, sir,” she faltered. “I thank
you very much. Will you be good enough to give
me your card, that I may know where to send the
money?"

Saxon felt in his pockets, looked in his purse, and
found that he had not the vestige of a card about him.
At this moment a bell rang on the opposite platform,
and a porter whom he had entrusted with his railway
rug and the task of securing him a seat, came running
breathlessly up.
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“Train's just a going, sir,” said he. “You've not
a minute to lose.”

8o Saxon bowed again, stammered something about
being “very sorry,” and vanished from the scene.

Just as he had taken his seat, however, and the
train had begun to move, the guard appeared at the
window, tossed in a card, said something which was
lost in the shrill shriek of the driver’s whistle, and
dropped out of sight.

Saxon picked up the card, which was rather small
for a lady’s use, and read:

Miss Riviére,
Photographic coloursst,
6, Brudenell Terrace, Camberwell.

“Poor little thing!” he said to himself, with a
pitying smile, “does she suppose that I will send to
her for the trumpery money!”

And then he was about to throw it out of the
window; but checked himself, looked at it again, and
put it in his waistcoat pocket instead.

“She was very pretty,” thought he; “and her voice
was very sweet. How glad I am that I had no card
about me!”
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CHAPTER XXV,
Saxon r his A i with the Ool

Saxon found the Earl waiting for him at the
Sedgebrook station, with a plain phaeton, and a long-
limbed, bony, black mare, that looked somewhat vi-
ciously askance at the new-comer, and would evidently
not have consented to stand still for a moment, were
it not for the groom at her head.

“That's right, Trefalden,” said Castletowers, as
Saxon emerged from the station with his gun-case in
his hand, and his rug over his shoulder. “Your train’s
a quarter after time, and the mare has been giving
herself as many airs as a spoiled beauty. Jump up,
my dear fellow, and let me tell you how glad I am to
see you. Brought any horses?”

“Yes, two — since you insisted that I should do
so. Here they come.”

The Earl turned and glanced at the thorough-
breds, which were now being led down in a travelling
costume that left nothing of them visible save their
hoofs and their eyes.

“They're as welcome as yourself — if that’s not a
bad compliment,” said he. *“I've sent a light cart for
your luggage, and my man shall follow with your
groom, to show him the way. It's only a couple of
miles to the park gates. Anything else?”

There was nothing else; so the groom stepped
back, and the mare shook her ears, and went away
down the road as if she had been shot from a cata-
pult.
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“I am delighted you've brought those horses, Tre-
falden,” said the Earl, as they flew along between the
green hedgerows of the pleasant country road; “for I
have really nothing fit to mount you upon. This mare’s
a demon when her temper is up, and my mother’s car-
riage horses are as fat and lazy as a pair of aldermen.
In fact, I have given over the only tolerable beast in
the stables for Miss Colonna's sole use and benefit, as
long as she remains at Castletowers.”

*“Miss Colonna?” echoed Saxon.

“A lady who is visiting us,” replied the Earl,
explanatorily. “You have heard of her father, no
doubt — Giulio Colonna, the great Italian patriot?
He is staying with us also.”

“Yes, I have heard of him,” said Saxon, who had
turned very red, and began to wish himself back again
in London.

“He is my mother's oldest friend,” continued
Castletowers, “and mine too. I don’t know what you
may have heard of him — few public characters have
ever had so many enemies, or so many friends — but
you must be prepared to like him, Trefalden, for my
sake. You may not take to him at first. He is
eccentric, absent, somewhat cold; but a man of antique
virtue — a man whose grand simplicity of soul is as
much out of place in the nineteenth century as Cin-
cinnatus himself would be out of place in a modern
drawing-room.”

Saxon thought of the twenty francs that Signor
Colonna had offered him at Reichenau, and did not
kindle at this description, as his friend had anti-
ci .

“I bhave heard nothing to his disadvantage,” he
Belf o Million of Money. I, 14
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said, with some constraint. *Is Major Vaughan still
with you?”

“Yes, and Burgoyne comes down to-morrow. We
intend to be quite gay while you are all here.”

“What do you mean by quite gay?”

“Well, my mother gives a dinner party to-morrow,
and an evening party on Saturday; and on Thursday
the last meet of the season will be held in our grounds.
Then on Monday, the officers of the Forty-second, now
quartered at Guildford, give a great ball, to which our
guests are, of course, invited — and so runs the pro-
gramme, with little variation. It is monotonous; but
what can one do at a distance of thirty miles from
London?”

“Lead the happiest life in the world, I should
think,” replied Saxon.

“It is a question of taste and means,” said the
Earl, with a sigh. “A motsf of field sports, set to an
everlasting ritornella of dining and dancing, dancing
and dining — that is life in an English country house.
For myself, I prefer the harsher music of a military
band.”

“Do you mean that you wish to go into the army?"

“I mean that I should like to be a soldier, if my
sword and my sympathies could go together; but that
they never can, so it's of no use to think about it. Do
you see that belt of pines straight ahead, and the
slope beyond, sprinkled over with elms? That's Castle-
towers. The house will come into sight directly, at the
tarn of the road.”

And then the conversation strayed to other topies,
and Saxon told his friend how William Trefalden was




ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE COLONNAS. 211

coming down on Thursday; and by that time.they had
reached the park gates, and were driving up to the
beaatiful old red house, which looked as if dyed in
the sunsets of many centuries.

Then the Earl took his guest round to the stables,
built on the princely scale of the old Elizabethan days,
and now more than three parts empty. Here Saxon
saw the stalls set apart for his two thoroughbreds: and
presently Major Vaughan came into the yard, white
with dust, leading his own beautiful Arabian, Gulnare,
and followed by a docile bay, carrying a lady’s saddle;
and Saxon found that he had been riding with Made-
moiselle Colonna.

After this, they strolled about the gardens, and the
Earl initiated Saxon into the topography of the smoking
room, the billiard-room, and all that part of the house
called the bachelors’ quarters; and then the gong was
sounded, and it was time to dress for dinner.

It was Baxon’s first entry into the society of ladies;
and this fact, coupled with his reluctance to meet the
Colonnas, made him somewhat. nervous on going into
the drawing-room. The ladies, however, were not yet
down; and he found only a group of four men standing
round the fire. Two of these were Castletowers and
Major Vaughan; the third he at once recognised for
the dark-eyed Italian whom he had seen at Reichenau;
and the fourth was a stranger.

“My friend, Mr. Saxon Trefalden — Signor Colonna
— the Reverend Edwin Armstrong,” said Lord Castle-
towers, getting through the introductions as quickly as
he could.

The clergyman bowed somewbat stiffly; but Signor
Colonna held out his hand.

14%
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“Gervase'’s friends are mine,” he said, with a smile
of singular sweetness. “I bave heard much of you,
Mr. Trefalden, and rejoice to know you. Is this your
first visit to Castletowers?”

- It was evident that he had no more remembrance
of Saxon, than Saxon had of the world before the
flood.

At this moment the ladies came in. The Earl, with
some ceremony, presented his young friend to his mo-
ther, and while Saxon was yet bending over her fair
hand, dinner was announced. The Earl immediately
gave his arm to Mademoiselle Colonna, Signor Colonna
took Lady Castletowers, and the rest followed. Thus
it happened that the introduction which Saxon most
dreaded was altogether omitted, and that he did mnot
even see Mademoiselle Colonna's face till he had taken
‘'his seat at the dining table. He then looked up, and,
to his intense discomposure, found her saperb eyes
tarned fall upon himself.

“ My vs-a-vis is, I suppose, your young millionnaire?”
she said presently, to Lord Castletowers. “I have met
him before; but I cannot remember where.”

The Earl laughed, and shook his head.

“Impossible,” he replied. ‘“He has only been six
‘or eight weeks in England, and during the whole of
that time you have not been up to town, I think, for
a single day.”

“But I may have met him abroad — perhaps at
Milan ?”

‘“He has never visited Italy in his life.”

“Well, then, in Paris?”

“And I know that he has never been to Paris. In
fact, it is more than improbable that you can have seen
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him before this evening. I speak thus positively, be-
cause I know all the story of his life up to this time;
and a very curious story it is.”

“You must tell it to me,” said Mademoiselle
Colonna.

“I will, by-and-by; and when you have heard it,
you will grant that you are only misled by some ac-
cidental resemblance.”

Mademoiselle Colonna looked at Saxon again. He
was talking to Lady Castletowers, and she could scru-
tinise his features at her leisure.

“I do not think I shall make any such concession
to your narrative powers,” she said. “The more closely
I look at him, the more convinced I am that we have
not only met, but spoken — and not very long since,
either. Why, I recognise the very inflections of his
voice.”

“Na.y, madam, I claim to be a Swiss,” Saxon wag
saying. “I was born in Switzerland, and so were my
father and grandfa.ther before me.”

“But Trefalden is not a Swiss name,” said La.dy
Castletowers.

“No, Trefalden is a Cornish name. We are of
Cornish descent.”

The colour flew to Olimpia Colonna’s face at the
discovery conveyed to her by these few words.

“] knew it was no accidental resemblance,” she
said, with a troubled look. “I remember all about
him now, and he remembers me. I knew he did — I
saw it in his face.”

“Then you really have met before?” .

“Yes, in Switzerland, a few weeks ago. I — I
was so unobservant as to mistake him for an ordinary
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peasant, and I — that is to say, we — offended him
cruelly. My father has forgotten all about it; but I
shall tender him a formal apology by-and-by. I hope
he will forgive me.”

“Forgive you!” echoed the Earl, in a low, pas-
sionate tome.

But Miss Colonna did not seem to hear him.

Later in the evening, when the little party was
dispersed about the drawing-room, she turned to Saxon,
who was bending over some engravings on a side-table,
and said:

“If it were not that oblivion and pardon are thought
to go hand in hand, I should ask to be remembered by
Mr. Trefalden. As it is, I can only hope that he has
forgotten me.”

Saxon bowed profoundly.
~ “I should be much concerned for my memory,
madam,” he replied, “if that were possible.”

She looked at him inquiringly.

“Is that a sarcasm,” said she, “or a compliment?”

“I did not mean it for either.”

“What is it, then?”

“A simple statement of a simple fact. Mademoiselle
Colonna is associated in my memory with the most
eventful day of my life, and if I had tried to forget
that I had once had the honour of meeting her, it would
not have been possible for me to do so. On that day,
I first learned the change in my fortunes.”

Miss Colonna smiled and put out her hand.

“Then I insist on being forgiven,” she said. “I
will not consent to be the one disagreeable episode in
so bright a story.”

“But I can’t forgive you twice over,” replied 8axon
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bashfully, scarcely daring to touch the tips of her deli-
cate fingers.

“Which means that you have done so already?
Thank you. And now we must be friends; and you
shall come and talk to my father, who is deeply in-
terested in your free and beautiful country. Would that
our own beloved Italy were half so happy!”

And with this she took Saxon’s arm, and they
crossed over to where her father and Major Vaughan
were sitting together in earnest conversation.

In the meanwhile, Lord Castletowers was wishing
himself in Saxon's place, and thinking how gladly he
would have given the best hunter in his stables to be
so wronged, and so solicited, by Olimpia Colonna.

CHAPTER XXVI.

Signor Colonna's Den in the Octagon Turret.

GruLro CoLORNA was never so immersed in political
labours as during these eight weeks that he and his
daughter had been staying at Castletowers. He sat all
day, and sometimes more than half the night at his
desk, answering letters, drawing up declarations and
addresses, and writing fiery pamphlets in Italian,
French, and English. Olimpia helped him for many
hours each day, often rising at dawn to correct his
proofs and decipher his secret correspondence. Every
now and then, a special messenger would come down
from London by the mid-day express; or a batch of
telegraphic despatches would arrive, full of secret in-
formation, and so worded as to be unintelligible to all
save the receiver. And sometimes Lord Castletowers,
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after a hasty summons to the octagon tower, would
‘order out his black mare, and, laden with messages,
gallop over to the station as furiously as if the very
lives of his guests depended on his speed.

Then Lady Castletowers would look after him with
& little deprecating smile, and, turning to the morning
visitor who might happen to be sitting with her at the
time, would say something about her poor dear friend,
Signor Colonna, and those foolish intrigues in which
he still persisted in taking so much interest; or would,
perbaps, let fall a word of half-implied regret that her
son, the Earl, whose English politics were so thoroughly
unexceptionable, should yet suffer himself to be at-
tracted by the romance of this so-called “Italian cause.”

But the intrigues went on nevertheless; and her
ladyship, who was quite satisfied if Signor Colonna
showed himself at the dinner-table, and Olimpia spent
her evenings in the drawing-room, little dreamed that
that room in the octagon tower was the focus of a fast-
coming revolution. Fearful things — things that would
have frozen the bluest blood in her ladyship’s veins —
were being done daily under her very roof. Strategical
operations were mapped out, and military proclamations
translated, by the hand of her own son. Subscriptions
to the cause poured in by every post. Revolutionary
commissions in embryo, revolutionary regiments were
countersigned by Colonna, and dispatched in her lady-
ship’s own post-bag, under cover to all kinds of mys-
terious Smiths and Browns in different quarters of Lon-
don; and as for musket-money, it was a marvel that
the very cheques which accumulated in her house for
th;t purpose did not explode, and reduce the place to
ashes.
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In the meanwhile a great storm was really brewing,
and the leaven of resistance was at work among the
masses of Southern Italy. An insurrection had already
broken out at Palermo; but it had hitherto attracted no
very serious notice in London or Paris. Honourable
members attended to it but slightly, as a mere for
midable riot, or a salutary warning to sovereigns who
misgoverned their subjects, and neglected the advice of
their meighbours. But Giulio Colonna, in his little
room at Castletowers, knew well enough how to inter-
pret the first faint mutterings of that distant thunder.
He knew where it would break out next, and where
the first shaft of the lightning would fall. His own
pen was the conductor — his own breath the wind by
which the storm clouds were driven.

And yet Colonna was no soldier. A braver man
never lived; but the sword was not his weapon. A
student in his youth, a delicate man at his prime, he
was born for the cabinet and not the camp. Bodies
need brains as much, and sometimes more, than they
need hands: and Colonna was the brain of his party.
He was never more useful to his friends, he was never
more formidable to his enemies, than when bending
over his desk, pale and sleepless, and never weary.

The Earl of Castletowers had described his friend
rightly when he spoke of him as a man of antique
virtue. His virtues were precisely of the antique type
— so precisely that his detractors ranked some of them
but little above vices. In his creed, as in the creed of
the Roman citizen during the great days of the Re-
public, the love of country held the highest place.
Italy was his God. To serve her, he thankfully ac-
cepted privation, contumely, personal danger, banish-
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ment, and oppression. Te serve her, he stooped to
beg, to dissimulate, te mask hatred with smiles, and
contempt with courtesy. Te say that he was ready at
any moment to lay down bis own [ife for Italian
liberty was to say nothing. He was ready to sacrifice
his daughter, like Jephtha; or his desrest friends; or
his good repute; or innocent blood, if innocent blood
were the indispensable conditiomn of smccess. These
were indeed antique virtnes — virtues that had nothing
in common with the spirit of Christian chivalry. His
worst enemies eould not deny that Giulio Colonna was
a hero, and a patriot His bitterest slanderers never
hinted a doubt of his sincerity. Bat it was a signifi-
cant fact that his blindest worshippers, ready as they
were to compare him with every hero that made the
glory of classic Greece and Rome, never dreamed of
linking his name with that of Bruce or Bayard, Wash-
fngton or La Rochejaquelin. He was, in very truth,
more Pagan than Christian; and they instinctively re-
cognised the fact.

Such was Giulio Colonna — a great man, a noble
man, an heroic man, after his kind; a man of vast in-
tollectual powers, of untiring steadfastuess, of inex-
hsustible energy and devotion; but a man wholly
dominated by a single idea, and unable to recognise
any but his own arbitrary standard of right and wrong.

It was the morning after Saxon's arrival at Castle-
towers. 'The three young men were out with their
guns and dogs, and the Colonnas were busy together
in their quiet study in the octagon tower. It was a
very small room — a mere closet — with one deep

ullioned window, overlooking a formal space of gar-
den A fow prints on the walls, a few books on the
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shelves, a bureau, a table heaped with letters and
papers, three or four chairs, and a davenport in the
recess of the window, were all the furniture it con-
tained. At the davenport sat Olimpia, copying a long
list of memoranda, while her father was busy with his
morning’s correspondence at the larger table. He had
received a budget of some forty letters by that post,
and was going through them rapidly and methodically,
endorsing some for future reference, selecting others for
immediate reply, and flinging the rest into a waste-
paper basket beside his chair. When the last was dis-
posed of, his daughter lifted up her head, and said: —

“What news to-day, padre meo?”

The Italian sighed wearily.

“None,” he replied. ‘“None of any value. A few
lines from Bertaldi; but he has nothing new to tell.
Things remain about the same in Sicily. Garibaldi
wants money. Nothing can be done without it — at
least, nothing worth doing.”

“Better to attempt nothing than make a useless'
demonstration,” said Olimpia, quickly.

“Ay — far better.”

“Is that all from Italy?”

o« AIL"

“And from London? I thought I saw Lord Bar-
mouth’s handwriting.”

“Yes — he sends a cheque for twelve pounds; and
here are three or four others, and a subscription from
Birmingham — not twenty-five pounds in alll”

Olimpia rose, and laid her hand lovingly upon her
father’s shoulder.

“Do not be discouraged, padre mso,” she gaid. “The
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movement is as yet scarcely begun, and our friends
have not yet realised the importance of the crisis. The
English, we must remember, are not roused to en-
thusiasm by a few words. When we have proved to
them that our people are in earnest, they will help us
with their hearts and hands.”

“And in the meanwhile, our volunteers are to be
slaughtered like sheep, for want of proper weapons!”
replied Colonna, bitterly. ‘No, Olimpia, it is now that
we need funds — now, when the struggle is scarcely
begun, and the work lies all before us. There can be
no real discipline without arms, food, and clothing;
and without discipline, all the valour in the world is
of no avail. What can weaponless men do to prove
themselves in earnest?”

“Die,” said she, with kindling cheek and eye. -

“Yes — we can all do that; but we prefer to do
it with somethmg better than a pike or a scythe in
our han

Saymg this, he pushed back his chair, and began
walking gloomily np and down the narrow space be-
tween the window and the door. He came presently
to a sudden halt looked full into his daughter’s eyes,
and said: —

“We want twenty-five thousand pounds, at the
very least, before another week has passed over our
heads.”

“So much as that? Alas! it is impossible.”

“I am not sure that it is impossible,” said Colonna,
still looking at her.

“No? what do you mean?”

“8it down, my child — here, by. my gide — and
I will tell you.”
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She sat down, and he took her hand between both
of his own. Perhaps her heart throbbed for a moment
in some vague apprehension of what might next be
said; but neither her face nor her hand betrayed emo-
tion.

“There is a young man in this house,” said the
Italian, “to whom such a sum as twenty-five thousand
pounds would be of less importance than a handful of
bajocchi to one of our volunteers.”

“Mr. Trefalden?” ’

“Mr. Trefalden. He is worth four or five millions.”

“Yes — I remember. We were talking of it at
breakfast, a few weeks ago.”

“We were; and I promised myself at the time that
I would move heaven and earth to gain him over to
the .cause.”

“It will not be difficult.”

“In the ordinary degree not all; but we must do
more than that.”

“It is hopeless to dream that he will give us twenty-
five thousand pounds,” said Miss Colonna, hastily.

“I mean him to give us a million.”

“A million] Are you mad?”

“I mean him to give us a million-— two millions
— three millions — all he possesses, if less than all
will not suffice to set our Italy free! Listen, Olimpia
mia — we have been told the strange story of this
young man's life. 'We know how pure, and pastoral,
and unworldly it has been. We find him simple and
enthusiastic as a child — his heart open to every
generous impression — his soul susceptible to every
sense of beauty. To such a nature all high things are
possible — with such a nature, all that we desire way
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be lome. I look upon this youth as the destined
liberator — as the destined sacrifice!”

Olimpia sighed, and shook her head.

“If he were Italian,” she said, “it would be easy
— and justifiable.”

Justifiable!” echoed her father, with an angry
gesture. ‘“In our holy cause, all means are justifiable.
How often must I repeat that to you, Olimpia?”

“It is & point, padre mio, on which we can never
think quite alike,” she replied, gently. “Let it pass.”

He dropped her hand; rose abruptly, and walked
vestlessly to and fro, muttering to himself. She also
rose, and stood, waiting, till he should speak again.
Then he drew his hand across his brow, and said,
harshly:

“The burden of this work must rest chiefly on you,
Olimpia.”

“I will do what I can,” she replied.

“Do you know what you have to do?”

“I think so. I have done it often enough before.”

Colonna shook his head.

“No,” he said, “that is not enough. You must
make him love you — you must make him marry

ou.”

“Father!”

“It is the only certain way to achieve our purpose.
He is young and impressionable — you have beauty,
fascination, eloquence, and that nameless sway over
the will and sympathy of others which has already won
huundreds of ardent spirits to the canse. In a week he
will be at your feet.”

“You ask me to sell myself!” exclaimed Olimpia,
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with a magnificent scorn upon her lip that would have
become an offended goddess.

“For Italy.”

She clasped her hands together, in a wild, passionate
way; and went over to the window.

“For Italy,” repeated Colonna, solemnly. *For
the cause to which I have consecrated you, my only
child, since the moment when you were first laid
smiling in my arms. For the cause in which my own
youth and manhood have been spent. For the cause
in which I should not hesitate to go to the stake to-
morrow, or to shed your heart's blood with my own
hand.”

“I had rather give my heart’s blood than do this
thing,” said Olimpia, with averted face.

“The martyr may not choose from what palm his
branch shall be severed,” replied her father, sternly.

8he made no answer, and for some moments they
were both silent. Then Colonna spoke again.

“With money now at our command,” he said,
“success would be certain. Without it, nothing but
failure awaits us. Twenty-five thousand pounds, judi-
ciously spent, would equip six thousand men; and with
six thousand at his back, Garibaldi would enter Naples
in the course of a few days. But what does he say
himself? — that whatever is done must be done in the
name of Sardinia? In the name of Sardinia, that gives
neither a soldier nor a scudo to the struggle! In the
name of Sardinia whose king dares not countenance
our effort, but who is ready to reap the fruits of our
victories! No, no, Olimpia mia — it is not twenty-
five thousand pounds that we need. It is a million.
With a million, we should free not only the Sicilies,



224 HALP A WILLION OF MONEY.

but the Romagna, and reconstruct the great republie.
With a million we may reject the patronage of Victor
Emmanuel, and the whole monarchical party!”

“With but one million?” said Miss Colonna, doubt-
fully.

“With but one — or two, if two be needed, and
we have two at eommand. What is one man’s wealth,
or one woman’s hand, in comparison with results such
as these? What is any private interest, when valued
against the honour and freedom of a great country?”

Again Olimpia was silent.

“And then,” pursued he, eagerly, “with a Roman
Senate at the Capitol, and a Dictator at the head of
the Roman legions, we shall do that which France and
Sardinia together failed of accomplishing. We shall
expel the Austrian from the soil, and buy back Venetia
with our blood!”

Olimpia turned at last. Her face was very pale,
and the burnished gold of her hair crowned her in the
sunlight, like a glory.

‘“Enough,” she said, calmly. “This young man’s
wealth shall be bought for Italy, if aught that I can
give will purchase it.”

Colonna took her in his arms, and kissed her
brow.

“There speaks the true Colonna!” said he. “Had
my daughter even given her heart to some other, I
should have expected this concession — ay, though he
had been the best and bravest of our Italian chivalry;
but as it 1s, I think her duty and her love may yet
go together.”

“Nay — we will put love out of the questlon, said
ghe, coldly.
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“Heaven grant that I may live to see that day
when, through thy deed, my Olimpia, our beloved
country shall be free from the shores of the Adna.tlc
to the waters of Tarento!”

“Amen,” replied Olimpia, and left the room.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
The Last Meet of the Season.

‘WHEN Mr. Trefalden arrived at Castletowers at ten
o'clock on Thursday morning, he was somewhat dis-
mayed to find the courtyard crowded with carriages,
the terrace full of ladies, and the open, lawn-like space
in front of the house all alive with scarlet coats, horses,
grooms, and hounds. Having walked across from the
station by the field paths, he came upon the noisy
scene all at once, and. learned from half a dozen voices
together, that it was the last meet of the season.

Fully expecting to find his appointment forgotten,
and Saxon among the riders, he passed on to the house,
where the first person he met was Miss Colonna, en
amazone, with her riding-whip in her hand, and a
drooping feather in her hat.

“Ah, Mr. Trefalden,” she said, “we have just
been talking of you. You will find none but enemies
hm”

“I trust that I am not to include Mademoiselle
Colonna among that num

“Of course not,” she rephed with a smile that had
some little mockery in it. “Is not Mr. Trefalden en-
rolled among the Friends of Italy? By the way, you
have not yet seen yourself in our printed report for
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March. "I have placed your name at the head of a
column.”

The lawyer bowed, and professed himself infinitely
flattered.

“May I ask,” said he, “why I am so unfortunate
as to have provoked all this enmity to which youm
refer?”

“Because your presence deprives us of the pleasure
of your cousin’s society, and prevents him from putting
on a scarlet coat, and distinguishing himself as a mighty
hunter before the ladies.”

“When he would infallibly have broken his neck,”
said Mr. Trefalden, drily.

“By-the-by, why did you not tell me he was your
cousin, that day we met at Reichenan?” asked Miss
Colonna, with provoking directness.

“I really cannot tell — unless I supposed the fact
could have no kind of interest for you.”

“Or were you afraid I should want to enlist him
also? But here is my steed.” .

“May I be permitted to assist you to mount, Made-
moiselle Colonna?”

“Many thanks,” she said, as, having taken her tiny
foot with the reverence of a devotee, Mr. Trefalden
lifted her dexterously to the saddle, and arranged the
folds of her habit. “I had really no idea, Mr. Tre-
falden, that you, a doctor learned in the law, were also
an accomplished cavalier.”

“Why not, Signora?”

“Indeed, I can hardly say; but I should as soon
have thought of exacting escort-duty from the Arch-
bishop .of Canterbury. Do you hunt?”
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“I bave hunted; but not for several years. I have
no time for cruelty, as a fine art.”

“A subtle distinetion, I presume, between business
and pleasure,” said she, laughingly. “I beg you to
understand, however, Mr. Trefalden, that 7 do not hunt
at all. I only ride to cover, and see the hounds throw
off. I love to hear their ‘gallant chiding’ — but I am
always sorry for the fox.”

“I fear Lord Castletowers will not endorse that
amiable sentiment,” replied the lawyer, as the Earl
came running down the broad stone steps; followed by
some five or six other gentlemen. Seeing Mademoiselle
Colonna already in the saddle, he bit his lip, and said,
with unconcealed disappointment: —

‘““Has Vaughan again anticipated me in my office?”

The proud blood rose to Olimpia’s cheek.

“To assist a lady whose horse waits at the door,
is, T believe, the office of whatever gentleman may be
at hand, Lord Castletowers,” she replied, haughtily.
“Mr. Trefalden was so obliging as to help me to
mount this morning.”

The Earl turned, in some confusion, and shook
hands with his lawyer.

“I beg your pardon, Trefalden,” he said, hastily.
“I had not observed you. Won't you take a run with
us? Ah, no — I forgot. You are here to-day on
business; but we shall meet at dinner. You will find
your cousin in the dining-room.”

And with this he sprang upon his black mare,
reined up beside Mademoiselle Colonna, and began

in a low, earnest tone, that was audible to

ber alone. But the lady answered him briefly, bade

Mr. Trefalden a courteous good morning, and rode
15%
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swiftly out of the court-yard, followed by the red-coats
"as by a guard of honour.

Mr. Trefalden looked after them, and smiled thought-
fully.

“Poor Castletowers!” said he to himself. “She has
no heart for anything but Italy.”

And then he went into the house, where he found
the breakfast over, the dining-room deserted, and every-
body out upon the terrace. It was a large assembly,
consisting chiefly of ladies, and the general interest
was at that moment centred in the hunting party, then
gaily winding its way down the green slope, and through
the chequered shade of the oaks.

When the last gleam of scarlet had disappeared,
Mr. Trefalden went up to Saxon, who was standing
somewhat dolefully apart from the rest laid his hand
upon his shoulder, and said: —

“‘Why so dull and mute, young sinner?’ Is it so
hard a fate to stay in-doors and read through a bagful
of musty parchments when others are breaking their
necks over five-barred gates?”

Saxon turned with his frank smile, and grasped his
cousin’s hand.

“It did seem hard a minute ago,” replied he; *“but
now that you are come, I don’t care any longer.
Castletowers said we were to go into the library.”

“Then we will go at once, and get our business
over. I hope your brains are in good order for work
this morning, Saxon.”

But Saxon laughed, and shook his head doubtfully.

“You must be my brains in matters of this kind,
cousin William,” said he. “I understand nothing about
money, except how to spend it.”
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“Then, my dear fellow, you know more than I
gave you credit for,” replied Mr. Trefalden. “Money
is a very pleasant and desirable thing, but there are
three great difficulties connected with it — how to
get it, how to keep it, and how to spend it; and I am
not at all sure that to do the last in the best way is
not the hardest task of the three. My business with
you to-day, however, concerns the second of those pro-
positions. I want to show you how to keep your mo-
ney; for I fear there are only too many who enjoy
teaching you the way to spend it.”

They had now reached the library, a long, low
room, panelled and furnished with dark oak, and look-
ing out upon the same quiet garden that was com-
manded by the window of Signor Colonna’s little study.
The recesses at each side of the fireplace, and the
whole length of the opposite wall, were fitted with
shelves protected at the edges by strips of stamped and
gilded leather. The books upon these shelves were
mostly antique folios and quartos in heavy bindings of
brown and mottled calf and consisted of heavy archaso-
logical and theological works, county histories, chrono-
logies, sermons, dictionaries, peerages, and parliamen-
tary records. Here and there a little row of British
essayists, or & few modern books in covers of bright
cloth, broke the ponderous monotony; but the Castle-
towers collection, being chiefly made up of those works
which it is said no gentleman's library should be with-
out, was but a dull affair upon the whole, and attracted
few readers. A stag’s skull and antlers presided spec-
trally above the door, and an elaborate genealogical
tree of the Castletowers family, heavily framed in old
black oak, hung over the mantelpiece like & hatchment.
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“Well, eousin William,” said Saxon, with an anti-
cipative yawn, ‘“where is the bag of parchments?”

But Mr. Trefalden laid only his pocket-book and a
emall case-map on the table before him.

“The bag,” he replied, “was but a figure of speech,
a legal fiction. I have no parchments whatever to in-
flict upon you — nothing but a few columns of figures,
8 letter or two, and a map of Westarn Asia.”

Baxon opened his eyes.

“What in the world have I to do with Western
Asia?” said he.

“That is just what I am here to tell you.”

CHAPTER XXVIIL
The New Overiand Route.

“In the first place, Saxon,” said Mr. Trefalden,
“I have done for you what I suppose you would never
have thought of doing for yourself: I have had your
account made up at Drummond’s. I confess that the
result has somewhat surprised me.”

3 ‘Why so?"

“Well, not because you have spent a great deal of
money in a very short time, for I anticipated that; but
because so many of your cheques appear to have gone
into the pockets of your friends. Here, for instance,
is the name of Sir Charles Burgoyne — a name which
recurs no fewer than fourteen times within the space of
five weeks. The first entry is for five hundred and
twenty-five pounds; date, the twenty-first of March.”

“That was for the mare and cab,” said Saxon,
quickly. “It was his own favourite mare, and he let
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me have her. "He had been offered five hundred and
fifty, only a day or two before.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled dubiously, and glanced back
at a memorandum entered in his note-book a few
weeks before, when sitting behind that morning paper,
in a window of the Erectheum club-house. The me-
morandum told a different tale. He contented himself;,
however, with writing the words “mare and cab”

i tthesnm,andthenwenton.

“Second cheque — six hundred and ten pounds;
date, the twenty-ninth of March.”

“My two riding horses and their eqmpmenm " ex-
plained Saxon.

*“Humph! and were these also 8Sir Charles Burgoyne's
favourites?”

“No, not at all. He was kind enough to buy them
for me, from a friend who was reducing his establish-
ment.”

Mr. Trefalden checked off the six hundred and ten
pounds, as before.

“Third cheque — two thousand pounds; date, the

-first of March.”

“QOh, that's nothing,” said Saxon. “That’s not
spent — it’s only borrowed.”

“By 8ir Charles Burgoyne?”

“Yes.”

“And the next for two thousand five hundred,
dated April the third?”

“I — I rather think that's borrowed also,” replied
Saxon.

“Then come various smaller cheques — four hundred,
two hundred, and fifteen, fifty-seven, one hundred and
five, and so forth; and by-and-by another heavy sum
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— one thousand and fifty pounds. Do you remember
what that was for?”

“Yes, to be sure; that was the thousand guineas
for the mail phaeton and pair; and even Castletowers
said it was not dear.”

Mr. Trefalden turned to another page of his note-
book. : :

“It seems to me,” observed he, “that Lord Castle-
towers is the only.young man of your acquaintance
whose friendship has not been testified in some kind of
pecuniary transaction. Here, now, is the Honorable
Edward Brandon. Has he also ‘been generously depo-
pulating his stables in your favour?”

Saxon laughed, and shook his head.

“I should think not, indeed!” said he. “Poor
Brandon has nothing to sell. He hires a horse now
and then, when he has a sovereign to spare — and
that is seldom enough.”

“Which, being translated, means, I presume, that
the two thousand and odd pounds paid over at different
times to Mr. Brandon are simply loans?”

“Just so.”

“And Guy Greville, Esquire — who is he?”

“One of our Erectheam men; but that’s a mere
trifle.”

“You call two hundred and fifty pounds a mere
trifle? Howard Patrick Fitz Hugh, Esquire — four
hundred pounds. Is he another member of your
club?” '

“Yes, a very pleasant fellow, an Irishman.”

“Both loans, of course?” '

Saxon nodded.

“Then come a number of miscellaneous cheques,
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evidently payments to tradesmen — one, I see, of
nearly & thousand to Hunt and Roskell. How much
of that went for the prima donna’s bracelet, you young
rogue?”

“I baven't the least idea. Gillingwater takes care
of the bills.”

“There is another little item that must not be for-
gotten,” said the lawyer; ‘“namely, that trifle of fifty-
nine thousand pounds to Mr. Laurence Greatorex.”

“Which is not spent, but deposited,” said Saxon,
sagely.

‘“Exactly so, and which might have been deposited
to equal advantage in the crater of Vesuvius. But
enough of details. Have you any notion of what the
sum total amounts to?”

“None whatever.”

“What do you say to seventy-eight thousand six
hundred and twelve pounds?”

“I am afraid I have no original remarks to offer
upon the fact,” replied S8axon, with unabated cheerfal-
ness. ‘“What is your opinion, cousin William?”

“My opinion is that a young man who contrives to
get through more than fifteen thousand pounds of
uninvested capital per week, would find the air of
Hanwell highly conducive to his general health.”

“But, cousin, do you think I have done wrongly
in spendmg so much?”

“I think you have done foolishly, and obtained no
kind of equivalent for your money. I also think you
have been unscrupulously plundered by your acquaint-
ances; but, after all, you have gained some little ex-
perience of life, and you can afford to pay for it. To
tell you the truth, I foresaw something of this kind for
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you; and, having introduced you to Lord Castletowers,
I purposely kept myself and my advice in the back-
ground for a few weeks, and let you take your first
plunge into the world in whatever way you pleased.
I had no wish, Saxon, to play Mentor to your Tele-
machus.”

“I should have been very grateful to you, though,”
said Saxon.

“Well, I am just going to begin, 8o you can be
grateful by-and-by,” replied Mr. Trefalden, with his
pleasant smile. “I am here to-day for the purpose of
inoculating you with financial wisdom, and pointing
out to you how absolutely necessary it is that your
fortune should be invested to advantage.”

“You told me that before.”

“Yes; but now I am about to prove it. Eight
weeks ago, young man, you were worth four million
seven hundred and seventy-six thousand pounds. Since
that time, you have disembarrased yourself of a good
deal of the odd money; but putting that aside, we will,
if you please, for the sake of convenience, reckon
your fortune in round numbers at four millions and a
half.”

“Certainly at four millions and a half,” repeated
Saxon, wearily.

“Well, bave you ever asked yourself how long
your four millions and a half are likely to last, if you
simply go on as you have begun?”

“No — but they would last out my life, of course.”

“They would last you just six years, nine weeks,
and three days.”

Saxon was speechless.

“You can now judge for yourself,” said Mr. Tre-
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falden, “whether your money ought, or ought no#, te
be placed at interest, and whether I am making myself
needlessly obnoxious to you to-day, when you might
have been galloping after the fox. What you require,
Saxon, is a fixed income.”

“Yes — I see that.”

“And as I told you long since, your property, if
well invested, will bring you a princely revenue. At
five per cent. it will produce two hundred and fifty
thousand pounds a year; and at seven and a half per
cent., three hundred and seventy-five thousand — more
than a thousand pounds a day. I believe, Saxon, that
I have found you an investment at seven and a half
per cent. for as much of your fortune as you may be
inclined to put into it.”

“A thousand pounds a day! — seven and a half
per cent.!” stammered Saxon. “But isn't that usury,
cougin William?” :

“Usuryl” repeated Mr. Trefalden, with an amused
smile. “Why, my dear fellow, no man of business
ever calculates on making less than seven or eight per
cent. of his capitall”

“But then he ¢# a man of business, and his skill
and experience make part of his capital; so he ought
to gain more than a rich idler who only invests his
wealth for an income,” replied Saxon, with a flash of
practical good sense that showed how easily he could
master even the science of money, if he chose to think
about it.

Mr. Trefalden was positively startled. He had so
accustomed himself of late to think of his young kins-
man as a mere child in wordly affairs, that he had,
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perhaps, insensibly fallen into the error of under-
estimating his abilities.

“There is some truth in what you observe, Saxon,”
said he; “but it is a truth that does not affect the
present question. It would take too long, and lead us
too far from the subject in hand, to go into it philo-
sophically; but you may rely on my experience when
I tell you that, as a private individual, you have every
right to accept seven and a balf per cent., if you can
obtain it with safety. My aim is to ensure you a
liberal income; and if I have been somewhat tardy
about it, you must blame my over-anxiety, and not my
want of zeal.”

“Dear cousin William, I have never dreamed of
blaming either!” exclaimed Saxon, warmly.

“I have throughout been keenly sensible of the
responsibility that devolves upon me in this matter,”
continued Mr. Trefalden. “And I confess that, up to
the present time, I have been cautious to timidity.”

“I am sure of it — sure of it,” said Saxon, with
outstretched hand; “and am so heartily grateful that I
know not in what words to put all I should like to
say.”

d “I am very glad you place such confidence in me,”
replied the lawyer, returning the young man’s cordial
grasp; but the voice and the hand were both cold and
unimpulsive.

With this he turned to his papers, placed them
ready for reference, and opened out the map upon the
table. Then he paused, as if collecting his thoughts
upon the subject on which he was next about to speak.
. Prompt man of business as he was, one might almost
have thought that Mr. Trefalden was reluctant to ap-
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proach .the very topic which he had come all the way
from London to discuss. At length he began: —

“Like most cautious persons, Saxon, I am no friend
to speculation; but I do not, like those who are over
cautious, confound speculation with enterprise. In
England our great public works are almost invariably
originated and conducted by private bodies; and herein
lies the chief spring of our national prosperity. Enter-
prise has made us what we are: mere speculation would
have ruined ws. What I have to propose to you,
Saxon, is an enterprise of extraordinary importance —
a gigantic enterprise, as regards its result, and one of
comparatively trifling magnitude as regards its cost.
But you must give me all your attention.”

“Indeed, I am doing so.”

“I need not ask if you know the ordinary line of
route from England to India, by way of the Mediter-
ranean and the Red Sea?”

“The Overland Route? Certainly — upon the
“And you know the track of our merchant vessels
to India and China, round the Cape of Good Hope?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Then oblige me by glancing at this map, and
following the line which I have marked upon it in red
ink. It begins, you see, at Dover, and proceeds, by
Calais and Marseilles, to Alexandria, where —"

“But I see two red lines crossing the Mediterranean,”
interrupted Saxon.

“We will follow this one first. At Alexandria it
joins the railway, is carried across the Isthmus to Suez,
thence traverses the Red Sea to Aden, and proceeds by
the Arabian Sea to Bombay. This route is the pre-
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sariptive property of the Peninsular and Oriental Steam-
packet Company. Following it, one may travel from
London to Bombay in twenty-four days; and we have
hitherto been accustomed to regard the accomplishment
of this fact as one of the triumphs of modern ecivilisa-
tion.”

“And so it is!” exclaimed Saxon.

“Ay, but it costs over a hundred pounds,” replied
Mr. Trefalden; “and the traveller who cannot afford
so large a fare, must go round by the Cape, and so
lose either ninety-four days in a steamer, or four months
in a sailing-vessel. Now, look at my other red line,
and see where it departs from the first.”

“It passes through the Straits of Messina, touches
at Cyprus instead of at Malta, and goes direct to Sidon,
instead of to Alexandria,” said Saxon, now both sur-
prised and interested.

“Precisely so; and from Sidon takes an almost
direct course to Palmyra, whence it follows the valley
of the Euphrates, and comes out upon the Persian
Gulf at the point where the united waters of the
Euphrates and Tigris empty themselves into the sea,
one hundred and thirty miles below Korna.”

‘“ And then it goes straight down the Persian Gulf,
and over to Bombay,” said Saxon.

Mr. Trefalden looked up, with his finger on the
map.
“If,” said he, ‘“this line from Sidon to the sea re-
presented a fine railway, in connection with a first-class
steam-packet service at either extremity, which route
to India do you think you would prefer?”

“This, of course. No man in his senses could de
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otherwise. The distance, to begin with, must be much
less?”

“ About twelve or fourteen hundred miles.”

“And then there would be far more of the journey
performed by land — and through what a land! Pal-
myra! — the plains of Babylon! — Bassoral — By
Jove! one would make the journey to India for the
mere sake of visiting places so famous in the history
of the ancient world!”

“I confess that I regard this project from a less
archzological point of view,” replied Mr. Trefalden.
“Now, hear the practical side of it; and understand
that I am giving you only approximate facts — facts
in the rough, before they have been squared and
smoothed by surveyors and accountants. We calculate
that this line of railway will extend over about seven
hundred and fifty, or eight hundred miles; that is to
say, it will exceed the line now laid down between
Calais and Toulon by not more than a hundred and
fifty or two hundred miles. It will unquestionably
draw to itself the whole merchant traffic of India, China,
Persia, and Ceylon. It will be the nearest route to
Australia, and it will bring Bombay within twelve or
fourteen days of London.”

“It takes one's breath away!” said Saxon.

Mr. Trefalden smiled — a smile of quiet triumph.

“But this is not all,” said he. ‘“We have reason
to believe that at Hit, where there are mineral springs,
we shall find coal; and as Hit lies very nearly half-
way between Sidon gnd the Gulf, we shall be enabled
to supply our steam-service at both shores, and our
whole line of railway from one central source.”

“Those must be the bitaminous fountains mentioned



240 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

by Herodotus,” said 8axon, quickly; “the fountains of
Is that supplied asphalte for cementing the walls of
Babylon!”

“If possible, Saxon, oblige me by confining your
attention to the nineteenth century,” expostulated the
lawyer. “Try to think of Babylon as & railway sta-
tion, and of Palmyra as a place where the guard allows
twenty minutes for refreshments. Yes — I knew that
would appal you. Now, perhaps you will give me
your opinion of the new overland route.”

“My opinion!” replied Saxon. “You might as
well ask my opinion of the geology of Uranus!”

“That is the very consideration which deters me
from recommending it to you as an investment.”

“Qh, you need not let it do that,” laughed Saxon.
“Y am as ignorant of one business matter as another.
I told you just now that you must be my brains,
whenever money came in question!”

“But what makes it still more difficult is, that in
this case I may not let you benefit by any other per-
son’s brains,” replied Mr. Trefalden. *There are many
interests to be combatted in the promotion of such a
scheme as this; and it is of importance that we keep
it, for the present, profoundly secret. ~Whether you
interest yourself in it or not, I must bind you over,
Saxon, to breathe no word of this matter to any living
ear.”

Saxon gave the promise unhesitatingly; but did not
understand why it should be n 2

“Because we must not rouse gpposition before our
gystem is matured,” explained Mr. Trefalden.

“But if the new route is so great an improvement,”
urged Saxon, “who would oppose it?”
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“All those persons who are interested in the old
one,” replied his cousin, smiling. “The Peninsula and
Oriental Steam-packet Company — the shareholders
and directors of the Suez Railway — the forty thou-
sand English who colonise Alexandria.”

“And would all those persons be ruined?”

“Every reformation ruins somebody,” observed Mr.
Trefalden, philosophically.

“Yes, but the reformer is bound to balance present
evil against future good. Would the future good, in
this case, outweigh the present evil?”

“Unquestionably.”

“In what way?”

Mr. Trefalden was momentarily puzzled He had
contemplated this subject from all sides except the one
now presented to him. The benevolent point of view
had never occurred to him.

“Well,” he suggested, “it will give employment to
thousands "

“But it will throw thousands out of employment.”

“ it will promote commerce, extend the boun-
daries of civilisation, improve Arabia——"

“I wouldn't help to ruin forty thousand English
for the sake of improving Arabia,” interrupted Saxon,
hastily.

“ and bring the shores of England and Hin-
dostan so near that, were another mutiny to break out,
we could land our troops at Bombay within twelve
days after receiving the intelligence. The value of that
possibility alone is incalculable.”

“That is true; but

““And of our absolute success,” continued Mr. Tre-
falden, “there can be no kind of doubt. I have been
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almost unwilling, Saxon, to embark you in an enter-
prise the advantages of which, however obvious to
practical men, are not open to immediate test; but it is
my duty to tell you that I have never known so bril-
liant an opening for the employment of capital.”

3 But ”

“8even and a half per cent. is merely the rate of
interest offered by the company while the works are in
progress; but when once the route is completed, the
returns will be enormous. Your seven and half per
cent., my dear fellow, will become twenty-five, perhaps
fifty.”

“I don’t want twenty-five, or fifty,” replied Saxon.
‘I have more money now than I know what to do
with.”

“I am sure you will always make good use of
whatever wealth you possess,” said Mr. Trefalden.

“And it would break my heart to injure all those
who live by the present system. Why, for instance,
should I desire to ruin the Peninsular and Oriental
Steam-packet Company?”

“We hope to do no such thing,” said Mr. Tre-
falden. “We shall propose a coalition, and probably
employ the very same vessels.”

“And then the English colony at Alexandria!”

“Bidon will become what Alexandria is now —
or rather will become a far more important place than
Alexandria has ever been since the days of her ancient
prosperity. Just as we now require banks, warehouses,
quays, and churches at Alexandria, we shall then re-
quire them at Sidon. The Alexandrian colonists are
wealthy and enterprising: they will simply remove to
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the new port, and in ten years’ time will be richer than
if they had remained where they were.”

“Do you really think so?”

“1 do not think it; I know it. And the Suez Rail-
way Company will fare no worse than the rest. We
shall in all probability take their whole body of offi-
cials into our service, and incorporate the shareholders’
interests with our own. But the fact is, Saxon, you
know too little of life to be able to judge a question
of this kind; and I see you do not take kindly to the
idea, so we will say no more about it.”

“1 could not have borne to do harm,” said Saxon;
“but now that you explain the matter so fully, I am
quite willing »

But Mr. Trefalden would not hear of it.

“No, no,” he said, coldly, gathering up his papers
and folding his map. “I was anxious to do all that
was possible for your interests; but it is, perhaps,
better that you have nothing to say to the New
Route.”

“Yet, if you think well of it ”

“Y think so well of it, that I am about to invest
all I possess in the company's shares; but that need
not influence you. In point of fact, Saxom, I had
rather leave your money in the funds. You will get
only three per cent.; but then you can re-invest when
you please, and the responsibility of advising you will
be mine no longer.”

“You are vexed with me, cousin William!”

“I regret that you think me capable of advising
you to do what would not be right,” replied Mr. Tre-
falden somewhat stiffly.

“But I think nothing of the kind! I was in error

16%
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just now; but, as you said only a moment before, I
know nothing of life, so pray do not hold me account-
able for the sins of my ignorance.”

“Tush! not another word,” said the lawyer, kindly.
“You have said more than enough.”

“And the investment?”

“With regard to the investment, I think the most
satisfactory course will be for me to leave your money
in government stock, at three per cent. KEven so, it
will bring you one hundred and thirty-five thousand
per annum.”

“As you please. It will be less trouble to spend,
and make me quite as happy.”

Mr. Trefalden looked very grave.

“Tt will also leave you with less to give, and less
power to make others happy,” he said.

The careless smile faded from Saxon’s lips.

“I wish I knew what I ought to do!” he exclaimed
with an impatient sigh. ‘“What do you really wseh me
to do, cousin William?”

“I had rather not say more than I have already
said,” replied Mr. Trefalden. “You have had my
advice.”

“So I have — and of course I ought to follow it.
You won't refuse to help me to do so?”

“Certainly not. You need only make your deci-
sion, and give me your instructions.”

“T have decided. Invest the money, by all means,
and let there be an end of it.”

“And how do you wish me to invest it, Saxon?”
asked Mr. Trefalden, with his pen in the ink.

“In the New Route, of course!”

“In one hundred pound shares, in the New Over-
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1and Route Steam-packet and Railway Company,
Limited,” said the lawyer, scribbling rapidly. “And to
what amount?”

“To whatever amount you think proper.”

“Shall we say to the extent of two millions?”

“Why only two? What is to be done with the
rest?”

Mr. Trefalden stooped over his writing and a
keen observer might have seen that he changed colour.

“I do not recommend you,” he said, “to invest
more at present. As it is, you will be the largest
shareholder on the list; and by-and-by, if the company
should see fit to raise further capital, you can purchase
additional shares. I must trouble you to sign this
paper, Saxon — it is a power of attorney, which gives
me authority to sell out your two millions.”

The young fellow took his cousin’s pen, and
scrawled his name as carelessly as if he were signing
away a couple of pounds.

“You ought never to subscribe your name to a
paper without reading it,” said Mr. Trefalden. “Re-
member that. By the way, Saxon, I shall see that you
are entered as a director.”

““As a director, if you please, then, who is not ex-
pected to do anything,” replied Sa.xon, laughing. “Are
you also a director?”

“No; I am only solicitor to the company. But now
that our business is settled, would you not like to
glance over these tables of estimates? Here, you see,
is a plan of the route, and here the probable cost per
mile, including "

“I beg your pardon, cousin William,” interrupted
Suxon, “but if our business ¢s settled, I protest against
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hearing another word about the route. For pity’s sake
let us go out, and forget all about it!”

' I fear,” said Mr. Trefalden, “that you are utterly
incorrigible.”

“I know I am. Do you ride?”

“Yes; now and then.”

“Then we will go in search of the hunting party.”

So Mr. Trefalden put his tables of estimates back
into his pocket-book, and business was banished be-
yond recal. Then they went round to the stables, and
Saxon ordered out his two thoroughbreds.

“I trust you have not forgotten what I said to you
at Reichenau on the subject of fetters, Saxon,” said Mr.
Trefalden, as they cantered presently across the park.
‘“Mademoiselle Colonna is a dangerous neighbour. Be-
ware of her.”

Saxon laughed gaily.

" “Fear nothing on my account, cousin William,”
said he. “I have the advantage of Achilles — there
isn’'t a vulnerable point about me.”

““We are all apt to think so till the arrow finds us
out. However, if even your heart is safe, I still say
beware — for your cheque-book. Has the Signora
levied no patriotic tax upon you yet?”

“None whatever.”

“That’s ominous, with a revolt actually in progress.
She is reserving her strength, that the blow may fall
the heavier when it comes. All I implore is, Saxon,
that when Mademoiselle Colonna, or her father, shall
solicit your support, you will confine yourself to a
?oil'ey ’eontribution — and pledge yourself to nothing

oolish.’
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“Of course not; but what else could I pledge my-
self to?”

“Heaven knows! She is capable of asking you to
take the command of a troop.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Rich Miss Hatherton.

Ax evening party at Castletowers was a momentous
affair. It involved a good deal of expense, and a vast
amount of anxiety; for the hereditary coffers were ever
but scantly furnished, and the hereditary hospitality
had to be kept up at any cost. How some of Lady
Castletowers’ few but elegant entertainments wers paid
for, was a secret known only to her son and herself.
Sometimes an oak or two was felled in some remote
corner of the park; or the Earl denied himself a horse;
or the carriage was left unrenovated for half a year
longer; or her ladyship magnanimously sacrificed her
own brief visit to London in the season. .Anyhow,
these extra expenses were certain to be honourably met
in sach a manner that only the givers of the feast were
inconvenienced by it.

On the present occasion, however, Lord Castle-
towers had been compelled to apply to his solicitor for
an advance upon his next half-yearly receipts; and
when William Trefalden went down that Thursday
morning to see his cousin Saxon, he hrought with him
a cheque for the Earl. The party was fixed for the
following evening; but Mr. Trefalden could not be
prevailed upon to stay for it. He was obliged, he
said, to go back to town that same night by the last
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train; and he did go back (after making himself very
pleasant at dinner) with Saxon’s signature in his
pocket-book.

It was a very brilliant party, consisting for the
most part of county magnates, with a sprinkling of
military, and a valuable reinforcement of dancing men
from town. Among the magnates were Viscount and
Lady Esher, a stately couple of the old school, who,
being much too dignified to travel by railway, drove
over with four horses from Esher Court, a distance of
eighteen miles, and remained at Castletowers for the
night. The Viscount was lord lieutenant and custos
rotulorum of the county, and had once held office for
three weeks as President of the Board of Perquisites;
a fact to which he was never weary of alluding. There,
too, were Sir Alexander and Lady Hankley, with their
five marriageable daughters; the Bishop of Betchworth
and Mrs. Bunyon; Mr. Walkingshaw, of Aylsham, one
of the richest commoners in England, with Lady Ara-
bella Walkingshaw, his wife, and their distinguished
guest Miss Hatherton of Penzance, whose father had
begun life as a common miner, and ended it with a
fortune of two hundred and fifty thousand pounds.
These, together with Lord Boxhill; His Responsibility
Prince Quartz Potz, the Prussian Envoy; a few local
baronets and their families; an ex-secretary of legation;
and a number of lesser stars, parliamentary, clerical,
and official, made up the bulk of the assembly. There
were also three or four celebrities from the lower pa-
radise of arts and letters — Sir Jones de Robinson,
the eminent portrait painter; Signor Katghuttini, the
great Dalmatian violinist; Mr. Smythe Browne, the
profound author of “Transcendental Eclecticism,” and
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Mrs. Smythe Browne, who wrote that admirable work
on “Woman in the Camp, the Council, and the Church”
— a very remarkable couple, whose distinguishing
characteristics were that Mrs. Smythe Browne wore
short hair and shirt collars, while the sandy locks of
Mr. Smythe Browne floated upon his shoulders, and he
displayed no vestige of linen whatsoever.

By nine o’clock the guests began to arrive. By
ten, the reception rooms were well filled, and dancing
commenced in the great hall. Though rarely thrown
open to the light of day, the great hall, with its panel-
lings of dark oak, its carved chimney-piece, its gothic
rafters, and its stands of rusty armour, some of which
dated back to the field of Agincourt, was the glory of
Castletowers. Brilliantly lighted, decorated with ever-
greens and flowers, and echoing to the music of a mi-
litary band, it made such a ball-room as one might
vainly seek in any country but our own.

Lady Castletowers received her guests near the
door of the first reception-room, looking very stately,
and more like Marie Antoinette than ever, in her glitter
of old family diamonds. Gracious to all, as a hostess
should be, she nevertheless apportioned her civilities
according to a complex code of etiquette. The smile
with which she greeted Viscount Esher differed by
many degrees from that with which she received Sir
Jones de Robinson; and the hand extended to Mrs.
Smythe Browne was as the hand of an automaton com-
pared with that which met, with a pressure slight yet
cordial, the palm of the rich Miss Hatherton.

“But where is the noble savage?” said this latter,
surveying the room through her double eye-glass. “I
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bave heard so mnch about kim, my dear Lady Castle-
towers, and I am dying to see him!”

Miss Hatherton was a tall, handsome young woman
of about five or six and twenty, with black eyes, fine
teeth, a somewhat large, good-natured mouth, and a
very decisive manner. She made ome of a littde pri-
vileged knot that was gathered behind Lady Castle-
towers; and amused herself by eriticising the guests as
they came up the stairs.

“The noble savege!” repeated Lady Castletowers.
“Who can you mean, Miss Hatherton?™

“Who should I mean, but this young man who
has inherited the famous legacy?”

“Mr. Trefalden? Oh, he was here but a few mo-
ments ago. There he stands, by the fireplace.”

“The Antinous with the golden curls? But, my
dear Lady Castletowers, he’s absolutely beautiful! And
he doesn’t look savage at all. I had expected to see a
second Orson — a creature clothed in raiment of
camel’s hair, or the skins of wild beasts. I declare, I
am disappointed.”

“Mr. Trefalden is a very pleasant person,” said
Lady Castletowers, with a faint smile. “And very
unassuming.”

“Js he indeed? Pleasant and unassuming — dear
me, how very charming! And so rich, too! Worth
millions upon millions, I am told. T used to think
myself above the reach of want, at one time; but I
feel like & pauper beside him. Who is this stout per-
son now coming up the stairs, covered with as many
stars as the celestial globe?”

But before Lady Castletowers ocould reply, the
pame of His Responsibility, Prince Quartz Potz, was
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thundered forth by the groom of the chambers, and the
noble Prussian was bending profoundly over the fair
hand of his hostess.

“What a funny little fat man it is!” said the
heiress, in her loud way, looking after His Respon-
sibility through her glass, as he passed on towards the
adjoining room.

“Prince Quartz Potz, my dear Miss Hatherton, is
a highly distinguished person,” said Lady Castletowers,
greatly shocked.

£Oh, yes — I know he is.”

“He i8 distantly connected through his maternal
great grandmother, the Margravine of Saxe Hohen-
hausen, with our own Royal family; and the present
Grand Duchess of Zollenstrasse is his third cousin
twice removed.”

Miss Hatherton did not seem to be at all impressed
by these facts.

“Ah, indeed,” said she indifferently. ‘“And this
fine man with a head like a lion — who is he?”

“Mr. Thompson, the member for Silvermere,” re-
plied Lady Castletowers, when the gentleman had made
his bow and drifted on with the stream.

“What, the great Thompson? — the Thompson
who institated that famous inquiry into the abuses of
the Perquisite Office?”

“Y do not know what you imply by ‘great,’ my
dear Miss Hatherton,” said the Countess, coldly; “but
T believe Mr. Thompson’s politics are very objection-
able.”

“Ah, I see you don’t like him; but I shall implore
you to introduce me, notwithstanding. I have no po-
litics at all, and I admire talent wherever it is to be
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found. But in the meanwhile, I have lost my heart
to Antinous, and am longing to dance with him. Do
pray make us known, dear Lady Castletowers.”

“Upon whom does Miss Hatherton desire to confer
the honour of her acquaintance?” asked Lord Castle-
towers, who happened to come by at the moment. “Can
I be of any service?”

“Of the utmost. I want to be introduced to this
Mr. Trefalden, about whom all the world has been
talking for the last five or six weeks.”

“T will perform the office with great pleasure. Will
you allow me to hand you to a seat, while I go in
search of him?"

“Thanks. And be sure you make him dance with
me, Lord Castletowers — I want to dance with him
above all things. He can dance, I suppose?”

“Of course. How can you ask such a question?”

‘“Because I bave been told that he was a perfect
wild man of the woods before he inherited his fortune
— couldn’t write his name, in fact, six weeks ago, and
had never seen a sovereign in his life.”

“If you mean that he has not yet been presented
at St. James's, you are probably right,” replied the
Earl, smiling.

“What, a pun, Lord Castletowers? How shocking!
I did not believe you capable of such an enormity.
But do pray tell me a little truth about your friend;
for I daresay I have heard plenty of fiction. Was he
not really a barbarian after all?”

“No more than I am.”

“Is it possible?”

“Nor is that all. Saxon Trefalden has plenty of
solid learning under those yellow locks of his, Miss
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Hatherton. He speaks French, Italian, and German
with equal facility; he is a first-rate mathematician; and
as for his Greek and Latin scholarship, I have known
nothing like it since I bade farewell to the dear old
professors at Magdalen College.”

“Well, you surprise me very much,” said Miss
Hatherton, “and I cannot deny that I'm disappointed.
I had far rather he had been a barbarian, you know.
It would have been so very delicious!”

“Perhaps, then, you will be consoled by finding
him as unsophisticated as a child. But you shall judge
for yourself.”

And with this, the Earl installed Miss Hatherton in
an easy-chair, and went in search of Saxon. The
heiress immediately turned to her nearest neighbour,
who happened to be the Bishop of Betchworth, and
began a conversation. It was Miss Hatherton's way to
be always talking — and somewhat loudly, too.

““What have I done, my lord,” said she, “that you
have scarcely spoken to me this -evening? I have a
thousand questions to ask you. I want to know how
the renovations are going on; and if you are really to
have a stained oriel, after all. And what are you going
to do about that grand carved old screen? I have been
told it is past repairing, and cannot possibly be put up
again. I hope that's not true.”

“I am happy to say that it is not,” replied the
bishop, who was a very handsome man, and much
admired by the ladies of his diocese. “I believe we
shall be able to restore the worst parts, and that it
will keep its old place for the next two or three cen-
taries. About the east window I am less hopeful.”

“Why so?” asked the heiress.
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“I fear we cannot afford it.”

“But how is that? I thought there was a large
surplus fund in hand.”

“There was; but we have found since then that the
spire is in a much worse state than we had at first sup-
posed; and to put it into thorough repair will swallow
up the whole of our available money.”

“Dear, dear, I'm so sorry!” said the heiress. “You
really want the stained window. One misses the poetry
of colour in Betchworth Cathedral. How much would
it cost?”

“More than we could hope to raise after the
liberal subscriptions already granted. A thousand
pounds.”

“8o large a sum? Ah, bishop, if I were one of
your flock, I should ask leave to put that window in.
However, if you like to open a fresh list, you may put
me down for two hundred and fifty.”

“My dear lady,” said the prelate, “what can I say
in acknowledgment of such munificence?”

“Only, I beg, that you will try to get the rest of
the thousand as quickly as you can. Bat here comes
my partner.”

And Miss Hatherton turned to Lord Castletowers,
who had found and captured Saxon, and now stood
with him beside her chair.

“Will you permit my friend Mr. Trefalden the
pleasure of dancing with you, Miss Hatherton?” said
he. -
“I am delighted to make Mr. Trefalden’s acquaint-
ance, and shall be most happy to dance with him,”
replied the heiress, putting out her hand as cordially
and unceremoniously as if Saxon were an old friend



THE HOSPITALLER'S GATE. 255

already. “What are they doing in the hall now, Lord
Castletowers?”

“Finishing a waltz — which will be followed by a
quadrille.”

“Then we shall be just in time for the quadrille.
Won't you find us a pleasant vis-a-vis?”

“Will you accept me, if I can find a partner?”

“Delightful! Bishop, we must have another moment's
chat before the close of the evening.”

Saying which, Miss Hatherton gathered her ample
skirts together, took Saxon's proffered arm, and swept
through the room and down the wide old stairs in a
very stately fashion.

CHAPTER XXX.
The Hospitaller’s Gate.

Mz. KeckwrrcH sat alone in a little private parlour
at the back of the bar of the Hospitaller's Gate tavern,
with a bottle of brown sherry and a couple of glasses
before him, waiting patiently. It was the evening of
the very day that his employer spent at Castletowers;
but he had not, therefore, left Chancery-lane over five
minutes the sooner, or neglected any detail of his
regular work. He had, on the contrary, sebn his
fellow-clerks off the premises, and locked up the office
with even more than his usual caution; for Abel Keck-
witch was such a highly respectable man, that he would
not on any account have taken advantage of Mr. Tre-
falden's absence. He was waiting, as he Had just told
the “young lady” who presided at the bar in ringlets
and pink ribbons, for a friend. It was about eight
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o'cdock in the evening, and although the sky was as
yet only grey with dusk, the gas was already lighted;
for the Hospitaller's Gate was a queer, old-fashioned,
shut-in place, and the daylight always seemed to make
a point of getting away from it as early as possible.
There was, however, a bright fire burning in the grate;
and the bar beyond was all alive with customers. The
tops of the great yellow puncheons and the lacquered
gas-burners were visible above the blind that veiled the
half-glass door of the parlour; and now and then some
privileged customer would peep over, stare at the back
of Mr. Keckwitch's head, and disappear. But the clerk
sat, all unconscious, gazing placidly at the fire, and
never once looked round.

But for the brisk trade going on within the pre-
cincts of the Gate itself, the place would have been
singularly quiet. The passers-by, just at this hour,
were few. Sometimes a cab drove up; sometimes a
cart rumbled past, but not often. The great stream of
traffic flowed close by, along a neighbouring thorough-
fare, and was hoarsely audible, like the dull roar of a
heavy sea; but the Hospitaller's Gate stood apart, grey,
and hoary, and stored with strange old memories, span-
ning the shabby by-street with its battlemented arch,
and echoing, in a ghastly way, to the merriment
below. *

Standing in the very heart of the City, within a
few yards of Smithfield-market, and in the midst of the
over-crowded parish of Clerkenwell, this rare old
medieval fragment was scarcely known even by name
to the majority of Londoners. To the Smithfield
drover, the student of Bartholomew's, the compositors
of Tallis’s press, and the watchmaking population in
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general, it was a familiar spot. Archsologists knew of
its whereabouts, and held occasional meetings in the
oak room over the gateway, where they talked learnedly
of Jorden Briset, the patriarch Heraclius, Thomas
Docwrey, Stow, and King Harry the Eighth; and often-
times moistened their dry discussions with rare old
port from cellars that had once held good store of
malmsey and sack for the pious knights’ own drinking.
Literary men remembered it as the cradle of the ‘“‘Gren-
tleman’s Magazine,” and as the place where Samuel
Johnson, in his rags and his pride, ate his dinner
behind a screen, like a dog fed from his master’s table.
But these were pretty nearly all who knew or cared
about the Hospitaller'’s Gate. Hundreds of intelligent
Londoners passed within fifty yards of it every day of
their lives, ignorant of its very existence. Of the
dwellers to the west of Temple-bar not one in a thou-
sand knew that scarcely a stone’s throw from the
Charter-house walls there yet stood some portion of a
far more venerable religious foundation, begun in the
last year of the eleventh century, and linked with many
strange and stirring episodes of English history. Even
8o true a lover of the antique and picturesque as Leigh
Hunt passed it by, in his pleasant memories of the
town, without a word.

But Mr. Keckwitch was thinking neither of the
good Knights Hospitallers, nor of Dr. Johnson, nor of
anything nor any one just then, saving and excepting
a certain Mr. Nicodemus Kidd, who had promised to
meet him there about eight o’clock that Thursday even-
ing. And Mr. Kidd was late.

The clock in the bar had struck eight long ago.
The clock of St. John’s Church close by had struck a

Half a Million of Money. I. 17



258 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

quarter past, and then half-past, and still Mr. Kidd
was not forthcoming. The head clerk looked at his
watch, sighed, shook his head, poured out a glass of
the brown sherry, and drank it contemplatively. Before
he had quite got to the end of it, a jovial voice in the
bar, and a noisy hand upon the latch of the glass door,
announced his friend’s arrival.

Mr. Kidd came in — a tall, florid, good-humoured
looking fellow, with a frank laugh, a loud, cheery
voice, and a magnificent pair of red whiskers. The
practised observer, noting his white hat, his showy
watchguard, his free and easy bearing, would have
pronounced him at first sight to be a commercial tra-
veller; but the practised observer would for once have
been wrong.

“Sorry to have kept you waiting, Mr. Keckwitch,”
said he, nodding familiarly to his entertainer, drawing
a chair to the opposite side of the fire, and helping
himself at once to a glass of wine. “Not my fault, I
assure you. Sherry, eh? Capital sherry, too. Don't
know a better cellar in London, and that's saying some-

“I'm very glad you have been able to look in, Mr.
Kidd,” said the head clerk, deferentially. ‘I was par-
ticularly anxious to see you.”

Mr. Kidd laughed, and helped himself to a second
glass.

“It's one of the peculiarities of my profession, Mr.
Keckwitch,” said he, ‘“that I find the world divided
into two classes of people — those who are particularly
anxious to see me, and those who are partieularly
anxious not to see me. Uncommon good sherry, and
no mistake!”
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Mr. Keckwitch glanced towards the glass door,
edged his chair a little nearer to that of his guest, and
said, huskily: —

“Have you bad time, Mr. Kidd, to think over
that little matter we were speaking about the other
da ?1’

y“Tlmt little matter?” repeated Mr. Kidd, in the
same loud, offhand way as before. “Oh, yes — I've
not forgotten it.”

He said this, filling his glass for the third time,
and holding it in a knowing fashion between his eye
and the lamp. The head clerk came an inch or two
nearer, and, bending forward with his two fat hands
upon his knees, ejaculated: —

“Well?”

“Well, Mr. Keckwitch?”

“What is your opinion?”

Mr. Kidd tossed off the third glass, leaned back
in his chair, and, with a smile of delightful candour,
said: —

“Well, sir, to be plain with you, I can give no
opinion till you and I understand each other a little
better.”

Mr. Keckwitch breathed hard.

“ What do you mean, Mr. Kidd?” said he. “Haven't
I made myself understood?”

Mr. Kidd pushed his glass away, thrust his hands
into his pockets, and became suddenly grave and busi-
ness-like.

“Well, sir,” replied he, dropping his noisy voice
and jovial smile as if they had been a domino and
mask, “this, you see, is an unusual case. It's a sort
of case we're not accustomed to. We don’t go into

17
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things without a motive, and you've given us no motive
to go upon.”

The clerk’s face darkened.

“Isn’t it motive enough,” said he, “that I want in-
formation, and am willing to pay for it?”

“Why, no, Mr. Keckwitch — not quite. We
must be satisfied about the use you will make of that
information.”

“And supposin’ I don’t want to make use of it at
al]?”

“Then, sir, I'm afraid we can't help you. We
are not spies; we are a legal force. Our business is
to promote the ends of justice — mnot to serve private
curiosity.”

Mr. Keckwitch looked down, silent, baffled, per
plexed.

“I should have thought,” said he, ‘that the mere
fact of any professional man keepin' his home and his
ways so deadly secret, would be motive enough for in-
quiry. Where there's mystery, there's safe to be some-
thing wrong. People ain’t so close when they've no-
thing to hide.”

“Some folks are eccentric, you know, Mr. Keck-
witch.”

“It ain’t eccentricity,” replied the clerk, promptly.

“What then?”

“I can't say. I may have my suspicions; and my
suspicions may be right, or may be wrong. Anyhow,
one can't see far in the dark.”

“No, that’s true,” replied Mr. Kidd.

“If it was no more than his address, I'd be satis-
fied,” added Keckwitch, staring hard at the fire.

“Now, I tell you what it is, sir,” said the other,
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“we must have yowr motive. @Why do you want to
know a certain person’s address? What is it to you
where he lives, or how he lives?”

“It i a great deal to me,” replied Mr. Keckwitch.
“I'm a respectable man, and I don’t choose to work
under any but a respectable employer.”

Mr. Kidd nodded, and caressed the red whiskers.

“If, as I suspect, there’s somethin’ wrong some-
where,” the clerk went on to say, “I don’t want to
be mixed up in it when the day of reck’nin’ comes
round.”

“Of course not.”

“And there’s my motive.”

“Have you always been on good terms, Mr. Keck-
witch, with the party in question?”

This was said very sharply and suddenly, but
the clerk’s face remained stolid and inexpressive as
ever.

“Well, Mr. Kidd,” said he, “I can’t say there’s ever
been much love lost between us. I've done my duty,
and I don’t deny that he’s done his; but we've been
neither friends nor enemies.”

Mr. Kidd stared hard at Mr. Keckwitch, and Mr.
Keckwitch stared at the fire; the one all scrutiny, the
other all unconsciousness. For some minutes both were
silent, and the loud mirth at the bar became more dis-
tinctly audible. Then Mr. Kidd drew a deep breath,
pushed his chair back with the air of one who arrives
at a sudden resolution, drew a slip of paper from his
waistcoat pocket, and said: — '

“Well, sir, if the address is all you require — here
it is.”

The steely light so rarely seen there, flashed into
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Abel Keckwitch’s eyes, and his hand closed on the
paper a8 if it had been a living thing trying to fly
away. He did not even look at it, but imprisoned it
at once in a plethoric pocket-book with & massive metal
clasp that snapped like a handcuff.

“What's the fee?” said he, eagerly. “What's the
fee for this little service, Mr. Kidd?”

“That's a question you must ask at head-quarters,
gir,” replied Mr. Kidd, eyeing the clerk somewhat
cariously, and already moving towards the door.

“But youll take another glass of sherry before
you go?”

“Not & drop, sir, thank you — not a drop. Wish
you good evening, sir.”

And in another moment, Mr. Kidd, with the white
hat a trifle on one side, and the jovial smile seeming
to irradiate his whole person, had presented himself at
the bar, and was saying agreeable things to the young
lady with the ringlets.

“Ah, sir,” observed she, playfully, “I don't care
for compliments.”

“Then, my dear, a man must be dumb to please
you; for if he has eyes and a tongue, what can he do
but tell you you're an angel?”

The barmaid giggled, and bade the gallant stranger
“get along!”

“Jt's a remarkable fact,” said Mr. Kidd, “that the
prettiest women are always the most hard-hearted. And
it's an equally remarkable fact that the sight of beauty
always makes me thirsty. I'll”tmubls you, Mary, my
love, for a bottle of Schweppe.

“That's a good sort of fellow, I'll be bound!™ eja-
culated a stout woman, looking admiringly after Mr.
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Kidd, as he presently went out with an irresistible air of
gentlemanly swagger.

“You think so, do you, ma’'am?” said a seedy by-
stander. “Humph! That's Kidd, the detective.”

CHAPTER XXXI.
About Switzerland.

Your English matchmaker is, for the most part, a
comfortable matron, plump, good-natured, kindly, with
a turn for sentiment and diplomacy. She has, “The
Etiquette of Courtship and Marriage” at her fingers’
ends; and gives copies of that invaluable little manual
to her young friends, as soon as they are engaged.
‘When the sermon is dull, she amuses herself by reading
the solemnisation of matrimony. She delights in novels
that have a great deal of love in them, and thinks
Miss Bremer a finer writer than Mr. Thackeray. To
patch up lovers’ quarrels, to pave the way for a pro-
posal, to propitiate reluctant guardians, are offices in
which her very soul rejoices; and, like the death-bed
hag in the Bride of Lammermoor who surveyed all her
fellow creatures from a professional point of view, see-
ing “a bonny corpse” in every fine young man about
that country side, she beholds only bridegrooms and
brides elect in the very children of her friends, when
they come home for the holidays.

Lady Arabella Walkingshaw, was an enthusiastic
matchmaker. She had married off her own daughters
with brilliant success, and, being & real lover of the
art of matrimony, delighted ‘“to keep her hand in,”
among the young people of her acquaintance. What
whist was to Mrs. Battle, matchmaking was to Lady
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Arabella Walkingshaw. “It was her business, her
duty, what she came into the world to do.” She went
about it scientifically. She had abstruse theories with
respect to eyes, complexions, ages, and Christian names;
and even plunged into unknown physiological depths on
the subject of races, genealogies, ties of consanguinity,
and hereditary characteristics. In short, she constructed
her model matches after a private ideal of her own.
But hers was not altogether a sentimental, nor even a
physiological, ideal. She was essentially a woman of
the world; and took an interest quite as deep, if not
deeper, in the pairing of fortunes as of faces. To in-
troduce an income of ten thousand a year to a dowry
of fifty thousand pounds, and unite the two sums in
the bonds (and settlements) of wedlock, was to Lady
Arabella, an enterprise of surpassing interest. She
would play for such a result as eagerly and pas-
sionately as if her own happiness depended on the
cards, and the stakes were for her own winning.

‘With such a hobby kept perpetually saddled in the
chambers of her imagination, it was not surprising that
the sight of Saxon Trefalden leading Miss Hatherton
down to dance, should have sufficed to send Lady
Arabella off at a canter.

“What a charming match that would be!” said she
to Mrs. Bunyon. Mrs. Banyon was the wife of the
handsome Bishop, tall, aristocratic-looking, and many
years his junior. Both ladies were standing near their
hostess, and she was still welcoming the coming guest.

“Do you think 80?” said Mrs. Bunyon, doubtfully.
“I don’t see why.”

“My dear Mrs. Bunyon — two such splendid
fortunes!”



ABOUT SWITZERLAND. 265

“The less reason that either should marry for
money,” replied the Bishop’s wife. ‘Besides, look at
the difference of age!”

“Not more than five years,” said Lady Arabella.

“But it would be five years on the wrong side.
‘What do you say, Lady Castletowers — would they
make a desirable couple?”

“I did not hear the names,” replied Lady Castle-
towers, with one of her most gracious smiles.

“We were speaking,” said the matchmaker, “of
Miss Hatherton and Mr. Trefalden.”

The smile vanished from Lady Castletowers’ lip.

“I should think it & most injudicious connexion,”
she said, coldly. ‘“‘Mr. Trefalden is a mere boy, and
has no position beyond that given to him by the
accident of wealth.”

“But wealth 2 position,” said Lady Arabells,
defending her ground inch by inch, and thinking, per-
haps, of her own marriage.

“Miss Hatherton has fortune, and may therefore
aspire to more than fortune in her matrimonial choice,”
replied the Countess, with a slightly heightened colour,
and dropped the conversation.

Mrs. Bunyon and Lady Arabella exchanged glances,
and a covert smile. Moving on presently with the
stream, they passed out of Lady Castletowers’ hearing,
and returned to the subject.

“Their united fortunes,” pursued Lady Arabella,
“would amount to five millions, if not more. Only
conceive it — PIVE MILLIONS!”

“You will meet with no sympathy from Lady
Castletowers,” said the Bishop's wife, significantly.
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“Evidently not. Though, if there were really a
coronet in prospect . . .."”

“I think there fs a coronet in prospect,” said Mrs.
Bunyon.

Lady Arabella shook her head.

“No more than there is a crown matrimonial,” said
she. “I am a close observer of young people, and I
know quite well what direction the Earl's inclinations
take.”

“Indeed!™

“He is over head and ears in love with Made-
moiselle Colonna,” said Lady Arabella, confidentially.
“And has been, for years.”

“Does Lady Castletowers know it?”

“I think not.”

“And do you suppose they are secretly engaged?”

“Qh, dear, no. Mademoiselle Colonna’, I believe,
discourages his attentions — greatly to her credit.”

“JIt is a marriage that would be highly distastefal
to Lady Castletowers,” observed Mrs. Bunyon.

“It would break her heart,” said Lady Arabella.

“She is ambitiouns.”

“— and poor. Poor as a mouse.”

If Lady Castletowers had not been a Countess, a
Holme Pierrepoint, and the daughter of an Earl, Lady
Arabella Walkingshaw could scarcely have forgiven
her this fact. She was one of that large majority whe
regard poverty as a crime.

In the meanwhile, Miss Hatherton had found that
Saxon could not only dance, but, when the first shy-
ness of introduction had worn off, could actually talk
as well. So she set herself to draw him out, and his
naiveté amused her excessively.
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“T don’t mean to let you hand me to a seat, and
get rid of me, Mr. Trefalden,” said she, when the
quadrille was over, and the dancers were promenading
up and down the hall. “You must sit down in this
quiet little nook, and talk to me. I want you to tell
me ever so much more about Switzerland.”

“I am glad to find anyone who cares to hear about
it,” said Saxon. “It is a subject of which I am never
.weary."”

“I dare say not. I only wonder how you can
endure this life of tinsel and glitter after the liberty of
the mountains. Are you not disgusted with the in-
sincere smiles, and polite falsehoods of society ?”

Saxon looked at her with dismay.

“What do you mean?” said he. “The world here
has been very kind to me. I never dreamt that its
smiles were false, or its kindnesses insincere.”

Miss Hatherton laughed.

“You'll find it out,” said she, “when you've lived
in it a little longer.”

“I hope not. I should be very unhappy if I
thought so.”

“Well, then, don’t think so. Enjoy your illusions
as long as you can. I have outlived mine long ago;
and I'm sorry for it. But let us talk of something
pleasanter — of Switzerland. Have you ever hunted
the chamois?”

“Hundreds of times.”

“How charming! High up, I suppose, among the
snows?”’

“Among the snows, along the edges of precipices,
across the glaciers — wherever the chamois could
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spring, or the foot of the hunter follow,” replied Saxon,
with enthusiasm.

“That’s really dangerous sport, is it not?” asked
the heiress.

“It is less dangerous, of course, to the practised
mountaineer than to one whe is new to the work. But
there can be no real sport without danger.”

(3 why so?”

“Because sport without danger is mere slanghter.
The risks ought never to be all on the side of a help-
less beast.”

“That is just and generous,” said Miss Hatherton,
warmly.

Saxon blushed, and looked uncomfortable.

“I have not only been over a glacier, but down
a crevasse, after a chamois, many a time,” said he,
hurriedly. “I shot one this very spring, as he stood
upon an iceridge, between two chasms. I ought not
to have done it. I ought to have waited till he got
to a more open spot; but, having him well within
range, I brought him down. When I reached the
spot, however, there was my chamois wedged half way
down a deep, blue, cruel-looking crevasse — and I
had no alternative but to get him out, or leave him.”

“8o you cut steps in the ice, as one sees in the
pictures in the Alpine Club books!”

“No — I simply tied the cord that every moun-
taineer carries, round the stock of my rifle — fixed
the gun firmly across the mouth of the chasm — and
let myself down. Then I tied another cord round my
chamois, and when I had reached the top again, I
drew him up after me. Nothing is easier. A child
can do it, if he is used to the ice, and is not afraid.
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In all glacier work, it is only the rash and the timid
who are in danger.”

“And what other sport do you get?” asked Miss
Hatherton. ‘“Are there any eagles about the moun-
tains of the Grisons?”

“Not so many as there used to be. I have not
shot more than five or six within these last three years;
but I robbed many an eagle’s nest when I was a boy.
Then, you know, we have the steinbok, and in winter
the wolf; and sometimes we get the chance of a brown
bear.”

““Have you ever shot a bear, Mr. Trefalden?” said
Miss Hatherton, intensely interested.

“I have shot two,” replied Saxon, with a flush of
boyish pride, “and made sledge-rugs of their skins.
You have never been in Switzerland?”

“Oh yes, I have,” replied Miss Hatherton; *but
only in the beaten tracks, and under the custody of a
courier, like & maniac with a keeper.”

“Ah, you really know nothing of the country,”
said Saxon. “Neither of the country nor the people.
The Switzerland that the Swiss loves, is that wild,
free, upper region where there are neither roads nor
hotels, tourists nor guides, but only dark pine forests
and open plateaus, the haunt of the marmot, the
ptarmigan, and the chamois.”
~ “I never saw but one chamois,” said Miss Hather-
ton, “and that was a poor fat melancholy creature in
a .”

“Of course you never visited Switzerland in the
winter?”

“Oh dear, no.”

“And yet that is the most glorious time of all,
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when the plateaus are all sheeted with snow, and the
great peaks rise above them like marble obelisks, and
even the pines stand out white against the deep blue
sky. It is like a world awaiting the creation of
colour.”

“What an enthusiast you are,” laughed Miss
Hatherton.

“I love my country,” replied Saxon.

“You need not tell me that. But what can you
do in winter, snowed up in those wild valleys?”

“We are not snowed up. We have sledges; and
the deeper the snow lies on the roads and .passes, the
better our sledges fly along. You should see the
Rheinthal between Chur and Thusis, on a bright day in
the depth of winter, when the sledges flash along in the
sunshine, and the air is full of the music of the bells.”

“How delightful!”

“Indeed it is delightful. Then we also skate,
practise with the rifle, carve wooden toys, and attend
to the winter work of our farms; and sometimes, if
there is a wolf or a wild boar about the neighbour-
hood, we have a great hunt by torchlight. Winter is
the time for Switzerland! Ask any Swiss who is not
a townsman, and he will tell you the same story.”

“I suppose you mean to go back there some day?”
said Miss Hatherton.

“Go back!” echoed Saxon. “Why, of course I do.
It is my own country — my home!”

“Then if I were to come some Christmas to Chur,
would you be very kind to me, and show me some of
these winter sports?”

“That I would!” exclaimed Saxon. “And I would
buy the loveliest Canadian sledge for you that money
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could purchase; and you should see a boar hunt by
torchlight; and a Schdifsen Fest; and a wrestling
match; and I would find you a young marmot for a
pet. Above all, you would know my dearest father,
and if you loved Switzerland for no other reason, you
would love it for his sake.”

“Your father?” said Miss Hatherton. “I had no
idea your father was living.”

“He is my unele,” replied the young man; “but
my father by adoption. He is a Lutheran pastor — a
miracle of erudition; but as simple as a child, and as
pious as an apostle.”

“I hear you are terribly learned yourself, Mr.
Trefalden,” said Miss Hatherton, rising abruptly.
“But what is this they are going to do — a waltz?
Do you waltz?”

“Try me,” replied Saxon, merrily. “It is our
national dance — the only dance I ever knew, till
I learned these hideous quadrilles a few weeks ago.”

In another moment he had encircled the heiress’s
waist with his arm, and was flying round the hall with
her in those smooth, swift circles which no dancers,
however good, can execute like the Germans and Swiss.
Miss Hatherton was delighted; for she valued a good
partner above all things, and Saxon was the best
waltzer in the room.

She would willingly have danced and talked with
him all the rest of the eveming; for Miss Hatherton
liked to be amused, and cared very little for the re-
marks of lookers-on; while Saxon, pleased with her
blunt cordiality, would with equal readiness have gone
on waltzing, and praising a Swiss life, till it was time
to hand her to her carriage. But this was not to be.



272 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

Lady Castletowers, who, in her quality of hostess,
always knew what her guests were doing, was by no
means disposed to permit any such proceeding: so she
despatched her son to dance with the heiress, and,
having sent for Saxon, herself handed him over to Miss
Colonna for the next quadrille.

By this time the arrivals were over, and the depar-
tures had begun; and after supper was served, the
rooms cleared rapidly. By two o'clock, all were gone,
save those guests who remained for the night, and of
these there were about a dozen.

Then Viscount and Lady Esher, who had brought
valet and maid in their suite, retired to the stately
apartments prepared for their reception; and the young
men all went down to the Earl's smoking-room; and
the Colonnas, instead of going to bed like the rest of
the guests, repaired to the little study in the turret.
They had much to talk over. Mr. Thompson, the
liberal member, had brought them information of
Garibaldi, and a packet of letters from friends in Lon-
don and Turin; Miss Hatherton and Mr. Walkingshaw
had promised contributions to the funds; and Mrs.
Bunyon had undertaken to distribute some addresses,
and fill up a card, among her friends. With the
Eshers and Lord Boxhill there was, of course, nothing
to be done. Like Lady Castletowers, they looked
upon liberty as a vulgar institution; and upon patriots
in general as doubtful characters.

The letters read, and such entries made as were
necessary, the father and daughter rose to say good
night.

“You have done nothing yet, Olimpia,” said the
Italian. “Here is the fourth day already gonme.”
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“I know it.”

“I have talked with him once or twice about our
country’s cause, and he listens willingly; but I have
purposely abstained from doing more. The work is
yours — why do you delay it?”

“I will not delay it longer,” replied Olimpia, im-
patiently; “I will begin it to-day.”

“He is so rich,” said Colonna, “and Italy so
poor; and every letter we receive is a prayer for help!”

“You need not urge me. Have I not said to day?
— and see, the grey is already in the sky!”

8he bade him good night abruptly, and went along
the silent corridors to her own room far away. But
the grey had paled to white, and the white had turned
to sunlight, before she took the flowers from her hair,
or the bracelets from her arms, or even seemed to re-
member that it would be well to seek an hour or two
of sleep. What wonder, then, that when at last she
threw herself, half dressed, upon the bed, her eyes
Jooked worn and hollow, and her cheek scarcely less
white than the pillow against which it was laid?

CHAPTER XXXII.
How Saxon Improved the Weathercook at Castletowers.

“WaAT the deuce can we do to amuse all these
people?” said Lord Castletowers to Major Vaughan, as
they met on the stairs before breakfast, the morning
after the party. “The Eshers, 1 know, go early, and
my mother will take care of the ladies; but here are
six or eight men in the house, none of whom are likely
to leave before night. What is to be done?”

llaif a Million of Money. I. 18
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“Billiards?”

“Well enough for an hour or two; but apras?”

“We might ride over to Guildford, and beat up the
quarters of those Forty-second men who were here last
nigh ”

“Impossible. There are only five riding horses
in the stables, including yours-and Trefalden's; and
I haven't even got guns enough to take them out
shooting, if there were anything to shoot, except
rooks — which there isn’t!” said the Earl, in despera-
tion.

“Then I don’t know what we can do, unless we put
on the gloves; but here comes the Arcadian, perhaps
he can suggest something.”

The Arcadian meant Saxon. It was a soubriquet
that had befallen him of late, no one knew how. The
difficulty was no sooner explained to him, than he
proposed a way out of it.

“Let us organise a Volksfest in the Swiss fashion,”
said he. “We can shoot at a mark, leap, run foot
races; and invite the ladies to award the prizes.”

“A famous idea!” exclaimed the Earl. “The very
thing for a bright cool day like this.”

“We must choose a space of level sward to begin
with,” said the major, “and improvise a grand stand
for the ladies.”

“And elect an umpire,” said Saxon.

“And look up some prizes,” added the Earl. “I
will give that bronze cup in the library — it is an
antique from Pompeii.”

“And I, my inlaid pistols,” said Saxon.

“And I ... bah, I am such a poor devil,” said
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Vaughan. “I possess nothing of any value — except
my sword and my horse.”

“The best riches of a soldier, Major Vaughan,”
said Mademoiselle Colonna. “But may I ask why
this parliament is being held upon the stairs?” '

She had just come, unheard, along the carpeted
corridor, and stood wditing a few steps higher than
the trio in consultation. She wore a delicate grey
dress of some soft material, trimmed with black velvet,
and a little linen collar fastened at the throat by a
circular brooch of Roman gold. Behind her, fell the
folds of a crimson curtain; whilst, through the upper-
most roses of a huge Gothic window that reached from
nearly the top to the bottom of the great oak stair-
case, a stream of vivid sunshine poured down upon
her head, so that she stood in the midst of it, in
her pale, proud beauty, as if enclosed in a pillar of
ight.

e The three men looked up, dazzled, almost breath-
less, as if in presence of some glorified apparition; and
for a moment none replied.

Mademoiselle Colonna, divining, perhaps, with her
fine womanly instinct, the spell by which they were
bound, moved a step lower, out of the sunshine, and
said:

“All silent? Nay, then, I fear it is not a parlia-
ment, bat a plot.”

“It ¢2 a plot, signora,” replied Vaughan. “We
are planning some out-of-door sports for this after-
noon’s entertainment. Will you be our Queen of
Beauty, and graciously condescend to distribute the
prizes?”

The Earl coloured up, and bit his lip impatiently.

18#
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“Vaughan's promptitade,” said he, “bears hardly
upon those whose wit, or audacity, is less ready at
command. I had myself intended to solicit this grace
at Miss Colonna’s hands.”

“The race, my dear fellow, is to the swift, and
the battle to the strong, in the affairs of life,” rephed
Vaughan, carelessly. “But what says our sovereign
lady?”

“That she dares not pledge her royal word too
hastily. Mine, you know, is not an honorary secre-
taryship; and I know not what work this morning’s
post may bring for my pen. Besides, I must hear
what arrangements Lady Castletowers may have in
contemplation.”

“I don't think my mother will make any that shall
deprive us of the light of her countenance on such an
important occasion,” said the Earl. “But there goes
the gong. We must adjourn this debate till after
breakfast.”

Lady Castletowers was pleased to approve her
son’s scheme, and promised not only to honour the
ground with her presence at half-past two o’clock, but
to bring with her two young ladies who had slept at
the house and were to have been driven home early in
the morning. These were the daughters of a poor
clergyman who lived about twelve miles off, and, being
very young and timid, looked up to the stately Countess
as though she were the queen of heaven. Miss Colonna,
being urged thereto by Lady Castletowers herself, was
induced to accept the royal office; and, although Vis-
count and Lady Esher were, of course, too magnificent
to alter their plans, and drove away hehind their four
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horses shortly after breakfast, the patronage of the
little féte promised to be quite brilliant enough to
stimulate the ambition of the candidates.

It was a happy thought, and gave ample occupation
to everybody concerned. There were six young men
that day at Castletowers besides Sir Charles Burgoyne,
Major Vaughan, and Saxon Trefalden, who were per-
manent guests. These six were the Hon. Pelham Hay,
of Baliol College, Oxford; the Hon. Edward Brandon;
Lieutenant Frank Torrington, of the Fourth Lancers;
Mr. Guy Greville, of the Perquisite office; and two
brothers named Sydney and Robert Pulteney, belonging,
as yet, to no place or profession whatever. There was
not ‘“‘the making” of one really prominent man among
the whole half-dozen. There was not, perhaps, one
more than commonly clever man; but they were, for
all that, a by no means indifferent specimen lot of the
stuff of which English gentlemen are made. They
were all of patrician blood — all honourable, good-
natured, good-looking, manly young fellows, who had
been brought up to ride, speak the truth, and respect
the gamelaws. They dressed perfectly, and tied their
cravats to admiration. They spoke that conventional
dialect which passes for good English in good society,
and expressed themselves with that epigrammatic neat-
ness that almost sounds like wit, and comes naturally
to men who have been educated at a great university
and finished in a crack regiment, a government office,
or a Pall-Mall club. And they were all dancing men,
and nearly all members of the Erectheum. Of the
whole set the Hon. Edward Brandon was the most in-
different specimen of the genus homo; yet even he,
though short enough of brain, did not want for breeding,
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and, however poorly off for muscle, had as much
“pluck™ as many a better man.

The whole breakfast party hailed the scheme with
enthusiasm, and even Signor Colonna said he would go
down to see the running. Prizes were freely subscribed
over the breakfast-table. Lady Castletowers promised
a curious yataghan that had belonged to Lord Byron,
and been given to her late husband by a member of
the poet’s family; Signor Colonna offered an Elzevir
Horace, with the autograph of Filicaja on the title
page; and the competitors united in making up a purse
of twenty guineas, to be run for in a one-mile race,
and handed over by the winner to Miss Colonna for
the Italian fund. As for the young men, they des-
patched their breakfasts with the rapidity of school-
boys on a holiday morning, and were soon hard at
work upon the necessary preparations.

To choose and measure a smooth amphitheatre of
sward about half a mile from the house, set up a
winning-post for the racers, a target for the marksmen,
and a temporary grand stand for the spectators, was
work enough for more than the four hours and a half
that lay between ten and half-past two; but these
amateur workmen, assisted by the village carpenter
and his men, as well as by all the grooms, gardeners,
and odd helps that could be got together, worked with
so good a will that the ground was ready a full hour
and three-quarters before the time. The grand stand
alone was a triumph of ingenuity. It consisted of a
substratum of kitchen tables securely lashed together,
on which were placed a carpet and some chairs, the
whole structure being surmounted by a canopy formed



_ HOW SAXON IMPROVED THE WEATHERCOCK. 279

of a rick cloth suspended to a tree and a couple of tall
stakes.

Having gone once over the course at a ‘“sling-trot,”
just to try the ground, the young men returned to the
house at one o’clock, furiously hungry, and in tremen-
dous gpirits.

Castletowers had ordered luncheon to be prepared
for them in the smoking-room, and there, laughing,
talking, eating, and drinking all at once, they made
out the programme of the games.

“What shall we begin with?” said the Earl, pencil
in band. “We must end, of course, with the one-mile
race, and I think we ought to take the rifle work first,
before ranning has made our hands less steady.”

“Of course. Rifles first, by all means,” replied
three or four voices together.

“Names, then, if you please. Now, gentlemen,
who goes in for the bronze cup at eight hundred
yards?”

“On what conditions?” asked one of the lunchers.

“The usual conditions. Five shots each, at eight
hundred yards; ordinary Enfield rifle; Wimbledon
scoring, that is to say, outer, two; centre, three; bull's-
eye, four.”

“Eight hundred’s rather long practice for out-
siders,” said another man, immersed at the moment in
chicken-pie.

“If we had small bores, I should put it down at a
thousand,” replied the Earl; “but there’s only one in
the house.”

The man in the pie was heard to mutter something
unintelligible about the abundance of great bores; but
being instantly choked by his nearest neighbour, re-
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lapeed into moody silence. In the meanwhile the Earl
continued to canvass for competitors.

“Come,” said be, “this will never do. I have only
three names yet — Burgoyne, Torrington and Vaughan.
Whom else? I can’t enter myself for my own prize,
and I must bave three more names.”

“You may put me down, if you like,” said Mr.
Guy Greville. “I shall be sure to shoot somebody;
bat it don’t signify.”

“And me,” added Pelham Hay.

“Thanks. Burgoyne, Torrington, Vaughan, Gre-
ville, Pelham Hay — five won't do. I want six at
least. Come, gentlemen, who will stand for number
six?”

“Why, Trefalden, of course!” exclaimed Vaughan.
“The Swiss are born firailleurs. Put his name down.”

“No, no,” said Saxon, hastily. “Not this time.”

“But, my dear fellow, you are ds la premsdrs
force, are you not?” asked Castletowers.

“I used to shoot well enough, when 1 was in
practice,” said Saxon, with some embarrassment; ‘“‘but
I'd rather not compete now.”

The Earl looked surprised, but was too well bred
to insist.

“If you won't,” said he, “I must find some one
who will. S8yd. Pulteney, I shall enter you for my
sixth shot, and that settles match number one. Gen-
tlemen, the secretary waits to enter names for the se-
cond rifle match; the prize for which will consist of &
magnificent pair of elaborately ornamented pistols, ge-
nerously offered by an honourable competitor who de-
clines to compete. I do not mention the honourable
competitor's name, because he is a modest young man,
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and given to blushing. Now, gentlemen, you will
please to remember that this is a solemn occasion, and
that the eyes of Europe are upon you!”

And so, rattling on in the gaiety of good spirits,
the Earl enrolled the second party. Next in order
came the long jump of eighteen feet, for Signor Co-
lonna’s Elzevir Horace; then the race of one hundred
yards, for Lady Castletowers’ prize: and, last of all,
the one-mile race for the twenty-guinea purse, dignified
by the name of “the Italian Cup,” and entered for by
the whole of the athletes.

‘When the programme was fairly made out, Castle-
towers called Saxon aside, and, taking him familiarly
by the arm, led him into the billiard-room adjoining.

“Trefalden,” said he, “may I ask you a question?”

“Twenty, if you like,” replied Saxou.

“No — oune will do, if you answer it honestly.
Why don’t you put in* a shot at either of the rifle-
matches?”

Saxon looked embarrassed.

“I’d rather not,” he said, after a momentary pause.

“But why? You must be a good marksman.”

Saxon made no reply.

“To tell you the truth,” said the Earl, “I'm dis-
appointed. I had looked to you for a display of skill,
and expected something brilliant. I think you should
have gone into the field, if only to maintain the honour
of the Swiss rifles.”

Saxon laughed good-temperedly.

“Do you really want your question answered?”
said he.

“Of course.”

“Then wait a minute while I fetch my gun.”
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He ran out of the room, and presently re-appeared
outside the window, rifle in hand.

“Look there,” he said, pointing to the roof of the
stables. “Do you see that weathercock?”

It was a gilt cock, like that which Githe used to
admire, as a child, on the Ober Main Thor at Frank-
fort; and was just then shifting with the breeze, and
flashing in the sunshine like a yellow diamond. The
Earl threw up the window and leaned out.

“I should think so,” he replied. “I have seen it
pretty nearly every day of my life, ever since I was
born.
“How far off is it, do you think?”

“Well, I hardly know; perhaps six hundred yards.
But you can't hit a thing that blazes like a comet, and
is never still for two seconds together.”

“It's an ugly bird,” said Saxon, bringing his gun
to his shoulder. “Don’t you think he’d look more in-
telligent if he had an eye in his head?”

The words were no sooner out of his lips than he
fired. Lord Castletowers snatched up his hat and
bounded down upon the sward.

“You haven't done it?” he exclaimed. “It’s im-
possible!”

“Let us go and see.”

They had to go round by the front of the house,
and across the yards, to reach those outbuildings ovex
which the vane was placed. When they had gone
about two-thirds of the distance, the Earl suddemly
stood still. )

There was a small round hole drilled through pre-
cisely that part of the cock’s head where his eye ought
to have been.
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At the sight of his friend's dumb amazement, Saxon
roared with laughter, like a young giant.

“There,” said he, “I told you it would be an im-
provement. And now you see why I wouldn’t compete
for the cup. We Swiss are always shooting from the
time we are old enough to carry a gun; and I didn't
want to spoil the sport for the others. It wouldn't have
been fair.”

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
The Rifle Match.

Ar half-past two an open carriage drove up to the
ground, and four ladies alighted. They were received
by Lord Castletowers, handed to their seats, and pre-
sented with written programmes of the games. Miss
Colonna was installed in the central arm-chair, which,
being placed a little in advance of the other seats, and

with a foot-stool, was styled, somewhat magni-
loquently, the Throne. Sca.rcely had they taken their
places, when two more carriages appeared upon the
scene, the first of which contained Lady Arabella Walk-
ingshaw and Miss Hatherton, and the second, Mrs.
Cadogan, the wife of the Sedgebrook vicar, and her
two daughters. The latter, hearing down in the village
what was doing in the park, had come over to see the
sports; but Lady Arabella’s visit was made in exclusive
pursuance of her own little game, and bore no kind of
reference to any that might be set on foot by other
people. Bhe was, therefore, rather put out than other-
wise when, instead of finding Lady Castletowers at
home she was informed that “my lady was gone across
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the park to see the gentlemen race, and had left word,
if any friends called at the house, that there would be
seats for them, if they liked to follow.” Miss Hather-
ton, however, was delighted.

“It's perfectly charming,” said she, as they turned
down the drive leading to that part of the park indi-
cated by the servant. “You cannot think how pleased
I am, Lady Arabellal”

“Well, my dear, then I am pleased too,” replied
Lady Arabella, benevolently.

“There’s nothing I enjoy so much as contests of
this kind,” Miss Hatherton went on to say. “Boat-
races, horse-races, reviews, anything, so long as skill,
strength, or speed is in question. Why, I haven't
missed a Derby-day for the last five years; and as for
the Roman Carnival, the only thing I care for in it is
the horse-race. I'm always sorry the Jews don’t run
instead. It would be so much more amusing.”

“You droll creature,” said Lady Arabella, with a
faint smile. “I wonder if Mr. Trefalden will take part
in these games?”

“Of course he will —and win all before him. He’s
as fleet as a chamois, depend on it.”

“I hope they won't fire,” said Lady Arabella, with
a little lady-like shudder.

“And I hope, above all things, that they will
But then, you know, dear Lady Arabella, I have
no nerves. Why, this is delightful — there’s quite a
crowd!”

And so there was. News is contagious, and pro-
pagates itself as mysteriously as the potato disease.
The whole neighbourhood had already heard of what
was doing at the park; and every farmer, gamekeeper,
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and idle fellow about the place, was on the ground
long before the hour appointed. As for the women
and children, nothing short of polygamy could account
for their numbers.

“Lady Arabella Walkingshaw and Miss Hatherton!”
said Lord Castletowers, hastening to the carriage-door
as they drove up. “This is indeed a happy accident.
You have been to the house, I suppose, to call upon
my mother?”

“We have; but with no idea that we were coming
to a—a féte of this kind,” replied Lady Arabella,
somewhat at a loss for the most appropriate word, and
exchanging bows and gracious smiles with the ladies on
the platform.

“Why did you not tell us about it last evening,
you sly man?” asked Miss Hatherton.

“Because I then knew no more about it than your-
self, fair lady,” replied the Earl. “It is an improvisa-
tion.”

“And what are you going to do?” .

“A little of everything — rifle-shooting, leaping,
running; but you shall have a programme presently;
and if you will alight, I can give you seats beside my
mother.”

‘With this he gave his arm to Lady Arabella, and
conducteld both ladies to the place of honour.

‘““But where are the competitors?” said Miss Hather-
ton, when due greetings had been exchanged, and
they had taken their seats; “and above all, where's my
friend, the noble savage?”

“Trefalden? Oh, he’s in our tent, out yonder. This
affair was his idea entirely.”
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“And an admirable idea, too. But he’ll beat you,
you know.”

“He would, if he came forward,” replied the Earl;
“but he declines to compete.”

“Declines to compete!” echoed the heiress.

“Yes — for everything except the last race — and
that we all go in for.”

“I never heard of such a thing!” exclaimed Miss
Hatherton, indignantly. “Why, it's as if the favourite
was withdrawn at the last moment from the Derby —
and I, too, who had intended to back him to any ex-
tent! I declare I was never more disappointed in my
life. 'What's his motive?”

“He said he was out of practice,” replied Castle-
towers, hesitatingly.

“Nonsense. That wasn't his real motive. He knew
nobody else would have a chance, and he was too ge-
nerous to carry off all the honours.”

“Do you really think so?” said Miss Colonna, sud-
denly. She had listened to the conversation till now,
without taking part in it.

“I do indeed. What does Lord Castletowers say?"

“I say that Miss Hatherton is right; and I know
her to be right. Trefalden could write his name in
bullets on that target, if he chose — but he won't.”

Miss Hatherton turned to Miss Colonna in a glow
of enthusiasm.

“That's true nobleness!” she exclaimed.

“Indeed it is,” said Castletowers. ‘“He's the finest
fellow I have ever known, savage or civilised.”

But Miss Colonna said nothing.

“I wish you'd bring him this way, Lord Castle-
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towers,” said the heiress. “I like talking to him —
he amuses me immensely.”

“You shall have him by-and-by,” laughed the Earl;
“but he is our umpire in the rifle matches, and can’t
be spared at present. Excuse me — another carriage
full of ladies. I am master of the ceremonies.”

And with this he ran off to receive the Cadogans.

And now the appointed hour being not only come,
but overpast, the ladies expectant, and the audience
considerable, it was decided that they should begin.

Lord Castletowers was seen to cross the ground,
and enter the cricketing tent at the farther end, whence
he presently emerged with his pouch belted on, and his
rifle in his hand. He was followed by five others,
similarly equipped; and by Saxon Trefalden, who in
his quality as judge, took up a safe position to the
right of the target. Miss Hatherton surveyed them
through her glass as they came over the ground, and
placed themselves about a dozen yards off, with their
backs to the stand.

“Dear me! they are very near us,” said Lady
Arabella, with that sort of pretty timidity that is less
charming at eight-and-forty than at eighteen. “I hope
it is not dangerous.” .

“Don’t be alarmed, my dear friend,” said Miss
Hatherton. “Gentlemen don't generally fire behind
their own backs. 8o, Major Vaughan begins — and a
very good shot, too — very near the centre. Who
is that remarkably handsome fair man to the right?”

The question was addressed to Miss Colonna; but
it received no reply. Olimpia heard the words, as she
heard the report of the first rifle, without attaching any
import to the sound, just as her eyes were fixed upon
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the target, but saw nothing. She was absorbed in
thought — very painful thought, as it would seem, by
the strange hard way in which her lips were drawn
together, and her fingers were mechanically twisting
and tearing the programme which they held.

Miss Hatherton turned to repeat the inquiry; but,
seeing the expression on Olimpia’s face, remained silent.
It was an expression that startled her, and puzzled her
as much as it startled her. An expression such as one
sees but seldom in the course of an ordinary life;
neither wholly resolute, nor hopeless, nor defiant; but
a blending, perhaps, of all three, with something else
that might have been compunction — or despair.
 Curiosity so far prevailed, that for some three or
four seconds Miss Hatherton continued to stare at
Olimpia instead of watching the competitors, and thus,
to her infinite mortification, lost the thread of the firing.
Of course, none of the ladies on the platform could help
her. They saw the riflemen, and they saw the marks
on the target; but not one among them had the dimrnest
idea of the order in which those hits had been made,
or of the hands that had delivered them. The ap-
pointed number of rounds, however, having been com-
pleted, the question was set at rest by the announce-
ment that Sir Charles Burgoyne had carried off the first
prize. Sir Charles Burgoyne sauntered up accordingly
to the front of the platform, and received the cup from
Miss Colonna's hand with the best-bred air of indiffer-
ence in the world.

“You don’t share my passion for these contests,
Miss Colonna,” said the heiress, in the pause that ensued
between the first and second match., The strange look
bad vanished from Olimpia’s face long since; but Miss
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Hatherton could not forget it — would have given
something to fathom it, if possible.

‘“Indeed you mistake. I think them very interest-
ing,” replied Olimpia.

“But of course they cannot have so much interest
for you as for me. Your sympathies are bound up in
a great cause, and you must have fewer small emotions
on hand.”

“Perhaps,” said Olimpia, with a forced smile.

“No bad news from Italy, I hope?”

“The news at present,” replied Olimpia, “is neither
bad nor good. It is a season of anxious suspense for
all whose hearts are in the cause.”

“You look anxious,” said Miss Hatherton kindly,
but inquisitively. “I thought just now I never saw a
face look so anxious as yours. You didn’t seem to re-
mark the firing at all.”

A crimson tide rushed to Olimpia’s face, flooded it,
and ebbed away, leaving her paler than before.

“I am quite strong enough,” she replied, coldly,
‘““to sustain such cares as fall to my lot.”

The competitors for the- second rifle match were
now on the ground, and the conversation dropped.
There were but four this time — Lord Castletowers,
Sir Charles Burgoyne, Major Vaughan, and Lieutenant
Torrington. Having five shots each, they fired alter-
nately, one shot at a time, in their order as they stood
— Vaughan first, Torrington second, Castletowers third,
and Burgoyne fourth. It became evident, after the first
two rounds, that Vaughan, although a good marksman,
was inferior to both Castletowers and Burgoyme, and
that Torrington was nowhere. Miss Hatherton and
Miss Colonna were the only two ladies who could follow

Half a Million of Money. I 19
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the shots, or understand the scoring; and this they did
with a degree of interest quite incomprehensible to the
rest. As the end drew near, and it became evident
that the victory lay between Burgoyne and the Earl,
Miss Hatherton's excitement knew no bounds.

“Ten to one on Lord Castletowers,” she exclaimed.
“See how cool he is! See how steadily he brings up
his gun — ten to one, gloves or guineas —. Will
nobody take me? In the bull's-eye I vow! Beat that,
Sir Charles, if you can!”

“He will not beat it,” said Olimpia, in alow, earnest
voice.

Miss Hatherton glanced at her again; but scarcely
for a second. She was too deeply intérested in -the
next shot to care much about anything else just then.
But she saw Olimpia’s parted lips, and the outlooking
light in her eyes, and thought of both afterwards.

Up to this point, Lord Castletowers had made three
bull’s-eyes and two centres, scoring a total of eighteen.
Sir Charles had made two bull’s-eyes and two centres,
scoring a total of fourteen. The next shot would be
his fifth and last. If he hit the bull's-eye it would be
tie between Castletowers and himself, and they would
have to fire again to decide the victory; but if he scored
less than four, the Earl must win. )

There was a moment of intense suspense. Sir
Charles brought up his gun very slowly, took aim twice
before he fired, and delivered an excellent shot just
outside the line dividing the bull’s-eye from the centre.
He had lost by the sixteenth of an inch,

The spectators round the ropes set up a faint re-
spectful shout in their squire’s honour; the non-com-
petitors rushed up to the target in an excited way;
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and Saxon too well pleased to care for the moment
whether Burgoyne heard him or not, shook his friend
by both hands, exclaiming:

“I1 am so glad, Castletowers — so heartily glad! I
did wish you to win those pistols!”

Miss Colonna’s smile was cold and indifferent enough
when the Earl presented himself to receive his prize;
but her hand trembled, and Miss Hatherton's sharp
eyes saw it.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
How a fair Lady gave her True Knight a Guerdon.

THE long jump was jumped, and the hundred yards
race was run -— Mr. Guy Greville winning the first
by four inches, and Major Vaughan the second by four
yards; and only the great race remained to be con-
tested. In the meanwhile, half an hour was allowed
for rest and refreshments. The gentlemen thronged
to the platform in a mongrel costume, made up of
flannel trousers, parti-coloured Jerseys, and overcoats
of various descriptions; so that they looked like cricket-
ing men below and boating men above. Servants
glided solemnly about with Madeira and biscuits. The
ladies congratulated the victors, and the victors con-
gratulated each other. The spectators outside the ropes
strolled about respectfully, and did a little subdued
betting among themselves; and the conversation on the
platform was broken up into cdteries. One of these
consisted of Lady Arabella Walkingshaw, Lady Castle-
towers, and her son.

“Vaughan ran well, didn’t he?” said the Earl
“I thought at one moment that Greville would have

19%
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out-paced him; but Vaughan had better wind, and
steady did it.”

“You would do well, Gervase, to reserve your
sporting phraseology for your male friends,” said Lady
Castletowers, coldly. “You forget that ladies do not
appreciate its full point and vigour.”

“I beg your pardon, my dear mother; but it comes
so naturally when sport is the topic of conversation,”
replied her son. “I hope you are amused, Lady Ara-
bella?”

“Oh yes, thank you — when you don't fire.”

“There is, at all events, nothing undignified in
firing,” observed the Countess.

“I hope you do not think our athletic games un-
dignified, mother?” said the Earl.

“For gentlemen, certainly. For boys, or peasants,
not at all.”

‘“But a gentleman has as many and as good muscles
as a peasant. A gentleman values strength and speed
as much, and sometimes more, than he values Greek
and Latin; but like Greek and Latin, strength and
speed must be kept up by frequent practice.”

“I have no wish to argue the question,” said Lady
Castletowers. “It is enough that I set a higher value
on skill than force, and that it gives me no gratifica-
tion to see half-a-dozen gentlemen racing round a piece
of sward for the entertainment of a mob of gamekeepers
and ploughmen.”

“Nay — for our own entertainment and yours,
dearest mother,” replied the young man gently. “We
have never yet shut our park-gates on these good
people; but their presence goes for nothing in what we
do to-day.”
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He spoke very deferentially, but with a faint flush
of annoyance on his face, and passed on to where Miss
Hatherton was chatting with Saxon Trefalden.

“It will be a long time,” she said, ‘before I can
forgive you for my disappointment of this morning.
You could have beaten everybody at everything, if you
had pleased. It was an absurd piece of Quixotism,
and I am very angry with you for it. There —
don't attempt to deny it. Lord Castletowers has
confessed, and it i8 of no use for you to plead not
gllﬂty.”
“Lord Castletowers never saw me leap a foot or
run a yard in his life,” said Saxon emphatically. ‘“He
knows nothing of what I can or cannot do.”

“I am here to answer for myself,” said the Earl,
laying his hand on the young man’s shoulder. *“And
I do know that you can put a bullet through a shifting
weathercock at five hundred yards.”

“A mere trick!”

“Not so. 8kill is no more to be confounded with
trickery than pocket-picking with legerdemain. I am
entirely of Miss Hatherton’s opinion, and am certain
you could have beaten us all round if you had chosen
to take the trouble.”

“You will find out your mistake presently, when
you have all left me in the rear,” said Saxon, a little
impatiently; “I would recommend no one to bet upon
me.”

“I mean to bet upon you, Mr. Trefalden,” said
Miss Hatherton.

“Pray don’t; you will be sure to lose your money.”

“I don'’t believe it; or if I do, T shall call upon
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you to pay my debts, for I shall be certain you have
lagged behind on purpose.”

At this moment one or two of the others came up,
and the conversation turned upon the p: ing con-
tests.

“Mr..Trefalden,” said Miss Colonna, “will you be
kind enough to tell me how many times you have to
make the circuit of the ground, in this one-mile race?”

Miss Colonna’s chair stood next to Miss Hatherton's,
but was placed about half-a-foot in advance, by right
of her prerogative. As she turned to address him,
Saxon dropped out of the heiress’s cbterie, and, moving
round by the back of her chair, replied:

“Exactly six times, Mademoiselle.”

“Will you come round to this side, Mr. Trefalden?”
said Olimpia, in & low tone, “I have something to say
to you.”

Not without some vague sense of surprise, the
young man passed on behind the second chair, and
presented himself at Miss Colonna’s left hand.

“You are really going to contest this one-mile race,
are you not?” she asked.

“I have entered my name with the rest,” replied
Saxon.

“Then you mean, of course, to win if you can?”

8axon looked embarrassed.

“I have entered my name,” said he, “but I am not
sure that I shall run, for all that. Somebody must act
as judge; and I prefer not to race if I can help it.”

“But I particularly prefer that you should race,
Mr. Trefalden,” said Olimpia, dropping her voice to a
still lower key; “I want you to win me that purse of
twenty guineas for my dear Italy.”
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“It will be yours, and Italy’s, Mademoiselle, who-
ever wins it.”

“I know that, Mr. Trefalden.”

“Then what difference can it make whether I,
or another, carry off the prize?” said Saxon, won-
deringly.

“It does make a difference,” replied Olimpia, lifting
her eyes suddenly to his.

Saxon felt fluttered, without knowing why.

““What difference?” faltered he.

“Must I tell you?”

“If — if you please.”

“Will you promise to win for me, if I do?”

“I don’t know — I will try.”

“I ask no more than that. If you really try, I am
confident of victory. Well then, I want you to win
because — I suppose, because I am a woman; and all
women are capricious.”

Saxon looked puszzled.

“I don't think you are capricious,” he said.

“Do you not? Then I am afraid that is because
you are a man; and all men are vain. There is a pair
of maxims for you.”

“Maxims for which I can discover no application,”
replied Saxon laughingly. ‘Why should I be accused
of vanity because I refuse to believe that Mademoiselle
Colonna is guilty of caprice?”

“I am afraid you are very dull to-day, Mr. Tre-
falden, — or very subtle.”

“I know I am not subtle,” said Saxon, ‘“but I must
be dreadfully dull.”

“If your feet do mot outstrip your apprehension,
you will scarcely win the cup. What bell is that?”
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“It's the signal for assembling,” replied Saxon;
“I must go now; and you have not told me after all.”

“But you have promised me that you will try.”

“No, no — my promise was conditional on your
explanation.”

“But have I not told you that women are capri-
cious?”

“What of that?”

“We sometimes value a cowslip from one hand
more than a rose from another; and — and perhaps I
am so capricious as to prefer the Italian cup from
yours. Hark! there is the second bell. Now, go; and
bring me back the prize.”

The tone in which this was said — the gesture,
balf persuasive, half imperious — the dazzling smile
by which it was accompanied, were more than enough
to turn an older head than Saxon Trefalden's. He
stammered something, he scarcely knew what; and his
heart leaped, he scarcely knew why.

“If you do not go at once,” said Miss Colonna,
“you will be too late. Shall 1 give you my glove for
a favour. Be a trne knight, and deserve it.”

Breathless intoxicated, the young man pressed the
glove to his lips, thrust it into his bosom, leaped down
upon the course, and flew to take his place among the
runners. He felt as if his feet were clad in the winged
sandals of Hermes, as if his head touched the clouds,
and the very air were sunshine. It was delightful,
this sense of exaltation and rapture — and quite new.

Not so, however, felt Olimpia Colonna. Saxon had
. no sooner jumped from the platform, than the colour
died out suddenly from her face, and the smile from
her lips. She leaned back in her chair with a look of
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intense pain and weariness, and sighed heavily. There
were three persons observing her; but her thoughts
were very bitter at that moment, and she was quite
unconscious of their scrutiny. Those persons were
Lady Castletowers; Signor Colonna, who had but just
arrived, and was leaning on the back of her chair; and
Miss Hatherton — and neither the look of pain nor
the sigh was lost on either of the three.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Bravo, Antinous!

TaE two Pulteneys stayed out, the one to act as
judge, the other as time-keeper; and the time-kesper
was to give the starting signal by firing a pistol.

In the meanwhile, the eight competitors were
ranged side by side, close under the ladies’ platform,
with the sleeves of their jerseys rolled up above their
elbows, the arms drawn close to their bodies, and
their clenched fists pressed against their chests — all
lithe and eager-looking, like a pack of greyhounds. Of
these, the two tallest and fairest were Saxon Trefalden
and Sir Charles Burgoyne. Sir Charles was the hand-
somer man; but Saxon was a shade the taller, and
something more than a shade broader across the
shounlders.

Well might Miss Hatherton call him the golden-
haired Antinous; only that he was Antinous on a
grander scale than the famous Antinous of the Capitol
— Antinous with Herculean possibilities of strength
and speed.

With the exception of Lord Castletowers, whose
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jersey was of a creamy white, just the tint of his flannel
trousers, the young men were each distingumished by
the colours of their shirts. Saxon’s was striped pink
and white; Burgoyne’s light blue and white; Vaughan's
mauve and white; and so on.

All was ready. The course was clear; the specta-
tors silent; the competitors drawn up, and waiting.
Suddenly, the timekeeper threw up his hand, and fired
in the air. At the same instant, as if shot from his
pistol, the eight runners sprang forward, and the race

They had no sooner started than Saxon took the
lead, running lightly and steadily, with his head well
up, and his curls dancing in the sun. He was obviously
putting but little labour into his running, and yet, at
the first three or four bounds, he had gained a good
ten feet on his companions. Next in order came
Castletowers, Vaughan, and Burgoyne, almost level with
each other; and close after them, Edward Brandonm,
whose slightness of make and length of limb enabled
him to run tolerably well for a short distance; but
whose want of real physique invariably knocked him
up at the end of the first three hundred yards. Tor-
rington, QGreville, and Pelham Hay brought up the
rear. In this order they ran the first round. At the
second turn, however, just as they had neared the
ladies’ platform, Castletowers made a rush to the front,
and passed Saxon by some three or four feet. At the
same instant Vaughan and Burgoyne perceptibly in-
creased their pace, widening the space between them-
selves and the four last at every stride.

And now Brandon, who had for some seconds began
to show symptoms of distress, came suddenly to a stand-
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still; and, being passed by those in the rear, fell, pale
and panting, to the earth.

In the meanwhile, Saxon had in nowise quickened
his pace, or attempted to regain his lead; but kept on
at precisely the same rate throughout the whole of the
second round. Just as they were beginning the third,
however, and at the very point where Castletowers had
made his rush, Saxon, without any apparent effort,
bounded ahead, and again left his friend some three
yards behind.

Torrington, Greville, and Hay now dropped out of
the ranks, one by one, and gave up the contest; leaving
only Saxon and Castletowers, Vaughan and Burgoyne
on the ground. Presently the two latter came into
collision, and went down as if they had been shot, but
were on their feet again in the twinkling of an eye,
and flying on as before.

At the fourth round, Castletowers brought himself
up abreast with Saxon. At the fifth Burgoyne gave
in, and Vaughan flagged obviously; but Castletowers
again dashed forward, and again secured the lead.

A subdued murmur, that broke now and then into
a cheer, ran round the course. Every eye was riveted
upon the runners. Every head turned as they turned,
and was outstretched to follow them. The ladies rose
on the platform, and watched them through their
glasses. There were only three now — a white shirt,
a pink shirt, and a mauve; but white and pink divided
the suffrages of the lookers-on, and nobody cared a
straw for mauve.

Again the circuit was nearly completed, and they
were approaching the stand. The next round would
be the sixth and last. The interest of the moment
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became intense. The murmur swelled again, and be-
came a shout — hats were waved, handkerchiefs
fluttered — even Lady Castletowers leaned forward
with a glow of real excitement on her face.

On they came — the Earl first, in his white jersey,
pale as marble, breathing in short heavy gasps, lips
quivering, brows closely knitted, keeping up his lead
gallantly, but keeping it by dint of sheer pluck and
nervous energy. Saxon next, a little flushed, but light
of foot and self-possessed as ever, as fresh apparently
as when he first started, and capable of running on at
the same steady rate for any number of miles that
might be set before him. Vaughan last — coming up
very heavily, and full twenty yards in the rear.

“Good Heavens!” cried Miss Hatherton, half beside
herself with impatience, “how can he let Lord Castle-
towers keep the lead?”

“Because he cannot help it,” said Olimpia, scorn-
fully triumphant. She had forgotten that Saxon was
her chosen knight, and all her sympathies were with
the Earl.

“Absurd! he has but to put out a little more
speed and he must win. The Earl is nearly — There!
there! did I not tell you so? Bravo, Antinous!”

They passed the platform; and as they passed,
Saxon looked up with an ardent smile, waved his hand
to Olimpia, threw up his head like a young war-horse,
bounded forward as if the winged sandals were really on
his feet, and passed the Earl as easily as a man on horse-
back passes a man on foot. Till this moment the race,
earnest enough for the rest, had been mere play to
him. Till this moment he had mnot attempted to put
out his-speed, or show what he could do. Now he
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flashed past the astonished spectators like a meteor.
His feet seemed scarcely to touch the turf, his body
seemed as if borne upon the air. A great roar of ad-
miration burst from the crowd; and in the midst of the
roar, before Lord Castletowers had got over a third of
the distance, Saxon had made the sixth round, and
passed the winning post by several feet.

“Won by a hundred and eighty yards,” said
Pulteney, timekeeper. ‘‘Last round thirty-one seconds
and a-half. By Jove, sir, though I've seen it myself,
I can scarcely believe it!”

Saxon laughed joyously.

“I could have done it almost as easily,” said he,
“if it had been up hill all the way.”

And what did Olimpia Colonna say to her chosen
knight, when he received the prize from her hands,
only to lay it the next moment at her feet? Doubt-
less she remembered in good time that Saxon was her
chosen knight, and forgot how disloyally her sym-
pathies had strayed from him in the race. Doubtless
her greeting had in it something poisonously sweet,
subtle, intoxicating — to judge, at least, by the light
in his face, as he bowed and turned away.
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CHAPTER XXXVI
Elton House, Kensington.

Mz. Aper Keckwrrce, with William Trefalden’s
private address in his pocket-book, felt much as Adrian
the Fourth may have felt with haughty Barbarossa
prostrate at his feet. He took it for granted that there
was some dark secret at the bottom of his master’s
daily life. He knew quite well that a practical man
like William Trefalden would never take the trouble
to surround himself with mystery unless he had some-
thing to hide, and to that something Abel Keckwitch
believed he now. possessed the key. It never occurred
to him that William Trefalden might possibly object
to let such loquacious stones as copying clerks prate of
his whereabouts, for other than criminal reasons. If
such an idea had been suggested to him, he would
have laughed it to scorn. 8o, to do him justice, would
Mr. Kidd. Both the detective and the lawyer's clerk
were too familiar with the dark side of human nature
to believe for a moment that systematic mystery meant
anything less than undiscovered crime.

8o Abel Keckwitch took his master's address home
with him, fairly written out in Mr. Nicodemus Kidd's
clear business hand, and exulted therein. He was in
no haste to act upon the information folded up in that
little slip of paper. It was not in his nature to be in
haste about anything, least of all about so sweet a dish
as revenge. It must be prepared slowly, tasted a
morsel at a time, and made to last as long as possible.
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Above all, it must be carefully considered beforehand
from every point of view, and be spoiled by no blunder
at starting. 8o he copied the address into his common-
place book, committed it to memory, pondered over it,
gloated over it, and fed his imagination on it for days
before he proceeded to take any fresh steps in the
matter.
“ELTON HOUSE, KENSINGTON.”

Such was the address given to him by Mr. Nico-
demus Kidd. “Elton House, Kensington;” not a word
more — not a word less. It was an address that told
nothing — suggested nothing. “Elton Villa” would
have bespoken a neat, stwccoed anachronism in the
Grmco-Gothic style; “Elton Lodge,” a prim modern
resiflence, with gardens, gates, and a carriage-drive;
“Elton Cottage,” an unassuming little place, shrinking
back from the high road, in a screen of lilacs and
laburnums; but “Elton House” represented none of
these to the mind’'s eye. “Elton House” might be
ancient or modern, large or small, a cockney palace,
or a relic of the old court days. There was nothing
in its name to assist conjecture in any way. Thus
again, the very suburb was perplexing. Of all dis-
tricts round about London, there is none so diverse in
its characteristics as Kensington — none so old in
part, so new in part; so stately here, so squalid there:
so of the country countrified in one direction, so of
the town towny in another. Elton House might par-
take of any of these conditions for aught that one could
gather from its name.

In short, Mr. Abel Keckwitch turned the address
over in his mind much as some people turn their
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letters over, stimulating their curiosity instead of grati-
fying it, and spelling out the motto on the seal instead
of breaking it.

At length he resolved to go over to Kensington
and reconnoitre the ground. Having come to this
determination one Saturday afternoon (on which day,
when practicable, Mr. Trefalden dismissed his clerks
at five o'clock), Abel Keckwitch pushed forward with
his work; closed the office precisely as St. Dunstan’s
clock was striking; and, instead of trudging, as usual,
direct to Pentonville, turned his face westward, and
hailed the first Hammersmith omnibus that came by.

It was a lovely afternqon; warm, sunny, summer-
like. Mr. Trefalden’s head-clerk knew that the park
trees were in all the beauty of their early leafage, and
that the air beyond Charing Cross would be delicious;
and he was sorely tempted to take a seat on the roof.
But prudence prevailed. To risk observation would
be to imperil the very end for which he was working;
so, with a sigh, he gave up the air and the sunshine,
and took an inside place next the door.

The omnibus soon filled, and, once closely packed.
rattled merrily on, till it drew up for the customary
five minutes’ rest at the White Horse Cellar. Then,
of course, came the well-known newsvender with the
evening papers; and the traditionary old lady who has
always been waiting for the last three-quarters of an
hour; and the conductor’s vain appeal to the gallantry
of gentlemen who will #ns¢ go outside to oblige a lady
;stwould prefer, in fact, to see a dozen ladies boiled

This interlude played out, the omnibus rattled on
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again to the corner .of Sloane Street, where several

alighted; and thence proceeded at a sober,
leisurely rate along the Kensington-road, with the
green, broad park lying all along to the right, and row
after row of stately terraces to the left.

“Put me down, conductor,” said Mr. Keckwitch,
‘“at the first turning beyond Elton House.” :

He had weighed every word of this apparently
simple sentence, and purposely waited till the omnibus
was less crowded, before delivering it. He knew that
the Kensmgton—road taken from the point where
nghtsbndge is supposed to end, up to that other
point where Hammersmith is supposed to begin, covers
a fair three miles of ground; and he wanted to be set
down as near as possible to the spot of which he was
in search. But then it was essential that he should
not seem to be looking for Elton House, or going to
Elton House, or inquiring about Elton House in any
way; 80 he worded his little speech with an mgenulty
that was quite masterly as far as it went.

“Elton House, sir?” said the conductor. “Don’t
know it. What's the name of the street?”

Mr. Keckwitch took a letter from his pocket, and
affected to look for the address.

““Ah!” he replied, refolding it with a disappointed
air, “that I cannot tell you. My directions only say,
‘the first turning beyond Elton House'! I am a
stranger to this part of London, myself.”

The conductor scratched his ear, looked puzzled
and applied to the driver.

“Arry,” said he. “Know Elton House?”

Half o Million of Money. I. 20
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“Elton House?” repeated the driver. “Can't say
I do.”

“I think I have heard the name,” observed a young
man on the box.

“I'm sure I've seen it somewhere,” said another on
the roof.

And this was all the information to be had on the
subject.

Mr. Keckwitch’s ingenious artifice had failed. Elton
House was evidently not to be found without enquiry
— therefore inquiry must be made. It was annoying,
but there was no help for it. Just as he had made
up his mind to this alternative, the omnibus reached
Kensington-gate and the conductor put the same
question to the toll-taker that he had put to the
driver.

“Davy — know Elton House?”

The toll-taker — a shaggy fellow, with a fur cap
on his head and a straw in his mouth — pointed with
his thumb over his shoulder, and replied,

“Somewhere down by Slade’s-lane, beyond the
westry.”

On hearing which, Mr. Keckwitch’s countenance
brightened, and he requested to be set down at Slade’s-
lane, wherever that might be.

Slade’s Lane proved to be a narrow, winding ir-
regular by-street, leading out from the high road, and
opening at the' farther end upon fields and market
gardens. There were houses on only one side; and on
the other, high walls, with tree-tops peeping over, and
here and there a side-door.
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The dwellings in Slade’s Lane were of different de-
grees of smallness; scarcely two of the same height;
and all approached by little slips of front garden, more
or less cultivated. There were lodgings to let, evidences
of humble trades, and children playing about the
gardens and door-steps of most of them. Altogether,
a more unlikely spot for William Trefalden to reside
in could scarcely have been selected.

Having alighted from the omnibus at the top of
this street, Mr. Keckwitch, after a hurried glance to
left and right, chose the wall side and walked very
composedly along, taking rapid note of each door that
he passed, but looking as stolid and unobservant as
possible.

The side-doors were mostly painted of a dull green,
with white numerals, and were evidently mere garden
entrances to houses facing in an opposite direetion.

All at once, just at that point where the lane made
a sudden bend to the right and turned off towards the
market gardens, Mr. Keckwitch found himself under
the shadow of a wall considerably higher than the rest,
and close against a gateway flanked by a couple of
stone pillars. This gate occupied exactly the corner
where the road turned, so that it blunted the angle, as
it were, and commanded the lane in both directions.
It was a wooden gate — old, ponderous, and studded
with iron bosses, just wide enough apparently, for
a carrisge to drive through and many feet higher
than it was wide. In it was a small wicket door.
The stone pillars were time-stained and battered, and
looked as if they might have stood there since the

20%
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days when William of Orange brought his Dutch court
to Kensington. In one of them was a plain brass bell-
handle. On both were painted, in faded and half il-
legible letters, the words, “Elton House.”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
Mr. Keckwitch proves himself to be a man of Original Genius.

A rERILL of virtuous satisfaction pervaded Mr.
Keckwitch's respectable bosom at this discovery. He
had gained the first great step, and gained it easily.
The rest would be more difficult; but it was sure to
follow. Besides, he was not the man to be daunted
by such obstacles as were likely to present themselves
in an undertaking of this kind. They were obstacles
of precisely that nature which his slow, dogged, cautious
temperament was best fitted to deal with; and he knew
this. Perhaps, on the whole, he rather liked that there
should be some difficulties in the way, that he might
have the satisfaction of overcoming them. At all events,
they gave an additional zest to the pursuit that he had
in band; and though his hatred needed no stimulus,
Mr. Keckwitch, like most phlegmatic men, was not dis-
pleased to be stimulated.

Sufficient, however, for the day was the triumph
thereof. Here was the gate of Elton House; and only
to have penetrated so far into William Trefalden’s mys-
tery was an achievement of no slight importance. But
the head-clerk was not contented only to see the gate.
He wanted to have a glimpse of the house as well;
and so walked on to the bottom of the lane, crossed
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pver, and returned up the other side. 'The lane, how-
ever, was narrow, and the walls were high; so that,
take it from what point he would, the house remained
invisible. He could see the tops of two or three
sombre-looking trees, and a faint column of smoke
melting away as it rose against the background of blue
sky; but that was all, and he was none the wiser for
the sight. 8o, knowing that he risked observation
every moment that he lingered in Slade’s-lane, he turned
quickly back again towards the market-gardens, and
passed out through a little turnstile leading to a foot-
way shut in by thick green hedges on either side.

He could not tell in the least where this path would
lead him; but, seeing a network of similar walks inter-
‘secting the enclosures in various directions, he hoped
to double back, somehow or another, into the main
road. In the meanwhile, he hurried on till a bend in
the path carried him well out of sight of the entrance
to Slade’s-lane, and there paused to rest in the shade
of an apple-orchard.

It was now about half-past six o’clock. The sun
was still shining; the evening was still warm; the
apple-blossoms filled the air with a delicious perfume.
All around and before him, occupying the whole space
of ground between Kensington and Brompton, lay no-
thing but meadows and fruit gardens, and orchards
heavy with blossoms white and pink. A pleasant,
peaceful scene, not without some kind of vernal beauty
for appreciative eyes.

But Mr. Keckwitch's dull orbs, however feebly ap-
preciative they might be at other times, were blind just
now to every impression of beauty. Waiting there in
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the shade, he wiped the perspiration from his forehead,
recovered his breath as he best could, and thought
only of how he might turn his journey to some farther
account before going back to town. It was much to
have discovered Elton House; but he had yet to learn
what manner of life was led in it by William Trefalden.
It would have been something only to have caught a
glimpse through an open gate, to have seen whether
the house were large or small, cheerful or dismal. He
had expected to find it dull and dilapidated, with half
the windows shuttered up, and the rest all black with
the smoke of many years; and he did not feel inclined
to go away in as much ignorance of these points as
when he left Chancery Lane. Suddenly an idea oc-
curred to him — a very bright, ingenious idea, which
gave him so much satisfaction that he indulged in a
little inaudible laugh, and started forward again quite
briskly, to find his way out of this labyrinth of hedge-
rows and cabbage-gardens.

He had not gone many yards before he came to a
cross road whence more paths branched off in every
direction. Here, however, like a large blue spider in
the midst of his web, stood a portly policeman, from
whom Mr. Keckwitch at once learned his nearest way
to Palace Gardens, and followed it. He asked for
Palace Gardens this time, being anxious to emerge
upon the High Street without again venturing too close
to Slade’s Lane in broad daylight.

Having come out at this point, Mr. Keckwitch went
into the first stationer’s shop that he could see, and
bought a ledger. The stationer had some difficulty in
supplying him, for the ledger he required was of a
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somewhat unusual shape and size. “It must be ob-
long,” he said, “plain ruled, and bound in red leather.”
He would not have it ruled off in columns for ac-
counts, and the stationer had none that were not ruled
in that manner. At last he found one that was quite
plain — & mere oblong book of Bath-post paper bound
in purple cloth, with scarlet leather back and corners;
and with this, although it was not exactly what he
wanted, Mr. Trefalden’s headclerk was forced to con-
tent himself. He also bought a ruler, a small bottle of
ink, and a couple of quill pens, saying that he would
rule the book himself.

It was now striking seven by Kensington church
oclock; and Mr. Keckwitch, who was not used to going
+without his tea, inquired his way to the nearest coffee-
house, which proved to be in Church-street, close by.
It was a modest little place enough; but he made him-
self very comfortable there, establishing himself at a
table at the farther end of the room, calling for lights
and a substantial tea, and setting to work at once upon
the ruling of his ledger. When he had done about a
dozen pages, he divided each into three parts by a
couple of vertical lines, and desired the waiter to bring
him the London Post-office Directory. But he did not
look in it for Elton House. He had searched for that
some days back, and found no mention of it. He
simply opened it at KensinaTroN HieH-STREET, page
four hundred and forty-nine, and proceeded patiently
and methodically to copy out its contents under the
several titles of Name, Address, and Occupation. By
the time that he had thus filled in some four or five
pages, and finished his tea, it was half-past eight
o'clock, and quite dark.
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That is to say, it was quite dark in the sky over
head, but quite brilliant in Kensington Highstreet.
That picturesque thoroughfare was lighted up for the
evening. The shops blazed with gas; the pavements
were crowded; there was a brass band playing at the
public house at the corner; and the very fruit and
oyster-stalls in front of the church were bright with
lanthorns. The place, in fact, was as light as at noon-
day, and Mr. Keckwitch, who wished to avoid obser-
vation, was naturally somewhat disturbed, and a good
deal disappointed. He had, however, made up his
mind to do a certain thing, and he was determined to
go through with it; so he pulled his hat a little more
over his eyes, put his ink-bottle and pens in the breast-
pocket of his coat, tucked his ledger under his arm,
and went boldly out in the direction of Slade’s-lane.

He had observed a baker's shop within a few doors
of the corner where the omnibus had set him down,
and this shop was his present destination. He went in
with the assured step of a man who is about his re-
gular work, touched his hat to a pleasant-looking
woman behind the counter, and said: —

“I am going round, ma'am, for the new Directory.
There's been no change here, I suppose, since last
ye&r?”

“No, sir; no change whatever,” she replied.

Mr. Keckwitch opened his ledger on the counter,
pulled out one of his quill pens, and drew his fat fore-
finger down a certain column of names.

“Wilson, Emma, baker and confectioner,” said
he, reading one of the entries. “Is that quite right,

ma'am?”
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“Fancy bread and biscuit baker, if you please, sir,”
replied Mrs. Wilson, ‘“not confectioner.”

“Thank you, ma'am. Fancy bread and biscuit
baker.”

And Mr. Keckwitch drew his pen through “con-
fectioner,” and substituted Mrs. Wilson's emendation
with a business-like gravity that did him credit.

“I thought the Post-office Directory for this year
was out already, sir,” observed Mrs. Wilson, as he
blotted off the entry, and closed his ledger.

“This is not the Post-office Directory, ma’am,”
said Mr. Keckwitch, calmly. “This is a new Directory
of the Western and South-Western districts.” )

“Oh indeed! a sort of new Court Guide, I sup-
pose?”

“Just so, ma'am. A sort of new Court Guide.

‘Wish you good evenin'.”

“Good evening, sir,” replied Mrs. Wilson, as he
again raised his finger balf-way to the brim of his hat,
and left the shop; he had scarcely passed the threshold,
however, when he paused, and turned back.

“I beg your pardon, ma'am, for troubling you
again,” he said, “but perhaps you can tell me who
lives at Elton House?”

“Elton House?”

“Yes; Elton House in Slade’s-lane. I've been
knocking and ringing there till I'm tired, and can get
no one to come to the gate. Is it uninhabited?”

Mr. Keckwitch said this so naturally, and with such
an air of ill-used respectablity, that detective Kidd him-
gelf would scarcely have doubted the truth of his state-
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ment. As for Mrs. Wilson, she accepted every word
of it in perfect good faith.

“Oh, no,” she replied, “it’s not uninhabited. The
name is Duvernay.”

“Duvernay,” repeated Mr. Trefalden’s head-clerk,
re-opening his ledger, and dipping his pen in Mrs.
Wilson'’s ink. “With your leave, ma’am. A foreign
family, I suppose?”

“I think she is French.”

“And Mr. Duvernay — can you tell me what pro-
fession to enter?” :

“There is no Mr. Duvernay,” said Mrs. Wilson,
with an odd little cough, and a slight elevation of the
eyebrows. ‘‘At least, not that I am aware of.”

Mr. Keckwitch looked up with that dull light in
his eyes that only came to them under circumstances
of strong excitement. Mrs. Wilson looked down, and
coughed again.

“Is the lady a widow?" he asked, huskily.

“I believe she calls herself a widow,” replied Mrs.
Wilson; ‘“but indeed, sir, I can't say what she is.”

“And there’s no gentleman?”

“T didn’t say that, sir.”

“I beg your pardon, I thought I understood so.”

“I said there was no Mr. Duvernay; and no more
there is. But I don't desire to speak ill of my neigh-
bours, and Madam’s a customer.”

Mr. Keckwitch shook his head solemnly.

“Dear! dear!” said he. “Very sad, very sad, in-
deed. A wicked world, ma’am. 8o little real respect-
ability in it.”

“Very true, sir,”
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“Then I suppose I must simply put down Madams
Duvernay, there being no master to the house.”

“I suppose 8o, sir. There is no master that I
know of; at least, no acknowledged master.”

“8till, if there is a gentleman, and he lives in the
house, as I think you implied just now —"

“Oh, sir, I imply nothing,” said the mistress of
the shop, somewhat impatiently, as if she had had
enough of the subject. ‘“Madame Duvernay's doings
are nothing to me; and the gentleman may be her hus-
band for aught I know to the contrary.”

“You cannot give me his name, ma'am?”

“No, sir.” _

“I am sorry for that. I ought to have his name if
he really lives in the house.”

“I cannot give it to you, because I don’t know it,”
said Mrs. Wilson, rather more graciously. “I cannot
even take it upon myself to say that he lives at Elton
House. There is a gentleman there, I believe, very
constantly; but he may be a visitor. I really can't
tell; and it's no business of mine.”

“Nor of mine, if he is only a visitor,” replied Mr.
Keckwitch, again closing his ledger, and preparing to
be gone. “We take no note of visitors, but we're
bound to take note of regular inhabitants. I'm very
much obliged to you ma'am — very much indeed.”

“I'm sure, sir, you're very welcome.”

“Thank you. A little help often goes a long way
in matters of this kind; and it isn’t pleasant to stand
at a gate knocking and ringing for half-an-hour to-

ther.”

“No, indeed; far from it, sir. I can't think what
all the servants were about, to let you do so.”
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“@ood evenin' once more, ma'am.”

“Good evening, sir.”

And Mr. Keckwitch walked out of the shop, this
time without turning back again.

END OF VOL. I.
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CHAPTER L
Despatches from Italy.

“I Love this terrace,” said Miss Colonna; ‘it is so
like the terrace of an Italian house.”

“I am always glad, for that reason, when the
spring is sufficiently advanced to let us put out the
orange trees,” replied Lord Castletowers.

It was shortly after breakfast, and they had all
strolled out through the open windows. The.tide of
guests had ebbed away some days since, and the party
was once more reduced to its former numbers.

“Yes,” said Olimpia, *“the dear old orange trees
and the terra cotta vases go far to heighten the illusion
— 80 long as one avoids looking back at the house.”

“Or round upon the landscape,” suggested Saxon,
smiling; “for these park trees are as English as the
architecture of the house. What is the style, Castle-
towers?"”

“Oh! I don't know. Elizabethan — Tudor —
English-Gothic. I suppose they all mean the same
thing. Shall I cut down my poor old oaks, Miss Co-
lonna, and plant olives and poplars in their place?”

“Yes, if you will give me the Sabine for the Sur-
rey lulls, and an Italian sky over head.”

Hailf a Million of Money. II, 1
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“1 would if I could — I wish it were possible,”
said Castletowers, earnestly.

“Nay, I always see them,” replied Olimpia, with
a sigh. “I see them now — so plainly!”

“But you Italians never have the mal de pays,” said
Saxon.

“How can you tell that, Mr. Trefalden? I think
we have.”

“No, no. You love your Italy; but you do not
suffer in absence as we suffer. The true mal de pays
runs in no blood but the Swiss.”

“You will not persuade me that you love Switzer-
land better than we love Italy,” said Olimpia.

“But I believe we do,” replied Saxon. “Your
amor patrie is, perhaps, a more intellectual passion
than ours. It is bound up with your wonderful his-
tory, your pride of blood and pride of place; but
I cannot help believing that we Swiss do actually
cherish a more intense feeling for our native soil.”

“For the soil?” repeated Castletowers.

“Yes, for the clay beneath our feet, and the peaks
above our heads. Our mountains are as dear to us as
if they were living things, and could love us back
again. They enter into our inner consciousness. They
exercise a subtle influence upon our minds, and uwpon
our bodies through our minds. They are a part of
ourselves.”

“ Metaphorically speaking,” said the Earl.

“Their effects are not metaphorical ,” replied Saxon.

““What are their effects?”

“What we were speaking of just now, the mal de
pays — the sickness in absence.”

“But that is a sickness of the mind,” said Olimpia.
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“Not at all. It is a physical malady.”

“May one inquire how it attacks the patient?”
asked the Earl, incredulously.

“Some are suddenly stricken down, as if by a
coup de solesl. Some fade slowly away. In either case,
it is the inexpressible longing, for which there is no
cure save Switzerland.”

“And supposing that your invalid cannot get away
-— what then?”

“I fear he would die.”

The Earl laughed aloud.

“And I fear he would do nothing of the kind,”
said he. “Depend on it, Trefalden, that is one of
those pretty fictions that everybody believes, and no-
body can prove.”

“My dear Gervase,” said Lady Castletowers, pass-
ing the little group as she returned to the house,
“Signor Colonna is waiting to speak to you.”

Colonna was leaning over the balustrade at the
farther end of the terrace, reading a letter. He looked
up as the Earl approached, and said, eagerly.

“A despatch from Baldiserotti! Garibaldi has sailed
from Genoa in the Pemonte, and Bixio in the Lombardo.
The sword is drawn at last, and the scabbard thrown
away!”

The Earl's face flushed with excitement.

“This is great news,” said he. ‘“When did it come?”

“With the other letters; but I waited to tell it to
you when your mother was not present.”

“Does Vaughan know?”

“Not yet. He went to his room when he left the
breakfast table, and I have not seen him since.”

‘““What is the strength of the expedition?”

1*

y
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“One thousand and sixty-seven.”

“No more?”

“Thousands more; but they have at present mo
means of transport. This is but an advanced guard of
tried men; chiefly old Cacciatorii Genoa is full of
volunteers, all eager to embark.”

“I would give ten years from my life to be among
them,” said Castletowers, earnestly.

The Italian laid his hand caressingly upon the young
man’s arm.

“ Pagiensa, caro,” he replied. “You do good service
here. Come with me to my room. There is work for
us this morning.”

The Earl glanced towards Olimpia and Saxon;
opened his lips as if to speak; checked himself, and
followed somewhat reluctantly.

CHAPTER IIL

A Broken Promise.

Ir must be conceded that Miss Colonna had not
made the most of her opportunities. She had not ac-
tually withdrawn from the game; but she had failed to
follow up her first great move so closely as a less re-
luctant player might have done. And yet she meant
to act this part which she had undertaken. She knew
that, if she did so, it must be at the sacrifice of her
own peace, of her own womanly self-respect. She was
quite aware, too, that it involved a cruel injustice to
Saxon Trefalden. But with her, as with all enthu-
siasts, the greater duty included the less; and she be-
lieved that, although it would be morally wrong to do
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these things for any other end, it would be practically
right to do them for Italy.

If she could not bring herself to lead this generous
heart astray without a struggle — if she pitied the young
man's fate, and loathed her own, and shrunk from the -
path that she was pledged to tread — she did so by
reason of the finer part of her nature, but contrary to
her convictions of duty. For to her, Italy was duty;
and when her instinctive sense of right stepped in, as
it had stepped in now, she blamed herself bitterly.

Bat this morning’s post had brought matters to a
crisis. Her father’s face, as he handed her the des-
patch across the breakfast table, told her that; and she
knew that if she was ever to act decisively, she must
act so now. When, therefore, she found herself alone
with Saxon on the terrace, she scarcely paused to think
how she should begin, but plunged at once into her
task.

“You must not think we love our country less pas-
sionately than the Swiss, Mr. Trefalden,” she said,
quickly. “It needs no mal ds pays to prove the heart
of a people; and when you know us better, you will, I
am sure, be one of the first to acknowledge it. In the
meanwhile, I cannot be happy till I convince you.”

“I am glad you think me worth the trouble of con-
vineing,” replied Saxon.

“How should I not? You are a patriot, and a
republican.”

“That I am, heart and soul,” said Saxon, with
sparkling eyes.

“We ought to have many sympathies in com-

moun.”
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“Why, so we have. We have many. The love
of country and the love of liberty are sympathies in
common.”

“They should be,” replied Olimpia; “but, alasl
. between prosperity and adversity there can be little real
fellowship. ~Yours, Mr. Trefalden, is the happiest
country in Europe, and mine is the most miserable.”

“I wish yours were not so,” said Saxon.

“Wish, instead, that it may not remain so. Wish
that women's tears and brave men’s blood may not be
shed in vain; nor a whole people be trodden back into
slavery for want of a little timely help in the moment
of their utmost need?” .

“What do you mean?” said Saxon, catching some-
thing of her excitement, without knowing why or where-
fore.

“I mean that the work to which my father's whole
life has been given is at last begun. You know —
all the world knows — that Sicily is in arms; but you
have not yet been told that an army of liberation is
assembling in the north.”

“In the north? Then the king of Sardinia —"

“Victor Emmanuel is willing enough to reap the
harvest watered with our blood,” replied Miss Colonna,
impetaously; “but he will not offer us even a hearty
‘Grod-speed’ at present. No, Mr. Trefalden, ours is
an army of volunteers and patriots only — an army of
young, brave, and generous hearts that love Italy and
liberty, and are ready to die for what they lovel”

Beautiful as she was at all times, Saxon had never
seen Olimpia Colonna look so beautiful as when she
spoke these words. He almost lost the sense of what
she said, in his admiration of how she looked while
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saying it. He stammered something unintelligible, and
she went on.

“Garibaldi has sailed for Palermo with an ad-
vanced guard. Volunteers are pouring into Genoa from
Venice and Milan. Subscriptions are being raised on
all hands — in England, in France, in Belgium, in
America. A month hence, and South Italy will be
free, or doubly chained. In the meanwhile we need
help; and for that help we look to every lover of
liberty. You are a lover of liberty — you are a
citizen of a model republic. What will you do for
us?”

“Tell me what to do, and I will do it,” said
Saxon.

“Nay; I might ask too much.”

“You cannot ask more than I will gladly grant.”

Olimpia turned her dazzling smile upon him.

‘“Beware;” said she. “I may take you at your
word. This cause, remember, is more to me than life;
and the men who enlist in it are my brothers.”

Alas! for Saxon’s invulnerability, and his cousin’s
repeated cautions! Alas! for his promises, his good
resolves, and his government stock! He was so far
gone, that he would have shouldered a musket and
stepped into the ranks at that moment to please Miss
Colonna.

“These men,” she continued, “want everything
that goes to make a soldier — save valour. They are
content to accept privation; but they can neither live
without food, nor fight without arms, nor cross from
shore to shore without means of transport. So take
heed Mr. Trefalden, how you offer more than you are
prepared to give. I might say — do you love liberty

i
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well enough to supply some thousands of brave men
with bread, ships, and muskets? And then, what
would be your answer?”

Saxon drew a blank cheque from his purse, and
laid it on the parapet against which she was leaning.
He would have knelt down and laid it at her feet in
open day, but that he had sense enough left to feel
how supremely ludicrous the performance would be.

“There is my answer,” he said.

Miss Colonna's heart gave a great leap of triumph,
and the colour flashed up into her face. She took a
tiny pencil-case from her watch-chain — a mere toy of
gold and jewels — and hastily pencilled some figures
in the corner of the cheque.

“Will you do this for Italy?” she said, in a breath-
less whisper.

“I will double it for you!” replied Saxon, pas-
sionately.

“For me, Mr. Trefalden?”

Saxon was dumb. He feared he had offended her.
He trembled at his temerity, and did not dare to lift
his eyes to her face.

Finding he made no answer, she spoke again, in a
soft, tremulous tone, that would have turned the head
of St. Kevan himself.

“Why for me? What am I that you should do
more for me than my country?”

“I — I would do anything for you,” faltered
Saxon.

‘“Are you sure of that?”

‘“As sure as that ] ——"

He checked himself. He would have said, “as
that I love you,” but he lacked courage to pre-
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nounce the words. Miss Colonna knew it, however, as
well as if he had spoken the words.

“Would you jump into the sea for me, like Schil-
ler's diver?” she asked, with a sudden change of mood,
and a laugh like a peal of silver bells.

“That I would!”

“Or in among the fighting lions, like the Count de
Lorge?”

“I know nothing about the Count de Lorge, but I
would do for you all that a brave man dare do for a
fair lady,” replied Saxon, boldly.

“Thanks,” she said, and her smile became graver
as she spoke. “I think you mean what you say.”

“I do. Indeed I do!”

“I believe it. Some day, perhaps, I shall put
you to the proof.”

‘With this, she gave him her hand, and he —
scarcely knowing what he did, but feeling that he
would cheerfully march up to a battery, or jump out
of a balloon, or lie down in the path of an express
train for her sake — kissed it!

And then he was so overwhelmed by the knowledge
of what he had done, that he scarcely noticed how
gently Miss Colonna withdrew her hand from his, and
turned away.

He watched her across the terrace. She did not
look back. She went thoughtfully forward, thought-
fally and slowly, with her hands clasped loosely to-
gether, and her head a little bent; but her bearing was
not that of a person in anger. 'When she had passed
into the house, Saxon drew a deep breath, stood for
a moment irresolute, and presently swung himself
lightly over the parapet, and plunged into the park.
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His head was in a whirl; and he wandered about
for the first half-hour or so, in a tumult of rapturous
wonder and exultation — and then he suddenly re-
membered that he had broken his promise to William
Trefalden!

In the meanwhile, Olimpia went up to her father’s
study in the turret, and stood before him, pale and
stern, like a marble statue of herself.

Colonna looked up, and pushed his papers aside.

“Well,” he said eagerly, * what speed?”

[ This.”

Saying which, she took a pen, deliberately filled
in double the sam pencilled on the margin, and laid
Saxon’s cheque before him on the table.

CHAPTER III.
The Cause of Liberty.

Hap Saxon been suddenly plunged into a cold
bath, it could scarcely have brought him to his senses
more rapidly than did the remembrance of his broken
pledge, and the thought of what his lawyer cousin
would say to him.

“It isn't as if he hadn’t cautioned me, either,”
said he, half aloud, as he sat himself down, “quite
chopfallen,” at the foot of a great oak, in an un-
frequented hollow of the park. And then one un-
pleasant recollection evoked another, and he remembered
how William Trefalden bhad jested with him about
fetters of flowers, and made him almost angry by so
doing; and how he had boasted of himself as more in-
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vulnerable than Achilles. He also remembered that
hLis cousin had especially inquired whether he had net
yet been called upon to subscribe to the Italian fund,
and had given him much good advice as to what his
conduct should be when that emergency might arise.
To put his name down for a moderate sum, and com-
mit himself to nothing further — those were William
Trefalden's instructions to him; but how had he ob-
served them? How had he observed that other promise
of signing no more large cheques without consulting
his cousin; and what reliance would his cousin place
upon his promises in the future?

Saxon groaned in spirit as he thought of these
things; and the more he thought of them, the more
uncomfortable he became.

He did not care in the least about the money, al-
though he had, in truth, been mulcted of an enormous
sum; but he cared a great deal about breaking his
word, and he saw that it must be broken on the one
hand or the other. He also saw on which hand it was
to be.

He had given the cheque to Miss Colonna, and
Miss Colonna must have the money; there was clearly
no help for that. But then he entertained misgivings
as to the cheque itself, and began to doubt whether he
had anything like balance enough at his banker’s to
meet it. In this case, what was to be done? The
money, of course, must be got; but who was to get it,
and how was the getting of it to be achieved? Would
that mysterious process called “selling out” have to be
gone through?

Saxon puzzled his brains over those abstruse finan-
cial questions till his head ached, but could make no-
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thing of them. At last he came to the very di

able conclusion that William Trefalden was alone
capable of solving the difficulty, and must be consulted
without delay; but at the same time, he did not feel
at all sure that his cousin might not flatly refuse to
help him in the matter. This was a fearful supposi-
tion, and almost drove the young fellow to despair.
For Saxon loved the lawyer in his simple honest way
—not so much, perhaps, for any lovable qualities that
he might imagine him to possess, as for the mere fact
that his cousin was his cousin, and he trusted him. He
had also a vague idea that William Trefalden had
done a great deal to serve him, and that he owed him
a profound debt of gratitude. Anyhow, he would not
offend him for the universe — and yet he was quite
resolved that Miss Colonna should have the full benefit
of her cheque.

Thinking thus, he remembered that he had au-
thorised her to double the amount. What if she should
take him at his word?

“By Jove, then,” said he, addressing a plamp
rabbit that had been gravely watching him from a con-
venient distance for some minutes past, “I can’t help
it, if she does. The money's my own, after all, and I
have the right to give it away, if I choose. Besides,
I've given it in the cause of liberty!”

But his heart told him that liberty had played a
very unimportant part in the transaction.
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CHAPTER 1V.
A Council of War.

In the meanwhile, a general council was being
held in the octagon turret. The councillors were Signor
Colonna, Lord Castletowers, and Major Vaughan, and
the subjects under discussion were Baldiserotti's des-
patch and Saxon Trefalden's cheque.

The despatch was undoubtedly an important one,
and contained more stirring news than any which had
transpired from Italy since the Napoleonic campaign;
but that other document, with its startling array of
numerals, was certainly not less momentous. In Major
Vaughan'’s opinion it was the more momentous of the
two; and yet his brow darkened over it, and it seemed
to the two others that he was not altogether so well
pleased as he might have been.

Castletowers was genuinely delighted, and as much
surprised as delighted.

“It is a noble gift,” said he. “I had not dreamed
that Trefalden was so staunch a friend to the cause.”

“] was not aware that Mr. Trefalden had hitherto
interested himself about Italy in any way,” observed
Major Vaughan, coldly.

“Well, he has interested himself now to some pur-
pose. Besides, he has but just come into his fortune.”

Signor Colonna smoothed the cheque as it lay be-
fore him on the desk, filled in the date, crossed it, and
inserted his own name as that of the person to whom
it was payable.
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“I wonder what I had better do with it,” said he,
thoughtfully.

“With what?” asked the Earl.

Colonna pointed to the cheque with the feather
end of his pen.

“Why, cash it, of course, and send the money off
without delay.”

The Italian smiled and shook his head. He was
a better man of business than his host, and he foresaw
some of those very difficulties which were the cause of
so much perplexity to Saxon himself.

“It is not always easy to cash large sums,” said
he. “I must speak to Mr. Trefalden before I do any-
thing with his cheque. Is he in the house?”

To which the Earl replied that he would see; and
left the room.

After he was gone, Vaughan and Colonna went
back to the despatch, and discussed the position of
affairs in Sicily. Thence they passed on to the ques-
tion of supplies, and consulted about the best means of
bestowing Saxon’s donation. At last they agreed that
the larger share should be sent out in money, and the
rest expended on munitions of war.

“It's a heavy sum,” said the dragoon. “If you
want a messenger to take it over, I am at your ser- |
vice.”

“Thanks. Can you go the day after to-morrow?”

“To-night, if you like. My time is all my own
just now. By the way, who is Mr. Trefalden’s
banker?” ‘

He put out his hand for the cheque as he said this,
and Colonna could not do otherwise than pass it to

\
|
1
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him. After examining it for some moments in silence,
he gave it back, and said; —

‘ Are those his figures, Signor Colonna? I see they
are not yours.”

To which the Italian replied very composedly,

“No, they are Olimpia's.”

Major Vaughan rose, and walked over to the
window.

“I shall ask Bertaldi to give me something to do,
when I am out there,” he said, after a brief pause. “I
have had no fighting since I came back from India,
and I am tired to death of this do-nothing life.”

“Bertaldi will be only too glad,” replied Colonna.
“One experienced officer is worth more to us now than
a squadron of recruits.”

The dragoon sighed impatiently, and pulled at the
ends of his moustache. It was a habit he had when -
he was ill at ease.

“I'm sorry for Castletowers,” he said, presently.
“He'd give his right hand to go over with me, and
have a shot at the Neapolitans.”

“T know he would; but it cannot be — it must not
be. I would not countenance his going for the world,”
replied the Italian, quickly. “It would break his
mother's heart.”

“It never entered into the sphere of my calcula-
tions that Lady Castletowers had a heart,” said Major
Vaughan. “But you have enjoyed the advantage of
her acquaintance longer than I have, so I defer to your
better judgment.”

At this moment the door opened, and the Earl
came in alone.
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“I can't find Trefalden, anywhere,” said he. “I
have looked for him all over the house, in the stables,
and all through the gardens. He was last seen on the
terrace, talking to Miss Colonna, and nobody knows
what has become of him since.”

‘“He's somewhere in the park, of course,” said
Colonna.

“I don’t think so. I met my mother as I came in.
She has been wandering about the park all the morn-
ing, and has not seen him.”

“If I were you, Castletowers, I'd have the Slane
dragged,” said Major Vaughan, with a short, hard laugh.
‘“He has repented of that cheque, and drowned himself
in a paroxysm of despair.”

. “What nonsense!” said Colonna, almost angrily;
but he thought it odd, for all that, and so did the
Earl.

CHAPTER V.

The Mausoleum.

THERE was a very curious object in Castletowers-
park, the shape of which was like a watchman’s
lanthorn, and the material grey granite. It stood on a
little eminence in a retired corner of the domain, was
approached by a double row of dwarf cypresses, about
three feet and a half in height, and enshrined the last
mortal remains of a favourite hunter belonging to the
late Earl. It was called “the mausoleum.”

A more hopelessly ugly edifice it would be difficult
to conceive; but the late Earl had intended it to be
a model of elegant simplicity, and had wasted some
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bundreds upon it. Being abroad when his old horse
died, he scrawled a rough outline of the Temple of
Vesta on a sheet of foreign note-paper, and sent it up
to his steward, with instructions to hand it over for exe-
cution to a Guildford stonemason. But the Earl was
no draughtsman, and the stonemason, who had never
heard of the Temple of Vesta in his life, was no genius;
and thus it happened that the park at Castletowers
came to be disfigured by an architectural phenomenon
compared with which the toll-houses on Waterloo
Bridge were chaste and classic structures. The Earl,
however, died at Naples, in happy ignorance of the
deed that had been done, and his successor had not
thought it worth while to pull the building down.

‘When Saxon rose from his seat under the great
oak, it was yet so early that he was tempted to prolong
his walk. So he went rambling on among the ferns,
watching the rabbits, and thinking of Miss Colonna,
til he found himself, quite suddenly, at the foot
of the little eminence on which the mausoleum was
built.

It so happened that, although he had been more
than ten days at Castletowers, he had never before
strayed into this particular corner of the park. The
phenomenon was consequently a novelty in his eyes,
and he walked round it wonderingly, contemplating its
ugliness from every side. He then went up and tried
the door, which was painted to look like green bronze,
and studded all over with great hexagonal bosses. It
swung back, however, quite easily, and Saxon walked
in.

The place was so dark, and the day outside was so
brilliant, that for the first few moments he could see
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nothing distinctly. At length a dumpy pillar on a
massive square base came into view in the centre of
the building, and Saxon saw by the inscription carved
upon it (in very indifferent Latin) that the object of
all this costly deformity was a horse. And then he
sat down on the base of the column, and contemplated
the mausoleum from within.

It was, if possible, uglier inside than outside; that
is to say, the resemblance to a lanthorn was more per-
fect. The dumpy column looked exactly like a gigantic
candle, and the very walls were panelled in granite in
a way that suggested glass to the least imaginative
observer. Had the stonemason possessed but a single
grain of original genius, he would have added a fine
bold handle in solid granite to the outside, and made
the thing complete.

‘While Saxon was thinking thus, and lazily criti-
cising the late Earl's Latin, he suddenly became aware
of a lady coming slowly up between the cypresses.

He thought at first that the lady was Miss Colonna,
and was on the point of stepping out to meet her; but
in almost the same instant he saw that she was a
stranger. She was looking down as she walked, with
her face so bowed that he could not see her features
distinctly; but her figure was more girlish than Miss
Colonna’s, and her step more timid and hesitating. She
seemed almost as if she were counting the daisies in
the grass as she came along.

Saxon scarcely knew what to do. He had risen
from his seat, and now stood a little way back in the
deep shadow of the mausoleum. While he was yet
hesitating whether to come forward or remain where
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he was, the young lady paused and looked round, as
if expecting some one.

She had no sooner lifted up her face than Saxon
remembered to have seen it before. He could not for
his Life tell when or where; but he was as confident of
the fact as if every circumstance connected with it were
fresh in his memory.

She was very fair of complexion, with soft brown
hair, and large childlike brown eyes — eyes with just
that sort of startled, pathetic expression about them
which one sees in the eyes of a caged chamois. Saxon
remembered even that look in them — remembered
how that image of the caged chamois had presented
itself to him when he saw them first — and then, all
at once, there flashed upon him the picture of a railway
station, an empty train, and a group of three persons
standing beside the open door of a second-class car

Yes; he recollected all about it now, even to the
amount he had paid for her fare, and the fact that the
lost ticket had been taken from Sedgebrook Station.
Involuntarily, he drew back still further into the gloom
of the mausoleum. He would not have shown himself,
or have put himself in the way of being thanked, or
paid, for the world.

Then she sighed, as if she were weary or disap-
pointed, and came a few steps nearer; and as she con-
tinued to advance, Saxon continued to retreat, till she
was nearly at the door of the mausoleum, and he had
got quite round behind the pillar. It was like a scene
upon a stage; only that in this instance the actors were
improvising their parts, and there were no spectators to
see them.

%
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Just as he was speculating upon what he should
do if she came in, and asking himself whether it would
not be better, even now, to walk boldly out and risk
the chances of recognition, the young lady decided the
question for him by sitting down on the threshold of
the building.

Saxon was out of his perplexity now. He was a
prisoner, it was true; but his time was all his own, and
he could afford to waste it in peeping from behind a
pillar at the back of a young lady’s bonnet. Besides,
there was an air of adventure about the proceeding
that was quite delightful, as far as it went.

8o he kept very quiet, scarcely daring to breathe
for fear of alarming her, and amused himself by con-
jecturing what imaginable business could bring Miss
Riviére of Camberwell to this particular corner of Castle-
towers Park. Was it possible, for instance, that the
Earl had been insane enough to have the phenomenon
photographed, and was she about to colour the photo-
graph on the spot? The idea was too monstrous to be
entertained for a moment? And then the young lady
sighed again — such a deep-drawn, tremulous, melan-
choly sigh, that Saxon’s heart ached to hear it.

It was no sigh of mere fatigue. Unlearned as he
was in man and womankind, he knew at once that such
a sigh could only come from a heart heavily laden.
And so he fell to wondering what her trouble could be,
and whether he could help, in any anonymous way, to
lighten it for her. 'What if he sent her a hundred-
pound note in a blank envelope? She looked poor, and
even if —

But at this point his meditations were broken in
upon. A shadow darkened the doorway; Miss Riviére




WHAT SAXON HEARD IN THE MAUSOLEUM. 21

rose from her seat upon the threshold; and Lady
Castletowers stood suddenly before Saxon's astonished
eyes.

CHAPTER VI
‘What Saxon heard in the Mausoleam.

Lapy CasTLETOWERS was the first to speak; and
her voice, when she spoke, was measured and haughty.

“You have requested to see me again, Miss Riviére,”
she said.

“I have been compelled to do so,” was the almost
inaudible reply.

“And I have come here at your request.”

Lady Castletowers paused, as if for some acknow-
ledgment of her condescension in having done so; but
no acknowledgment came.

“I must, however, beg you to understand quite
distinctly that it is for the last time,” she said, pres-
ently. “It is impossible that I should hold any further
communication with you otherwise than by letter, and
then only at stated periods, as heretofore.”

The young lady murmured something of which
Saxon could not distinguish a syllable.

“Then you will oblige me by saying it at once,
and as briefly as possible,” replied Lady Castletowers.

Saxon felt very uncomfortable. He knew that he
ought not to be there. He knew this to be a strictly
private conversation, and was quite aware that he ought
not to overhear it, and yet what was he to do? He
could still walk out, it was true, and explain his in-
voluntary imprisonment; but he had an instinctive feel-
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ing that Lady Castletowers would not have come to
meet Miss Rividre in the park if she had not wished
to keep the meeting secret, and that his presence there,
however well he might apologise for it, would cause
her ladyship a very disagreeable surprise. Or he
might stop his ears, and so be, virtually, as far away
as in his London chambers; but then he felt certain
that this young girl whom he had assisted once before,
was now in some great trouble, and he longed to know
what that trouble was, that he might assist her again.
So, as these thoughts flashed through his mind, Saxon
concluded to stay where he was, and not to stop his
ears — at least for the present.

Lady Castletowers had requested Miss Rivitre to
state her business at once, and also to state it briefly;
but it seemed as if the task were strangely difficult, for
the girl still hesitated.

At length she said, with a kind of sob: —

“Lady Castletowers, my mother is very ill.”

And then Saxon could see that she was weeping.

“Do you mean that your mother is dying?” asked
the Countess, coldly.

“No; but that she must die, if the necessary means
are not taken to save her.”

“What do you mean by the necessary means?”

“Doctor Fisher says that she must go to some place
on the Italian coast — to Nice, or Mentone,” replied
the girl, making a great effort to steady her voice, and
keep her tears from falling. “He thinks she may live
there for years, with care and proper treatment;
but —”

“Why not here, with care and proper treatment?”
said Lady Castletowers.
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“He says this variable climate is killing her —
that she is dying day by day, as long as she remains
in it.”

“It is her native climate,” said Lady Castletowers.

“Yes — but she was so young when she left it;
and she has lived so many, many years of her life
abroad.”

((Well?”

The girl lifted up her face, all pale and tearful as
it was, and looked at her — just looked at her — but
said never a word. It was not an indignant look —
nor an imploring look — nor even a reproachful look;
but it was, at all events, a look that Lady Castletowers
seemed to understand, for she replied to it, and the
reply, though spoken as haughtily as ever, had in it
something of the nature of an apology.

“You are aware,” she said, “that your mother's
annuity is paid out of my own private means, and
without my son’s knowledge. And my private means
are very small — go small, that I find it difficult to
meet even this obligation, inconsiderable as it is.”

“But you will not let her die, Lady Castletowers!
You cannot — you will not let her die!”

And the young girl wrung her hands together, in
the passionate earnestness of her appeal.

Lady Castletowers looked down, and seemed as if
she were tracing patterns on the turf with the end of
her parasol.

““What sum do you require?” she said, slowly.

“Doctor Fisher said about thirty pounds —"

“Impossible! I will try to give you twenty pounds
for this purpose: in fact, I will promise you twenty
pounds; but I cannot do more.”
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Miss Rividre was about to speak; but the Countess
slightly raised her hand, and checked the weords upon
her lips.

“The annuity,” she said, shall be paid, as usual,
into the hands of whatever foreign banker you may
indicate; but I beg you both to understand that I
must be troubled with no more applications of this
kind.”

The girl's cheek glowed with sudden indignation.

“You will be troubled with none, madam,” she said.
“Had there been any other persomn in the world to
whom I could have applied for aid, I should not have
claimed your assistance now.”

. Her eye dilated, and her lip trembled, and she said
it firmly and proudly — as proudly as Lady Castle-
towers herself might have done. But the Countess
passed her as if she had not spoken, and swept down
the little avenue of cypresses, without taking any further
notice of her presence.

Miss Riviére continued to stand in the same proud
attitude till the last gleam of her ladyship’s silken skirts
had disappeared among the trees. And then her strength
suddenly gave way, and she sat down again upon the
gloomy threshold, and sobbed as if her heart were
breaking.
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CHAPTER VIL
The Art of Selling Out.

Ir was no wonder that Saxon could not be found
when he was wanted, or that it was late before he re-
turned to the house. His imprisonment lasted alto-
gether more than an hour; and when Miss Riviére at
length rose and went away, he took a long walk round
in another direction, in order that he might be able to
account for his absence.

He bad no sooner made his appearance, however,
in the drawing-room, than the Earl carried him off to
Signor Colonna’s study, and there left him. The
Ttalian met him with outstretched hands; and Olimpia,
who was writing busily, looked up and smiled as he
came in.

“What am I to say to you, Mr. Trefalden?” ex-
claimed Colonna. “How shall I thank you?”

“Pray don’t mention it,” said Saxon, shyly.

“How can I help mentioning it? An act of such
munificence —"

“I should be so much obliged to you,” interrupted
Saxon, “if you would say nothing about it.”

“You may compel me to silence, Mr. Trefalden;
but every true heart in Italy will thank you.”

“I hope not, because I don’t deserve it. I did it
to — to please Miss Colonna.”

“Then I hope that you at least permitted her to
thank you as you deserve to be thanked, Mr. Tre-
falden,” said the Italian, as he glanced smilingly from
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the one .to the other. *“And now will you pardon me
if I ask you & question?”

“I shall be happy to answer a thousand.”

“You have given us your ‘cheque for a very large
sum,” said Colonna, taking the paper from his desk,
and glancing at it as he spoke. “For so large a sum,
that I have almost doubted whether your banker will
cash it ‘on presentation. It is unusual, at all events,
for even millionnaires like yourself, Mr. Trefalden, to
keep so many loose thousands at their banker’s. May
I ask if you have given this a thought?”

Saxon stared hard at the cheque across the table,
and wondered whether Olimpia had really doubled it
or not; but the slope of the desk prevented him from
seeing the figures distinctly.

“I have thought of it,” he replied, with a troubled
look, “and — and I am really afraid —"

“That your balance will be found insufficient to
cover it,” added Colonna, entering a brief memorandum
on the margin of the cheque. “It is fortunate that I
asked the question.”

“T am very sorry,” stammered Saxon.

“Why so? It is a matter of no importance.”

“I was afraid —" i

“I do not know, of course, how your money is
placed,” said Signor Colonna, “but I should suppose
you will have no "difficulty in transferring to Drum-
mond’s whatever amount may be necessary.”

“It's in Government stock — that is, a great part
of it,” replied Saxon, mindful of the New Over-
land m%oute Railway and Steam Packet Company,
Limited.



THE ART OF SELLING OUT. 27

“Oh, then you will only have to sell out. Nothing
easier.”

Nothing easier, indeed! Poor Saxon!

“You may have to go up to town, however,” added
Colonna. “By the way, who is your stockbroker?”

But Saxon did not even know what a stockbroker
was.

“My cousin manages my money for me,” said he;
“I must go to him about it.”

“Mr. Trefalden of Chancery Lane?”

(lYes.” .

Signor Colonna and his daughter exchanged glances.

“I do not see that you need trouble your cousin this
time,” said the Italian, after a moment's hesitation.

“Why not?”

‘“‘Because a lawyer has nothing to do with the trans-
fer of stock. He can only employ a stockbroker for
you; and why should you not employ a stockbroker
for yourself? It is more simple.”

“I don't think my cousin William would like it,”
said Saxon, hesitatingly.

“Pray pardon me, but is it well that you should
defer so much to his opinion? Might it not lead him
to think himself privileged to establish some sort of
censorship over your actions?”

Saxon was silent. He knew that his cousin had
already established that censorship, and that he had
submitted to it. But he did not feel inclined to
acknowledge it.

“The present,” said Signor Colonna, “is a case in
point. Your cousin is no hearty friend to our cause.
He never gave sixpence to Italy in his life, and he
will surely regard this noble gift of yours from an
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adverse point of view. Why then place the matter
before him? If he disapproved you would not withdraw

your donation ——"

“Of course not!” exclaimed Saxon, hastily.

“And you would offend him if you persisted. Be
advised by me, my dear Mr. Trefa.lden, and act for
yourself.

“But I don't know how to act for myself,” said
Saxon.

“I will put you in the way of all that. I will in-
troduce you to my friend, Signor Nazzari, of Austin
Friars. ~He is an Iialian Jew — & stockbroker by
profession — and worthy of whatever confidence you
may be disposed to place in him.”

Saxon thanked him, but his mind was ill at ease,
and his face betrayed it. He was sorely tempted by
Signor Colonna’s proposition. He shrunk from telling
his cousin what he had done, and he knew that William
Trefalden would be ten times more annoyed than he
was by the Greatorex transaction; but, on the other
hand, he abhorred deceit and double-dealing.

“But won't it seem like a want of confidence in
William ?”’ he said, presently. “I won't do what's un-
derhand, you know. I'd endure anything sooner.”

Signor Colonna, who had been writing his country-
man's address on a slip of paper, looked up at this and
laid his pen aside.

“My dear sir,” he said, “I but advise you to do
as other gentlemen do in your position. No lawyer
does stockbroker’s work.”

“That may be, and yet ——"

“You might as reasonably send for your lawyer if
you were ill. He could but call in a physician to cure
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you, as he would now call in a stockbroker to sell
your stock.”

“I wish I knew what I ought to do!” ejaculated
Saxon.

The Italian glanced impatiently towards his daughter;
but Olimpia went on writing, and would not look up.
She knew quite well that her father ,wanted her to
throw in the weight of her influence, but she had
resolved to say nothing. The great work was hers to
do, and she had done it; but she would not stoop to
the less. So Colonna went back, unaided; to the charge,
and argued till Saxon was, if not convinced, at least
persuaded.

And then it was arranged that Saxon and Vaughan
should go up to town together on the following day —
the millionnaire to sell out his money, and the dragoon
to dispose of it as Signor Colonna might direct.

CHAPTER VIIIL
‘What Happened the Evening Before.

THE morning was cold and grey, quite unlike the
glowing golden mornings by which it had been preceded
for the last fortnight, as Saxon Trefalden and Major
Vaughan sped up to London by the fast train that left
Sedgebrook station at 9.45.

They were alone in the compartment, sitting silently
face to face, each busy with his own thoughts. The
landscape was dull outside. A low mist shrouded the
pleasant Surrey hills, the steam hung in the damp air
for a quarter of a mile behind the flying train, and the
plumy elms that came in places almost to the verge of
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the line, looked ghost-like and shadowy, It was such
a day as French authors love to describe when they
write of England and the English — a day when the
air is heavy and the sky is grey, and Sir Smith (young,
rich, handsome, but devoured with the spleen) goes out
and cuts his throat on Primrose Hill.

Dreary as the day was, however, these two travellers
were no less dreary. Saxon'’s thoughts were troubled
enough, and Vaughan's were all gloom and bitterness.
As he sat there, knitting his brows, gnawing the ends
of his long moustache, and staring down at the mat
between his feet, he was going over something that
happened the evening before in Lady Castletowers’
drawing-room — going over it, word for word, look
for look, just as it happened — going over it for the
hundredth time, and biting it into memory deeper and
sharper with every repetition.

This was what it was, and how it happened.

Dinner was over, coffee had been handed round,
and Major Vaughan had made his way to a quiet
corner under a lamp, where Olimpia sat reading. He
remembered quite well how the light fell on her face
from above, and how she looked up with a pleasant
smile as he sat down beside her.

They fell into conversation. He asked first if he
might be forgiven for disturbing her, and then if she
had any commands for Italy. To which she replied
that her only commands concerned himself; that he
should fight bravely, as, indeed, she had no need to
tell so daring a soldier, and come back safe when the
cause was won. Whereupon, the thing that he had
resolved never to say rose all at once to his lips, and
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he asked if there would be any hope for him when
this had come to pass.

“Hope?” she repeated. ‘“Hope for what, Major
Vaughan?”

And then, in a few strong, earnest words, he told
her how he loved her, and how, to win her, he would
endure and dare all things; but she, looking at him
with a sort of sad surprise, replied that it could
never be.

He bhad never dreamed that it could be. He had
told himself a thousand times that he was mad to love
her; that he should be ten times more mad to declare
his love; and yet, now that the words were spoken, he
could not bring himself to believe that they had been
spoken in vain.

So, with an eager trembling of the voice that he
could not control, though he strove hard to do so, he
asked if time would make no difference; and she
answered, very gently and sadly, but very firmly —
[13 None.’,

None! He remembered the very tone in which she
said it — the dropping of her voice at the close of the
word — the sigh that followed it. He remembered,
also, how he sat looking at her hands as they rested,
lightly clasped together, on the volume in her lap —
how white and slender they showed against the purple
binding — and how, when all was said, he longed
to take them in his own, and kiss them once at
parting. Well; it was said, and done, and over now
— all over!

And then he looked out into the grey mists, and
thooght of Italy and the stirring life before him. He
had never cared much for the ‘“cause,” and he now



32 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

cared for it less than ever. Olimpia's eyes had been
the “cause” to him; and, like many another, he had
attached himself to it for her sake alone. But that
mattered little now. He needed excitement; and any
cause for which there was work to be done and
danger to be encountered, would have been welcome
to him.

In the meanwhile, Saxon, sitting in the opposite
corner, had his own troubles to think about. He was
not at all satisfied with himself, in the first place, for
the part he was playing towards his cousin. He could
not divest himself of the idea that he was doing some-
thing “underhand;” and that idea was intolerable to him.
In the second place, he was not quite comfortable with
regard to Miss Colonna. He had not begun exactly
to question himself about the nature of his admiration
for her, or even to speculate upon the probable results
of that admiration; but he had become saddenly aware
of the extent of her power, and was startled at finding
to what lengths he might be carried by his desire to
please her. William Trefalden had said that she was
capable of asking him to take the command of a troop;
but a vague consciousness of how Olimpia was capable
of asking him to do a great deal more than that, had
dawned by this time upon Saxon's apprehension.

And then, besides all this, he could not help think-
ing of his adventure in the mausolenm, and of the
strange interview that he had involuntarily witnessed
between Lady Castletowers and Miss Riviére. The
girl's sorrowful young face haunted him. He wanted
to help her; and he wanted advice as to the best way
of helping her. Above all, he wanted to penetrate the
mystery of her claim on Lady Castletowers. He would
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have given anything to have been able to talk these
things over with the Earl; but that, after what he had
heard, was, of course, impossible. So he pondered and
puzzled, and at last made up his mind that he would
consult his cousin on the subject while he was up in
town.

Thus, absorbed each in his own thoughts, the two
men sped on, face to face, without exchanging a syllable.
They might probably have continued their journey in
silence to the end, if, somewhere about half-way be-
tween Sedgebrook station and Waterloo-bridge, Saxon
bad not chanced to look up and find his companion’s
eyes fixed gloomily upon him.

“Well,” said he, with a surprised laugh, “why do
you look at me in that portentous way? What have
I done?”

““Nothing particularly useful that I am aware of,
my dear fellow,” replied the dragoon. ‘“The question
is not what you Aawe done, but what you may do. I
was wondering whether you mean to follow my ex-
ample?”

“In what respect?”

“In respect of Italy, of course. Are you intending
to join Garibaldi's army?”

“No — that is, I have not thought about it,” re-
plied Saxon. “Is Castletowers going?”

“I should think not. His mother would never con-
sent to it.”

“If he went, I would go,” said Saxon, after a mo-
ment’s pause. ‘“There’s camp-life to see, I suppose;
and fighting to be done?”

“Fighting, yes; but as to the camp life, I can tell
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you nothing about that. I fancy the work out there
will be rough enough for some time to come.”

“I shouldn’t mind how rough it was,” said Saxon,
his imagination warming rapidly to this new idea.

“How would you like to march a whole day with-
out food, sleep on the bare ground in a soaking rain,
with only a knapsack under your head, and get up at
dawn to fight a battle before breakfast?” asked Vaughan.

“I should like it no better than others, I dare say,”
laughed the young man; “but I shouldn’t mind trying
it. I wish Castletowers could go. We've been planning
to make a tour together by-and-by; but a Sicilian cam-
paign would be a hundred times better.”

“If he were as free as yourself, Castletowers would
be off with me to-morrow morning,” said Vaughan;
and then his brow darkened again as he remembered
how, not only Saxon, whom he suspected of admiring
Olimpia Colonna, but the Earl, of whose admiration he
had no doubt whatever, would both remain behind, free
to woo or win her, if they could, when he was far
away. :

It was not a pleasant reflection, and at that moment
the rejected lover felt that he hated them both, cor-
dially.

“Which route do you take?” asked Saxon, all un-
conscious of what was passing in his companion’s mind.

“The most direct, of course — Dover, Calais, and
Marseilles. I shall be in Genoa by eight or nine o’clock
on Sunday evening.”

“And T at Castletowers.”

“How 1is that?” said Vaughan, sharply, “I thought
you said your time was up yesterday?”

“8o it was; but Castletowers has insisted that I
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shall prolong my visit by another week, and so I go
back this evening. How we shall miss you at dinner!”

But to this civility the Major responded only by a
growl.

CHAPTER IX.
William Trefalden explains the Theory of Legal Fictions.

Sianor NazzAri was a tall, spare, spider-like Italian,
who exercised the calling of a stock and share broker,
and rented a tiny office under a dark arch in the midst
of that curious web of passages known as Austin Friars.
He had been prepared for S8axon’s visit by a note from
Colonna, and met him in a tremor of voluble servility,
punctuating his conversation with bows, and all but
prostrating himself in the dust of his office. Flies
were not plentiful in Signor Nazzari's web, and such a
golden fly as Saxon was not meshed every day.

It was surprising what a short time the transaction
took. Colonna might well say nothing was easier.
First of all they went to the Bank of England, where
Saxon signed his name in a great book, after which
they returned to Austin Friars and waited while Signor
Nazzari went somewhere to fetch the money; and then
he came back with a pocket-book full of bank notes
secared round his neck by a steel chain — and the
thing was done.

Thereupon Major Vaunghan solemnly tore up Saxon’s
cheque in the stockbroker’s presence, and received the
value thereof in crisp new Bank of England paper.

“And now, Trefalden,” said he, “fare you well till
we meet in Italy.”

3#
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" re-

“I've not made up my mind yet, remember,
plied Saxon, smiling.

‘“Make it up at once, and go with me in the morn-
ing.”

“No, no; that is out of the question.”

“Well, at all events don’t put it off till the fun is
all over. If you come, come while there’s something
to be done.”

“Trust me for that,” replied Saxon, with a some-
what heightened colour. “I won't share the feasting if
I haven't shared the fighting. Good-by.”

“Good-by.”

And with this, having traversed together the mazes
of Austin Friars and emerged upon the great space in
front of the Exchange, they shook hands and parted.

Saxon turned his face westward, and went down
Cheapside on foot. He was going to Chancery Lane,
but he was in no hurry to reach his destination. He
walked slowly, paused every now and then to look in
a shop window, and took a turn round St. Paul's. He
pretended to himself that he went in to glance at Nel-
son's monument; but he had seen Nelson’s monument
twice before, and he knew in his heart that he cared
very little about it. At length inexorable fate brought
him to his cousin’s door, so he went up the dingy
stairs, feeling very guilty, and hoping not to find the
lawyer at home. On the first landing he met Mr. Keck-
witch with his hat on. It was just one o'clock, and
that respectable man was going to his dinner.

“Mr. Trefalden is engaged, sir, with a client,” said
the head-clerk, to Saxon’s immense relief.

‘“Oh, then you can say that I called, if you please,”
replied he, turning about with great alacrity.
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“But I think the gentleman will be going directly,
sir, if you wouldn’t mind taking a seat in the office,”
added Mr. Keckwitch.

“I— perhaps I had better try to come by-and-by,”
said Saxon, reluctantly.

“As you please, sir, but I'm confident you wouldn't
have to wait five minutes.”

So Baxon resigned himself to circumstances, and
waited.

The clerks were all gone to dinner, and for a few
minutes he had the place to himself. Presently the
door of William Trefalden’s private room was partly
opened — .

“Then you will write to me, if you please,” said
a deep voice; but the owner of the voice, who seemed
to be holding the door on the other side, remained out
of sight.

“You may expect to hear from me, Mr. Behrens,
the day after to-morrow,” replied the lawyer.

“And Lord Castletowers quite understands that the
mortgage money must be forthcoming by the appointed
d‘y? ”

“I have informed him so.”

* Must, Mr. Trefalden. Remember that. I can al-
low no grace. Twenty thousand of the money will
have to go direct to the Worcestershire agent, as you
know; and the odd five will be wanted for repairs,
building, and so forth. It's imperative — quite im-

've'“

“I am fully aware of your necessity for the money,
Mr. Behrens,” was the reply, uttered in William Tre-
falden’s quietest tone; “and I have duly impressed that
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fact upon his lordship. I have no doubt that you will
be promptly paid.”

“Well, I hope so, for his sake. Good morning,
Mr. Trefalden.”

‘“Good morning.”

And with this Mr. Behrens came out into the office,
tollowed by the lawyer, who almost started at sight of
his cousin. -

“You here, Saxon?” he said, having seen his client
to the top of the stairs. “I thought you were at Castle-
towers.”

It would have taken a keener observer than Saxon
to discover that the wish was father to Mr. Trefalden’s
thought; but there was no doubt of the relationship.

“Well, so I am, in one sense,” replied the young
man. “I'm only in town for the day.”

“And what brings you to town only for the day?
Nothing wrong, I hope?”

“Oh, no — nothing at all. I — that is you —"

And Saxon, unpractised in the art of equivocation,
floundered helplessly about in search of a reason that
should be true, and yet not the truth.

“You want to consult me about something, I sap-
pose,” said the lawyer, observant of his perplexity.
“Come into my room, and tell me all about it.”

So they went into the private room, and William
Trefalden closed the double doors.

“First of all, Saxon,” said he, laying his hand im-
pressively on the young man’s shoulder, “I must ask
you a question. You saw that client of mine just now,
and you heard him allude to certain matters of business
as he went out?”

“I did,” replied Saxon; “and I was sorry . .."
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“One moment, if you please. You heard him men-
tion the name of Lord Castletowers?”

(13 Yes-”

“Then I must request you on no account to men-
tion that circamstance to the Earl. It is a matter in
which he is not concerned, and of which there is no
need to inform him.”

“But it seemed to me that he owed twenty-five
thousand . . .” ' )

William Trefalden smiled and shook his head.

“No, no,” said he. “Nothing of the kind. It is a
simple transfer of capital — a private transaction, in
which the Earl's name has been incidentally used; but
only his name. He has nothing to do with it, per-
sonally — nothing whatever.”

113 Bllf. J—

“But you heard only the end of a conversation,
my dear fellow, and you misunderstood the little you
did hear. You understand that this is not to be re-
putd?"

“Yes — I understand,” replied Saxon, doubtfully.

“And I have your promise to observe my request?”

S8axon hesitated.

“I don’t doubt you, cousin William,” he said,
bluntly; *‘though, of course, you know that without
my telling you. But I don’t know how to doubt my
own ears, either. I heard that big, cross-looking old
fellow distinctly say that Castletowers must pay him
twenty-five thousand pounds by the tenth of next
month. What can that mean, if not . . .”

“Listen to me for three minutes, Saxon,” inter-
rupted Mr. Trefalden, good-humouredly. ‘“You have
heard of such things as legal fictions?”
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“Yes; but I don’t understand what they are.”

“Well, legal fictions are legally defined as ‘things
that have no real essence in their own body, but are
acknowledged and accepted in law for some especial
purpose.’ "’

“I don’t understand that either.”

“I should be surprised if you did,” replied his
cousin, with a pleasant smile; “but I will try to ex-
plain it to you. In law, as in other things, my dear
fellow, we are occasionally glad to adopt some sort of
harmless hypothesis in order to arrive at conclusions
which would otherwise cost more time and trouble than
they are worth. Thus, when a legal contract is made
at sea, the deed is dated from London, or Birmingham,
or any inland place, in order to draw what is called
the cognisance of the suit from the Court of Admiralty
to the Courts of Westminster. Again, a plaintiff who
brings an action in the Court of Exchequer fictitiously
alleges himself to be the Queen's debtor. He is not
the Queen’s debtor. He owes the Queen no more than
you owe her; but he must make use of that expedient
to bring himself under the jurisdiction of that particular
com’?

“What intolerable nonsense!” exclaimed Saxon.

“One more instance. Till within the last eight
years or so, the law of ejectment was founded on a
tissue of legal fictions, in which an imaginary man
called John Doe lodged a complaint against another
imaginary man called Richard Roe, neither of whom
ever existed in any mortal form whatever. What do
you say to that?”

“I say, cousin, that if I were a lawyer, I should
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be ashamed of a system made up of lies like that!”
replied Saxon.

Mr. Trefalden flung himself into his arm-chair and
laughed.

“I won't have you abuse our legal fictions in that
way,” he said. “These little things are the romance
of law, and keep our imaginations from drying up.”

“They ought not to be necessary,” said Saxon,
who could not see the amusing side of John Doe and
Richard Roe.

“I grant you that. They have their origin, no
doubt, in some defect of the law. But then we are not
blessed with a Code Napoleon; and perhaps we should
not like it, if we were. Such as our laws are, we
must take them, and be thankful. They might be a
great deal worse, depend on it.”

“Then is it a legal fiction that Castletowers owes
Mr. Behrens twenty-five thousand pounds?” asked
Saxon.

William Trefalden winced. He had hoped that
the woolstapler's name would have escaped Saxon’s ob-
servation; but it had done nothing of the kind. Saxon
remembered every word clearly enough — names, dates,
amount of money, and all.

“Precisely,” replied the lawyer *Lord Castletowers
no more owes Mr. Behrens twenty-five thousand pounds
than you do. He would be a ruined man at this moment,
Saxon, if he did.”

“He does not behave like a ruined man,” said
S8axon.

“Of course not. He would not be filling his house
with guests and giving balls, if he were. So now all’s
explained, and I have your promise.”
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Saxon looked earnestly in his cousin’s face. He
fancied that no man could look another in the face
and tell a lie. Many persons entertain that belief; but
a more mistaken notion does not exist. Your practised
liar makes a point of staring into his hearer's eyes,
and trusts to that very point for half the effect of his
lie. But Saxon would not have believed this had an
angel told him so. Therefore he looked in his cousin’s
face for evidence — and therefore, when William Tre-
falden gave him back his look with fearless candour,
his doubts were at once dispelled, and he promised un-
hesitatingly.

“That's well,” said the lawyer. “And now, Saxon,
sit down and tell me what you have come to say.”

“It's a long story,” replied Saxon.

“I am used to hearing long stories.”

“But I am not used to telling them; and I hardly
know where to begin. It's about a lady.”

“About a lady,” repeated William Trefalden; and
Saxon could not but observe that his cousin’s voice
was by no means indicative of satisfaction.

“In fact,” added the young man, hastily, “it's
about two or three ladies.”

Mr. Trefalden held up his hands.

“Two or three ladies!” said he. ‘“How shocking!
Is Miss Colonna one of them?"

“Oh, dear nol!” replied Saxon, emphatically —
perhaps a little too emphatically. And then he plunged
into his story, beginning at his first meeting with Miss
Rividre at the Waterloo-bridge station, and ending with
the adventure in the mausoleum.

Mr. Trefalden heard him to the end very patiently,
putting in 3 question now and then, and piecing the




THE THEORY OF LEGAL FIOTIONS. 43

facts together in his mind as they were brought before
him. At length Saxon came to a pause, and said: —

“That’s all, cousin; and now I want you to tell me
what I ¢an do.”

“What do you want to do?” asked the lawyer.

“I want to help them, of course.”

“Well, you have the young lady’s address. Send
her a cheque for fifty pounds.”

“She wouldn't take it, if I did. No, no, cousin
William, that's not the way. It must be done much
more cleverly. I want them to have money regularly
— twice a year, you know — enough to keep her
poor mother in Italy, and pay the doctor’s bills, and
all that.”

“But this annuity from Lady Castletowers . . .”

“Lady Castletowers is as hard and cold as marble,”
interrupted Saxon, indignantly. “Z7 had rather starve
than take a penny from her. If you had heard
how grudgingly she promised that miserable twenty
pounds!”

“I never supposed that her ladyship had a hand
open as day, for melting charity,” said Mr. Trefalden.

“Charity!” echoed Saxon.

“Besides, I doubt that it ss charity. There must
be some claim ... Surely I have heard the name of
Rividre in connection with the Wynneclyffes or the
Pierrepoints — and yet — Pshaw! if Keckwitch were
here he could tell me in a moment!”

And Mr. Trefalden leaned back thoughtfully in his
chair.
“I wish you could suggest a way by which I
might do something for them,” said Saxon. “I want
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them to get it, you see, without knowing where it
comes from.” .

“That makes it difficult,” said Mr. Trefalden.

“And yet it must not seem like almsgiving.”

“More difficult still.”

“I thought, if it were possible to give her some
sort of commission,” said Saxon, doubtfully, “a com-
mission for coloured photographs of the Italian coast,
you know — would that do?”

“It is not a bad idea,” replied the lawyer. “It
might do, if skilfully carried out; bat I think I hear
Keckwitch in the office.”

And then Mr. Trefalden went in search of his head
clerk, leaving Saxon to amuse himself as well as he
could with the dingy map and the still more dingy law
books.

At the end of a long half-hour, he came back with
a paper of memoranda in his hand.

“Well?"” said Saxon, who was tired to death of his
solitary imprisonment.

“Well; I believe I know all that is to be learned
up to a certain point; and I have, at all events, found
out who your railway heroine is. It's a somewhat ro-
mantic story, but you must sit down and listen patiently
while I relate it.”
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CHAPTER X.
A Page of Family History.

Every student of English history is familiar with
the noble and ancient name of Holme-Pierrepoint. A
more stately race of men and women than the bearers
of that name never traversed the pages of medimval
chronicle. Their famous ancestor, Thierry de Pierre-
point, “came over,” as the phrase is, with William the
Bastard: but he was only the younger son of a younger
son, and the houses which look back to him as their
founder are, after all, but offshoots from that still
more ancient line that held lands and titles in Franche
Comté, three centuries before the great conquest.

How Thierry de Pierrepoint came to be loxrd of
many a fair and fertile English manor; how his de-
scendants multiplied and prospered, held high offices of
state under more than thirty sovereigns, raised up for
themselves great names in camp and council, and inter-
married with the bravest and fairest of almost every
noble family in the land, needs no recapitulation here.
Enough that the Holme-Pierrepoints were an elder
branch of the original Pierrepoint stock; and that Lady
Castletowers, whose father was a Holme-Pierrepoint,
and whose mother was a Talbot, had really some ex-
cuse for that inordinate pride of birth which underlaid
every thought and act of her life, as the ground-colour
underlies all the tints of a painting.

The circumstances of her ladyship’s parentage were
these: —

George Condé Holme-Pierrepoint, third Lord
Holmes, of Holme Castle, Lancashire, being no longer
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young, and having, moreover, encumbered a slen-
der estate with many mortgages, married at fifty years
of age, to the infinite annoyance of his cousin and heir-
presumptive, Captain Holme-Pierrepoint, of Sowerby.
The lady of Lord Holmes’s choice was just half his
age. She was known in Portsmouth and its neighbour-
hood as “the beautiful Miss Talbot;” she was the
fifth of nine daughters in a family of fourteen children;
and her father, the Honourable Charles Talbot, held
the rank of Rear-Admiral in the Royal Navy. It is,
perhaps, almost unnecessary to add that Miss Talbot
had no fortune. '

This marriage was celebrated some time in the
summer of 1810; and in the month of October, 1811,
after little more than one year of marriage, Lady
Holmes died, leaving an infant daughter named Alethea
Claude. Wellnigh broken-hearted, the widower shut
himself up in Holme Castle, and led a life of profound
seclusion. He received no visitors; he absented himself
from his Parliamentary duties, and he was rarely seen
beyond his own park gates. Then fantastic stories
began to be told of his temper and habits. It was
said that he gave way to sudden and unprovoked
paroxysms of rage; that he had equally strange fits of
silence; that he abhorred the light of day, and sat
habitually with closed shutters and lighted candles;
that he occasionally did not go to bed for eight-and-
forty hours at a time; and a hundred other tales, equally
bizarre and improbable. At length, when the world
had almost forgotten him, and his little girl was be-
tween four and five years of age, Lord Holmes astounded
his neighbours, and more than astounded his heir, by
marrying his daughter’s governess.
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How he came to take this step, whether he mar-
ried the governess for her own sake, or for the child's
sake, or to gratify a passing caprice, were facts known
only to himself. That he did marry her, and that,
having married her, he continued to live precisely the
same eccentric, sullen life as before, was all that even
his own servants could tell about the matter. The
second Lady Holmes visited nowhere, and was visited
by none. What she had been as Miss Holme-Pierre-
point's governess, she continued to be as Miss Holme-
Pierrepoint’s stepmother. She claimed no authority.
She called her husband ‘“my lord,” stood in awe of
her servants, and yielded to the child's imperious tem-
per just as she had done at the first. The result was
that she remained 2 cypher in her own house, and was
treated as a cypher. When, by-and-by, she also gave
birth to a little daughter, there were no rejoicings; and
when, some few years later, she died and was laid
beside her high-born predecessor, there were no lamen-
tations. Had she brought an heir to the house, or had
she filled her place in it more bravely, things, per-
chance, had gone differently. But the world is terribly
apt to take people at their own valuation; and Lady
Holmes, perplexed

¢ —— with the burden of an honour
Unto which ahe was not born,”

had rated herself according to the dictates of one of
the lowliest and most timid hearts that ever beat in a
woman’s breast.

Thus it was that Lord Holmes became the father of
two daughters, and was twice a widower. And thus
it was that Captain Holme-Pierrepoint of Bowerby re-
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mained heir-presumptive to his cousin’s coronet after
all.

No two girls ever grew up more unlike each other
than the Honourable Miss Holme-Pierrepoints. There
was a difference of nearly six years in their age to be-
gin with; but this was as nothing when compared with
the difference in their appearance, dispositions, and
tastes.

The elder was tall, stately, and remarkable from
very early girlhood for that singular resemblance to
Marie Antoinette, which became so striking in her at
a later period of life. The younger, on the contrary,
was pretty rather than beautiful, painfully sensitive and
shy, and as unpretending as might have been the lowliest
peasant girl upon her father’s lands. Alethea never
forgot that she was noble on both sides; but Elizabeth
seemed never to remember that she was noble on either.
Alethea was cold and ambitious; but Elizabeth’s nature
was as clinging and tender as it was unselfish. Elizabeth
looked up to Alethea as to the noblest and most perfect of
God’s creatures; but Alethea, who had never forgiven
her father's second marriage, held her half-sister in that
kind of modified estimation in which a jeweller might
hold a clouded diamond, or a sportsman a halfbred
retriever.

Years went by; and as the girls grew to woman-
hood their unlikeness became more and more apparent
In due time, the Honourable Miss Holme-Pierrepomt,
being of an age to take her place in society, was pre-
sented at Court by her aunt, the Countess of Glaston-
bury, and “brought out” after the sober fashion that
prevailed in the days of George the Third. Before
the close of that season she was engaged to Harold
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Wynneclyffe, fourth Earl of Castletowers, and early
in the spring-time of the following year, while her
young sister was yet in the school-room, the beautiful
Alethea was married from her aunt’s house in Somer-
setshire, where the ceremony was privately performed
by the Bishop of Bath and Wells.

In the meanwhile it was arranged that Lord Holmes’
younger daughter was to be spared all those difficulties
. and dangers that beset a matrimonial choice. Her lot
was cast for her. She was to marry Captain Holme-
Pierrepoint of Sowerby.

A more simple and admirable scheme could not
have been devised. Captain Holme-Pierrepoint was
her father's heir, and it was of course desirable that
Elizabeth’s dowry should remain in the family. Then
Elizabeth was very young — young even for her age
— and her character needed to be judiciously formed.
Captain Holme-Pierrepoint was the very man to form
a young lady’s character. He was a man who got
through a great deal of solid reading in the year; who
delighted in statistics; who talked pompously, was a
strict disciplinarian, and had ‘“views™ on the subject of
education. In addition to these qualifications it may be
added that Captain Holme-Pierrepoint was still hand-
some, and only forty-eight years of age.

Incredible as it may seem, however, Lord Holmes'
second daughter was by no means so happy .as she
ought to have been in the contemplation of her destiny.
Like most very young girls she had already dreamt
dreams, and she could not bring herself to accept
Captain Holme-Piempoint as the realisation of that
ideal lover whom her imagination had delighted to
picture. Her loving nature sorely needed something

Balf @ Million of Money. II.
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to cling to, something to live for, something to wor-
ship; but she knew that she could not possibly live
for, or cling to, or worship Captain Holme-Pierre-
point. Above all she shrunk from the prospect of
having her character formed according to his educa-
tional “views.”

In order, therefore, to avoid this terrible contin-
gency, the younger Miss Holme-Pierrepoint deliberately
rejected her destiny, and ran away with her drawing-
master.

It was a frightful blow to the pride of the whole
Pierrepoint family. The Talbots and the Wynneclyffes
were of opinion that Lord Holmes was simply reaping
what he had sown, and that nothing better was to be
expected from the daughter of a nursery governess; but
Lord Holmes himself regarded the matter in a very
different light. Harsh and eccentric as he was, this
old man had really loved his younger child, but now
his whole heart hardened towards her, and he swore
that he would never see her, or speak to her, or for
give her while he lived. Then, having formally dis-
inherited her, he desired that her name should be men-
tioned in his presence no more.

As for Lady Castletowers, her resentment was no
less bitter. She, too, never saw or spoke to her half-
sister again. She did not suffer, it is true, as her father
suffered. Her heart was not wrung like his — pro-
bably because she had less heart to be wrung; but her
pride was even more deeply outraged. Neither of
them made any effort to recall the fugitive. They
merely blotted her name from their family records;
burned, unread, the letters in which she implored their
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forgiveness, and behaved in all respects, not as though
she were dead, but as though she had never existed.

In the meanwhile, Elizabeth Holme-Pierrepoint had
fled to Italy with her hushand. He was a very young
man — a mere student — rich in hope, poor in pocket,
and an enthusiast in all that concerned his art. But
enthusiasm is as frequently the index of taste as the
touchstone of talent; and Edgar Rividre, with all his
exquisite feeling for form and colour, his worship of
the antique, and his idolatry of Raffaelle, lacked the
one great gift that makes poet and painter — he had
no creative power. He was a correct draughtsman and
a brilliant colourist; but wanting ‘“the vision and the
faculty divine,” wanted just all that divides elegant
mediocrity from genius. He believed in himself, how-
ever, and his wife believed in him; and for years he
struggled on, painting ambitious pictures that never
sold, and earning a scanty subsistence by copying the
Raffaclles he so dearly loved. At last, however, the
bitter truth forced itself upon him, and he knew that
he had deceived himself with hopes destined never to
be realised. But the discovery came too late. Long
years of unrequited effort had impaired his health and
bowed his spirit within him, and he had no spark left
of that high courage which would once have armed
him against all ‘“the slings and arrows of outrageous
fortune.” He did not long survive the wreck of his
ambition. He died in Florence, literally of a broken
beart, some fifteen years after his romantic marriage
with Elizabeth Holme-Pierrepoint, leaving her with one
surviving child wholly unprovided for.

Such were the destinies of these half-sisters, and
such the family history of which William Trefalden

4
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gave Saxon a meagre outline, after his consultation
with Abel Keckwitch.

CHAPTER XI.
‘What they said at the Club.

“AND now, Saxon,” said Mr. Trefalden, “I can
tell you nothing beyond the fact that Edgar Riviére
died in Florence some three or four years since; but
I think we need bave no difficulty in guessing the
parentage and history of your distressed damsel. I
imagine that her mother must have been left simply
destitute; and in this case, Lady Castletowers would,
of course, do something to keep her from starvation
I doubt, however, that her charity went beyond that

oint.”

“But, good Heavens!” exclaimed Saxon, who was
now pacing up and down the room in a fever of in-
dignation, “this lady is her own sister, cousin William!
her own sister!”

“Her half-sister; but even so, it is too bad.”

“Too bad? Why, it's monstrous! If I were Castle-
towers . . ... »

“T do not suppose that Lord Castletowers has ever
heard of the existence of these people,” interrupted the
lawyer.

“Then he ought to hear of it!”

“Not from your lips, young man. You have
stumbled on a family secret, and, right or wrong, you
are bound in honour to keep it. If Lady Castletowers
keeps a skeleton in her private closet, it is not your
place to produce that.skeleton at the feast to which she
invites you.”




WHAT THEY SAID AT THE COLUB. 53

“Y am afraid that's true,” replied Saxon; “but I
wish I might tell Castletowers all the same.”

“You must do nothing of the kind,” said Mr. Tre-
falden, emphatically. “It is in your power to give
great assistance to two unfortunate ladies, and with
that privilege be content.”

“I cannot be content to stand by and see injustice
done,” exclaimed Saxon. “They have been cruelly
wronged.”

“Even so, my dear fellow, you are not Don
Quixote.”

The young man bit his lip.

“Don Quixote’s name,” said he, “is too often taken
in vain. Heaven forbid that we nineteenth-century
people should come to apply it to the simple love of
right! It seems to me that the world over here thinks
a vast deal more of politeness than justice. It's not so
in Switzerland. And now, cousin William, how am I
to help them?”

“You must allow me time to consider,” replied Mr.
Trefalden. “It will require delicate management.”

“I know it will.”

“But I can think the matter over, and write to
you about it to-morrow.”

“The sooner the better,” said Saxon.

“Of course — and with regard to money?”

“With regard to money, do the best you can for
them. I don’t care how much it is.”

“Suppose 1 were to draw upon you for a hundred
thousand pounds!” said the lawyer, with a smile.

“I'm not afraid of that; but I do fear that you may
pot use my purse freely enough.”

“I will try, at all events,” replied Mr. Trefalden;
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whereupon Saxon thanked him cordially, and put out
his hand to say good by.

“You don’t inquire how the company is going on,”
said the lawyer, detaining hi

“I am afraid I had forgotten all about the com-
pany,” laughed Saxon. ‘“But I suppose it's all right”

“Yes, we are making way,” replied his cousin
“Capital pours in, and the shareholders have every
confidence in the direction. Our deputation is still at
Teheran; and we are this week despatching one of our
directors to Sidon. Sidon, you may remember, will
be our great Mediterranean depdt; and we mean to
establish immense engineering works there, without
delay.”

“Indeed!” said Saxon. “Is it still so great a
secret?” .

“It is a greater secret than ever.”

“Oh — good-by.”

“You are always in haste when business is the
topic,” said Mr. Trefalden. ‘“Where are you going
now?”

“To the club; and then back to Castletowers.”

“You are making a long stay. What about the
Colonnas?”

But Saxon was already half-way down the stairs,
and seemed not to hear the question.

He then went direct to the Erectheum, where he
no sooner made his appearance than he found himself
a centre of attraction. The younger men were eager
for news of Italy, and, knowing whence he came, over-
whelmed him with questions. What was Colonna doing?
Was he likely to go out to Garibaldi? What were Ga-
ribaldi’s intentions? Was Victor Emmanuel favourable
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to the Sicilian cause? Would the war be carried into
Naples and Rome? And, if so, did Colonna think that
the Emperor of the French would take arms for the
Pope? Was it true that Vanghan was about to join the
army of liberation? Was it true that Lord Castletowers
would command the English contingent? Was it true
that Saxon had himself accepted a commission? And
80 on, till Saxon stopped his ears, and refused to hear
another question.

“I am not in Signor Colonna's confidgnce,” said
he, “and I know nothing of his projects. But I do
know that I have accepted no such commission, and I
am sure I may say the same for Castletowers.”

“And Vaughan?” said 8ir Charles Burgoyne.

“Vaughan 2 going. He starts for Geenoa to-night.”

“I felt sure that was true,” observed Greatorex,
with a significant laugh. “Perhaps the fair Olimpia
has promised to take pity on him.”

Saxon turned upon him as if he had been stung.

“What do you mean?” he said, hotly. “What
should Miss Colonna have to do with the matter?”

“Perhaps a great deal,” replied the banker. ‘“The
gentleman gives his arm to the cause, and the lady
rewards him with her band. 'Tis a fair exchange.”

“And Vaughan has worshipped for years at the
Olimpian shrine,” added Sir Charles.

‘“Besides,” said another, *“what else does he go for?
We all know that he doesn’t care a straw for Italy. It
may be a forlorn hope, you know.”

“More likely than not, I should say,” replied
Burgoyne. “Olimpia Colonna is a clever woman, and
knows her own market value. Shell fly at higher
game than a major of dragoons.”
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Saxon’s face was burning all this time with anger
and mortification. At last he could keep silence mo
longer.

“All this may be true,” he said. “I don't believe
it is true; but at all events it is not in my power to
contradict it. However, of one thing I am certain —
that a crowded club-room is not the place in which a
lady’s name should be passed from mouth to mouth in
this fashion.”

“Your proposition is qmte unexceptionable in a
general way, my dear fellow,” replied Burgoyne; “but
in the present instance it does not apply, When a
lady’s name has figured for years in despatches, peti-
tions, committee-lists, and reports of all kinds, civil
and military, it can surely bear the atmosphere of a
crowded club-room.”

“I don’t think that has anything to do with it,”
said Saxon, sturdily. “Despatches and petitions are
. public matters, and open to general discussion.”

“But the probable marriage of a charming woman
is a private matter, and therefore open to particular
discussion,” laughed the Guardsman. “For my part,
I can only say that I mean to hang myself on Miss
Colonna’s wedding-day.”

Then the conversation turned to Garibaldi and
Victor Emmanuel again, and presently Saxon made his
escape, and was on his way to the station.

He felt very moody and uncomfortable, as he
leaned back in his Hansom and sped along the Strand.
He had heard much that was infinitely disagreeable to
him during the brief hour spent at his club; much that
be could not refute, and that he had been obliged to
endure with comparative patience. That Olimpia's
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name should be thus familiar to every idle lip seemed
like a profanation; but that it should be coupled up
with that of Vaughan and Castletowers, and perhaps
— who could tell? — with the names of a hundred
other men whose political sympathies necessarily brought
them into communication with her, was sacrilege pur ef
ssmple.

‘What man on earth was worthy of her, to begin
with? Certainly not Major Vaughan, with his surface
morality, his half-concealed cynicism, and his iron-grey
beard. Not even Castletowers, brave and honourable
gentleman as he was. No — the only fit and appro-
priate husband for Olimpia Colonna would be some
modern Du Guesclin or Bayard; some man of the old
heroic type, whose soul would burn with a fire kindred
to her own, who should do great deeds in the cause
she loved, and lay his splendid laurels at her feet.
But then, lived there such a hero, young, handsome,
daring, ardent, successful in love and mighty in battle,
a man of men, sans pour ot sans reproche ?

Perhaps Saxon was secretly comforted by the con-
viction that only a preux chevalier would be worthy of
Miss Colonna, and that the preux chevalier was cer-
tainly not forthcoming.

In the midst of these reflections, however, he found
himself onee more at the station, with the express on
the point of starting, and not a second to lose. To
fling down his shillings, dash along the platform, and
spring into a first-class carriage just as the guard was
runmng along the line and the driver beginning his

whistle, was the work of a moment. As
the door closed behind him and he dropped into the
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nearest corner, a friendly voice called him by name,
and he found himself face to face with Miss Hatherton.

CHAPTER XII
On the Platform.

“WeLL met by — well, not exactly by moonlight,
Mr. Trefalden,” said she, with that hearty, almost
gentlemanly, way of proffering her hand that always
put Saxon so delightfully at his ease in her society.
“Have you been shooting any more weathercocks, or
winning any more races since I saw you last?”

“No,” replied Saxon, langhingly; “I have been
more usefully employed.”

“Y rejoice to hear it. May I ask in what manner?”

“Oh, Miss Hatherton, if you want particulars, I'm
lost! I am only pleasantly conscious that I have been
behaving well, and improving myself. I fear it's rather
a vague statement to put forward, though.”

“Terribly vague. At all events, you have not yet
donned the red shirt?”

“The red shirt!” echoed Saxon, with an involun-
tary glance at the little blue horseshoes besprinkling
the bosom of the garment in which his person happened
to be arrayed. *“What do you mean?”

“I mean that you have not gone over to Gari-
baldi.”

Garibaldi again! It seemed as if the air was full
of the names of Garibaldi and Italy to-day!

“What, you too, Miss Hatherton?” he said. “I
have heard more about the Italian affairs since I bave
been in town this morning than I ever hear at Castle-
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towers. The men at the Erectheum would talk of
nothing else.”

“I dare say mnot,” replied the heiress. *The
lookers-on have always more to say than the workers.
But has not Miss Colonna enlisted you?”

“Indeed, no.”

“You amaze me. I could not have believed that
she would show such incredible forbearance towards a
man of your inches. But perhaps you are intending
to join in any case.”

“I have no intention, one way or the other,” said
Saxon; “but if any of our fellows were going, I should
like to join them.”

“There is nothing I should enjoy so much, if I
were a man,” said Miss Hatherton. “Do you know
how the fund is going on? I heard they were sorely
in want of money the other day, and I sent them
something — not much, but as much as I could

“Oh, I believe the fund is going on pretty well,”
replied Baxon, with some embarrassment.

“You are a subscriber, of course?”

“Yes — I have given something.”

Miss Hatherton looked at him keenly.

“I should like to know what that something was,”
said she. “I heard a strange rumour to-day ... but I
sappose you would not tell me if I were to ask you?”

Saxon laughed, and shook his head.

““A rumour is generally nothing but a polite name
for a falsehood,” replied he. ‘“You should never be-
lieve in one.”

“Perhaps not,” said Miss Hatherton, gravely. “I
should be sorry to believe all . . .”
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She checked herself, and added:

“If you do go to Italy, Mr. Trefalden, you must
be sure to let me know. I only marvel that Miss
Colonna’s eloquence has not been brought to bear upon
you long since.”

“Well, I'm not an Italian.”

Miss Hatherton smiled compassionately.

“My dear sir,” said she, “if you were a Thug,
and willing to make your roomal useful to the cause,
the Colonnas would enlist you. Nation is nothing to
them. All they want is a volunteer or a subscriber.
Besides, plenty of your countrymen have gone over
the Alps already.”

‘“Are you sure of that?” asked Saxon.

“As sure as that you never read the papers.”

“You are quite right there,” laughed he. “I
never do.”

“An English volunteer company is already formed,”
continued Miss Hatherton, “at Genoa.”

“Yes — I know that.”

“There will also, I hear, be a German corps; and
both Swiss and Hungarian corps are talked about.”

Saxon nearly bounded off his seat.

“A Swiss corps!” he shouted. “A Swiss corps,
and nobody ever breathed a word of this to me!”

“It's very odd,” said Miss Hatherton.

“And Miss Colonna was talking to me so much
about Italy yesterday morning!”

“Perhaps they do not care to make a soldier of
you, Mr. Trefalden,” said the heiress.

“But they want soldiers!”

. “True; but . ..”

“But what?”
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*  “Perhaps they stand more in need of the sinews
of war just now, than of your individual muscles.”

“The sinews of war!” stammered Saxon.

“You might get killed, you see.”

“Of course I might get killed; but every volunteer
risks that. Vaughan may get killed.”

“He may; but then Major Vaughan has not ever
8o many millions of money.”

Saxon looked blankly in Miss Hatherton’s face.

“Y — I really don’t understand,” said he.

“Do you wish me to explain my meaning?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Then — excuse the illustration — it might not
be politic to kill the goose that lays the golden eggs.”

“Oh, Miss Hatherton!” exclaimed Saxon, ‘“how
can you be so unjust, and so uncharitable?”

Miss Hatherton smiled good temperedly.

“I am a plain speaker, Mr. Trefalden,” said she,
“and plain speakers must expect to be called uncharit
able sometimes. You need not be angry with me be
cause I speak the truth.”

“But indeed you're mistaken. It's not the truth,
nor anything like the truth.”

“Nay,” she replied, “I know the Colonnas better
than you know them. Giulio Colonna is insatiable
where Italy is concerned. I do not deny that he is
personally disinterested. He would give the coat off
his back to buy powder and shot for the cause; but he
would strip the coat from his neighbour’s back for the
same purpose without scruple.”

“But, indeed . . . .”

“But, indeed, Mr. Trefalden, you may believe me
when I tell you that he would regard it as a sacred
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duty to fling every farthing of your fortune into this
coming war, if he could get the handling of it. You
will do well to beware of him.”

“Then I am sure that Miss Colonna is not . . . .

“Miss Colonna is utterly dominated by her own
enthusiasm and her father’s influence. You must be-
ware of her, too.”

“You will tell me to beware of yourself next, Miss
Hatherton!”

“No, my dear sir, I shall do nothing of the kind.
I like you very much; but I neither want your money,
nor..... Do you know what people are saying about
you and Miss Colonna? By-the-way, is not this your
station?”

“ About me and Miss Colonna!” said Saxon, breath-
lessly.

“Yes — but this is certainly Sedgebrook. You
must be quick, for they don’t stop one moment.”

“For Heaven's sake, Miss Hatherton, tell me
first!”

“No, no, — jump out, or you will be carried on.
I'll tell you when you are safe outside.”

Saxon jumped out, but clung to the window with
both hands.

“Now!” said he. “Now!”

“Well,” replied Miss Hatherton, speaking some-
what slowly, and looking him full in the face; “they
say, Mr. Trefalden — they say yom are going to
squander your fortune on Italy; marry Olimpia Colonns;
and break Lord Castletowers’ heart.”

But Saxon never heard the last five words at all.
Before Miss Hatherton could bring her sentence to an
end, the shrill whistle drowned her voice, and the train
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began to move. ,The young man stood looking after
it for some moments in blank bewilderment.

“Squander your fortune on Italy, and marry
Olimpia Colonnal” he repeated to himself.

“Fly to Castletowers, sir?” said the solitary fly-
driver of the place, recognising the Earl's visitor.

But Saxon preferred to walk; so he took the short
cut through the fields, and strode on with Miss Hather-
ton's words still ringing in his ears.

“ Marry Olimpia Colonna!” he said, for the twentieth
time, as he sat down presently upon a stile, and pro-
ceeded unconsciously to cut off the heads of the nearest
dandelions with his cane. “Marry Olimpia Colonna!
Good God! there isn’t a prince on this earth half good
enough for her! As for me, I'm only just worthy to
be one of her slaves. What a mad notion! What a
mad, preposterous notion!”

Mad and preposterous as it was, however, he could
think of nothing else; and every now and then, as he
loitered on his way through the pleasant meadows, he
repeated half aloud those wondrous words:

“Marry Olimpia Colonnal”



64 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

CHAPTER XIIL
High Art.

As Saxon’s cab turned in at the gates of the South-
Western Railway Station, Mr. William Trefalden, who
chanced to be in the occupation of a very similar
Hansom, was driving rapidly down the Waterloo Road.
The two vehicles with their unsuspecting occupants had
been almost side by side on Waterloo Bridge, and, by
one of those curious coincidences which happen still
oftener in real life than in fiction, the one cousin was
going down into Surrey as the honoured guest of Lady
Castletowers, while the other was rattling over to
Camberwell in search of her ladyship's disinherited
half-sister.

“Six, Brudenell Terrace.”

Mr. Trefalden took the card from his pocket-book,
and read the address over once or twice. It was the
same card that Miss Riviére had given to Saxon, and
which Saxon had entrusted to the lawyer's keeping a
couple of hours before. Mr. Trefalden was a prompt
man of business, and was showing himself to be, in the
present instance, better than his word. He had pro-
mised to act for his young kinsman in this matter; but
he had not promised to set about the task that same
afternoon. Yet here he was, with his face already
turned southwards, and Miss Riviére's address in his
hand.

The fact was, that Mr. Trefalden took more interest
in this piece of family history than he had chosen to
express, and was bent on learning all that might be
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learnt about the Rividres without an hour’s unnecessary
delay. No man better appreciated the value of a family
secret. There might, it is true, be nothing very pre-
cious in this particular specimen; but then one could
never tell what might or might not be useful hereafter.
At all events, Mr. Trefalden was not slow to see his
way to possible advantages; and though he had asked
time for consideration of what it might be best to do,
he had half-a-dozen schemes outlined in his mind before
Saxon left the office. Mr. Trefalden’s plans seldom -
needed much elaboration. They sprang from his fertile
brain like Minerva from the head of Zeus, armed at all
points, and ready for the field.

Leaning back thoughtfully, then, with folded arms,
and a cigar in his mouth, Mr. Trefalden drove past the
Obelisk and the Elephant and Castle, and plunged into
the very heart of that dreary suburban district which
might with much propriety be called by the general
name of Transpontia. Then, dismissing his cab at a
convenient point, he proceeded in search of Brudenell
Terrace on foot.

Transpontia is a district beset with difficulties to
the inexperienced explorer. There dust, dissent, and
dullness reign supreme. The air is pervaded by a faint
odour of universal brickfield. The early muffin-bell is
audible at incredible hours of the day. Files of shabby-
genteel tenements, and dismal slips of parched front-
garden, follow and do resemble each other with a
bewildering monotony that extends for long miles in
every direction, and is only interrupted here and there
by a gorgeous gin-palace, or a depressing patch of open
ground, facetiously called a ‘“green,” or a *common.”
Of enormous extent, and dreary sameness, the topo-

Half a Million of Money. I,
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graphy of Transpontia is necessarily of the most per-
plexing character.

Mr. Trefalden was, however, too good a Londoner
to be greatly baffled by the intricacies of any metro-
politan neighbourhood. He pursued his way with a
Londoner’s instinct, and, after traversing a few small
squares and by-streets, found himself presently in face
of Brudenell Terrace.

It was a very melancholy terrace, built according
to the strictest lodging-house order of architecture,
elevated some four feet above the level of the street,
and approached by a dilapidated flight of stone steps
at each extremity. It comsisted of four-and-twenty
dingy, eight-roomed houses, in one or other of which,
take them at what season of the year one might, there
was certain to be either a sale or a removal going
forward. In conjunction with the inevitable van or
piece of stair-carpeting, might also be found the equally
inevitable street-organ — that “most miraculous organ,”
which can no more be silenced than the voice of murder
itself; and which in Transpontia hath its chosen home.
The oldest inhabitant of Brudenell Terrace confessed
to never having known the hour of any day (except
Sunday) when some interesting native of Parma or
Lucca was not to be heard grinding his slow length
along from number one to number twenty-four. On
the present occasion, however, when Mr. Trefalden
knocked at the door of the house for which he was
bound, both van and Italian boy were at the farther
end of the row.

A slatternly servant of hostile bearing opened six
inches of the door, and asked Mr. Trefalden what he
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wanted. That gentleman intimated that he wished to
see Mrs. Riviére,

“Is it business?” said the girl, planting her foot
sturdily against the inner side of the door.

Mr. Trefalden admitted that it was business.

“Then it's Miss Rivers you want,” said she, sharply.
“Why didn’t you say so at first?”

Mr. Trefalden attempted to explain that he should
prefer to see Mrs. Rivitre, if she would receive him;
but the belligerent damsel refused to entertain the pro-
position for a moment.

“It's nothing to me what you prefer,” said she,
with prompt indignation. “You can’t see Mrs. Rivers.
If Miss Rivers won't do, you may as well go away at
once.”

So the lawyer was fain to enter the citadel on such
terms as he could get.

He was shown into a front parlour, very poorly
furnished. The window was partially darkened by a
black blind, and close beneath it stood a table strewn
with small photographs and drawing materials. A bonnet
and shawl lay on the sofa behind the door. Three or
four slight sketches in water-colours were pinned against
the walls. An old-fashioned watch in a bronze stand
of delicate foreign workmanship, occupied the centre
of the mantelshelf; and in the farther corner of the
room, between the fireplace and window, were piled a
number of old canvases with their faces to the wall.
Mr. Trefalden divined the history of these little acces-
sories at a glance. He knew, as well as if their owners
had told him so, that the watch and the canvases were
relics of poor Edgar Rividre, and that the little water-
colour sketches were by the artist's daughter. These

5*
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latter were very slight — mere outlines, with a dash
of colour here and there — but singularly free and
decisive. One represented a fragment of Cyclopean
wall, tapestried with creeping plants; another, a lonely
mediseval tower, with ragged storm-clouds drifting
overhead; another, a group of stone pines at sunset,
standing up, bronzed and bristling, against a blood-red
sky. All were instinct with that open-air look which
defies imitation; and in the background of almost every
subject were seen the purple Tuscan hills. William
Trefalden was no indifferent judge of art, and he saw
at once that these scrawls had genius in them.

‘While he was yet examining them, the door opened
noiselessly behind him, and a rustling of soft garments
near at hand warned him that he was no longer alone
He turned. A young girl, meanly dressed in some
black material, with only a slip of white collar round
her throat, stood about half way between the window
and the door — a girl so fair, so slight, so transparent
of complexion, so inexpressibly fragile-looking, that
the lawyer, for the first moment, could only look at
her as if she were some delicate marvel of art, neither
to be touched nor spoken to.

“You asked to see me, sir?” she said, with a
transient flush of colour; for Mr. Trefalden still looked
at her in silence.

“I asked to see Mrs. Rividre,” he replied.

The young lady pointed to a chair.

“My mother is an invalid,” she said, “and can
only be addressed through me. Will you take a seat?”

But Mr. Trefalden, instead of taking a seat, went
over to the corner, where the dusty canvases were
piled against the wall, and said: —

]
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‘“Are these some of your father's pictures?”

Her whole face became radiant at the mention of
that name.

“Yes,” she replied, eagerly. “Do you know his
works?”

Mr. Trefalden paused a moment before answering
this question. Then looking at her with a grave, al-
most a tender courtesy, he said: —

" “I knew his works, my dear young lady —and I
knew him.”

“You knew him? Oh, you knew a good man, sir,
if you knew my dear, dear father!”

“A good man,” said Mr. Trefalden, “and a fine
painter.”

Her eyes filled with sudden tears.

“If the world had but done him justice!” she mur-
mured.

Mr. Trefalden thought he had never seen eyes so
beautifal or so pathetic.

“The world never does justice to its finer spirits,”
said he, “till they have passed beyond reach of its
envy or hearing of its praise. But his day of justice
will come.”

“Do you think so?” she said, drawing a little
nearer, and looking up at him with the half-timid,
half-trusting candour of a child. *“Alas! I have almost
given up hoping.”

“Never give up hoping. There is nothing in this
world so unstable as its injustice — nothing so in-
evitable as its law of reward and retribution. Un-
happily its laurels are too often showered upon tombs.”

“Did you know him in Italy?”

“No—in England.”
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“Perhaps you were one of his fellow-students?”

Mr. Trefalden shook his head.

“No; I am a true lover of the arts,” he replied,
“but no artist. I had a sincere admiration for your
father's genius, Miss Rividre, and it is that admiration
which brings me here to-day. I am anxious to know
what pictures of his may still be in the possession of
his family, and I should be glad to purchase some, if
I might be allowed to do so.”

A look of intense gladness, followed by one of still
more intense pain, flashed over the girl's pale face at
these words.

“I trust I have said nothing to annoy you,” said
Mr. Trefalden, as deferentially as if this fragile young
creature were a stately princess, clad in cloth of gold
and silver.

“Oh no, thank you,” she replied, tremulously.
“We shall be very glad to— to sell them.”

“Then I have your permission to look at these?”

“I will show them to you.”

But Mr. Trefalden would not suffer Miss Rividre
to show him the pictures. They were too heavy, and
too dusty; and he was so glad to have the opportunity
of seeing them that he considered nothing a trouble.
Then bhe begged to be allowed to remove the black
blind from the window; and when that was done, he
dragged out the first picture, dusted it carefully with
his own white handkerchief, and placed it in the best
light the room afforded.

“That was one of his last,” said the daughter,
with a sigh.

It represented Apollo and Daphne — Apollo in an
attitude expressive of despair, looking very like a fine
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gentleman in an amateur play, elegantly got up in the
Greek style and rather proud of his legs; with Daphne
peeping at him coquettishly from the leaves of a laurel
bush. It was not a vulgar picture, nor even a glaringly
bad picture; but it had all the worst faults of the
French school with none of its vigour, and was aca-
demic and superficial to the last degree.

Mr. Trefalden, who saw all this distinetly, re-
treated, nevertheless, to the farther side of the room,
shaded his eyes with his hands, and declared that it
was an exquisite thing, full of poetry and classical
feeling.

Then came a Cupid and Psyche on the point of
leading off a pas-de-deux; a Danae in a cataract of
yellow ochre; an Endymion sleeping, evidently, on a
stage bank, by the light of a “practicable” moon; a
Holy Family; a Cephalus and Procris; a Caractacus
before Claudius; a Diana and Callisto, and about a
score of others — enough to fill a gallery of moderate
size; all after the same pattern; all repeating the same
dreary round of hackneyed subjects; all equally correct
and mediocre.

Mr. Trefalden looked patiently through the whole
collection, opening out those canvases which were
rolled up, and going through the business of his part
with a naturalness that was beyond all praise. He
dwelt on imaginary beauties, hesitated over trifling
blemishes, reverted every now and then to his favourites,
and, in short, played the enlightened connoisseur to
such perfection that the poor child by his side was
almost ready to fall down and worship him before the
exhibition was over.

“How happy it would have made him to hear you,
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sir,” she said, more than once. “No one ever appre-
ciated his genius as you do!”

To which Mr. Trefalden only replied, with sym-
pathetic courtesy, that he was “sorry to hear it.”

Finally, he selected four of the least objectionabls
of the lot, and begged to know on what terms he might
be allowed to possess them.

This question was referred by Miss Rividre to her
mother, and Mr. Trefalden was finally entreated to
name his own price.

“Nay but you place me in a very difficult posi-
tion,” said he. ‘“What if I offer too small a sum?"

“We do not fear that,” replied the young girl, with
a timid smile.

"~ “You are very good; but ... the fact is that I
may wish to purchase several more of these paintings
— perhaps the whole of them, if Mrs. Riviére should
be willing to part from them.”

“The whole of them!” she echoed, breathlessly.

“I cannot tell at present; but it is not improbable.”

Miss Rividre looked at Mr. Trefalden with awe and
wonder. She began to think he must be some great
collector. — perhaps Rothschild himself!

“In the meanwhile,” said he, “these being only
my first acquisitions, I must keep my expenditure
within a moderate limit. I should not like to offer
more than two hundred pounds for these four paint-
L ”

Two hundred pounds! It was as if a tributary of
Pactolus had suddenly flowed in upon that humble
front parlour and flooded it with gold. Miss Riviére
could hardly believe in the material existence of so
fabulous a sum.
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“I hope I do not seem to under-estimate their
value,” said the lawyer.

“Oh, no — indeed!”

“You will, perhaps, submit my proposition to Mrs.
Riviére?” ,

“No, thank you — T — I — am quite sure —
your great liberality . . .”

“I beg you will call it by no such name,” said Mr.
Trefalden, with that little deprecatory gesture that
showed his fine hand to so much advantage. “Say, if
you please, my sense of justice, or, better still, my ap-
preciation of excellence.”

Here he took a little roll of bank-notes from his
purse, and laid them on the table.

“I trust I may be permitted to pay my respects to
Mrs. Rividre when I next call,” he said. “She will
not, perhaps, refuse the favour of an interview to one
who knew her husband in his youth.”

“JI am sure mamma will be most happy,” faltered
Miss Rividre. “She is very delicate; but I know she
will make the effort, if possible. 'We — we are going
back soou to Italy.”

And her eyes, as she said this, wandered involun-
tarily towards the packet of notes.

“Not very soon, I hope? Not immediately?”

“Certainly not immediately,” she replied, with a
sigh. “Mamma must be much better before she can
travel.”

Then Mr. Trefaldlen made a few politely sym-
pathetic inquiries; recommended a famous West-end
physician; suggested a temporary sojourn at Sydenham
or Norwood; and ended by requesting that the hostile
maid-servant might fetch a cab for the conveyance of
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his treasures. He then took his leave, with the in-
timation that he would come again in the course of a
few days, and go over the pictures a second time.

The door had no sooner closed behind him, than
Miss Rivitre flew up to her mother’s bed-room, with
the bank-notes in her hand.

“QOh, mamma! mamma!” she cried, flinging herself
on her knees beside the invalid’s easy-chair, and burst-
ing into sobs of joy, ‘“he has taken four of papa's
paintings, and given — oh! what do you suppose? —
given two hundred pounds for them! Two hundred
pounds, all in beautiful, real bank-notes — and here
they are! Touch them — look at them! Two hundred
pounds — enough to take you to Italy, my darling, six
times over!”

CHAPTER XIV.
Bradshaw’s Guide for March.

WirriaM TREFALDEN sat alone in his private room
in a somewhat moody attitude, with his elbows on his
desk, and his face buried in his bands. A folded deed
lay unread before him. To his right stood a compact
pile of letters with their seals yet unbroken. Absorbed
in profound thought, he had not yet begun the busi-
ness of the day, although more than an hour had
elapsed since his arrival in Chancery Lane.

His meditations were interrupted by a tap at the
door; and the tap was instantaneously followed by Mr.
Keckwitch. The lawyer started angrily from his reverie.

“Why the deuce do you come in like that?” he
exclaimed. *“What do you want?”



BRADSHAW'S GUIDE FOR MARCH. 75

‘‘ Beg your pardon, sir,” replied the head-clerk, with
a rapid glance at the pile of unopened letters and the
unread deed. ‘Messenger's waitin’ for Willis and
Barlow’s bond; and you said I was to read it over to
you before it went out.”

Mr. Trefalden sighed impatiently, leaned back in
his chair, and bade his clerk “go on;” whereat the re-
spectable man drew the back of his hand across his
mouth, and

“Know all men by these presents that we, Thomas
Willis of number fourteen Charlcote Square in the
parish of Hoxton in the county of Middlesex, and John
Barlow of Oakley Villa in the parish of Brompton in
the county of Middlesex Esquire, are jointly and sever-
ally holden and firmly bounden unto Ebenezer Foster
and Robert Crompton of Cornhill in the parish of St.
Peters upon Cornhill in the county of Middlesex
Bankers and copartners in the sum of five thousand
pounds of lawful British money to be paid to the said
Ebenezer Foster and Robert Crompton their executors
administrators and assigns or their lawful attorney and
attorneys for which payment to be well and faithfully
made we bind ourselves jointly and severally and our
and any two or one of our heirs executors and admi-
nistrators firmly by these presents sealed with our re-
spective seals. Dated . ... which I have left blank,
sir, not knowing when the signatures will be made.”

“Quite right,” said Mr. Trefalden, dreamily. *Go
on.”

The head-clerk then proceeded in the same thick,
monotonous tone, wading on from stage to stage, from
condition to condition, till he came at length to —
“Then and in such case the above written bond or
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obligation shall become void and of no effect, or else
shall remain in full force, power, and virtue;” having
read which he came to a dead pause.

" And then again, for the third time, Mr. Trefalden
said: —

3 G_o on.”

Mr. Keckwitch smiled maliciously.

“That’s the end of the deed, sir,” he replied.

“The end of the deed?”

“Yes, sir. It struck me that you didn’t hear much
of it. Shall I go through it again?”

Mr. Trefalden bit his lip.

“Certainly not,” he said, sharply. “That voice of
yours sends me to sleep. Leave the bond with me,
and I will glance over it myself”

So saying, he snatched the paper from the hand of
his clerk, pointed to the door, and compelled himself
to go through the document from beginning to end.

This done, and the messenger despatched, he dropped
again into his accustomed seat; and proceeded mechani-
cally to examine his diurnal correspondence. But only
mechanically; for though he began with the top letter,
holding it open with his left hand, and shading his
eyes with his right, there was that in his thoughts which
blotted out the sense of the words as completely as if
the page were blank before him.

By-and-by, after staring at it vacantly for some ten
minutes or more, William Trefalden crushed the letter
in his hand, flung it on the table, and exclaiming half
aloud, “Fool that I am!” pushed his chair hastily back,
and began walking up and down the room.

Sometimes fast, sometimes slowly, sometimes stop-
ping short in his beat for a minute at a time, the
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lawyer continued for the best part of an hour to pace
to and fro between the window and the door, thinking
earnestly. :

Of what? Of a woman.

He could scarcely bring himself to confess it to his
own thoughts; and yet so it was — a fact not to be
evaded, impossible to be ignored. William Trefalden
was in love for the first time in his life; utterly,
passionately in love.

Yes, for the first time. He was thirty-eight years
of age, and he had never in his life known what it
was to feel as he felt now. He had never known what
it was to live under the despotism of a single idea. He
was not a good man. He was an unscrupulous and
radically selfish man. A man of cultivated taste, cold
heart, and iron will. A man who set his own gratifica-
tion before him as the end for which he lived, and
who was content to labour for that end as untiringly
and stedfastly as other men labour for honour or free-
dom, or their soul's salvation. A man who knew no
law save the law of his own will, and no restraint save
the restraint of his own judgment.

Up to this time he had regarded love as a taste,
and looked upon women much in the same light as he
looked upon fine wines, fine pictures, costly books, or
valuable horses. They were one of the enjoyments of
life — rather more troublesome, though perhaps not
much more expensive than some other enjoyments;
needing to be well-dressed, as books to be well-bound,
or pictures well-framed; needing also, like valuable
horses, to be kindly treated; but, like horses, to be
held or changed at the pleasure of their owners.

Sach was the theory, and such (for the secret may
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as well be told here as elsewhere) was the practice of
William Trefalden's life. He was no gamester. He
was no miser. He was no usurer. He was simply that
dangerous phenomenon — a man of cold heart and
warm imagination; a refined voluptuary.

And this was the secret which for long years he
had guarded with such jealous care. Heloved splendour,
luxury, pleasure. He loved elegant swrroundings, a
well-appointed table, well-trained servants, musie, pic-
tures, books, fine wines, fine eyes, and fine tobaceo.
For these things he had toiled harder than the poorest
clerk in his employ. For these things he had risked
danger and disgrace; and yet now, when he held the
game on which he had staked his whole life already in
his hand — now, in the very moment of success —
this man found that the world contained one prize t
obtain which he would willingly have given all the
rest — nay, without which all the rest would be no
longer worth possession.

Only a girl! Only a pale, pretty, dark-haired girl,
with large, timid eyes, and a soft voice, and a colour
that came and went fitfully when she spoke. A girl
with ancient blood in her veins, and a certain child-
like purity of bearing that told, at the first glance,
how she must be neither lightly sought nor lightly won.

A girl who, though she might be poor to beggary, could
no more be bought like a toy, than could an angel be

bought from heaven.

It was surely madness for William Trefalden to
love such a girl as Helen Riviére! He knew that it
was madness. He had a dim feeling that it might be
ruin. He struggled against it — he fought with it —
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he flung himself into work — but all in vain. He was
no longer master of his thoughts. If he read, the page
seemed to have mo meaning for him; if he tried to
think, his mind wandered; if he slept, that girlish face
troubled his dreams, and tormented him with despair
and longing. For the first time in his life, he found
himself the slave of a power which it was vain to resist.
‘Well might he pace to and fro in utter restlessness of
mind and body! Well might he curse his fate and his
folly, and chafe against the chain that he was impotent
to break! He had known strong impulses, angry pas-
sions, eager desires, often enough in the course of his
undisciplined life; but never, till now, that passion or
desire which was stronger than his own imperial will.

In the meanwhile the soul of Abel Keckwitch was
disquieted within him. His quick ear caught the rest-
less echo in the inner room, and he felt more than ever
convinced that there was “something wrong somewhere.”
Mr. Trefalden had not opened his letters. Mr. Trefalden
had not read the deed which awaited him upon his
desk. Mr. Trefalden had not attended to a word of
the important bond which he, Abel Keckwitch, not-
withstanding his asthma, had laboriously read aloud to
him from beginning to end. Nor was this all. Mr.
Trefalden looked pale and anxious, like a man who
had not slept the night before, and was obviously
troubled in his mind. These were significant facts —
facts very perplexing and tormenting; and Mr. Keck-
witch sorely taxed his ingenuity to interpret them aright.

In the midst of his conjectures, Mr. Trefalden, who
had an appointment in the Temple for half-past twelve,
came out of his private room, and, glancing round the
office, said: —
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“Where are those paintings that I brought home
the other day?”

Mr. Keckwitch tucked his pen behind his ear, and
coughed before replying.

“In the cupboard behind the door, sir,” said he.
“I put 'em there—to be out of sight.”

Mr. Trefalden opened the cupboard door, saw that
the pictures were safe within, and, after a momenat's
hesitation, said: —

“I took them for a bad debt, but they are of no
use to me. You can have them, Keckwitch, if you
like.”

“I, sirl” exclaimed the head-clerk, in accents of
virtuous horror. “No, thank you, sir. None of your
heathen Venuses for me. I should be ashamed to see
'em on the walls.”

“As you please. At all events, anyone who likes
to take them is welcome to do so.”

Saying which, Mr. Trefalden, with a slightly scorn-
ful gravity, left his clerks to settle the question of
ownership among themselves, and went on his way.
The pictures were, of course, had out immediately,
and became the objects of a good deal of tittering,
tossing up, and wit of the smallest kind. In the mean-
while, the head-clerk found a pretext for going to his
master's room, and instituted a rapid search for any
stray scrap of information that might turn up.

It was a forlorn hope. Mr. Keckwitch had done
the same thing & hundred times before, and had never
found anything; save, now and then, a few charred
ashes in the empty grate. But it was in his nature to
persevere doggedly. On the present occasion he ex-
amined the papers on the table, lifted the lid of William
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Trefalden’s desk, peered between the leaves of the
blotting-book, and examined the table-drawers in which
the lawyer kept his stationery. In the latter he found
but one unaccustomed article — an old Continental
Bradshaw for the month of March.

“It wasn't there this morning,” mused this amateur
detective, taking up the Guide and turning it over in-
quisitively. “It's the same he had when he went to
that place in Switzerland — page turned down and all.”

And then Mr. Keckwitch uttered a suppressed ex-
clamation, for the turned-down page was in the midst
of the Italian itinerary.

“Lucca — Magadino — Mantua — Mentone —
Milan.”

‘What, in Heaven’s name, could William Trefalden
have to do with Lucca, Magadino, Mantua, Mentone,
or Milan? How was it possible that any one of these
places should be mixed up with the cause of his pre-
sent restlesaness and pre-occupation?

The clerk was fairly puzzled. Finding, however,
no farther clue in any part of the volume, he returned
to his desk and applied himself to a diligent search of
the financial columns of the *Times.”

He would have been still more puzzled if at that
moment he could have seen William Trefalden, with
the same weary, half-impatient look upon his face,
leaning over the parapet of the Temple Gardens, and
staring down idly at the river. It was just one o’clock
— the quietest hour of the day in nursemaid-haunted
squares — and the lawyer had the place to himself.
All was still and dreamy in the old gardems. Not a
leaf stirred on the trees. Not a sound disturbed the
cloistered silence. The very sky was grey and uniform,

Half @ Million of Money. II. 6 ;
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unbroken by a sunbeam or a cloud. Presently a barge
drifted by with the current; while far away, from
crowded bridge and busy street, there rose a deep and
distant hum, unlike all other sounds with which the
ear of man is familiar.

It was a dreamy day and a dreamy place, and,
busy man as he was, Mr. Trefalden was, to all appear-
ance, as dreamy as either. But it is possible to be
dreamy on the surface, and wakeful enough beneath
it; and Mr. Trefalden’s dreaminess was of that cutward
sort alone. All moody quiet without, he was all doubt,
fever, and perturbation within. Project after project,
resolution after resolution, kept rising like bubbles to
the troubled surface of his thoughts — rising, breaking,
vanishing, and giving place to others. Thus an hour
went by, and Mr. Trefalden, hearing the church clocks
strike two, roused himself with the air of a man whose
course is resolved upon, and went out through Temple
Bar, into the Strand. His course was resolved upon.
He had made up his mind never to see Helen Riviére
again; and yet ... ..

And yet, before he had reached the gates of Somer-
set House he had hailed a cab, and desired the driver
to take him to Brudenell Terrace, Camberwell!

In the meanwhile Mr. Keckwitch, who had been
anxiously studying the closing prices of all sorts of
Italian Railway, Banking, Telegraphic and Land Com-
panies’ Stock, believed that he had found the key to
his employer’s trouble when he read that the Great
Milanese Loan and Finance Company’s Six per Cent
Bonds were down to sixteen and a-half in the official
list.



HELEN RIVIERE. 83

CHAPTER XYV.
Helen Rividre.

Borx and bred on the top floor of a gloomy old
house in a still gloomier by-street of Florence, Helen
Riviére had spent her childhood in a solitude almost as
far removed from the busy press and shock of ordinary
life as if she had been reared in a highland bothy,
half-way betwixt the earth and sky. All the cir
cumstances of her home and her home-life were ex-
ceptional. She had known none of the companionship
and few of the joys of childhood. No rambles in
green fields and purple vineyards, no pleasant rivalry
of school-class and playground, no early friendships,
with their innocent joys and sorrows, had ever been
hers. Her mother was her one playmate, instructor,
and friend. The flat house-top with its open loggia,
its tubs of orange-trees and myrtles, and its boxes of
nasturtiums and mignonette, was her only playground.
From thence she saw the burning sunsets and the
violet hills; from thence looked down on dome and
campanile, crowded street and medisval palace. This
bird's-eye view of the rare old city, with such echoes
of its life as found their way to her upper world, was
almost all that Helen knew of Florence. Now and
then, at very distant intervals, she had been led down
into that busy lower world, to wander for a few hours
through streets and piazzas stately with fountains and
statues, or galleries so radiant with Madonnas and angels
that they seemed like the vestibules of Heaven; but this
was very seldom.

6
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Yet the child had, as it were, breathed all her life
in an atmosphere of art. She could not remember the
time when its phraseology and appliances were other
than familiar to her. Her father’s dimly lighted studio,
redolent of oil and varnish and littered with canvases
and casts; her father himself in his smeared blouse and
velvet cap, painting his unsaleable nymphs and dryads
year after year with unabated enthusiasm; the lay figure
in its folds of dusty drapery; the shabby students with
their long hair and professional jargon, who wused to
drop in at twilight to smoke their cheap cigars upon
the terraced roof, and declaim about art and liberty;
the habit of observation insensibly acquired, and her
own natural delight in form and colour, all combined
to mould her inclinations and train her taste from earliest
infancy. As a little child, she used to scrawl in pencil
till her father taught her the rudiments of drawing.
By-and-by, as she grew older and more skilful, she
learned to colour prints and photographs for sale, and,
some few months before her father died, had begun to
study the art of enamel-painting.

Isolated thus in the heart of an ancient city; look-
ing down upon the alien throng in street and market-
place; watching the golden sunlight fade and change
on Giotto’s bell-tower and Brunelleschi’s rust-brown
dome; listening to the clang of bells at morn and
even-song, and catching now and then faint echoes of
chanted hymn or military march; growing daily more
and more familiar with the glories of Italian skies;
reading few books, seeing few faces, and ignorant of
life and the world as a cloistered nun, this young girl
spent the first years of her solitary youth. And they
were very happy years, although — nay, perhaps 3e-
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cause — they were so solitary. Having few ties, few
tastes, few occupations, her character became more in-
tense, her aims more concentrated than those of most
very young women. She loved her mother with a
passionate devotion that knew no limit to obedience
and tenderness. She reverenced and admired her father
with so blind a faith in his genius, that, despite her
better knowledge, she believed even in the nymphs
and dryads with all her tender heart. If her reading
had been circumsecribed it had at least been thorough.
Shakspere and Milton, Dante and the Bible, made the
best part of her library; but she had read and re-read
these books, thought about them for herself, treasured
up long passages from them in her memory, and
gathered from their pages more poetry, wisdom, and
knowledge than ever came off the shelves of a modern
circulating library. Nor were these the only advantages
of her secluded life. Never having known wealth, she
was poor without being conscious of poverty — just as
she was pure, because she had seen no evil — just as
she was happy, because she coveted no blessings which
were not already hers.

But at length there came a time when this simple
home was to be made desolate. The unsuccessful
painter fell ill and died, leaving his wife to the cold
charity of Lady Castletowers. In an evil hour she
travelled home to England, thinking so to conciliate
her haughty sister and serve her child. But Lady
Castletowers declined to see her; and the bitter English
winter smote upon her delicate lungs and brought her to
the verge of the grave; and for this it was that Helen
Rividre went down to Castletowers, and prayed her
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haughty aunt for such trifing succour as should take
them back in time to the sweet south.

Just at this crisis, like a prince in a fairy tale, Mr.
Trefalden made his appearance in their dreary London
lodging, bringing with him hope and liberty, and his
cousin Saxon’s gold. If his story were not true, if he
had never known Edgar Rividre in his life, if he de
spised the pictures he affected to praise, how were they
to detect it? Enlightened connoisseur, munifieent pa-
tron, disinterested friend that he was, how should the
widow and orphan suspect that he purchased his claim
to those titles with another man’s money?

CHAPTER XVL

Saxon Conquestor.

Saxon TREFALDEN, writing letters as he sat by the
open window in his pleasant bed-room at Castletowers,
laid his pen aside, and looked out wistfully at the sky
and the trees. The view over the park from this point
was not extensive; but it was green and sunny; and as
the soft air came and went, bringing with it a faint
perfume of distant hay, the young man thought of
his pastoral home in the old Etruscan Canton far
away.

He knew, as well as if he were gazing upon them
from that tiny shelf of orchard ground at Rotzberg,
how the grey, battlemented ridge of the Ringel was
standing out against the deep blue sky; how tenderly
the shadows lay in the unmelted snowdrifts in the hol-
lows of the Galanda; and how the white slopes of the
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far-off Julier-Alp were glittering in the sun, He knew,
as well as if he were listening to them, how the goat-
bells were making pleasant music to the brawling of
the Hinter Rhine below; and how the pines were fall-
ing every now and then with a sullen crash, beneath
the measured blows of the woodman’s axe. And then
he sighed, and went back to his task.

A pile of hastily scribbled notes to London ac-
quaintances and tradesmen lay on one side, ready for
the post-bag; and he was now writing a long letter to
his Uncle Martin — a long, long letter, full of news,
and bright projects, and written in Saxon’s clearest and
closest hand. Long as it was, however, it was not
finished, and would not be finished till the morrow.
He had something yet to add to it; and that something
although it could not be added now, was perplexing
him not a little as he sat, pen in hand, looking out
absently at the shadows that swept over the land-

He had made up his mind to propose to Olimpia
Colonna.

He had told himself over and over again that the
man who aspired to her hand should be a prince, a
hero, a soldier, an ardent patriot, at the least; and yet,
modest as he was of his own merit, he could no longer
doubt that his proposal would be accepted whenever
he should have the courage to make it. Lady Castle-
towers, who had shown a great deal of condescending
interest in him of late, had dropped more than one
flattering hint with the view of urging him forward in
his suit Colonna’s bearing towards him, ever since
the day when he had given in his subscription, had
been almost significantly cordial; and Olimpia's smiles
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were lavish of encouragement. Already he had been
more than once on the brink of an avowal: and now,
as the last week of his visit was drawing to a close, and
his letter to Switzerland awaited despatch, he had
fairly reviewed his position and come to the conclusion
that he would make Miss Colonna a formal offer of his
hand in the course of that same day.

“If she really doesn’t love me,” said he, half-aloud,
as he sat biting the end of his pen and staring down
at the unfinished page, ‘“‘she’ll say so, and there will
be an end of it. 1f she doss love me — and, some-
how, I cannot believe it! — why, although she is a
million times too good, and too beautiful, and too high-
born for an uncivilised mountaineer such as I, I will
do my best, with God’s help, to be worthy of her
choice.”

And then he thought of all the intoxicating looks
and smiles with which Olimpia had received his awk-
ward homage; and the more he considered these things
the more clearly he saw, and marvelled at, the distinc-
tion that had befallen him.

And yet he was by no means beside himself with
happiness — perhaps, because, if the truth must be
confessed, he was not very deeply in love. He ad-
mired Olimpia Colonna intensely. He thought her the
most beautiful and high-minded woman under heaven;
but, after all, he did not feel for her that profound,
and tender, and passionate sympathy which had been
the dream of his boyhood. Even now, when most
completely under the spell of her influence, he was
vaguely conscious of this want. Even now, in the very
moment of anticipated triumph, when his heart beat
high at the thought of winning her, he found himself
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wondering whether he should be able to make her
happy — whether she would love his Uncle Martin —
whether she would always be quite as much absarbed
in Italian politics and Italian liberty?

‘When he had arrived at this point, he was inter-
rupted by a tap at the door and a voice outside asking
if there was “any admission?”

“Always, for you,” replied Saxon; whereupon the
Earl opened the door and came in.

“There!” said he, “you're writing letters, and don’t
want me.”

“On the contrary, 1 have written all that are to be
posted to-day, and am glad to be interrupted. There’s
the rocking chair at your service.”

“Thanks. May I take a cigar?”

“Twenty, if you will. And now, what news since
breakfast?”

“A good deal, I suspect,” replied the Earl, moodily.
“Montecuculi’s here.”

“Who is Montecuculi?”

“One of our Central Committee men — an excel-
lent fellow; descended from the Montecuculis of Fer-
rara. One of his ancestors poisoned a Dauphin of
France, and was torn to pieces for it by four horses,
ever 80 many centuries ago.”

“He did no such thing,” said Saxon. ‘“The Dau-
phin died of inflammation brought on by his own im-
prudence; and Montecuculi was barbarously murdered.
It was always so in those hateful middle ages. When
a prince died, his physicians invariably proclaimed that
be was poisoned; and then some wretched victim was
sure to be broken on the wheel, or torn to pieces.”
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“The physicians did it to excuse their want of skill,
I suppose,” remarked the Earl.

“Or else because princes were tob august to catch
colds and fevers, like other men.”

“There spoke the republican.”

“But where is this Montecuculi?”

“Shut up with Colonna in his den. He brings im-
portant news from the seat of war; but at presemt I
only know that Garibaldi has achieved some brilliant
success, and that our guests are leaving us in all
haste.”

“What, the Colonnas?”

“Yes, the Colonnas.”

“But not to-day?”

“This evening, immediately after dinner.”

Saxon’s countenance fell.

“That is quick work,” said he. ‘““Where are they
going?”

“To London.”

“Is anything the matter?”

“Nothing — except that a Genoese deputy is
hourly expected, and our friends are summoned to
meet him.”

“Then they will come back to you again?”

“Not a chance of it. The present is an important
crisis, and we have a whole round of special commit-
tees and public meetings coming on in London and
elsewhere. No — we shall not see them down again
at Castletowers this year. They will have more than
enough of active work on hand for the next week or
two; and then, no doubt, they will be off to Italy.”

Saxon was silent. Having once resolved on a
course of action, it was not in him to be turned aside
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by small obstacles; and he was now thinking how, in
the midst of all this hurry of departure, he should ob-
tain his interview with Miss Colonna.

“This place will be as lively as a theatre by day-
light when you are all gone,” observed the Earl, pre-
sently.
“You must come up to town,” replied S8axon. “I
had a note from Burgoyne this morning, in which he
says that London is fuller than ever.”

Lord Castletowers shook his head.

“I shall run up occasionally for a few hours at a
time,” said he, “while these meetings are being held;
but I shall not be able to make any stay.”

“Why not?”

“Because I cannot afford it.”

“Nonsense! What do you mean?”

“Simply what I say. I am a poor man, my dear
fellow — which fact 1 believe you have heard me state
before — and although I look upon a good London
botel as the first stage on the road to Paradise, and
upon a fortnight in town during the best of the season
as pure beatitude, I can seldom afford to indulge my
taste for either.”

“But I should have thought, with a place like
this . . ... »

“That's just what it is!” replied the Earl, knocking
off the ash from his cigar, and rocking himself dis-
mally to and fro. It's a dear old place, and I wouldn’t
exchange it for Aladdin's palace of jewels; but it costs
me every farthing of my income merely to live in it.
I was left, you see, with an encumbered estate; and in
order to clear it, I was obliged to sell three of the best
little farms in the county. I even sold a slice of the



92 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

old park, and that was the greatest sorrow of my
life.”

“Y can well believe it,” said Saxon.

“Consequently, I am now obliged to do the best I
can with a large house and a small income.”

“Still you have cleared off the encumbrances?”

The Earl nodded.

“All of them?” ]

“Yes, thank Heaven! all.”

Saxon drew his chair a little nearer, and looked his
friend earnestly in the face.

“Pray don’t think me impertinent,” said he; “but
— but I've seen you looking anxious at times — and
somehow I have fancied . . ... ‘Would you mind
telling me, Castletowers, if you have really any trouble
on your mind? Any outstanding claim, for instance,
that — that . . .”

“That a generous fellow like yourself could help
me to meet? No, Trefalden — not one. I thank you
heartily for your kind thought, but I owe no man a
Penny-"

Saxon drew a deep breath of satisfaction. He would
scarcely have liked to confess, even to himself, with
how keen a sense of relief he found his cousin’s state-
ment corroborated.

“I rejoice to hear it,” he replied. ‘“And now,
Castletowers, you must promise that you will go up
with me the day after to-morrow, and make my rooms
your hotel. I have three there in St. James's Street,
and I can have a couple more if I like; and you don't
know how lonely I feel in them.”

“You are goodnature itself,” said the Earl; “but
indeed . ....”

|
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“It's not good nature — it’s pure selfishness. I
like London. I am intensely interested in its multi-
tudinous life and intellectual activity; but it is a ter-
rible place to live in all alone. If, however, I had a
couple of rooms which I might call your rooms, and
which I knew you would occupy whenever you were
in town, the place would seem more like home to
me.”

“But, my dear Trefalden . . . .. »

“One moment, please! I know, of course, that it
is, in one sense, a monstrous presumption on my part
to ask you to do this. You are an English peer, and
I am a Swiss peasant; but then you have received me
here as your guest, and treated me as if I were your

“Trefalden, hear me,” interrupted the Earl, vehe-
mently. “You know my political creed — you know
that, setting friendship, virtue, education aside, I hold
all men to be literally and absolutely equal under
heaven?”

“Yes, as an abstract principle . . . . .

“Precisely so — as an abstract principle. But
abstract and concrete. are two very different things;
and permit me to tell you that I have the honour and
happiness of knowing two men who, so far as I am
competent to judge myself and them, are as immeasur-
ably superior to me in all that constitutes true nobility,
as if there were no such principle as equality under
the sun. And those two men are Giulio Colonna and
Saxon Trefalden.”

Saxon laughed and coloured up.

“What reply can I make to such a magnificent
compliment?” said he.
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“Beg my pardon, I should think, for the speech
that provoked it.”

“But do you really mean it?”

“Every word of it.”

“Then I will go up to town a day soomer, and
prepare your rooms at once. If that's your opinion of
me, you can't refuse to grant the first favour 1 have
ever asked at your hands.”

The Earl smiled and shook his head.

“We will talk of that by-and-by,” he said. “IfI
have not consented, it is through no want of confidence
in your friendship.”

“I should look upon that consent as a strong proof
of yours,” said Saxon.

“I came to your room to-day, Trefalden, to give
you a much stronger proof of it,” replied the Earl,
gravely.

The words were simple enough, but something in
the tone in which they were uttered arrested Saxon's
attention. .

“You may be sure that I shall value it, whatever
it may be,” said he; and waited for Lord Castletowers
to proceed.

But the Earl was, apparently, in no haste to do so.
Swaying idly to and fro, and watching the light smoke
of his cigar, he remained for some moments silent, as
if hesitating how and where to begin. At length he
said: —

“I do believe, Trefalden, that you are the best fel-
low breathing.”

“That I certainly am not,” replied Saxon; “so
pray don’t think it.”

“But I do think it; and it is just because I think
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it that I am here now. I want to tell you some-
. ”

Saxon bent his head, and listened.

“Something which I have been keeping to myself
for years, because — well, because I have never had a
friend to whom I could confide it — I mean a really
intimate friend whom I could trust, as I know I may
trust you.”

“Thank you,” said Saxon, simply.

“I have felt the want of such a one, bitterly,” con-
tinued the Earl. “It's hard to be for ever brooding
over one idea, without being able to seek sympathy or
counsel.” )

“T should think it must be,” replied Saxon; “but
I've never had a secret of my own.”

“Then, Trefalden,” said the Earl, throwing away
the end of his cigar with a very gloomy look, “you
have never been in love.”

Saxon made no reply. He had fully anticipated
some oonfidence on the subject of money, and his
friend's rejoinder took him by surprise.

Had he been asked, he could not have told why
it was so; but the surprise, somehow, was not a plea-
sant one.

“The truth is,” said the Earl, “I am a very un-
lucky, and a very miserable fellow. I love a woman
whom I have no hope of marrying.”

“How is that?”

“Becanse I am poor, and she has nothing — be-
cause I could not bear to act in opposition to my
mother’'s wishes — because . . ... in short, because
the woman I love is Olimpia Colonna.”

Saxon’s heart gave onme throb ~— just one — as
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Castletowers spoke the name; and then his breath
seemed to come short, and he was afraid to speak, lest
his voice should be unsteady.

“Had you guessed my secret?” asked the Earl.

Saxon shook his head.

“T feel sure my mother has guessed it, long since;
but she has entire confidence in my honour, and has
never breathed a syllable to me on the subject. All
her hope is that I may repair our shattered fortunes
by a wealthy marriage. Proud as she is — and my
mother is a very proud woman, Trefalden — she would
rather see me marry that rich Miss Hatherton whose
father was a common miner, than Olimpia Colonna
with her eight hundred years of glorious ancestry!™

“Eight hundred years!” repeated Saxon, mechani-
cally.

“It is one of the noblest families in Furope,” con-
tinued the Earl. “The Colonnas were sovereign Dukes
and Princes when the Pierrepoints were Norman Counts,
and the Wynnecliffes simple Esquires. They have
given many Cardinals to Rome, and one Pope. They
have repeatedly held the rank of Viceroys of Naples,
Sicily, and Arragon; and they have numbered among
them some of the greatest generals and noblest scholars
of the middle ages. I tell you, Trefalden, it is in-
comprehensible to me how my mother, who attaches
such profound importance to birth, should weigh gold
against blood in such a question as this!”

He paused, beating the floor with his foot, and too
much absorbed in his own story to pay much heed to
his listener.

“But then, you see,” he continued presently, “mo-
ney is not the only obstacle. The man who marries



SAXON CONQUESTOR. 97

Olimpia Colonna must go heart and soul, hand and
fortune, into the Italian cause. I would do it, willingly.
I would melt my last ounce of plate, cut down my last
timber, mortgage the roof over my head, if I had only
myself to consider. But how is it possible? I cannot
reduce my mother to beggary.”

“Of course not.”

And then there was another pause. At length the
Earl looked up suddenly, and said,

“Well now, Trefalden, what is your advice?”

“Advice!” stammered Saxon. “You ask me for
advice?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“But I — I, who know so little of life and the
world — how can I advise you?”

“It is just for that reason — because youm are so
unbiassed by conventional prejudice and worldly wis-
dom — that I attach a peculiar value to your opinion.
Tell me what you think I ought to do. Should I, for
instance, talk it over with my mother, or speak to
Colonna first? He is her oldest friend, and his opinion
has great weight with her. There lies my chief hope.
If he were with me, I do not think she would persist
in any lengthened opposition. Besides, I would do
anything to make up for Olimpia's want of fortune.
I know I could make myself a good position in the
Upper House, if I chose to read up facts, and study
home-questions. Or I would cultivate my influential
friends, and try to get some foreign diplomatic appoint-
ment. In short, give me but the motive, and I will
do anythingl”

““But these are matters of which I know nothing.”

“I am not asking you how I shall push my way

1

Half a Miltion of Money. II.



98 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

in the future, my dear Saxon,” replied the Earl,
eagerly; ‘“but how you think I ought to act in the
present. What would you do yourself, if you were in
my position?”

Saxon, sitting a little away from the light, with his
elbow resting on the table and his head supported by
his hand, looked down thoughtfully, and hesitated
before replying. His friend had given him a hard
problem to solve — a bitter task to perform.

‘“Are you sure that you love her?” he said pre
sently, speaking somewhat slowly.

‘“As sure as that yonder sun is now shining in the
heavens! Why, Trefalden, she was the ideal of my
boyhood; and for the last four years, since she has
been staying with us so often, and for so many months
at a time, I have loved her with the deepest love that
man can give to woman.”

“And do you think that — that she loves you?”

Do what he would, Saxon could not quite keep
down the tremor in his voice as he asked this ques-
tion; but the Earl was too intensely pre-occupied to
observe it.

“A year ago — nay, three months ago,” said he,
“I was certain of it. Latterly, I cannot tell why, there
has been a constraint — a coldness — as if she were
trying to crush out the feeling from her own heart,
and the hope from mine. And yet, somehow, I feel as
if the change went no deeper than the surface.”

“You believe, in short, that Miss Colonna loves
you still?”

“By Heaven, Trefalden, I do!” replied the Earl,
passionately.

“You have not asked her?”
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“Certainly not. She was my guest.”

Saxon covered his eyes for a moment with his
hand, as if in profound thought. It was an eventful
moment — a cruel moment — the first moment of
acute suffering that he bad ever known. No one but
himself ever knew how sharp s fight he fought while
it lasted — a fight from which he came out wounded
and bleeding, but a conqueror. When he lifted up his
face, it was pale to the very lips, but steady and re-
solved.

“Then, Castletowers,” he said — and his voice had
no faltering in it — “I will tell you what I would do
if — if I were in your place. I would learn the truth
from her own lips, first of all.”

“But my mother . ...”

“Lady Castletowers will acquiesce when she knows
that your happiness is involved. It is but a question
of fortune, after all.”

The Earl sprang to his feet, and began pacing to
and fro.

“It is welcome counsel,” said he. “If I only dared
— if I were but sure . . . . and yet, is it not better to
know the worst at once?”

“Far better,” replied Saxon, drearily.

Lord Castletowers went over to the window, and
leaned out into the sunshine.

“Why should I not?” he mused, half aloud. “If
I fail, I shall be no poorer than I am now — except
in hope! Except in hope! But if I succeeded . . ..
Ah! if I succeed!”

His face grew radiant at the thought.

“Yes, Trefalden,” he exclaimed, ‘“‘you are right.
Why set myself to overcome so many obstacles if,

T*
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when all is done, I am to find that I have had my
toil for nothing? I well ask her. I will ask her this
very day — this very hour, if I can find her alone. It
will be no breach of hospitality to do so now. Thanks
— thanks a thousand times!”

Saxon shook his head.

“You have nothing to thank me for, Castletowers,”
he replied.

“For your counsel,” said the Earl.

“Which may bring you sorrow, remember.”

“Then for your friendship!”

“Well, yes — for my friendship. You have that,
if it is worth your thanks.”

“Time will show what value I place upon it,” re-
plied the Earl. “And now, for the present, adieu. I
know you wish me success.”

+ With this, he grasped Saxon warmly by the hand,
and hurried from the room. When the last echo of
his foot had died away on stair and corridor, the young
man went over to the door, locked it, and sat quietly
down, alone with his trouble. And it was in truth no
light or imaginary trouble. He saw, clearly enough,
that he must accept one of two things — both equally
bitter. Either Olimpia Colonna had never loved him,
or he had supplanted his friend in her affections.
‘Which was it? His heart told him.
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CHAPTER XVII.
How the Earl sped in his Wooing.

It was a hurried, uncomfortable afternoon at Castle-
towers, and Signor Colonna’s visitor had brought no-
thing but confusion to the house. The news was really
important news to those whom it concerned; but there
was nothing which Lady Castletowers disliked so much
as excitement, nothing in her eyes so undignified as
haste, and she was therefore not a little displeased by
this sudden breaking up of her party. It was nothing
to her that Garibaldi had won a great battle at Calata-
fimi, and was marching fast upon Palermo. She only
knew that the Walkingshaws and Miss Hatherton were
coming to dine with her that very day; that Signor
Montecuculi would make one too many at the table;
and that the departure of the Colonnas immediately
after dinner would spoil the evening.

In the meanwhile Signor Colonna was deep in con-
sultation with the new comer; Olimpia, assisted by one
of the maids, was busy packing her father’s books and
papers; the Earl was wandering disconsolately to and fro,
seeking his opportunity; and Saxon Trefalden, mounted
on his swiftest thoroughbred, was galloping towards the
hills, determined to leave a clear field for his friend,
and not to come back till the first dinner-bell should be

ringing.

At length, as the afternoon wore on, the Earl grew
tired of waiting about the drawing-rooms and staircase,
and sought Olimpia in her father's quarters. There he
found her, not in Colonna’s own den, but in the room
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immediately beneath it, kneeling before a huge army
trunk more than half filled with pamphlets, letters,
despatches, maps, and documentary lumber of every
description. More books and papers littered the floor
and table, and these the servant was dusting previous
to their being sorted and tied up by Miss Colonna.

“Can I be of any service?” asked the Earl, as he
peeped in through the half-opened door.

Olimpia looked up with a pleasant smile.

“Are you really in want of something to do?”
said she.

[13 G_reaﬂy ”

“Then you may help to sort these papers. Among
them are some dozens of last year’s reports. You can
arrange those according to date, and tie them wup in
parcels of about eighteen or twenty.”

The Earl set about his task with much seeming
alacrity. :

“We owe Montecuculi a grudge for this,” he said,
presently. ‘“Who would have thought this morning at
breakfast that you would strike your tents and flee
away into the great London desert before night?”

“Who would have thought that we should have
such glorious cause for breaking up our camp?” re-
torted Olimpia, with enthusiasm.

“No one, indeed. And yet I wish the news had
not travelled quite so quickly.”

“Good news cannot fly too fast,” replied Olimpia.
“T scarcely dare trust myself to think what the next
may be.”

‘At least do not hope too much.”

“Nay, I have desponded long enough. Hope has
been for so many years a forbidden luxury that I feel
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as if I could not now drink of it too deeply. I hope all
things. I expect all things. I believe that the hour is
come at last, and that miracles will be accomplished
within the next few months.”

The Earl, thinking more of his own hopes and fears
at that moment than of Italy or the Italians, wished
with all his heart that a miracle could be accomplished
then and there for the translation of the housemaid to
any convenient planet.

“I should not be surprised,” continued Olimpia, “if
I heard to-morrow that Gtaribaldi was in Messina — or
that he had crossed the straits and carried Naples by a
coup de main!"

“Nor I,” replied Castletowers, abstractedly.

And then for a few moments they were both silent.
In the midst of their silence, a bell rang long and loudly
in some part of the office below.

“What bell is that?” asked the Earl, who had
heard it thousands of times in the course of his home-
life, and knew its import perfectly.

“It’s the servants’ hall bell, my lord,” replied the
housemaid.

“ And what does it mean, then — the servants’ tea?”

“Yes, my lord.”

Olimpia took the Earl's little bait immediately.

“You need not mind the rest of those papers now,
Jane,” she said, good-naturedly. “Go down at once,
and come back when you have had tea.”

Whereupon the housemaid, duly grateful, left the
room.

And now Lord Castletowers had only to speak.
The coveted opportunity was his at last; but it was no

,
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sooner his than he lost his presence of mind, and found
himself without a word to say.

Presently Olimpia looked up, and spoke again.

“How hard a thing it is,” said she, ‘““to be a wo-
man — a mere woman! How hard to sit down tamely,
day after day, listening to echoes of the battle-field —
listening and waiting!”

“I am very glad you are listening from so safe a
distance.”

“And I pray that that distance may soon be les-
sened,” she retorted, quickly. ‘“We shall undoubtedly
go to Genoa in the course of the next fortnight; and
if my father crosses to Sicily, I do not mean to be left
behind.”

“But the Mediterranean swarms with Neapolitan
war-steamers!” exclaimed the Earl.

Olimpia smiled.

“Besides, of what service could you be when there?
You will perhaps say that you can do hospital work;
but the hospitals do not want you. Ten per cent. of
our volunteers are medical men, and I will venture to
say that every woman in Sicily is a willing nurse.”

“I would do any work that my head or hands
could be trusted to perform,” said she; “whether it
were at the desk, or the bedside. Oh, that I could
give my blood for the cause!”

“Men give their blood,” replied the Earl; “but
women the tears that make death sweet, and the smiles
that make victory worth achieving.”

Olimpia’s lip curled scornfully.

“Qur soldiers have nobler ends at stake than women's
smiles!” said she.

The Earl was in despair. Nothing that he had said
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seemed to find favour with Miss Colonna, and all this
time the minutes were slipping away — the precious
minutes for which there would be no recall.

“True friend to the cause as I am, Olimpia,” said
he, desperately, “if I were to go out, it would be as
much for your sake as for the sake of your country;
but I hope you would not scorn my sword for that
reason.”

Miss Colonna was taken by surprise. She had
never been blind to the young man’s admiration; but,
having tacitly discouraged it for so long, she had taken
it for granted that he would not venture on a declara-
tion. Even now, though he had spoken words which
could bear no other interpretation, she determined to
put the thing aside and prevent him, if possible, from
speaking more plainly. And yet her heart stirred
strangely when he called her by her name!

“Yours is almost the only sword we should decline
to enlist on any terms, Lord Castletowers,” she re-
plied, gravely. “You are an only son, and the last
inberitor of a noble name. Your duties lie here.”

“You would not think thus, if I were an Italian?”

“Certainly not. I should then say that your first
duty was owing to your country.”

The Earl came and stood before her, pale and
earnest, and not to be turned from his purpose.

“Hear me, Olimpia,” he said, passionately. “I
love you, and you know that I love you. I have loved
you for more than four years. I will not say that I
have dared to hope. If I had hoped, I should not,
perhaps, have kept silence so long; but I may have
thought that you read my secret, and that silence might
plead for me more eloquently than words. I know how
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heavy the chances are against me — I have weighed
them all, long since. I know that he who would aspire
to your hand must love your Italy as if he were a son
of the soil, must throw in his fortunes with her for
tunes, and deserve you through his devotion to her
cause. I also know that the man who had done all
this would only have fulfilled those primary conditions
without which the humblest red-shirt in Garibaldi’s
wake would stand a better chance than himself. Am
I not right?”

“Perfectly; but ”

“Do not reply yet, I implore you! You say that
I have duties here. It is true; and I am prepared to
fulfil them to the utmost. I will settle this house and
half my income on my mother for her life. All else
that is mine, land, revenue, strength of body and will,
personal influence, life itself, shall be Italy’s. Your
country shall be my country — your people, my people
— your God, my God. Can I say more, except that
I love you? That, deeply and dearly as I love you
now, I believe from my soul I shall love you better
still in years to come. In my eyes you will never be
less young or less beautiful. Should sorrow or sickness
come upon you, I will do all that man can do to
cherish and comfort you. If you are in peril, I will
die defending you. The love of my youth will be the
love of my age; and what you are to me now, Olim-
pia, whether you reject or accept me, that you will be
till my last hour!”

He paused. His manner, even more than his words,
had been intense and eager, and now that his pas-
sionate appeal was all poured out, he waited for his
sentence.
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And Olimpia? Did she listen unmoved? She strove
hard to do so; but she could not quite control the
colour that came and went, or the tears that would not
be stayed. One by one, as his pleading grew more
earnest, they had slipped slowly over the dark lashes
and down the oval cheek; and the Earl, who had never
seen her shed a tear before, believed for one wild mo-
ment that his cause was won.

Her first words undeceived him.

“I am very sorry for this, Lord Castletowers,” she
said; and her voice, which was a little tremulous at
first, became steady as she went on. “I would have
given much that these words had never been spoken;
for they are spoken in vain. I believe that you love
me gincerely. I believe that I have never been so well
loved — that I shall never be so well loved again; but
—1I cannot marry you.”

“You will, at least, give me a reason!”

“To what end? That you might combat it? Do
not ask it, my lord. Nothing that I could tell, nothing
that you could say, would alter my decision.”

The Earl turned his face aside.

“This is cruel,” he said. “I have not deserved it.”

“Heaven knows that I do not mean it so,” replied
Olimpia, quickly. “I should be more or less than wo-
man if I did not regret the loss of such a heart as yours.”

“You have not lost it, Olimpia,” he replied
brokenly. “You will never lose it. With me, once
is always.”

She clasped her hands together, like one in pain.

“QOh, that it were not so!” she exclaimed.*

‘“Are you, then, sorry for me?”

‘ Bitterly — bitterly!”
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“And yet you cannot love me?”

Olimpia was silent.

Again the hope flashed upon him — again he broke
into passionate pleading.

“I used to think once— madly, presumptuously, if
you will — that you were not quite so indifferent to me
as you have been of late. 'Was I mistaken in so think-
ing? Or is it possible that I have done anything to
lessen your regard? Have I ever offended you? Or
pained you? Or manifested my admiration too openly?”

“Never — never.”

“Then, did you never care for me? For Heaven's
sake, tell me this before we part?”

Olimpia became ashy pale and leaned upon the
table, as if her strength were failing her.

“Lord Castletowers,” she said slowly, “you have
no right to press me thus.”

“Not when the happiness of my whole life is at
stake? Give me but the shadow of a hope, and I will
be silent!”

“I cannot.”

The Earl put his hand to his forehead in a be
wildered way.

“I don’t seem as if I could believe it,” he said.
“But — if I only knew why, perhaps it would not be
so hard to bear.”

Miss Colonna looked down, and for some moments
neither spoke nor stirred. At length she said: —

“I will tell you why, Lord Castletowers, if you
must know. It is possible that I may never marry;
but if I do, it must be to one who can do more for
Italy than yourself. Are you satisfied?”

The young man could not trust himself to spesk.
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He only looked at her; and a dark expression came
into his face — such an expression as Olimpia had never
seen it wear till that moment.

“Farewell,” she said, almost imploringly, and put
out her hand.

“Farewell,” he replied, and, having held it for a
moment in his own, disengaged it gently, and said no
more.

She remembered afterwards how cold her own hand
was, and how dry and hot was the palm in which it
rested

But a few moments later, and she was kneeling
by her bedside in her own far-away chamber, silent
and self-reliant no longer, but wringing her hands with
a woman's passionate sorrow, and crying aloud: —

“Oh, that he could have looked into my heart —
that he could only have known how I love him!”

CHAPTER XVIIL
At Arm's Length.

TuERE was no superfluous guest at Lady Castle-
towers’ table, after all; for Miss Colonna excused her-
self on the plea of severe headache, and Signor Monte-
cuculi opportunely filled her place. But the dinner
proved an effet mangué, notwithstanding. The Earl,
though, as host, he strove to do his best, played the
part languidly and was bitterly sad at heart. Saxon,
who had come in covered with dust and foam about
five minutes before the dinner was served, looked
weary and thoughtful, and all unlike his own joyous
self. Giulio Colonna, full of Italian politics, was in-



110 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

disposed for conversation. And so, what with Olimpia's
absence, and what with that vague sense of discomfort
inseparable from any kind of parting or removal, a
general dreariness pervaded the table.

Miss Hatherton, however, was lively and talkative,
as usual. Finding Saxon unwontedly silent, she con-
soled herself with the stranger, and questioned Signor
Montecuculi about Sicily and Naples, Calatafimi, Pa-
lermo, Garibaldi, and Victor Emmanuel, to her heart’s
content.

In the meanwhile, Colonna, sitting at Lady Castle-
towers’ left hand, had been lamenting the non-fulfil-
ment of certain of his plans.

“I had hoped,” he said, in a low tone, ‘that some-
thing would have come of it ere this.”

“And T had hoped it, too, dear friend -— for your
sake,” replied Lady Castletowers, benevolently.

“I had made certain that, knowing how unex-
pectedly we are called away, he would have spoken
to-day; but on the contrary, he ordered out his horse
quite early, and has been in the saddle all day.”

“That looks strange.”

“Very strange. I wish to Heaven we could have
remained with you one week longer.”

“But it is not too late to reverse your plans.”

Colonna shook his head.

“I can no more reverse them,” he said, ‘“than I
can reverse the order of the planets.”

“Then leave Olimpia with me. She is not fit to
go up to town this evening.”

“Thanks — I had already thought of that; but
she is determined to accompany me.”

To which the Countess, who was much more deeply
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interested in procuring Miss Hatherton’s fortune for
her son than in securing a wealthy bridegroom for the
daughter of her friend, replied, “I am sorry, ameco,”
and transferred her conversation to Mr. Walkingshaw.

But Colonna had not yet played his last card.
‘When the ladies retired, he took the vacant seat at
Saxon’s right hand, and said: —

“QOurs is an abrupt departure, Mr. Trefalden; but
1 trust we shall see you in London.”

Saxon bowed, and murmured something about
obligation and kindness.

“You are yourself returning to town, I understand,
the day after to-morrow.”

Saxon believed he was.

“Then you must promise to come and see us. You
will find us, for at least the next fortnight, at the
Portland Hotel; but after that time we shall probably
be bending our steps towards Italy.”

Saxon bowed again, and passed the decanters.

Colonna began to see that there was something
wrong.
“When friends wish to ensure a meeting,” said he,
“and we ars friends, I trust, Mr. Trefalden — their
best plan is to make some definite appointment. Will
you dine with us on Thursday at our hotel?”

“I am afraid .. ... " began Saxon.

‘*“Nay, that is an ominous beginning.”

“I have been so long away from town,” continued
the young man, somewhat confusedly, ‘“and shall have
50 many claims upon my time for the next few weeks,
that I fear I must make no engagements.

Giulio Colonna was utterly confounded. But yester-
day, and this young millionnaire would have grasped
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at any straw of invitation that might have brougl:
him nearer to Olimpia; and now .. ... ‘Was he
drawing off?7 Was he offended? He laid his hand
on Saxon’s arm, and, bending his most gracious smile
upon him, said: —

“I will not part from you thus, my dear sir.
Those who serve my country serve me; and you have
been so munificent a benefactor to our cause that you
have made me your debter for life. I will not, there-
fore, suffer you to drop away into the outer ranks of
mere acquaintanceship. I look upon you as a friend,
and as a friend you must promise to break bread with
me before I leave England.”

Saxon would have given the best thoroughbred in
his stables — nay, every horse that he possessed, and
the mail phaeton into the bargain! — only to know at
that moment how the Earl had prospered in his wooing.
Being ignorant, however, on this point, he made the
best reply he could, under the circumstances.

“I will dine with you, if I can, Signor Colonna,’
he said, bluntly. “At all events, I will call upon you
at your hotel; but until I know how I am situated
with — with regard to other friends — I can say
nothing more positive.”

“Then I suppose I must try to be content,” replied
the Italian, pleasantly; but he felt that Saxon Tre
falden was on his guard and holding him at arm's
length, and in his heart he cursed the adverse power
that instinet told him was at work against him.

Later in the evening, when they were all gone and
Lady Castletowers-had retired, and Saxon remained
the only guest in the house, the two young men went
down to the smoking salon — a large, comfortable
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room adjoining the library, and opening upon the same
quiet garden.

“Well?” exclaimed Saxon, eagerly? “What
speed ?”

The Earl closed the door before replying; and then
his answer was significant enough.

l(Noue.’,

““What do you mean?”

“I mean, Trefalden, that the sooner that yacht is
found and we are on the high seas, the better pleased
I shall be. She has refused me.”

Despite the claims of friendship and his own ge-
nerous resolves, Saxon’s heart gave a joyous bound.

“Refused you!” he said. “On what grounds?”

The Earl flung himself into a chair.

“On patriotic grounds,” he replied, gloomily.

“Do you mean because you are English?”

“No — nor yet because she does not love me;
but because if ever she gives her hand in marriage, it
must be to a man who can “do more for Ttaly’ than
Gervase Wynneclyffe.”

“Do more for Italy!” repeated Saxon, slowly.

“Aye — do you know what that means? Why,
man, it means that Olimpia Colonna with all her beauty,
purity, and pride of birth, will some day sell herself
— sell herself, wrong her husband, and sacrifice me —
for her country’s sake! If I were as rich as you are,
she would marry me. If you were to propose to her
to-morrow, she would marry you. If you were old,
ugly, ignorant — anything, in short, save a Bourbon or
a Hapsburgh — she would probably marry you all the
same. And yet she loves me!”

“Are you sure of that?”

Helf o Nillion of Money. II. 8
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“] am as certain of it as that she lives and
breathes.”

“Did — did she admit it?”

“No — but she could not deny it. Besides I saw
it — I felt it. There are times when all men are
clairvoyant; and I was clairvoyant then.”

Saxon was silent.

“And this is patriotism!” ejaculated Castletowers,
bitterly. “I have heard it said that virtues carried to
excess become vices; but till now I never believed it
As for the Italian camse .. ... I have been a true
friend to it, Trefalden — a true and earnest friend, as
you well know; but now — I hate it.”

And he ground the words out slowly between his
teeth, as if he meant them.

After this, they sat together with books and maps
before them, planning many things, and talking far
into the night.

CHAPTER XIX
Going to Norway.

“WEx are going to Norway — Castletowers and I!"

The words were in Saxon’s mouth all day long,
and Saxon himself was living in a fever of preparation.
The men at the Erectheum took a good deal of lan-
guid interest in his plans, and were lavish of advice in
the matter of Norwegian travel — especially those who
had never crossed the Skager Rack in their lives. And
Saxon was grateful for it all, buying everything that
everybody recommended, and stocking himself in the
wildest way with meat-essences, hermetically preserved
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game and fish, solid soups, ship’s biscuit, wines, spirits
and liqueurs, fishing-tackle, wading boots, patent tents,
polyglott washing books, Swedish and Norwegian gram-
mars, dictionaries and vocabularies, pocket telescopes,
pocket microscopes, pocket revolvers, waterproof cloth-
ing, and a thousand other snares of the like nature.
Then, besides all these, he ordered a couple of nautical
suits, and a gorgeous log-book bound in scarlet mo-
rocco, and secured by a Chubb’s lock; for Saxon had
scorned to hire his yacht — he had bought it, paid for
it, christened it, and now meant to play the part of
captain and owner thereof, under the due jurisdiction
of a competent master.

In all this, Mr. Lawrence Greatorex had made him-
self particularly useful and obliging, having taken the
trouble to go down with S8axon to Portsmouth for the
purpose of introducing him to a ship-building acquaint-
ance who happened, luckily, to be able to help them
to the very thing of which they were in search. It
was an American yacht, slight and graceful as an Ame-
rican beauty; and as her owner was anxious to sell and
Saxon was eager to buy, the bargain was soon con-
cluded.

Then came the hiring of a competent master and
erew; the shipping of Saxon’s multitadinous stores; the
trial trip round the Isle of Wight; and all the rest of
those delightfully business-like preliminaries which
make the game of yachting seem so much like earnest.
And throughout the whole of this time, Mr. Greatorex
— who, to do him justice, was really grateful to his
benefaetor, and anxious to serve him in any way not
involving the repayment of a certain modest loan —
posted backwards and forwards between London and

g*
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Portsmouth, helped Saxon through innumerable com-
mercial difficulties, and proved himself an invaluable
adviser.

It was a busy time for Saxon. He had no leisure
for regrets, and perhaps no overwhelming inclination
to indulge in them, either. 'What was his disappoint-
ment, after all, compared with ‘the Earl's? A mere
scratch beside a deep and deadly wound. Castletowers
bad loved Olimpia Colonna for four long years —
Saxon had been her slave for about as many weeks.
Castletowers had confessed to him, in a manly, quiet
way, and without the slightest semblance of affecta-
tion, that he believed he should never love any other
woman — Saxon had no such conviction; but felt, on
the contrary, that the best love of his life was yet to
come. All these things considered, he was so grieved
for his friend that he came to be almost ashamed of
his own trouble — nay, was somewhat ashamed to re-
gard his disappointment in the light of a trouble.
Olimpia had never cared for him. She had cared for
nothing but his wealth; and only for that on account
of Italy. Miss Hatherton was right. She had spoken
only the literal truth that day when she compared him
to the goose that laid the golden eggs. It was a humi-
liating truth; but, after all, was it not as well for the
goose to have escaped with only the loss of an egg or
two? So Saxon tried to be philosophic; kept his secret
to himself; hurried on the yachting preparations with
a will; and resolved to efface Olimpia’s beautiful image
from his heart as rapidly as possible.

At last all was ready. The dear little yacht rode
lightly at anchor in Portsmouth harbour, only waiting
for her lord and master to embark; and Saxon, having
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made his last round of inspection and seen that every-
thing was in order, from the glittering swivel-gun on
the foredeck to the no less brilliant pots and pans in
the caboose, was speeding up to London, to spend his
last evening with William Trefalden.

“Isn’t she a little beauty, Greatorex?” said he.

It was the first word that had been spoken since
they left Portsmouth.

“T'l tell you what it is, my dear boy,” replied the
banker, with that engaging familiarity to which so
many of his West-end acquaintances had the bad taste
to object, ‘“the Albula is just the tautest and trimmest
little craft that ever scudded under canvas. If she
had been built for you, you could not have had a
better fit.”

“I wonder what Castletowers will say when he sees
her!”

“If he has but half the taste I give him credit for,
he will endorse my verdict. Do you meet in London
or Portsmouth?”

“In London; and go down together. We hope to
weigh anchor abont three o’clock in the afternoon.”

“And you will be away — how long?”

“From two to three months.”

Mr. Greatorex looked thoughtful, and lit a cigar.

“If I can be useful to you while you are out there,
Trefalden, you know you may command me,” said he.
“I mean if you have any stocks or shares that youm
want looked after, or any interest got in.”

“Thank you very much,” replied S8axon; ‘but my
cousin manages all those things for me.”

“Humph! And you have no other lawyer?”

“Of course not.”

!’
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“Would you think it impertinent if I ask how he
has disposed of your property? Understand, my dear
boy, that I don’t want you to tell me if you had rather
not; but I should like to know that Mr. Trefalden of
Chancery Lane has done the best he can for you.”

“Oh, you may take that for granted,” said Saxon,
warmly.

““We take nothing for granted, east of Temple Bar,”
replied Greatorex, drily.

But of this observation his companion took no
notice.

“More than half my money was left in the Bank
of England,” said he, “in Government stock.”

“Bafe; but only three per cent.,” remarked the
banker.

“And the rest is invested in — in a Company.”

“In what Company?” asked Greatorex quickly.

“Ah, that I may not tell you. It's a secret at
present.”

The banker looked very grave.

“I am sorry for that,” he said.

“Don’t be sorry. It's a magnificent enterprise —
the greatest thing of the present half century, and a
certain success. You'll hear all about it before long."

“Not the South Australian diamond mines, I hope?"

“No, no.”

“Did Mr. Trefalden advise the investment?”

“Yes; and has put all his own money into it as
well.”

“That looks as if he had some faith in it.”

“He has perfect faith in it. He is the Company’s
lawyer, you see, and knows all about it.”

“And who are the directors?”

\
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“Well, I believe I'm one of them,” laughed Saxon.

“And the rest?”

“I haven't the slightest idea.”

“But you have met them on board-days?”

“Never. I don't think there have been any board-
days at present.”

The banker shook his head.

“I don’t like it,” said he. “I tell you frankly, my
dear boy, I don't like it.”

“I really see no reason why you should dislike it,”
replied Saxon.

Mr. Greatorex smoked for some time in silence, and
made no reply. After that, the conversation went back
to the yacht; and then they talked about Norway, and
salmon-fishing, and a thousand other topics connected
with the voyage, till they shook hands at parting on
the platform of the London terminus.

“I wish, upon my soul, Trefalden, that you would
entrust me with the name of that Company,” said the
banker, earnestly.

“I cannot.”

“It would enable me to keep an eye on your in-
terests while you are away.”

“You are most kind,” replied Saxon; “but I have
promised to keep the secret faithfully, and I mean to
do so. Besides, I have absolute confidence in my
cousin’s discretion.”

The City man shrugged his shoulders significantly.

“To tell you the blunt truth, my dear fellow,” said
he, “I would not trust William Trefalden one inch
farther than I could see him. There — don’t look at
me as if I were proposing to blow up the Houses of
Parliament. It is a rude thing to say, no doubt; but
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I.am not the only man living who is of that opinion.
I don’t like William Trefalden. Perhaps you will say
that I have good reason to dislike him — and so I
have; but that is not it. I am not speaking now from
my prejudices, but through my regard for you. You
did a very friendly thing by us, in spite of your cou-
gin; and I should rejoice to do something for you in
return.”

“Also in spite of my cousin, I suppose,” replied
Saxon, half in jest, and more than half in anger.
“No, I thank you, Mr. Greatorex. You mean well,
I am sure; but you cannot serve me in this matter —
unless by dismissing an unjust prejudice from your
mind.”

“Wilful man — et cateral Well, then, Trefalden,
good-bye, and bon voyage.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Greatorex.”

And so they parted.

CHAPTER XX,
A Dinner Téte-A-Téte.

For the first time since he had come into his for
tune, Telemachus had succeeded in persuading Mentor
to take dinner with him. He had invited him to gorgeous
club dinners, to Richmond dinners, to Blackwall dinners,
to snug téte-a-téte dinners at the St. James's-street
chambers, and Mentor had systematically and inflexibly
declined them, one and all. So the present was quite
an eventful occasion; and Telemachus, who had become
rather famous for the way in which he entertained his
friends, had provided a very recherché little dinner in
honour of his cousin’s society.
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They met at Saxon’s chambers in 8t. James's-street.
There were flowers on the table, and various kinds of
wine in and out of ice on the sideboard, and a succes-
sion of the most delicate courses that the most fastidious
gouwrmet could desire. These latter, being supplied by
a first-rate house in the neighbourhood, kept continually
arriving in cabs, so that the poet was literally right
for once, and each dish came “not as a meat, but as
a gllest-”

“Education is a wonderful thing, S8axon,” said Mr.
Trefalden, when the business of the meal was over,
and they were amusing themselves with some peaches
and a pine. ‘“The last time you and I dined together,
it was at Reichenau. You were then very much sur-
prised because I would not let you drink Lafitte and
water, and you had never tasted truffles. You called
them ‘nasty black things,’ if I remember rightly.”

“And now I can discriminate between white Her-
mitage and Chéiteau Yquem, and appreciate as I ought
the genius of the Greeks, who made sixty-two kinds
of bread!” :

“I fear your newly-acquired wisdom will be of little
use to you in Norway. By the way, you owe me five
hundred and sixty pounds.”

“What for?”

“For eight oil paintings, worth about two pounds
apiece.”

And then Mr. Trefalden, laughing at his cousin’s
astonishment, told him that he had purchased these
pictures from Mrs. Rividre.

“I have called upon them twice or thrice,” he said,
“and each time I have freely paid away your good
coin of the realm. I bought four pictures the first
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time, two the second, and so forth. They seemed very
poor, and very glad to get the money.”

“They are not more glad than I am,” said Saxon.
“When did you see them last?”

“About four or five days ago. They were then
just starting for Italy, and are by this time, I suppose,
some way upon the road. The mother looked ill. She
is not in the least like our friend Lady Castletowers.”

“To what part of Italy are they gone?”

“To Nice; where 1 am to write to them, in case I
hear of a purchaser for any more of the paintings
Shall I hear of a purchaser, or do you conceive that
you have thrown away enough money for the present?”

“Find the purchaser, by all means,” replied Saxon.
“Five hundred and sixty pounds are soon spent.”

“Out of your purse—yes; but such & sum is a
little fortune in theirs.”

“I want them to have a hundred a year,” said
Saxon.

“Which means that our imaginary connoisseur is
to spend two thousand pounds. My good fellow, they
would never believe it!”

“Try them. It is so easy to believe in pleasant
impossibilities.”

“Well, I will see what I can do;— after all, they
are but women, and women are credulous.”

“Don’t you think her very pretty?” asked Saxen,
somewhat irrelevantly.

To which Mr. Trefalden, holding his wineglass to
the light, replied, with great indifference: —

“Why, no — not particularly.”

“She is like a Raffaclle Madonna!” said Saxon, in-
dignaatly.
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“Perhaps — but I am no admirer of Madonnas.
Olimpia Colonna is ten times handsomer.”

Saxon was silent. ‘“Have you seen the Colonnas
since they left Castletowers?” asked Mr. Trefalden,
looking at him somewhat curiously.

“No—1I have not had time to call upon them.
And now tell me something about the Company.”

Mr. Trefalden had a great deal to tell about the
Company — about the great engineering establishment
that was in course of erection at Cairo; about the sur-
veyors who were already going over the line; about
the scientific party that had started for Hit, in search
of the hoped-for coal strata; about the directors who
were on their way to Bagdad and Teheran; and, above
all, about the wonderful returns that every shareholder
might expect to receive in the course of some six or
eight years more.

“If I were not bound for Norway,” said Saxon,
“I would have taken a trip up the Mediterranean, to
inspect the works and report progress.” *

“It would scarcely repay you at present,” replied
his cousin. “A year hence there will be more to see.
And now farewell to you.”

Saxon saw his cousin to the door, and parted from
him with reluctance. A few months back, he would
have kissed him on both cheeks, as on the evening
when they first met in Switzerland; but civilisation had
rubbed off the bloom of his Arcadianism by this time,
and he refrained.

He had scarcely returned to his room, scarcely
rung for lights and seated himself at his desk with the
intention of writing a few leave-taking notes, and ar-
ranging his scattered papers, when he heard a cab
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dash up to the door, a hasty footstep in the ante-room,
and a familiar voice asking if he were at home. The
next moment Lord Castletowers was in the room.

“You here to-night!” exclaimed Saxon. “Has
anything happened?”

“Only this,” replied his friend. “Colonna is sum-
moned to Palermo, and must go. He had intended to
cross to Sicily from Genoa; but some cabal is on foot,
and he has been warned that he is liable to be ar
rested if seen in any French or Sardinian port. Now
I come to ask if you will take him over?”

“To Sicily?”

“Yes —round by Gibraltar. It is Colonna's only
safe route; and we could steer northwards as soon as
we had landed our man. Do you mind doing this?"

“Not in the least. I would as soon sail in one
direction as another — nay, I had far soomner steer
soutbward than northward, if that be alll”

“Then it is settled?”

“Quite — if Signor Colonna will meet us at Ports-
mouth to-morrow. But I thought you hated the cause,
Castletowers, and would do no more for it!"

The Earl smiled sadly.

“One may quarrel with liberty as often as Horace
with Lydia,” said he; “but one can no more help
coming back to her than one can help loving her.”
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CHAPTER XXI.
Scylla and Charybdis.

Dav by day, the “Albula,” carrying the Swiss co-
lours at her mast-head, spread her white wings and
skimmed like a sea-bird over the face of the waters.
The picturesque Channel Isles; the cloudy cliff of
Finisterre; the rock of Gibraltar, blinding white in the
glare of the mid-day sun; Mount Abyla, shadowy and
stapendous, standing out from the faint line of the
African coast; the far peaks of the Sierra Nevada; and
the Spanish islands, green with groves of orange and
citron, rose one by one out of the blue sea, glided past,
and sank away again in the distance. Sometimes no
land was visible on either side. Sometimes the little
vessel sped along so close under the lee of the wooded
headlands, that those on board could hear the chiming
of the convent-bells, and the challenge of the sentinels
pacing the ramparts of the sea-washed forts. But for
the most part they kept well out to sea, steering direct
for Sicily. And all this time the two friends mainly
lived on deck, acquiring nautical knowledge, growing
daily more and more intimate, and leaving Signor Co-
lonna to fill page after page of close and crabbed
manuscript in the cabin below. It was a delicious
time. The days were all splendour and the nights all
stars, and the travellers slept to the pleasant music of
the waves.

“Lend me your glass, Trefalden,” said Lord Castle-
towers. “I want to look at that steam frigate. I can't
make out her flag.”
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They had been several days at sea, and were within
about eighteen hours’ sail of Palermo. A faint blue
headland far away to the left marked the southernmost
point of the island of Sardinia; while straight ahead,
trailing a banner of pale smoke behind her, came the
frigate that had attracted Lord Castletowers’ attention.

‘““She seems to be coming our way,” said Saxon.

“Bhe is bearing right down upon us,” replied the
Earl; “and she carries guns; — I don’t quite like the
look of her.”

“You don’t think she is going to board us?”

llI do.”

And Lord Castletowers went to the top of the cabin
stairs and called to Colonna to come up.

“I want you just to glance at this steamer through
Trefalden’s glass,” said he. “Will you mind giving
your pen a moment’s ress?”

“Not at all,” replied the Italian; and came at once
on deck.

His brow darkened at sight of the approaching
steamer. He took the glass; adjusted the focus; looked
for some ten seconds silently and steadily; and returned
it with but a single word of comment.

“Neapolitan.”

“But she will not dare to molest us.”

Colonna looked doubtful.

“If we were sailing under the British flag,” said
he, “it would be different; but I fear that Naples may
observe less courtesy towards the Swiss colours. In
any case they have a right, under the laws of blockade,
to search for contraband of war.”

“Good God!” exclaimed Castletowers; ‘“‘what is to
be done?”
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Signor Colonna hesitated a moment before reply-
ing; but when his words came, they were quick and
decisive.

“If the captain Ass a motive in bearing down upon
us, I am the object of his search. But he cannot be
alongside for at least ten minutes. I will hide my papers
at once. If Mr. Trefalden will lend me one of his pilot
coats, and you will both call me Sir Thomas Wylde, I
have no fear of detection. I speak English quite well
enough to deceive any Neapolitan. I have done it be-
fore, in worse emergencies than this. Remember —
Sir Thomas Wylde. I have a passport made out in that
name, in case it is asked for.”

And with this he plunged back into the cabin; hid
his letters and papers; slipped on one of Saxon's blue
over-coats gorgeous with anchor buttons; lit a short
clay pipe; pulled his cap a little forward over his brow;
lay down at full length on a sofa in the cabin; and
waited patiently.

“She has signalled for us to lie to!” cried Lord
Castletowers, down the cabin stairs.

“Lie to, then, by all means.”

“And an officer seems to be coming on board.”

“He i8 very welcome.”

Lord Castletowers smiled, in spite of his anxiety.

“That man is as cool as an iceberg,” said he to
Saxon. “And yet he knows he will be swinging from
the topmost tower of St. Elmo within forty-eight hours,
if these people recognise him!”

And now the great frigate towered alongside the
tiny yacht, frowning down with all her port-holes, and
erowded with armed men.

A boat was then lowered, and two Neapolitans, a
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first lieutenant and a subordinate officer, came on
board.

The lieutenant was perfectly polite, and apologised
for his intrusion with the best bred air in the world.
He requested to know the name and destination of the
yacht, the name of her owner, and the names of all
persons on board.

Lord Castletowers, who assumed the office of spokes-
man, replied in fluent Italian. The name of the yacht
was the “Albula;” she was the property of Mr. Tre-
falden, a Swiss gentleman, who was cruising in the
Mediterranean with his friends Lord Castletowers and
Sir Thomas Wylde; both British subjects. They had
no object whatever in view, save their own pleasure,
and could not say in what direction they might be
going. Probably to Athens. Quite as probably to Con-
stantinople or Smyrna.

The Signor Luogotenente bowed, and inquired if
Milord Trefalden had any intention of landing in
Sicily ?

The Earl replied that Mr. Trefalden would pro-
bably put in at Marsala for fresh water.

“Milord carries no arms, no gunpowder, no muni-
tions of war?”

“Only the brass swivel which the Signor Luoge-
tenente perceives on deck, and its appurtenances.”

The Neapolitan explained that he was under the
necessity of requesting permission to glance into the
hold, which was accordingly opened for his inspection.
He then asked leave to see the cabin, and went down,
accompanied by Trefalden and Castletowers, leaving his
subordinate on deck.
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“Our friend Sir Thomas Wylde,” said the Earl,
with an introductory wave of the hand.

Colonna, who was still lying on the sofa, with his
pipe in his mouth, and an old Times supplement in his
bhand, lifted up his head at these words, rose lazily,
made & very stiff bow, and said nothing. The Neapo-
litan commander returned the bow, made some pleasant
remark on the “gentilessa” of the pretty little cabin,
and again apologised for the trouble he had given.

The present msurrection, he explained, compelled
his Majesty’s Government to keep strict watch upon all
vessels sailing towards Sicily. It was not an agreeable
service for the officers of his Majesty’s navy; but it was
a very necessary one. He believed that he had now
but one duty left to perform. He must trouble milords
to hear him read a proclamation containing the de-
scription of one Giulio Colonna, a noted political
offender, for whose apprehension, his Majesty, the king
of the Two Sicilies, offered a reward of two thousand
piastres. The said Giulio Colonna, he might add, was
supposed to be even now on his way to Palermo.

He then drew a paper from his pocket-book, and, re-
moving his hat, read aloud in the name of his sovereign
& very minute and accurate inventory of Signor Colonna’s
outward man, describing his eyes, nose, mouth, teeth,
hair, beard, moustache, height, and complexion; to all
of which Signor Colonna listened with a placid com-
posure that might have deceived Mephistophiles him-

self.

“What is all that about?” said he in English, when
the officer had finished reading. “I do not understand
Italian, you know.”

Saxon could bardly forbear laughing ontnght while

Helf a Million of Money. II.
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Castletowers gravely translated the proclamation for the
benefit of the supposed Sir Thomas.

Colonna smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“Pshaw!” said he. “A hopeless quest. They might
as well try to catch a swallow on the wing!”

‘Whereupon the Signor Luogotenente, understanding
the tone and gesture, though not the words, drew him-
self up, and replied with some little assumption of dig-
nity, that the man in question was a notorious traitor,
and certain to fall into the hands of §ustice before long.

He then left the cabin somewhat less graciously
than he had entered it, and Lord Castletowers, follow-
ing him upon deck, took occasion to apologise for his
friend.

“8ir Thomas is brusque,” he said; “but then the
English gre brusque.”

To which the Neapolitan replied by a well-turned
compliment to himself, and took his leave. He then
went back to his ship, followed by his sub-lieutenant;
final salutations were exchanged; the steam frigate
drove off with a fiery panting at her heart; and in a
few minutes the strip of blue sea between the two
vessels had widened to the space of half-a-mile.

“Hurral” shouted the Earl. “Come up, Sir The-
mas Wylde, and join me in three cheers for Francesco
Secondo! You are safely past Scylla this time.”

“And Charybdis,” replied Colonna, divesting him-
self of Saxon’s blue coat, and answering from below.
“Do you know why I did not come on deck?”

3 No.”

“Because I caught a glimpse of that sub-lieutenant's
face as he jumped on board.”

“Do you know him?”
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“Perfectly. His name is Galeotti. He used to pro-
fess liberalism a dozen years ago, and he was my
secretary in Rome in ’forty-eight.”

CHAPTER XXII

Palermo,

A g1eanTIC curve of rippling blue sea — an irregular
crescent of amber sand, like a golden scimetar laid down
beside the waves — a vast area of cultivated slopes,
rising terrace above terrace, plateau beyond plateau, all
thick with vineyards, villas, and corn slopes — here
and there a solitary convent with its slender bell-tower
peeping over the tree-tops — great belts of dusky olives,
and, higher still, dense coverts of chesnut and ilex —
around and above all, circling in the scene from point
to point, an immense amphitheatre of mountains, all
verdure below, all barrenness above, whose spurs strike
their roots into the voluptuous sea, and whose purple
peaks stand in serrated outline against the soft blue sky.

“The bay of Palermo!”

Such was the exclamation that burst from the lips
of the two younger men, as the “Albula” rounded the
headland of St. Gallo about four o'clock in the afternoon
of the day following their encounter with the Neapolitan
frigate. Colonna, who had been waiting on deck for
the last hour, silent and expectant, held out his arm;
as if he would fain embrace the glorious panorama, and
murmured something which might have been a saluta-
tion or a prayer.

“Yes, the bay of Palermo!” repeated Lord Castle-
towers, with enthusiasm. ‘‘The loveliest bay in Europe,

9%
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let the Neapolitan say what he will! That furthest
point is Cefalu — here is the Monte Pellegrino, crowned
with the shrine of Santa Rosalia — yonder, in that
mountain gorge, lies Monreale; and this part which we
are now passing is called the Conca d’Oro. See, there
are the domes of Palermo already coming into sight!”

“And there,” said Colonna, pointing to a flag
flapping languidly from the battlements of a little tower
close down upon the strand, “there, heaven be praised,
is the tricolor of Italy!”

And now, as the yacht drew nearer, a compact
forest of spires and pinnacles, glittering domes and
white-fronted palaces rose, as it were, out of the bay
at their approach. The sentinel on the Molo flung up
his cap and shouted “Viva Garibaldi!” as they passed.
The harbour swarmed with large and small craft of
every description; speronaroes, feluccas, steamers, and
‘open boats, every one of which carried the national
flag conspicuous on mast or bowsprit. The quays were
crowded with red shirts, Sardinian uniforms, and mili-
tary priests; and close against the landing-place, under
the shadow of Fort Galita, stood a large body of Gari-
baldians, perbaps a thousand in number, leaning on
" their muskets and chattering with the most undisciplined
vivacity imaginable. As Saxon’s tiny yacht glided in
under the bows of a great ungainly English steamer,
some ten or a dozen of the red shirts stepped ecoolly
out of the ranks, and came to the verge of the quay to
reconnoitre these new-comers.

At that moment, an Italian officer leaning over the
side of the steamer cried: —

“Eceo il Colonnal”

The name was heard by one of the soldiers on the
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quay. It flew from lip to lip; it swelled into a shout;
the shout was taken up, echoed, repeated, redoubled,
till the air rang with it, and the walls of the fortress
gave it back again. In an instant the landing-place
was surrounded; the deck of every vessel in the har-
bour became suddenly alive with men; and still the
mighty welcome gathered voice: —

“Colonna! Colonna!”

He bared his head to their greeting; but scarcely
one in each thousand could see him where he stood.
Thus several seconds passed, and the shouts were
growing momentarily more passionate and impatient,
when a boat was pushed off from the great steamer,
and a young officer came springing down the accom-
modation ladder.

“Honoured signore,” he said, cap in hand, “his
Excellency General Garibaldi is on board, and entreats
that you will step on deck.”

Pale with emotion, Colonna turned to Saxon and
the Earl, and said: —

“Follow me.”

But they would not.

“Noj; no,” replied Castletowers. “Go up alone —
it is better s0. We will meet by and by.”

“At the Trinacria, then?”

“Yes — at the Trinacria.”

So Colonna went alone up the side of the “City of
Aberdeen,” and from the midst of a group of red-
shirted officers upon her upper deck, there stepped
forth one more bronzed and weather-beaten than the
rest, who took him by both hands and welcomed him
as a brother.

At this sight, the shout became a roar -— windows
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were thrown up and balconies thronged in all the houses
round about the harbour — the troops on the quay fell
back into position and presented arms — and the first
of an impromptu salute of twenty-one guns was fired
from Fort Galita.

The two young men looked at each other, and
smiled. They had been shouting-like the rest, till they
were hoarse; and now, when Saxon turned to his friend,
and said, “Shall we get quietly away, Castletowers,
before the storm has subsided?” — the Earl caught at
the idea, and proceeded at once to act mwpon it.

They then sheered off; moored the yacht close under
the quay; beckoned to the nearest boatman; and were
rowed, unnoticed, to a landing-place a little further
down the harbour.

“And now, Trefalden,” said Lord Castletowers, when
they presently found themselves on shore, ‘“now for a
race over Palermo!”

“Sousate,” said a pleasant voice; “but will you
accept of a gmide?”

It was the young officer of the “City of Aberdeen,”
who had followed them unseen, and overtaken them
just as they landed.

In a moment they had all three shaken hands, and
were chatting as joyously and freely as if they had
known each other for weeks already.

“Have you ever been in Palermo before?” asked
the Sicilian.

“Once, about four years ago,” replied the Earl.

“Ah, Dio! it is sadly changed. You cannot see
from this point what the cursed bombardment has
done: but up by the Piazza Nuova the place is one
heap of desolation — churches, convents, palaces, all
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destroyed, and hundreds of corpses yet lying unburied
in the ruins! But we mean to take our revenge at
Melazzo.”

“At Melazzol” repeated Saxon. “Where is that?”

“What! Do you not know?”

“We know nothing,” said Castletowers, eagerly,
‘“nothing of what has happened since we left England.
‘What about Melazzo?”

They had been turning their backs upon the
harbour, and proceeding in the direction of the Strada
Toledo; but at these words, their new friend seized
them each by an arm, and hurried them back to the
qn.ay.
“You see that great steamer?” he exclaimed, point-
ing to the ‘City of Aberdeen.’ “That steamer on board
of which his Excellency invited the Colonna?”

(lYes.”

“And those troops drawn up against the landing-
place?”

“Yﬂ, yes."

“Well, they are all picked men; the last twelve
hundred of the expedition. They are now waiting to
go on board, and by ten o’clock to-night will steam
out of the harbour. General Cosenz and his Cacciatori
are already gone — they went last evening; but
Garibaldi himself goes with us in the ‘City of Aber-
deen.’ Melazzo is not far — we shall be there before
daybreak; but they say there will be no fighting till
the day after to-morrow.”

“Why, this is glorious!” cried Saxon.

“Yes, you are in luck to drop in for a siege the
day after your arrival,” replied the Sicilian. “I have
been here for nearly three weeks, and have had nothing
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to do yet, except to assist in the demolition of the
Castello, and that was not amusing. It was all well
enough for the first hour or two: but one soon gets
tired of pulling down stone walls when there are no
Regi behind them.”

He then led the way back to the Toledo, pointing
out those places where the struggle had been fiercest,
asking and answering questions, and pouring forth his
pleasant talk with the simple vivacity of a boy.

His name, he said, was Silvio Beni. He was the
second son of a Palermitan landowner on the other side
of the island, and was now serving as aide-de-camp to
General Medici. He had fought last year as a volunteer
at Solferino; but had no intention of becoming a soldier
by profession. Fighting for liberty was one thing; but
fighting for four pauls a-day was another. He meant
to cultivate olives and vines, and live the pastoral life
of his forefathers, if he did not happen to get shot
before the end of the campaign.

Chattering thus, he led Saxon and Castletowers
through the chief streets of the city; and & terrible
sight it was for eyes unused to the horrors of war.
Here were the remnants of the famous barricades of
the 27th of May; here the shattered walls of the
university, the Pretorio pitted with shot-holes, and the
monastery of the S8even Angels, of which a mere shell
remained. Then came a stately palace, roofless and
windowless — the blackened foundations of a church
once famous for its archives — a whole street propped,
and threatening to fall at every moment — the massy
fragments of a convent in which the helpless sisters
had been burned alive beyond the possibility of escape.
In some places scarcely one stone was left standing on
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another. In some, the fiery storm had passed by and
left no trace of its course.

Presently, from a broad space of inextricable ruin
pestilent with unburied dead, they emerged upon a
quarter where the streets were gay with promenaders
and the cafés crowded with idlers; where the national
flag floated gaily from the roofs of the public buildings,
and all the butterfly business of South Italian life was
going on as merrily as if the ten-inch shell were a phe-
nomenon the very name of which was unknown to
Sicilian ears.

Saxon could not comprehend how these people
should be eating ices and playing at dominoes as if
nothing had happened of late to disturb their equanimity.
It seemed to him inexpressibly shocking and heartless;
and, not being accustomed to conceal his opinions, he
said so, very bluntly.

The Sicilian smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“They are so happy to be free,” he replied, apo-
logetically.

“But what right have they to be happy while their
dead lie unburied at their very doors?” asked Saxon,
indignantly. “What right have they to forget the
hundreds of innocent women and children crushed and
burned in their homes, or the Neapolitans who massacred
them?"”

“Ah, gl assassins! we will pay them out at
Melagzo,” was the quick reply.

And this was the Sicilian temperament. Bights
which filled Saxon and the Earl with pity and horror,
brought but a passing cloud upon the brow of their
new acquaintance. He had seen them daily for three
weeks, and grown familiar with them. He talked and
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laughed in the very precincts of death; scrambled up
the barricades; showed where the Regi had been re-
pulsed, and at which point the Garibaldians had come
in; chattered about the cession of Nice, the probable
duration of the war, the priests, the sbirri, the foreign
volunteers, and all the thousand and one topics con-
nected with the revolutionary cause; and thought a
great deal more of the coming expedition than of the
past bombardment.

At length, just as they came out upon the Marina,
a gun was fired from Fort Galita, and their Sicilian
friend bade them a hasty farewell.

“That is our signal for assembling on board,” said
he. “If you reach Melazzo before the work is begun,
ask for me. I may be able to do something for you.
At all events, I will try.”

“We won't forget that promise,” replied Saxon.
eagerly.

‘“ Addio, fratelli.”

And these young men, who looked forward to the
coming fight as if it were a pleasure party, who were
total strangers to each other one short hour ago, but
who were brought into contact by accident, and into
sympathy by their love of liberty, their careless courage,
and their faith in a common cause, embraced and
parted, literally, as brothers.

The friends then went straight to the Trinacria
hotel, and, learning that Colonna had not yet arrived,
turned at once towards the quay. Here they found a
dense crowd assembled, and the ‘City of Aberdeen’
with her steam up and all the troops on board.

The people were frothing over with excitement,
and so densely packed that the young men might as
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reasonably have tried to elbow their way through a
stone wall as through the solid human mass inter-
posed between themselves and the landing-place. They
gathered from the exclamations of those around them
that the troops were drawn up on deck, and that
Garibaldi was known to be in the saloon. Now and
then, a shout was raised for some officer who appeared
for a moment on deck; and sometimes, when nothing
else was doing, a voice from the crowd would give the
signal for a storm of vivas.

Presently an officer of Cacciatori with the well-
known plume of cocks’ feathers in his hat, came hurry-
ing down the quay. The crowd parted right and left,
as if by magic, and he passed through amid a shower
of benedictions and addios.

“Do you know who that is?” asked Saxon of
those around.

“No — God bless him!™ said one.

“We only know that he is going to fight for us,”
said another.

“The Holy Virgin and all the saints have him in
their keeping!” added a third.

At this moment the crowd surged suddenly back
again — a great roar burst from the thousand-throated
throng — a gun was fired — and the ‘City of Aber-
deen’ was under way!

In another second the mass had wavered, parted,
turned like a mighty tide, and begun flowing out
through the Porta Felice, and following the course of
the steamer along the Marina Promenade. The soldiers
on board stood motionless, with their hands to the
sides of their hats, saluting the crowd. The crowd
raced tumultuously along the shore, weeping, raving,
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clapping its hands for the soldiers, and shouting “Viva
Garibaldi! Viva la Liberta!” One woman fell on her
knees upon the quay, with her little infant in her arms,
and prayed aloud for the liberators.

Saxon and the Earl stood still, side by side,
looking after the lessening steamer, and listeming t
the shouts which grew momentarily fainter and more
distant.

‘“Merciful powers!” said Castletowers, ‘“what a
terrific thing human emotion is, when one sees it on
such a scale as this! I should like to have seen this
people demolishing the Castello.”

Saxon drew a deep breath before replying, and
when he spoke, his words were no answer to the Earls
remark.

“I tell you what it is, Castletowers,” he said; “I
feel as if we had no business to remain here another
hour. For God’s sake, let us buy a couple of red
shirts, and be after the rest as fast as the little ‘Albula’
can get us through the water!”

CHAPTER XXIIL
Mr. Forsyth.

Me. TREFALDEN was, undeniably, a very gen-
tlemanly man. His manners were courteous; his ex-
terior was prepossessing; and there was an air of quiet
gelf-possession about all that he said and did which
made his society very agreeable. He talked well about
what he had read and seen, and knew how to turn his
knowledge of men and manners, literature and art, to
the best account. At the same time there was nothing
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of the brilliant raconfeur about him. He never talked
in epigrams, nor indulged in flashes of sarcasm, nor
condescended to make puns, like many men whose
abilities were inferior to his own; but there was, never-
theless, a vein of subdued pleasantry running through
his conversation which, although it was not wit, re-
sembled wit very closely.

Most people liked him; and it was a noticeable
fact that, amid the wide circle of his business acquaint-
ances, the best bred people were those whose disposi-
tion towards him was the most friendly. Lord Castle-
towers thought very highly of him. Viscount Esher,
whose legal affairs he had transacted for the last ten
years, was accustomed to speak of him in terms which
were particularly flattering upon the lips of that stately
gentleman of the old school. The Duke of Doncaster,
the Earl of Ipswich, and other noblemen of equal
standing, looked upon him as quite a model attorney.
Even Lady Castletowers approved of William Tre-
falden to a degree that was almost cordial, and made
a point of receiving him very graciously whenever he
went down into Surrey.

By mere men of business — such men, for in-
stance, as Laurence Greatorex — he was less favour-
ably regarded. They could not appreciate his manner.
So far, indeed, from appreciating it, his manner was
precisely the one thing they most of all disliked and
mistrusted. They could never read his thoughts nor
guess at his cards, nor gain the smallest insight into
his opinions and character. They acknowledged that
he was clever; but qualified the admission by adding
that he was “too clever by half.” In short, William
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Trefalden's popularity lay, for the most part, to the
west of Temple Bar.

Gifted, then, with a manner which was in itself a
passport to good society, it was not surprising that the
lawyer made a favourable impression upon the ladies
in Brudenell Terrace. It suited him to call himself
by some name not his own, and he chose that of For-
gyth; so they knew him as Mr. Forsyth, and that was
all. Resolved, however, to win their confidence, he
spared no pains, and hesitated before no means where-
by to attain his object. He traded unscrupulously or
their love for the husband and father whom they had
lost; and, skilfully following up his first lead, he made
more way in their regard by professing to have known
Edgar Rividre in the days of his youth, than by lavish-
ing Saxon’s hundreds on the worthless pictures which
had served to open to him the doors of their home.

And this admirable idea had been wholly unpre-
meditated. It came to him like a flash of inspiration;
and as an inspiration he welcomed it, acted upon it,
developed it with the tact of a master. Careful not to
overact the part, he spoke of the painter as of one
whom he would have desired to know more intimately
had he continued to reside in England, whose appear-
ance interested him, and whose early gifts had awakened
his admiration. He evinced an eager but respectful
desire to glean every detail of his after-career. He
bought up the whole dreary stock of Nymphs and
Dryads with assiduous liberality, carrying away one
or more on the occasion of every visit. Nothing was
too large, too small, or too sketchy for him.

An acquaintance conducted in this fashion was not
difficult of cultivation. The munificent and courteous
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patron soon glided into the sympathetic adviser and
friend. Frequent calls, prolonged conversations, unob-
trusive attentions, produced their inevitable effect; and
before many weeks had gone by, the widow and orphan
believed in William Trefalden as if he were an oracle.
Their gratitude was as unbounded as their faith.
Strange to English life, ignorant of the world, poor
and in trouble, they stood terribly in need of a friend;
and, having found one, accepted his opinions and fol-
lowed his advice implicitly. Thus it came to pass
that the lawyer established himself upon precisely that
footing which was most favourable to his designs, and
became not only the confidant of all their plans, but
the skilful arbiter of all their actions. Thus, also, it
came to pass that at the very time when Saxon Tre-
falden believed them to be already dwelling upon the
shores of the Mediterranean, Mrs. and Miss Rividre
were still in England, and temporarily settled in very
pleasant apartments in the neighbourhood of Syden-
ham.

Hither their devoted friend came frequently to call
upon them; and it so happened that he paid them a
visit on the evening of the very day that Saxon set
sail for Bicily.

He went down to Sydenham in an extremely plea-
sant frame of mind. Ignorant of their sudden change
of plans, be still believed that his cousin and the Earl
were on their way to Norway; and it was a belief from
which he derived considerable satisfaction. It fell in
charmingly with his present arrangements; and those
arrangements were now so carefully matured, and so
thoroughly en frasn, that it seemed impossible they
should fail of success in any particular. Perhaps, had



144 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

he known how the little Albula was even then gliding
before the wind in the direction of the Channel Islands
instead of tacking painfully about in the straits of
Dover, Mr. Trefalden would scarcely have arrived at
Mrs. Riviére's apartments in so complacent a mood.

It was delightful to be welcomed as he was wel-
comed. It was delightful to see the book and the
embroidery laid aside as he came in — to meet such
looks of confidence and gladness — to be listened to
when he spoke, as if all his words were wisdom — to
sit by the open window, breathing the perfume of the
flowers, listening to Helen’s gentle voice, and dreaming
delicious dreams of days to come. For William Tre-
falden was more than ever in love — more than ever
resolved to compass the future that he had set before
him.

“We thought we should see you this evening, Mr.
Forsyth,” said Mrs. Rividre, when the first greetings
bhad been exchanged. ‘“We were saying so but a few
moments before you came to the gate.”

“A Londoner is glad to escape from the smoke of
the town on such a delicious evening,” replied Mr.
Trefalden, “even though it be at the risk of intruding
too often upon his suburban friends.”

“Can the only friend we have in England come
too often?”

“Much as I may wish it not to be so, I fear the
case is not quite an impossible one.”

“Mamma has been out to-day in a Bath-chair, Mr.
Forsyth,” said Helen. “Do you not think she is look-
ing better?”

“T am quite sure of it,” replied the lawyer.
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“I feel better,” said the invalid. “I feel that I

gam strength da.lly >
“That is we

‘“And Dr. Fisher says that I am improving.”

“I attach more value, my dear madam, to your
own testimony on that point, than to the opinion of
any physician, however skilful,” observed Mr. Tre-
falden.

“I have great faith in Doctor Fisher,” said Mrs.
Riviére.

“And I have great faith in this pure Sydenham
air. I cannot tell you how rejoiced I am that you
consented to remove from Camberwell.”

Mrs. Rividre sighed.

“Do you not think I might soon go back to Italy?”
she asked.

“It is the very subject which I have chiefly come
down this evening to discuss,” replied the lawyer.

The lady’s pale face lighted up at this reply.

“I am so anxious to go,” she said, eagerly. “I
feel as if there were life for me in Italy.”

“The question is, my dear madam, whether you
are strong emough to encounter the fatigue of so long
a journey.”

*I am sure that mamma is not nearly strong enough,”
said Miss Riviére, quickly.

“I might travel slowly.”

“To travel slowly is not enough,” said Mr. Tre-
falden. “You should travel without anxiety — I
mean, you should be accompanied by some person who
could make all the rough places smooth and all the
crooked paths straight for you, throughout the journey.”

“I should be unwilling to incur the expense of

Half a Million of Money. II, 10
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employing a courier, if I could possibly avoid it,” said
Mrs. Riviére.

“No doubt; for a courier is not only a costly, but
a very anomalous and disagreeable incumbrance. He
is both your servant and your master. Might it not,
however, be possible for you to join a party travelling
towards the same point?”

“You forget that we know no one in this country.”

“Nay, those things are frequently arranged, even
between strangers.”

“Besides, who would care to be burdened with
two helpless women? No stranger would accept the
responsibility.”

Mr. Trefalden paused a moment before replymg

“@iven an equally suitable climate,” he said, “I
presume you are not absolutely wedded to Ttaly as a
place of residence?”

“I love it better than any other country in the
world.”

“Yet I think I have heard you say that you are
not acquainted with the southern coast?”

“True; we always lived in Florence.”

“Then neither Mentone nor Nice would possess
any charm of association for you?”

“Only the association of langnage and climate.”

“And of these two conditions, that of climate can
alone be pronounced essential; but I should say that
you might make a more favourable choice than either.
Has it never occurred to you that the air of Egypt
or Madeira might be worth a trial, if only for ome
winter?”

“Mamms has been advised to try both,” said Miss
Riviére.
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“But I prefer Italy,” said the invalid; “the hap-
pxest years of my life were spent under sn Italian
sky.”

“Pardon me; but should you, my dear madam,
allow yourself to be influenced by preference in such
a case as this?” asked Mr. Trefalden, very deferen-
tially.

“I can offer a better reason, then — poverty. It
is possible to live in Italy for very, very little, when
one knows the people and the country so well as we
know them; but I could not afford to live in Madeira
or Egypt.”

“The journey to Madeira is easy, and not very
expensive,” said Mr. Trefalden.

Mrs. Rivi¢re shook her head.

“I should not dare to undertake it,” she replied.

“Not with a careful escort?”

“Nay, if even that were my only difficulty, where
should I find one?”

“In myself.”

The mother and daughter looked up with sur-
irise.

! “In you, Mr. Forsyth?” they exclaimed, simul-
taneously.

Mr. Trefalden smiled.

“You need not let that astonish you,” he said; it
is my intention to spend all my fature winters abroad,
and I am greatly tempted by much that I have heard
and read lately about Madeira. I am a free man, how-
ever, and if Mrs. Riviére preferred to venture mpon
Egypt, I would quite willingly exchange Funchal for
the Nile.”

“This is too much goodness.”

10
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“And, if you will not think that I take an unwar-
rantable liberty in saying so, I may add that the
question of expense must not be allowed to enter into
your calculations.”

“But . .."

“One moment, my dear madam,” interrupted the
lawyer. “Pray do not suppose that I am presuming
to offer you pecuniary assistance. Nothing of the kind.
I am simply offering to advance you whatever sums
you may require upon the remainder of Mr. Riviére's
paintings and sketches; or, if you prefer it, I will at
once purchase them from you.”

“In order that I may have the means of going to
Madeira?” said Mrs. Riviére, colouring painfully. *“No,
my kind friend; I begin to understand you now. It
cannot be.”

“I fear you are beginning only to misunderstand
me,” replied Mr. Trefalden, with grave earnestmess.
“If you were even right — if I were only endeavour
ing to assist the widow of ome whose memory and
genius I deeply revere, I do not think you ought to
feel wounded by the motive; but I give you my word
of honour that such is not my prevailing reason.”

“Do you mean that you really wish to pos-

“Every picture from which you are willing to
Part.,?

“But you would then have from twenty-five to
thirty paintings from the same brush — many of them
quite large subjects?”

“So mach the better.”

“Yet, it seems inconceivable that . . . .”
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“That I should desire to make a Rividre collec-
tion? Such, nevertheless, is my ambition.”

“Then you must have a spacious gallery?”

Mr. Trefalden shook his head.

“I have no gallery,” he said, “at present. Some
day, perhaps, if I ever fulfil a long-cherished dream, I
may settle abroad, and build a house and gallery in
some beautiful spot; but that is only a project, and the
destinies of projects are uncertain.”

He glanced at Miss Rividre as he said this, and
seemed to suppress a sigh. She was looking away at
the moment; but her mother saw the glance, and Mr.
Trefalden intended that she should see it.

“In the meanwhile,” he added, after a pause, “I
am not sure that I shall be so selfish as to hoard these
pictures. The world has never yet recognised Edgar
Riviére; and it would be only an act of justice on my
part if I were to do something which should at once
secure to his works their proper position in the history
of English art.”

“What can you do? What do you mean?” faltered
Mrs. Riviére.

“I scarcely know yet. I thought at one time that
it would be well to exhibit them in some good room;
but that plan might have its disadvantages. The most
direct course would be, I suppose, to present them to
the nation.”

The mother and daughter looked at each other in

hless emotion. Their eyes were full of tears, and
their hearts of gratitude and wonder.

“But, in any case,” continued Mr. Trefalden, “the
pictures need cleaning and framing. Nothing could be
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done with them before next year, and they must be
mine before even that progress can be made.”

“They are yours from this moment, most generous
friend and benefactor,” sobbed the widow. “Oh, that
he could have lived to see this day!”

But Mr. Trefalden would not suffer the ladies to
express their thanks. He was proud to be regarded
by them as a friend, and still more proud to be the
humble instrument by means of which a great name
might be rescued from undeserved obscurity; but he
protested against being styled their benefactor. He then
adverted, with much delicacy, to the question of price,
stated that he should at once pay in a certain sum at
a certain bank, to Mrs. Rividre's credit; touched again
upon the subject of Madeira; and, having of course
carried his point, rose, by-and-by, to take his leave.

“Then, my dear madam, I am to have the honour
of escorting you to Funchal in the course of some
three weeks from the present time?” he said at parting.

“If Mr. Forsyth will consent to be so burdened.”

“I think myself very happy in being permitted to
accompany you,” replied Mr. Trefalden; “and if I have
named too early a date . . .”

“Nay, a day hence would scarcely be too soon for
me,” said Mrs. Riviére; “my heart aches for the sunny
south.”

To which the lawyer replied by a courteous assur-
ance that his own arrangements should be hastened as
much as possible, and took his departure.

“Mr. Forsyth has quite what our aunt, old Lady
Glastonbury, used to call the ‘grand air,’” said Mrs.
Riviére, as Mr. Trefalden took off his hat to them at
the gate, ‘“And he is handsome.”
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“T do not think him handsome,” replied her daugh-
ter; “but he is the most liberal of men.”

* Munificently liberal. He must be rich, and I am
sure he is very good. Let me see, there was a For-
syth, I think, who married a daughter of Lord Ingle-
borough in the same year that Alethea became Lady
Castletowers. I should like to ask whether he belongs
to that family.”

“Nay, darling, why put the question? Our
Mr. Forsyth may come of some humbler stock and
them..... "

“You are right, Helen; and he can afford to dis-
pense with mere nobility. Do you know, my child, I
have sometimes thought of late —”

““What have you thought, my own dear mother?”

“That he — that Mr. Forsyth is inclined to ad-
mire my little Helen very much.”

The young girl drew back suddenly, and the smile
vanished from her lips.

“Oh, mamma,” she said, “I hope not.”

“Why so, my child? Mr. Forsyth is rich, kind,
good, and a gentleman. His wife would be a very
happy woman.”

“But I do not love him.”

“Of course you do not love him. We do not
even know whether he loves you; but the time may
come . ....

“Heaven forbid it!” said Miss Riviére, in a low
voice.

“And I say, Heaven grant it,” rejoined her mother,
earnestly. “I would die to-morrow, thankfully, if I
but knew that my child would not be left alone in the
wide world when I was gone.”



152 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

The girl flung her arms passionately round her mo-
ther's neck, and burst into tears.

“Hush, hush!” she cried, “not a word of death,
my darling. You must live for me. Oh, how glad—
how glad I am that you are going to Madeira!”

The invalid shook her head, and leaned back
wearily.

“Ah,” she sighed again, “I had rather have gone
to Italy.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
At Sea.

Ormvpia had said truly when she averred that Lorl
Castletowers was the only volunteer whom her father
would refuse to enlist on any terms. When the young
men met him presently at the door of the Trinacria,
and he learned that they were about to follow the troops
to Melazzo, he used every argument to turn them from
the project.

“Think of Lady Castletowers,” he said. ‘Remem-
ber how she disapproves of the cause.”

“It is a cause which for the last seven years I have
pledged myself to serve,” replied the Earl.

‘“But you never pledged yourself to serve it in the
field!”

“Because I never intended (through respect for my
mother’s prejudices) to place myself in a position that
should leave me no alternative. I had not the remotest
intention of coming here three weeks ago. If Monte-
cuculi, or Vaughan, or yourself had urged me to take
up arms for Sicily, I should have refused. But cir-
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cumstances have brought me here; and having set my
foot upon the soil, I mean to do my duty.”

“It is a false view of duty,” said Colonna. “You
are peculiarly situated, and you have no right to act
thus."

“You must blame fate — not me,” replied the Earl.

“And you, Mr. Trefalden, have you asked your-
self whether your adopted father would approve of this
expedition?”

“My adopted father is a man of peace,” replied
Saxon, ‘“and he loves me as he loves nothing else on
earth; but he would sooner send me to my death than

me to behave like a coward.”

“God forbid that I should urge any man to do
that,” said Colonna, earnestly. “If the enemies’ guns
were drawn up before these windows, I would not
counsel you to turn away from them; but I do counsel
you not to go fifty miles hence in search of them.”

“It is just as disgraceful to turn one’s back upon
them at fifty miles’ distance as at fifty yards’,” said
Saxon, who happened just then to be thinking of
Miss Hatherton's hint about the goose and the golden

“But you were going to Norway,” persisted Signor
Colonna. “You only came out of your way to set me
down in this place, and, having set me down, why not
follow out your former plans?”

“Shall I tell you why, caro amico?” said the Earl,
gaily. ‘“Because we are young — because we love
adventure and danger — and, above all, because we
smell gunpowder! There — it is of no use to try
discussion. We are a couple of obstinate fellows, and
our minds are made up.”
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And Colonna, seeing that they were made up, wisely
said no more.

General Sirtori had been made Pro-Dictator during
the absence of Garibaldi; and Colonna, though he de-
clined any recognised ministerial office, remained at
Palermo to lead the revolutionary cabinet, and supply,
as he had been supplying for the last five-and-twenty
years, the brains of his party. So the young men bade
him farewell and set sail that evening at about eleven
o'clock, taking with them a Palermitan pilot who knew
the coast. ’

It was a glorious night, warm and cloudless, and
lighted by a moon as golden and gorgeous as that
beneath which the Grecian host sat by their watch-
fires, “on the pass of war.” A light but steady breeze
filled the sails of the Albula, and crested every little
wave with silver foam. To the left lay the open sea —
to the right, the mountainous coast-line, dark and in-
definite, with here and there a sparkling cluster of
distant lights marking the site of some town beside the
sea. By-and-by, as they left Palermo farther and
farther behind, a vast, mysterious, majestic mass rose
gradually above the seaward peaks, absorbing, as it
were, all the lesser heights, and lifting the pale profile
of a snowy summit against the dark blue of the sky.
This was Etna. .

The young men passed the night on deck. Uncon-
scious of fatigne, they paced to and fro in the moon-
light, and talked of things which they had that day
seen, and of the stirring times to come. Then, as the
profound beauty and stillness of the scene brought
closer confidence and graver thoughts, their conversa-
tion flowed into deeper channels, and they spoke of

|
i\
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life, and love, and death, and that Hope that takes
away the victory of the grave.

“And yet,” said Saxon, in reply to some observa-
tion of his friend’s, “life is worth having, if only for
life’s sake. Merely to look upon the sun and feel its
warmth — to breathe the morning air — to see the
stars at night — to listen to the falling of the ava-
lanches, or the sighing of the wind in the pine forests,
are enjoyments and privileges beyond all price. "When
I hear a man say that he does not care how soon he
walks out of the sunshine into his grave, I look at him
to see whether he has eyes that see and ears that hear
like my own.”

“And supposing that he is neither blind nor deaf,
yet still persists — what then?”

“Then I conclude that he is deceiving himself, or
me — perhaps, both.”

“Why not put a more charitable construction upon
it, and say that he is mad?” laughed the Earl. ‘“Ab,
Saxon, my dear fellow, you talk as one who has never
known sorrow. The love of nature is a fine taste —
especially when one has youth, friends, and hope, to
help one in the cultivation of it; but when youth is
past and the friends of youth are gone, I am afraid the
love of nature is not alone sufficient to make the fag-
end of life particularly well worth having. The sun-
shine is a pleasant thing enough, and the wind makes
a grand sort of natural music among the pines; but you
may depend that a time will come when the long lost
light of a certain pair of eyes, and ‘the sound of a
voice that is still,’ will be more to you than either.”

“I have never denied that,” replied Saxon. “I
only maintain that life is such a glorious gift, and its
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privileges are so abundant, that it ought never to seem
wholly valueless to any reasoning being.”

“That depends on what the reasoning being has
left to live for,” said the Earl.

““He has life to live for — life, thought, science,
the glories of the material world, the good of his fellow
men.”

“The man who lives for his fellow men, and the
man who lives for science, must both begin early,” re-
plied the Earl. “You cannot take up either philan-
thropy or science as a pis-aller. And as for the glories
of the material world, my friend, they make a splendid
mise en scéme; but what is the mise en scéne without the
drama?”

“By the drama, you mean, I suppose, the human
interests of life?”

“Precisely. I mean that without love, and effort,
and hope, and, it may be, a spice of hatred, all the
avalanches and pine woods upon earth would fail to
make the burthen of life tolerable to any man with a
human heart in his body. Your first sorrow will teach
you this lesson — or your first illness. For myself, I
frankly confess that I enjoy, and therefore prize, life
less than I did when ... when I believed that I had
more to hope from the future.”

“I am sorry for it,” said Saxon. “For my own
part, I should not like to believe that any Neapolitan
bullet had its appointed billet in my heart to-morrow.”

“And yet you risk it.”

“That’s just the excitement of the thing. Fighting
is like gambling. No man gambles in the hope of
losing,- and no man fights in the hope of being killed;
but where would be the pleasure of either gambling
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or fighting, if one placed no kind of value on the
stakes?”

The Earl smiled, and made no reply. Presently
Saxon spoke again.

“But I say, Castletowers, a fellow might get killed,
you know; mightn’t he?”

“If the castle of Melazzo is half so strong a place
as I have heard it is, I think a good many fellows will
get killed,” was the reply.

“Then — then it's my opinion . . .

“That the stakes are too precious to be risked?”

“By Jove, no! but that I ought to have made my
will.”

“You have never made one?”

“Never; and, you see, I have so much money that
I ought to do something useful with it, in case of any-
thing going wrong. Don't you think so?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Can you help me to write it?”

“I, my dear boy? Not for the world. I should be
only sowing the seeds of a fine Chancery suit, if I did.
Wait till we reach Melazzo—there are plenty of lawyers
in Garibaldi’s army.”

“I shall leave some of it to you, Castletowers,”
said Saxon.

“Oh king, live for ever! I want neither thy money
nor thy life.”

Saxon looked at his friend, and his thoughts again
reverted to the words that he had heard in his cousin's
office on the day when he first made acquaintance with
Signor Nazzari of Austin Friars.

“Can you give me any idea of what a mortgage
is?"” he asked, presently.

”
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“No one better,” replied the Earl, bitterly. “A
mortgage is the poison which a dying man leaves in
the cup of his successor. A mortgage is an iron collar
which, while he wears it, makes a slave of a free-born
man, and when he earns the right to take it off, leaves
him a beggar.”

“You speak strongly.”

“I speak from hard experience. A mortgage has
left me poor for life; and you know what my poverty
has cost me.”

“But if means could be taken to pay that mortgage
off....”

“It is paid off,” interrupted Lord Castletowers.
“Every penny of it.”

“Would you mind telling me how much it was?”
asked Saxon hesitatingly.

“Not at all. It was a very large sum for me, though
it may not sound like a very large sum to you. Twenty-
five thousand pounds.”

Saxon uttered a half-suppressed exclamation.

“Will you let me ask one more question?” he
said. “Did you owe this money to a man named
Behrens?”

“How do you know that?”

“Never mind — only tell me.”

“Yes, To Oliver Behrens — a London man — the
same who bought that outlying corner of our dear old
park, and —— confound him! — had the insolence to
build a modern villa on it.”

“And you have really paid him?"

“Of course I have paid him.”

“How long ago?”

“Two years ago, at the least. Perhaps longer.”
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Saxon was silent. A doubt — a dark and terrible
doubt that had never been wholly banished — started
up again in his mind, and assumed for the first time
distinct and definite proportions.

‘And now, having answered all your questions by
the book, I shall expect you to answer mine,” said
Lord Castletowers.

“Pray do not ask me any,” said Saxon, hurriedly.

“But I must do so. I must know where you heard
of Oliver Behrens, and how you came to know that he
was my father's mortgagee. Did Mr. Trefalden tell

ou?”
d Saxon shook his head.

““And this is not the first time that you have asked
me whether I am in debt,” urged the Earl. “I re-
member once before — that day, you know, at home,
when Montecuculi came — you seemed to think I had
some money trouble on my mind. Surely it cannot be
Mr. Trefalden who has given you this impression?”

“No — indeed, no.”

“Because he knows my affairs better than I know
them myself.”

“He has never spoken to me of your affairs, Castle-
towers — never,” said Saxon, earnestly.

“Then who else has been doing s0? Not Vaughan?
Not Colonna?”

But Saxon entreated his friend not to urge any
more questions upon him, and with this request, after
one or two ineffectual remonstrances, the Earl com-
plied.

And now it was already dawning day. The moon
had paled and sunk long since, and the great mountain
towered, ghost-like, with its crown of own and smoke,
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high up against, the cold grey of the sky. Pre
the light in the east grew brighter and wider,

strange, glorious colour — a colour compounded
were, of rose and gold — flushed suddenly ov
snow-fields of Etna. For a moment the grand s
seemed to hang as if suspended in the air, glowi
transfigured, like the face of the lawgiver to whe
Lord had spoken as a man speaketh unto his

Then, almost as suddenly as it had come ther
glory faded off, and left only the pure sunshine
place. At the same moment, the mists along th
began to rise in long vaporous lines about the s
the mountain; and, by-and-by, as they drifted
away to the leeward, a long rocky promeonto:
looked like an island, but was, in fact, connecte
the mainland by a sandy flat, became dimly visi
away at sea.

“ Ecco, signore — ecco la rocca ds Melageo!" s
Palermitan pilot.

But this announcement, which would have
Saxon’s pulse to fever heat half an hour befor
scarcely quickened the beating of his heart by 1
throb. He was thinking of William Trefalden:
regretting the promise by which he had bound
to repeat no word of Mr. Behrens' conversatic
enduring in silence the first shock of that vay
terrible mistrust which had now struck root in hi
hereafter to flourish and bear bitter fruit.
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CHAPTER XXV,
Head-Quarters.

The promontory of Melazzo reaches out about four
miles into the sea, curving round to the westward at
its farthest point, so as to form a little bay, and
terminating in a lighthouse. Consisting as it does of a
chain of rocks varying from a mile to a quarter of a
mile in breadth, and rising in places to a height of
seven hundred feet, it looks almost like some sleeping
sea-monster heaving its huge bulk half above the
waters. Towards the mainland these rocks end ab-
ruptly over against the little isthmus on which the
town is built; and upon their lower terraces, frowning
over the streets below and protected by the higher
cliffs beyond, the castle stands, commanding land and
sea. It is a composite structure enough, consisting of
an ancient Norman tower and a whole world of out-
lying fortifications. French, English, and Neapolitans
have strengthened and extended the walls from time to
time, till much of the old town, and even the cathedral,
has come to be enclosed withing their rambling pre-
cincts. In the year eighteen hundred and sixty this
castle of Melazzo mounted forty guns of heavy
calibre; so that the fanciful spectator, if he had begun
by comparing the promontory to a sea monster, might
well have pursued his comparison a step farther, by
likening the castle to its head, and the bristling bastions
w its dangerous jaws.

On the flat below, looking westward towards Ter-
mini, and eastward towards Messina, with its pier, its

Half a Million of Money, Il 11
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promenade, and those indispensable gates, w
which no Italian town could possibly be deeme
plete, stands modern Melazzo — a substantial,
built place, washed on both sides by the sea.
diately beyond the town gates, reaching up
spurs of the inland mountains, which here appro:
shore, opens out a broad angle of level country
six miles in width by three in depth. It is tm
by a few roads, and dotted over with three
tiny hamlets. Here and there a detached far
or neglected villa lifts its flat roof above the vi
and olive groves which cover every foot of a
ground between the mountains and the sea.
by broad belts of cane-brake, and intersected by
and watercourses, these plantations alone form
outlying series of natural defences.

Such is the topography of Melazzo, where G
fought the hardest and best contested battle
famous Neapolitan campaign.

Having anchored the little Albula in a
creek well out of sight and reach of the Ne
guns; Saxon and Castletowers shouldered th
and made their way to Meri, a village about
of miles inland, built up against the slope
mountains, and cut off from the plain by
watercourse with a high stone wall on either
was in this village that General Medici had
his position while awaiting reinforcements f
lermo; and here the new comers found assen
main body of the Garibaldian army.

The “City of Aberdeen” had arrived so
before the Albula, and flooded the place -+
shirts. There were horses and mules feeding ¢
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of hay thrown down in the middle of the narrow
streets; groups of volunteers cleaning their rifles, eating,
drinking, smoking, and sleeping; others hastily piling
up a barricade at the farther end of the village; and
some hard at work with mattrasses and sandbags pro-
tecting the upper windows of those houses that looked
towards Melazzo. A strange medley of languages met
the ear in every direction. Here stood a knot of Hun-
garians, there a group of French, a little farther on a com-
pany of raw Polish recruits, undergomg a very neces-

course of drill. All was life, movement, expecta-
tion. The little hamlet rang with the tramp of men
and the rattle of arms, and the very air seemed astir
with the promise of war.

Arrived in the midst of this busy scene, the friends
came to a halt, and consulted as to what they should
do next. At the same moment a couple of officers in
the English military undress came by, laden with pro-
visions. They carried between them a huge stone
bottle in a wicker coat with handles — one of those
ill formed, plethoric, modern amphorse, holding about
six gallons, in which the Italian wine-seller delights to
store his thin vintages of Trani and Scylla — and be-
sides this divided burden, one was laden with black
bread, and the other with a couple of hens captured
and slaughtered but a few minutes before.

“By Jovel” exclaimed the owner of the hens,
“Castletowers and Trefalden!”

It was Major Vaughan.

They shook hands cordially, and he invited them
to accompany him to his quarters.

“I am capitally lodged,” he said, ‘‘at the top of a
house down yonder. We have been foraging, you see,

11#
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and can give you a splendid supper. You can pluck a
fowl, I suppose, upon occasion?”

“I will do my best,” laughed the Earl; “but I fear
your poultry is no longer in the bloom of youth.”

“If for ten days you had eaten nothing but green
figs, with an occasional scrap of black bread or sea-
biscuit, you would be saperior to all such prejudices,”
replied the dragoon. “Now it is my opinion that age
cannot wither the oldest hen that ever laid an egg. Do
you see that man on the roof of yonder high house
beyond the vineyard? That is Garibaldi. He has
been up there all day, surveying the ground. We shall
have some real work to do to-morrow.”

“Then you think there will be a battle to-morrow!”
said Saxon, eagerly.

“No doubt of it — and Bosco is about the only
good general the Neapolitans have. He is a thorough
soldier, and his troops are all picked men, well up to
fighting.”

“If you command a corps, I hope you will take us
in,” said the Earl.

“I do not command a corps — I am on the staff;
that is to say, I do anything that is useful, and am not
particular. This morning I was a drill-sergeant —
yesterday, when Bosco tried to dislodge our outposts at
Corriola, I took a turn at the guns. To-morrow, per-
haps, if we get in among that confounded cane-brake
down yonder, I may take an axe, and do a little
pioneering. We are soldiers of all-work here, as you
will soon find out for yourselves.”

“At all events you must give us something to
do.”

The dragoon shrugged his shoulders. *“You will
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find plenty to do,” said he, “when the time comes. It
is too late now to enrol you in any special regiment
for to-morrow’s work. But we will talk of this after
supper. In the meanwhile, here are my quarters.”

So they followed him, and helped not only to pluck
but to cook the hens, and afterwards to eat them;
though the last was, perhaps, the most difficalt task of
the three; and after supper, having seen General Cosenz
inspect a thousand of the troops, they went round with
Vaughan and visited the outposts. When at length
they got back to Meri it was past ten o'clock, and the
same glorious moon that had lighted them on their
way the night before shone down alike upon castle and
sea, vineyard and village, friend and foe, wakeful
patrol and sleeping soldier.

CHAPTER XXVI.
How the Battle began at Melaszo.

Tar bugle sounded before dawn, and in the first
grey of the morning Meri was alive with soldiers.
There had been no absolute stillness, as of universal
rest, all the night through; but now there was a great
wakefulness about the place — a strange kind of sub-
dued tumult, that had in it something very solemn and
exciting.

By five the whole Garibaldian body was under
arms. The village street, the space about the fountain,
the open slopes between the houses and the torrent of
Santa Lucia, and part of the main road beyond, were
literally packed with men. Of these the Cacciatori,
brongzed with old campaigns and wearing each his
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glossy plume of cocks' feathers, looked the m«
dierly. For the rest of the troops, the scark
was their only bond of uniformity, and but for
solute way in which they handled their arms, :
steady composure of their faces, many a well:
soldier might have been disposed to smile at t
congruous appearance. There was that about tl
however, at which neither friend nor foe coul
to make merry.

“How many do you number altogether?™
Saxon, as they passed along the lines to th
piazza, Major Vaughan leading his horse, and
others following.

“Taken, en masse, Cacciatori, Tuscan, Piedr
and foreign volunteers, abont four thousand fo
dred fighting men.”

“No more?”

“Oh yes, about two thousand more,” rep
dragoon, “if you count the Sicilian squadri —
are only shouting men. Look — here comes Ga

A prolonged murmur that swelled into a cl
from line to line as the Dictator rode slowly
piazza with his staff. He was smoking a litt
cigarette, and looked exactly like his portraits
good-humoured, and weather-beaten, with his g«
festooned across the breast of his red shirt, anc
silk handkerchief knotted loosely round his ne

“That is Medici at his right hand,” said Y
springing into the saddle; “and the one now
to him is Colonel Dunn. Now the best thing
fellows can do will be to keep with the ma
and as near the staff as you can. You will
whatever is best worth seeing, and have the ¢
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using your rifles as well. By Jove, Malenchini has his
orders, and is moving off already.”

As he spoke the words, the Tuscan general marched
by at the head of his battalion, taking the westward
road towards Santa Marina, where the Neapolitans had
an outpost by the sea.

“One word more,” said the dragoon, hurriedly.
“If I fall, I should wish Miss Colonna to have Gul-
nare. She always liked the little Arab, and would be
kind to her. Will either of you remember that for
me?”

‘“Both — both!” replied Saxon and the Earl, in one
brea :

“Thanks — and now fare you well. I don’t sup-
pose we shall find ourselves within speaking distance
again for the next five hours.”

With this he waved his hand, dashed across the
piazza, and fell in with the rest of the staff. At the
same moment General Cosenz, having orders to con-
duct the attack upon the Neapolitan left at Archi, rode
off to take the command of his veterans; while Fabrizi
and his Sicilians — a mere boyish impulsive rabble, of
whom no leader could predict half an hour beforehand
whether they would fight like demons, or run away
like children — bore off to the extreme right, to inter-
cept any Neapolitan reinforcements that might be ad-
vancing from Meesina. Finally, when right and left
were both en roufe, the main columns under Medici,
were set in motion, and began defiling in excellent
order along the St. Pietro road, leaving Colonel Dunn’s
regiment to form the reserve.

Following Vaughan's advice, the two young men
shouldered their rifles, and marched with the centre.
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It was now about six o'clock. The sun was already
gaining power; but a fresh wind was blowing from the
sea, and the vines on either side of the road wera
bright with dew. As they passed over the little bridge
beyond the village, and looked down upon the flats
below, they could see Malenchini’s division winding
along to the left, and Cosenz’s men rapidly disappear
ing to the right. Then their own road sloped sauddenly
downward, and they saw only a continuous stream of
scarlet shirts and gleaming rifles. On it rolled, to the
measured, heavy, hundredfold tramp of resolute feet,
never ceasing, never pausing, with only the waving
cane-brake on either side, and the blue sky overhead.

In the meanwhile the enemy’s forces were known
to be drawn up in a great semicircle about half way
between Meri and Melazzo, reaching as far as Archi
to the right, and down to the seashore beyond Marina
to the left. But not a man was visible. Completely
hidden by the cane-brake and the vines, favoured by
the flatness of the ground, prepared to fall back upon
the town if necessary, and, if driven from the town to
take refuge in the castle, they occupied a position little
short of impregnable.

Presently, as the Garibaldians descended further and
further into the plain, a distant volley was heard in
the direction of Santa Marina, and they knew that
Malenchini’s men had come up with the extreme right
of the Neapolitan semicircle. An eager murmur ran
along the ranks, and a mounted officer came riding
down the line.

“Bilenzio!” said he. *Silenziol”
It was young Beni. Seeing Saxon and Castle-
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towers marching as outsiders, he smiled and nodded,
then rose in his stirrups, and reconnoitred ahead.

In the same instant the sharp report of a rifle rang
through the canes, and a ball whizzed by. Beni
laughed and held up his hat, which was pierced in
two places.

“Well aimed, first shot!” said he, and rode back

And now the plantations on either side of the road
seemed all at once to swarm with invisible foes. Ball
after ball whistled through the canes, gap after gap
opened suddenly in the forward ranks. Those in the
rear flung themselves by hundreds into the vineyards,
firing almost at random, and guided only by the smoke
of their enemies’ rifles; but the front poured steadily on.

Every moment the balls flew thicker and the men
fell faster. A German to whom Saxon had been speak-
ing but the instant before, went down, stone dead,
close against his feet, and Saxon heard the cruel *thud”
of the ball as it crashed into his brain. Medici’s horse
dropped under him; Beni came dashing past again,
with a bloody handkerchief bound round his arm;
Garibaldi and his officers pressed closer to the front—
and still not a single Neapolitan had yet been seen.

Suddenly the whole mass of the centre, quickening
its pace in obedience to the word of command, advanced
at a run, firing right and left into the cane-brake, and
making straight for a point whence the balls had seemed
to come thickest. Then came a terrific flash about
twenty paces ahead — a rush of smoke — a roar that
shook the very earth. The men fell back in confusion.
They had been running in the very teeth of a masked

battery!
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As the smoke cleared, the ground was seen to be
literally ploughed up with grape-shot, and strewn with
dead and dying.

Castletowers flung down his rifle, rushed in among
the wounded, and dragged first one, then another, into
the shelter of the cane-brake.

Saxon clambered into an olive-tree beside the road,
and, heedless of the balls that came peppering round
him, began coolly picking off the Neapolitan gunners.

In the meanwhile Medici's columns had recoiled
upon those behind, and the whole mass was thrown
into disorder. To add to the confusion, a cry went up
that Garibaldi was wounded.

At this critical moment, while the road was yet
blocked with men, Major Vaughan came galloping
round by the front. Despatched with orders to the
rear, and unable to force his way through, he had
chosen this perilous alternative. Dashing across the
open space between the battery and the Garibaldians,
he at once became the target of a dozen invisible
rifles, was seen to reel in his saddle, sway over, and
fall within a foot or two of Saxon’s olive-tree.

In less than a second the young man had leaped
down, lifted the dragoon in his strong arms, carried
him out of the road, and placed him with his back
against the tree.

“Are you much hurt?” he asked eagerly.

Vaughan bent his head feebly.

“Take my horse,” he said, speaking in broken
gasps, and keeping his hand pressed close against his
gide. “Ride round to the rear — bid Dunn bring up
the reserve — and charge the battery — in flank.”
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“I will; but can you bear to be carried a few yards
farther?”

“Tell him there’s a wall — to the left of the guns
— under cover of which — he can bring up — his
men.”

“Yes, yes; but first of all . . . .”

“Confound you! — go at once — or the day —
is lost!”

Saying which, he leaned forward, pointed impa-
tiently to the horse, and fell over on his face.

Saxon just lifted him — looked at the white face
— laid the head gently back, sprang into Gulnare’s
empty saddle, and rode off at full speed. As he did
8o, he saw that Medici's men had formed again, that
Garibaldi was himself cheering them on to the attack,
and that Castletowers bad fallen in with the advancing
columns.

To rush to the rear, deliver his orders, dismount,
and tie up the Arab in a place of safety, was the work
of only a few moments. He then returned with Dunn's
regiment, threading his way through the vines like the
rest, and approaching the battery under cover of a wall
and ditch away to the left, as Vaughan had directed.

Coming up to the battery, they found a sharp
struggle already begun — the Neapolitans defending
their guns at the point of the bayonet — Medici’s men
swarming gallantly over the earthworks, and Garibaldi,
sword in hand, in the midst of the fray.

The word was given — the reserve charged at a
run, and Saxon found himself the next moment inside
the battery, driven up against a gun-carriage, and en-
gaged in a hand-to-hand fight with two Neapolitan
gunners, both of whom he shot dead with his revolver.
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“Drag off the guns!” shouted Colonel Dunn.

The men flung themselves upon the pieces, sur
rounded, seized, and put them instantly in motion —
the Neapolitans fell back, opened out to right and lefi,
and made way for their cavalry.

Then Saxon heard a coming thunder of hoofs; saw
a sudden vision of men, and horses, and uplifted sabres:
was conscious of firing his last cartridge in the face of
a dragoon who seemed to be bending over him in the
act to strike — and after that remembered nothing
more.

CHAPTER XXVIL
The Barricade in the Via Lombardi.

DisAGrEpABLY conscious of being roused, as it
were against his will, from something heavier than
sleep, of a painful struggle for breath, and of a sudden
deluge of cold water, Saxon opened his eyes, and found
Lord Castletowers leaning over him.

“Where am I?” he asked, staring round in a be
wildered way. *What is the matter with me?”

“Nothing, I hope, my dear fellow,” replied his
friend. “Five minutes ago, I pulled you .out from
under a man and a horse, and made certain you were
dead; but since then, having fetched a little water and
brought you round, and, being, moreover, unable to
find any holes in your armour, I am inclined to hope
that no damage has been done. Do you think you
can get up?”

Saxon took the Earl’s hand, and rose without much
difficulty. His head ached, and he felt dizzy: but
that was all.
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“I suppose I have been stunned,” he said, looking
round at the empty battery. “Is the battle won and
over?”

The guns were gone, and the ground was ploughed
with their heavy wheel-tracks. Dark pools of blood
and beaps of slain showed where the struggle had been
fiercest; and close against Saxon's feet lay the bodies
of a cuirassier and two Neapolitan gunners — all three
shot by his own hand.

“Why, no; the battle is not over,” replied the Earl;
“neither can I say that it is won; but it is more than
half won. We bave taken the guns, and the Neapoli-
tans have retreated into the town; and now a halt has
been sounded, and the men are taking a couple of
hours’ rest. The bridge over the Nocito, and all the
open country up to the gates of Melazzo, are ours.”

“There has been sharp fighting here,” said Saxon.

“The sharpest we have seen to-day,” replied the
Earl. “Their cavalry retook the guns and drove
Dunn’s men out of the battery; but our fellows, divided
on each side of the road, received them between two
fires, and when they tried to charge back again, barred
the road and shot the leaders down. It was splendidly
done; but Garibaldi was in imminent danger for a few
moments, and, I believe, shot one trooper with his
own hand. After that, the Neapolitans broke through
and escaped, leaving the guns and battery in our
hands.”

“And you saw it all?”

“All. I was among those who barred the road,
and was close behind Garibaldi the whole time. And
now, as you seem to be tolerably steady on your legs
again, I propose that we go down to some meore shel-
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tered place, and get something to eat. This Sicilian
noonday sun is fierce enough to melt the brains in
one’s skull; and fighting makes men hungry.”

Some large wood-stores and barns had been broken
open for the accommodation of the troops, and thither
the friends repaired for rest and refreshment. Lying in
the shelter of a shed beside the Nocito, they ate their
luncheon of bread and fruit, smoked their cigarettes,
and listened to the pleasant sound of the torrent hur-
rying to the sea. All around and about, in the shade
of every bush and the shelter of every shed, lay the
tired soldiers — a motley, dusty, war-stained throng,
some eating, some sleeping, some smoking, some bath-
ing their hot feet in the running stream, some, with
genuine Italian thoughtlessness, playing at morya as
they lay side by side on the greensward, gesticulating
as eagerly, and laughing as gaily, as though the reign
of battle and bloodshed had passed away from the
earth. Now and then a wounded man was carried
past on a temporary litter; now and then a Neapolitan
prisoner was brought in; now and then a harmless gun
was fired from the fortress. Thus the hot noon went
by, and for two brief hours peace prevailed.

“Poor Vaughan!” said the Earl, now® hearing of
his death for the first time. “He had surely some pre-
sentiment upon his mind this morning. What has be-
come of the horse?”

Saxon explained that he had sent it to the rear,
with orders that it should be conveyed back to Meri,
and carefully attended to.

“I do not forget,” he added, ‘“that we are the re-
positories of his will, and that Gulnare is now a legacy.
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I think it will be wise to send her to Palermo for the
present, to the care of Signor Colonna.”

“Undoubtedly. Do you know, Trefalden, I have
more than suspected at times that— that he loved Miss
Colonna.”

“I should not wonder if he did,” replied Saxon,
gloomily.

“Well, he died a soldier's death, and to-morrow, if
I life, I will see that he has a soldier's burial. A
braver fellow never entered the service.”

And now, the allotted time having expired, the
troops were again assembled, and the columns formed
for action. Garibaldi went on board the Tuckori, a
Neapolitan steam-frigate that had gome over to him
with men, arms, and ammunition complete at an early
stage of the war, and was now lying off Melazzo in
the bay to the west of the promontory. Hence, with
no other object than to divert the attention of the gar-
rison, he directed a rapid fire on the fortress, while
his army advanced in three divisions to the assault of
the town.

Medici took the westward beach; Cosenz the road
to the Messina gate; and Malenchini the Porta di Pa-
lermo. Saxon and Castletowers marched with the Cac-
ciatori and a detachment of Palermitans, under General
Cosenz.

By two o'clock they found themselves under the
walls of Melazzo. The garrison had by this time be-
come aware of the advancing columns. First one shell,
then another, then half a dozen together, came soaring
like meteors over the heads of the besiegers, who only
rushed up the more eagerly to the assault, and battered
the more desperately against the gate. A shot or two
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from an old twelve-pounder brought it down presen
with a crash; the Garibaldians poured through; and
the course of a few seconds, almost without know
how they came there, Saxon and Castletowers fo
themselves inside the walls, face to face with a b
lion of Neapolitan infantry.

Both bodies fired. The Neapolitans, having
livered their volley, retreated up the street. The
ribaldians followed. Presently the Neapolitans tw
fired again, and again retreated. They repeated
manceuvre several times, the Garibaldians always i
and following, till they came to the market-place i
centre of the town. Here they found Colonel D
regiment in occupation of one side of the guadr
and a considerable body of Neapolitan troops o
other. The air was full of smoke, and the g
scattered over with groups of killed and wounded
the smoke cleared, they could see the Neapolita:
the one hand steadily loading and aiming — o
other, Dunn’s men running tumultuously to an
keeping up a rapid but irregular fire.

No sooner, however, had the new comers ex
upon the scene, than a mounted officer came gal
towards them through the thick of the fire.

“Bend round a detachment to the Via Loml
he said hurriedly. *They have thrown up a ba
there, which mws¢ be taken!”

The mention of a barricade was enough for
and Castletowers. Leaving the combatants i
market-place to fight the fight out for themselve
started with the detachment and made their way
by a labyrinth of deserted by-streets at the back

piazza.
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A shot was presently fired down upon them from a
neighbouring roof — they advanced at a run — turned
the angle of the next street — were greeted with three
simultaneous volleys from the street and the houses on
each side, and found themselves in face of the barricade.
It was a mere pile of carts, paving stones, and miscel-
laneous rubbish, about eight feet in height; but, being
manned with trained riflemen, and protected by the
houses on each side, every window of which bristled
with gun-barrels, it proved more formidable than it
looked.

The detachment, which consisted mainly of Paler-
mitan recruits, fell back in disorder, returning only a
confused and feeble fire, and leaving some four or five
of their rumber on the ground.

“dvants!” cried the officer in command.

But not a man stirred.

At that instant the Neapolitans poured in another
destructive volley, whereupon the front ranks fairly
turned, and tried to escape to the rear.

* Poltyons!” shouted their captain, striking right and
left with the flat of his sword, and running along the
lines like a madman.

At the same moment Castletowers knocked down
one defaulter with the butt-end of his rifle, while Saxon
seized another by the collar, dragged him back to the
front, drew his revolver from his belt with one hand,
and with the other carried the man bodily up against
the barricade.

It was a simple act of strength and daring, but it
turned the tide as nothing else could have done. Im-
pulsive as savages, and transported in & moment from
one extreme of feeling to another, the Sicilians burst

Half a Million of Money. Il 12
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into a storm of owwas, and flung themselves at the b
ricade like tigers.

The Neapolitans might pour in their deadly {
now from housetop and window, might entrench the
selves behind a hedge of bayonets, might thrust
dead back upon the living, and defend every inck
their position as desperately as they pleased, but noth
ooulddauntthecoursgeofthelrassnhm The 1
who were running away but a moment before, 1
now rushing recklessly upon death. Shot down
scores, they yet pressed on, clambering over the bc
of their fallen comrades, shouting “Vsva Garibal
under the muzzles of the Neapolitan rifles, and sei

" the very bayonets that were pointed against them.

The struggle was short and bloody. It had I
scarcely three minutes when the Palermitans pc
over in one irresistible wave, and the Neapolitans
precipitately into the piazza beyond.

The victors at once planted a tricolor on the su
of the barricade, manned it with some thirty of
own best riflemen, and proceeded to dislodge su
the enemy as yet retained possession of the hous
oither side.

In the meanwhile the Garibaldian officer ra
to Saxon with open arms, and thanked him enth
tically.

“Gallant Inglesel” he said, “but for you, ou
would not be flying here at this moment.”

To whom Saxon, pale as death and pointing
to the pile of fallen men at the foot of the bam
replied. —

“Bignor Capitano, I miss my friend. For
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sake grant me the assistance of a couple of your soldiers
to search for his body!”

It was a ghastly task.

The Neapolitans had escaped as soon as they found
their position untenable; but the loss of the attacking
party was very great. Most of the men immediately
under the barricade had been cruelly bayonetted. The
dead wore a terrible expression of agony on their co-
lourless faces; but many yet breathed, and those who
were conscious pleaded piteously to be put out of their
sufferings. One by one, the dead were flung aside and
the wounded carried down to the shade of the houses.
One by one, Saxon Trefalden looked into each man’s
face, helping tenderly to carry the wounded and rev-
erently to dispose the limbs of the dead, and watching
every moment for the finding of his friend.

At length the last poor corpse was lifted — the
search completed — the frightful bead-roll told over.
Thirty-two were dead, five dying, eleven wounded;
but amongst all these, the Earl of Castletowers had no
place. Baxon could scarcely believe it. Again and
again he went the round of dead and dying; and at
last, with bloodstained hands and clothes, and anxious
heart, sat down at the foot of the barricade, and asked
himself what he should do next.
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CHAPTER XXVIIIL
The Last of the Battle.

Ir was now nearly four o'clock in the afterno
Throughout the search at the barricade Saxon had s¢
the shells flying at a great height overhead, and he
the battle going on unceasingly in the streets of
town. Sometimes the sounds advanced, sometimes
treated; but never ceased for one minute toget!
Finding at length that neither friends nor foes e
round in their direction, the men posted at the be
cade became impatient and dropped away, one by ¢
and presently Saxon, being to all appearance no n
likely to find his friend in one place than amnot
followed their example.

He traversed one whole street without seein
living creature; then, coming to a cross-road, pa
and listened. The musketry now seemed to be very
tant, but he could not tell precisely from what qu
the sound proceeded. While he was yet hesitatin
couple of Neapolitan soldiers came running towards
Seeing an armed Garibaldian they stopped short,
doubting which way to turn; and Saxon called to
to surrender.

At that moment some six or eight red-shirts
their appearance at the top of the street, in full «
The Neapolitans immediately fired upon Saxon,
away their rifles, and fled down a by-street t
left.

But the balls glanced harmlessly by, and S
anxious to know how the great interests of th
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were faring elsewhere, went on his way, and left the
fugitives to their pursuers.

A few steps further on, he fell in with a detach-
ment of Tuscans led by young Beni, now on foot.

“Hold! amsoo,” cried the Palermitan, *where do
you come from?"

“From the barricade in the Via Lombardi. And you?”

“From the beach, where those cursed Regi have
been pouring down shot and shell as thick as fire-stones
from Etoa.”

“How goes the day?”

“Triumphantly,. We are driving them up towards
the castle from all sides. Come and see!”

8o Saxon fell in with the Tuscan company; and as
they pressed up against the hill, winding round by a
steep lane on the eastern side of the town, the young
men, in a few hurried sentences, exchanged such news
as each had to tell.

“The whole of the lower part of the town is ours,”
said Bemi. ‘‘Medici's men have done wonders — the
Genoese carabineers have lost half their number —
Peard’s company has possession of an old windmill on
the heights above the castle, whence they have rifled
the enemy clear out of the northern works.”

“This is great news!”

“It ss great news. Before another hour is past we
shall have them all shut up in the castle, like mice in
a trap.”

“Where i8 your horse?”

**Shot under me, half an hour ago. Where is your
friend ?”

“Safe, I hope. He vanished in the mélée down at
the barricade, and I have not seen him since.”



182 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

“Silence! I hear a tramp of feet — halt!”

The column halted, and in the sudden silence that
ensued, the approaching footsteps of a considerable
body of men were distinctly audible.

It was an exciting moment. The lane was winding,
steep, and narrow. On one side rose a stupendous cliff
of solid rock; on the other ran a low wall, overhanging
the poorest quarter of the town. A worse place for a
hostile encounter could scarcely have been selected; but
the young Palermitan, unused to command as he was,
at once saw the difficulty of his position, and prepared
to meet it.

Silently and promptly, he drew up his little troop
across the road — the front row kneeling on one knee,
the second stooping, the third standing erect — all
ready to greet the enemy with a deadly fire as soon as
they should come in sight. In the meanwhile, Saxon
had slung his rifle over his shoulders and begun climb-
ing the face of the cliffi Where there was footing for
a goat there was always footing for him; and almost
before Beni knew what had become of him, he was
posted behind an overhanging bush some twenty feet
above. About a dozen others immediately followed his
example, till every shrub and projecting angle of rock
concealed a rifle. )

The Garibaldians had but just completed their pre-
parations when the white cross-belts of the Neapolitans
appeared at the turn of the road, some sixty yards
ahead.

Evidently unprepared to find their passage resisted,
they recoiled at the sight of the Garibaldians, who in-
stantly poured in their first volley. They then fired a
few shots and fell back out of sight, as if hesitating
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whether to advance or retreat. The nature of the ground
was such that neither party could see the extent of the
other’s strength; and Beni had been careful to turn this
circumstance to the best advantage. In the meanwhile
his men had reloaded, and were waiting in the same
order as before.

They had not to wait long. In another second
there arose a shout of “ Piva ¢7 R4!” and the royalists,
cheered on by their officers, came back with fixed
bayonets, at the pas de charge — a narrow, compact,
resolute torrent, which looked as if it must carry all
before it.

Again the Tuscans delivered their deliberate and
deadly fire — again, again, and again; and at each dis-
charge the foremost Neapolitans went down like grass
before the scythe. There scemed to be a charmed line
drawn across the road, beyond which they could not
pass. As fast as they reached it, they fell; as fast as
they fell those behind rushed up, and were shot down
in their turn.

And all this time the tirailleurs on the cliff-side
dropped in their unerring bullets upon the advancing
column, bringing down the hindmost men, and picking
off each officer as he came into sight.

The struggle lasted but a few moments, and was
over in less time than it takes to tell.

Mowed down by an irresistible fire, little guessing
by what a mere handful of men they were being held
in check, and left almost without an officer to command
them, the Neapolitans all at once desisted from the
attack, and retreated as rapidly as they had
dragging off some six or eight of their wounded, and
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leaving a rampart of their dead piled up halfway be
themselves and their opponents.

“Vioa Garsbalds!™ cried Saxon, swinging h
lightly from bush to bush, and leaping down in
road.

“Vwa Garsbaldi!” shouted Beni's troop, ea
pursue, but held back by their young leader, whe
that they would have no chance if once they be
the insignificance of their numbers. Throwing ]
before them, he forbade a man to stir. At th
time the tramp of the enemy, broken, hurried, a
ordered, died rapidly away, and the Garibaldian
two of whom were slightly wounded, remained
disputed possession of their little Thermopyle.

In high spirits, they then resumed their mar
they saw no more Neapolitans. When the lane
presently upon a broad platform overlooking th
they halted. Above them rose the castle r:
apparently deserted. Below them lay the stre
squares of Melazzo, with the open country beyc¢
strange silence seemed suddenly to have fallen 1
day. There was no echo of musketry to be hes
the air — no smoke-wreath visible, even in plac:
the combat had been hottest half-an-hour befor¢
a distant shouting here and there, and an o«
gshell thrown from some part of the fortificat
away to the westward side of the castle, the t
battle seemed to have passed magically away.

“What does it all mean?” said Saxon, bre:

“Well,” replied Beni, “I suppose it means
battle is over.”

At that moment a detachment of Malench
gade made its appearance at the farther sid
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platform, shouting, “Vivas I'Italia!” and planted the
tricolor on the highest point of the parapet overlooking
the town.

The battle was indeed over; the long day’s fight
fought gallantly out, and crowned with victory. The
whole of the town, up to the very gates of the castle,
was in the hands of the liberators.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Saxon pursues his Search.

Tre battle over, orders were issued for the con-
struction of barricades in all the approaches to the
castle. Weary as they were after their long day's
fighting, the Garibaldians then stacked their muskets
and went to work with a will. Pavements were hastily
torn up, carts dragged from the sheds in which their
owners had left them, and doors taken from their
hinges. Before sundown, a chain of extempore defences
was thrown up at every point of danger, and the
royalists were effectually imprisoned in their own strong-
hold.

Then, guarded only by a few sentinels posted upon
the barricades, the army dispersed itself about the
streets and piazzas, and lay down to rest by hundreds
in the churches, the deserted houses, and even the open
doorways along the streets.

In the meanwhile S8axon went about from barricade
to barricade, seeking his friend and questioning every
one he met, but seeking and questioning in vain. One
Garibaldian remembered to have seen him with the
Pavia Company during a sharp skirmish up in some
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gardens near the castle. Another thought he had ob-
served him down on the Marina. A third was certain
that he had been killed by the bursting of a shell;
while a fourth no less positively asserted that he was
with Peard’s company in the windmill above the castle.
Confused by these contradictory statements, Saxon
wandered hither and thither till the twilight came on;
and then, utterly exhausted, stretched himself upon a
bench in the market-place and fell profoundly asleep.

His sleep lasted only a couple of hours. He had
lain down with his mind full of anxiety and appreben-
sion, and na sooner had the first torpor of excessive
fatigue passed off than he woke, oppressed by a vague
uneasiness, and for the first few moments unable to
remember where he was.

He looked round upon a spacious piazza deep in
shadow, and scattered over with groups of sleeping
soldiers, and stands of arms.

Melazzo taken; Castletowers missing; perhaps
wounded — perhaps dead! He sprang to his feet as
these recollections flashed upon him, and, half stupefied
with sleep, prepared to resume his quest. At the first
step he stumbled over the corpse of a Neapolitan
grenadier, lying as if asleep, with his white face turned
up to the sky. A few paces farther on, he met a couple
of Garibaldians bearing away a wounded man upon a
shutter, and preceded by a torch-bearer.

Learning from these that there were several tem-
porary hospitals in the town, as well as others beyond
the gates, he resolved to visit all before pursuing his
search in other directions, He then followed them to
a church close by, the stone floor of which had been
laid down with straw for the reception of the wounded.
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It was a strange and piteous sight. The torches planted
here and there against the walls and pillars of the
building served only to make visible the intense gloom
of the vaulted roof above. All around, more or less
dangerously wounded, lay some sixty soldiers; while
gliding noiselessly to and fro were seen the surgeons
and nurses, busy on their work of mercy.

Pausing at the door, he asked the sentry if he knew
anything of an English nobleman — Lord Castletowers
by name — whom he had reason to fear must be among
the wounded.

“An Englishman?” said the sentry. ‘St, amico,
there was an Englishman brought in about two hours

”

So Saxon went up the nave of the church and pre-
farred his inquiry to one of the nurses.

She shook her head.

“Alas!” she replied, ‘“his case was hopeless. He
died about ten minutes after he was brought in.”

“Died!”

““His poor body has not yet been removed. It lies
yonder, close under the pulpit.”

Half in hope, half in dread, the young man snatched
a torch from the nearest sconce, and flew to the spot
indicated. The shattered corpse lay placidly emough,
with a smile upon its dead lips and the eyes half-closed,
as if in sleep; but it was not the corpse of Lord Castle-
towers.

With a deep-drawn breath of relief, Saxon then
turned away, and passing gently along the line of
patients, looked at each pale face in turn. Having
done this, he inqaired his way to the mext hospital,
which was established in the ground-floor of the Polizia.
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In order to reach this place, he bad to recros

i Here he met three or four more torch p:
for the Garibaldians were still anxiously searchi
their wounded in all parts of the town.

At the door of the Polizia he accosted the
with the same question that he had been aski
every barricade and outpost in the place. Co
give him any information of an English gent
named Lord Castletowers?

The sentry, who happened to be a Fren:
lifted his cap with the best-bred air imaginabl
asked, in return, if he had the honour of add
Monsieur Trefalden.

Saxon replied in the affirmative; but . . .

“Alors, que monsiour se domne la pesne d'entr
trouvera son ams, ms-lord Castletowers, dans la p
salle & gavuche.”

Scarcely waiting to thank the friendly G:
his intelligence, Saxon rushed in, and almost t
face on which his eyes rested was the face
friend.

He was sitting on the side of a bench ti
evidently been serving him for a bed. He had
cloak thrown over his shoulders, and looked
pale; but was, nevertheless, tranquilly smoking :
and chatting with his nearest neighbour.

“8o0, Trefalden,” said he, as Saxon burst i
room, “you have found me out at last! I kn
would be looking for me all over the place, if y«
alive to do it; so I left word at the door that y«
to apply within. Excuse my left hand.”

“I am so glad, Castletowers!” exclaimed
“I was never so glad in my life!”
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“Gently, my dear fellow — gently! You need not
shake one's hand quite so vehemently.”

“What is the matter? Where are you hurt?”

“In the right arm — confound it!”

‘(very ba‘lly?"

“No. That is to say, I am not doomed to ampu-
tation; but there’s an end, so far as I am concerned,
to glory and gunpowder — and that is quite bad
enough.”

CHAPTER XXX.

In Durance Vile.

Tar mystery of the Earl's disappearance was simple
enough when it came to be explained. He had been
carried over the barricade in the last great rush, and
instead of remaining on the spot like Saxon to fight it
out to the last blow, had rushed on with some twenty
others, in pursuit of the first fugitives. Having chased
the Neapolitans into a blind alley, taken them prisoners,
and deprived them of their arms, the Garibaldians then
fell in with the Pavia company and shared with them
some of the hottest work that was done in Melazzo
that day.

It was while with this gallant company, and at the
moment when he was assisting to plant the tricolor on
the top of a summer-house in a long-contested garden,
that Loord Castletowers received two shots in the right
arm, and was forced to go back to the ambulances in
the rear.

His wounds, though severe, were not in the least
dangerous; one bullet having lodged in the biceps
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muscle of the upper arm, and another having fractured
the ulnar bone of the forearm. Both, however, had
been already extracted before Saxon found his way to
the Polizia, and the surgeon in attendance assured
them that Lord Castletowers would in time regain the
use of his arm as completely as if no mischance had
ever befallen it. In the meanwhile, to be sure, the
results were sufficiently inconvenient. The Earl's
military career was brought to an abrupt conclusion,
and his hope of doing something brilliant— something
that even Miss Colonna should be forced to admire —
was nipped in the bud. These things were hard to
bear, and demanded all the patience that he could
summon to his aid.

Their campaign thus unexpectedly ended, the young
men would gladly have gone back at once to their
little yacht, and set sail in search of “fresh fields and
pastures new;” but to that proposition the medsco would
not listen, So they lingered on in Melazzo day after
day, living for the most part in a cottage beyond the
walls, and passing the hot and weary hours as best
they might.

It was a dull time, though cursorily enlivened by
the surrender of the garrison. They saw the Neapolitan
transports steam into the bay, and witnessed the
embarkation of Bosco and his troops.

When this interlude was played out, the Gari-
baldians began to look towards Messina and speculate
eagerly on what might next be dome. Then came
rumours of a general evacuation of the royalist strong-
holds; and by-and-by they learned beyond doubt that
the fedium of success was not likely to be relieved by
any more fighting in the island of Bicily.
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Somewhat comforted by this intelligence, and still
more comforted by a note which the Earl received
from Signor Colonna the fourth day after the battle,
the young men submitted to the semi-imprisonment of
Melazzo, and saw Garibaldi depart with the main body
of his army somewhat less regretfully than they might
otherwise have done.

Brief as a military despatch, the Italian’s note ran
thus: —

“Caro Gervase. The victory which has just been
won terminates the war in Sicily. Dissension and
terror reign in the Cabinet at Naples. Months will
probably elapse before another blow is struck; and it
is possibla that even that blow may not be needed.
In the meanwhile give ear to earnest counsel. Sheath
thy sword and pursue thy journey in peace. This in
confidence from the friend of thy childhood.

({3 G. C.”

It was something to receive this assurance from
a man like Colonna — a man who knew better than
even Garibaldi himself the probabilities and prospects
of the war. 8o the friends made the best of their
position, and amused themselves by planning what
they would do when they received the medéco’s order
of release.

Norway was now out of the question. By the
time they could reach Bergen the season would be
nearly past; besides which, the Earl was forbidden to
expose his wounded arm to so severe a change of
temperature. They therefore proposed to confine their
voyage to the basin of the Mediterranean, seeing what-
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ever was practicable, and touching, if possible, at
Malta, Alexandria, Smyrna, Athens, Naples, Cadis,
and Lisbon, by the way. To this hst for reasons
known only to himself, Saxon added the name of
Sidon.

At length Lord Castletowers was pronounced fit
for removal, though not yet well enough to dispense
with medical care. So Saxon cut the knot of that
difficulty by engaging the services of a young Sicilian
surgeon; and, thus attended, they once more went on
board the Albula, and weighed anchor.

CHAPTER XXXI.

Mr. Greatorex in Search of an Investment.

‘WuiLe Saxon and his friend were yachting and
fighting, and London was yet full to overflowing, Mr.
Laurence Greatorex bent his steps one brilliant July
morning in the direction of Chancery Lane, and paid
a visit to William Trefalden.

He had experienced some little difficulty in making
up his mind to this step; for it was an exceedingly
disagreeable one, and required no small amount of
effort in its accomplishment. He had seen and avoided
the lawyer often enough during the last two or three
months: but he had never spoken to him since that
affair of the stopped cheque. His intention had been
never to exchange civil speech or salutation with
William Trefalden again; but to hate him heartily,
and manifest his hatred openly, all the days of his
life. And he would have done this uncompromisingly,
if his regard for Saxon had not come in the way.
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But he liked that young fellow with a genuine liking
(just as he hated the lawyer with a genuine hatred)
and, cost what it might, he was determined to serve
him. 8o, having thought over their last conversation
— that conversation which took place in the traim,
between Portsmouth and London; having looked in
vain for the registration of any company which seemed
likely to be the one referred to; having examined no
end of reports, prospectuses, lists of directors, and the
like, he resolved, despite his animosity and his reluct-
ance, to see William Trefalden face to face, and try
what could be learned in an interview.

Perbaps, even in the very suspicion which prompted
him to look after Saxon’s interests, despite Saxon’s
own unwillingness to have them looked after, there
may bhave been a lurking hope, a half-formed anti- .
cipation of something like vengeance. If William
Trefalden was not acting quite fairly on Saxon Tre-
falden's behalf, if there should prove to be knavery or
laxity in some particular of these unknown trans-
actions, would it not be quite as sweet to expose the
defrauder as to assist the defrauded?

Laurence Greatorex did not plainly tell himself
that he was actuated by a double motive in what he
was about to do. Men of his stamp are not given to
analysing their own thoughts and feelings. Keen-
sighted enough to detect the hidden motives of others,
they prefer to make the best of themselves, and
habitually look at their own acts from the most favour-
able point of view. So the banker, having made up
lus mind to accept the disagreeable side of his present

undertaking, complacently ignored that which might
poembly tarn out to be quite the reverse, and per-

Holf a Million of Money. II. 13
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suaded himself, as he walked up Fleet Street, that!
was doing something almost heroic in the caunse
friendship.

He sent in his card, and was shown at once
William Trefalden's private room.

“Good morning, Mr. Trefalden,” said he, with t|
noisy affectation of ease that Sir Charles Burgoyne
especially disliked; ‘‘you are surprised to see me he
I don’t doubt.”

But William Trefalden, who would have manifes
no surprise had Laurence Greatorex walked into
room in lawn sleeves and a mitre, only bowed, poir
to a seat, and replied: —

“Not at all. I am happy to see you, Mr. G
tomx.”

“Thanks.” And the banker sat down, and pls
his hat on the table. ‘“Any news from Norway?"

“From my cousin Saxon? No. At present
any.If

“Really?”

“I do mot expect him to write to me.”

“Not at all?”

“Why, no — or, at all events, not more

once during his absence. We have exchangel
promises on the score of correspondence; and I ax
friend to letter-writing, unless on business.”

“You are quite right, Mr. Trefalden. Mere
writing is well enough for school-girls and sweethe
but it is a delusion and a snare to those who
real work on their hands. One only needs to lo:
a shelf of Horace Walpole's Correspondence to ]
that the man was an idler and a trifler all his hfe

Mr. Trefalden smiled a polite assent.
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“But I am not here this morning to discourse on
the evils of pen and ink,” said Greatorex. “I have
come, Mr. Trefalden, to ask your advice.”

“You shall be welcome to the best that my ex-
perience can offer,” replied the lawyer.

“Much obliged. Before going any further, how-
ever, I must take you a little way into my confidence.”

Mr. Trefalden bowed.

“You must know that I have a little private pro-
perty. Not much; only a few thousands;'but, little
as it is, it is my own; and is nof invested in the
business.”

Mr. Trefalden was all attention.

“It is not invested in the business,” repeated the
banker; “and I do not choose that it should be. I
want to keep it apart — snug — safe — handy —
wholly and solely at my disposal. You understand?”

Mr. Trefalden, with a furtive smile, replied that
he understood perfectly.

“Nor is this all. I have expensive tastes, expen-
sive habits, expensive friends, and therefore I want all
I can get for my money. Till lately I have been
lending it at — well, no matter at how much per
cent; but now it's just been thrown upon my hands
again, and I am looking out for a fresh investment.”

Mr. Trefalden, leaning back in his chair, was, in
truth, not a little perplexed by the frankness with
which Laurence Greatorex was placing these facts be-
fore him. However, he listened and smiled, kept his
wonder to himself, and waited for what should come
next.

‘“‘After this preface,” added Greatorex, ‘I suppose
I need scarcely tell you the object of my visit.”

13%
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“I have not yet divined it,” replied the lawyer.

“I want to know if you can help me to an inve
ment.”

Mr. Trefalden made no secret of the surprise wi
which he heard this

“I help you to an investment!” he repeated. “}
dear sir, you amaze me! In matters of that kind, y
must surely be far better able to help yourself thar
am to help you.”

“Upon my soul, now, I don't see that, Mr. T
falden.”

“Nay, the very nature of your own business . .

“This is a matter which I am anxious to keep aj
from our business — altogether apart,” interrupted
Greatorex.

“I quite understand that: but what I do not
derstand is, that you, a banker, should apply to m«
lawyer, for counsel on a point of this kind.”

“Can you not understand that I may place u
reliance on your opinion than on my own?”

Mr. Trefalden smiled polite incredulity.

“My dear Mr. Greatorex,” he replied, “it is &
I were to ask your opinion on a point of comn
law.”

Laurence Greatorex laughed, and drew his cha
few inches nearer.

“Well, Mr. Trefalden,” he said; “I will be q
plain and open with you. Supposing, now, that I
good reason for believing that you could help
to the very thing of which I am in search, wou
then be strange, if I came to you as I have come
day?”

“Certainly not; but . . .”
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“Excuse me — I Aaws been told something that
leads me to hope you can put a fine investment in my
way, if you will take the trouble to do so.”

“Then I regret to say that you have been told
wrongly.”

‘“But my informant . . ..

“— was in error, Mr. Greatorex. I have nothing
of the kind in my power — absolutely nothing.”

“Is it possible?”

“8o possible, Mr. Greatorex, that, had I five thou-
sand pounds of my own to invest at this moment, I
should be compelled to seek precisely such counsel as
you have just been seeking from me.”

The banker leaned across the table in such a man-
ner as to bring his face within a couple of feet of Mr.
Trefalden's.

“But what about the new Company?” said he.

The lawyer's heart seemed suddenly to stand still,
and for a moment — just one moment — his matchless
self- possession was shaken. He felt himself change
colour. He scarcely dared trust himself to speak, lest
his voice should betray him.

Greatorex's eyes flashed with triumph; but the
lawyer recovered his presence of mind as quickly as he
had lost it.

“Pardon me,” he said coldly; “but to what Com-
pany do you allude?”

“To what Company should I allude, except the
one in which yon have invested your cousin Saxon's
money?”

Mr. Trefalden looked his questioner haughtily in
the face.

“You labour under some mistake, Mr. Greatorex,”

”
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he said. “In the first place, you are referring to some
association with which I am unacquainted . . .

“Bat ..,"

“And in the second place, I am at a loss to under
stand how my cousin’s affairs should possess any in-
terest for you.”

“A first-rate speculation possesses the very strongest
interest for me,” replied the banker.

Mr. Trefalden shrugged his shoulders sigmificantly.

“The law, perhaps, has made me over-cauticus,”
said he; “but I abhor the very name of specula-
tion.”

“And yet, if I understood your cousin nghtly,
money has been invested in a speculation,” pemsted
Greatorex.

The lawyer surveyed his visitor with a calm hautear
that made Greatorex fidget in his chair.

“I cannot tell,” said he, ‘“how far my cousin, in
his ignorance of money matters, may have uninten-
tionally misled you upon this point; but I must be per-
mitted to put you right in one particular. Saxon Tre-
falden has certainly not speculated with his fortune,
because I should no more counsel him to speculate than
he would speculate without my counsel. I trust I am
sufficiently explicit.”

“Explicit enough, Mr. Trefalden, but . .”

The lawyer looked up inquiringly.

“But disappointing, you see — confoundedly dis-
appomtmg I made sure after what he had told
me.

“May I inquire what my cousin did tell you, Mr.
Greatorex ?”

“Certainly. He said you had invested a large
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part of his property, and the whole of your own, in
the shares of some new Company, the name and ob-
jects of which were for the present to he kept strictly
private.”

“No more than this?”

“No more — except that it was to be the most
brilliant thing of the day.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled.

“Poor boy!” he said. “What a droll mistake and
yet how like him!”

Seeing him so unruffled and amused, the City man’s
belief in the success of his own scheme was momen-
tarily staggered. He began to think he had made no
such capital discovery after all.

“I hope you mean to share the joke, Mr. Tre-
falden,” he said, uneasily.

“Willingly. As is always the case in these mis-
apprehensions, Saxon was a little right and a good
deal wrong in his story. His money has been lent to
a Company on first-rate security — not invested in
shares, or embarked in any kind of speculation. I am
not at liberty to name the Company — it is sufficient
that he could nowhere have found more satisfactory
dedtors.”

“I suppose, then, there is no chance in the same
direction for outsiders?”

“My cousin has advanced, I believe, as much as
tie Company desires to borrow.”

“Humph! — just my luck. Well, I am much
ebliged to you, Mr. Trefalden.”

“Not in the least. I only regret that I can be of

" no service to you, Mr. Greatorex.”
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They rose simultaneously, and, as they did so, e
read mistrust in the other’s eyes.

“Does he really want an investment?” thought f
lawyer; “or is it a mere scheme of detection from fi
to last?”

“Has he caught scent of my little game?”
banker asked himself; “and is this plausible story :
thing after all but a clever invention?”

These, however, were questions that could not
asked, much less answered; so Laurence Greatorex :
William Trefalden parted civilly enough, and has
each other more heartily than ever.

There was one, however, who witnessed their p
ing, and took note thereof — one who marked
expression of the banker's face as he left the office,
look of dismay on William Trefalden's as he retu-
to his private room. That keen observer was Mr. K:
witch; and Mr. Keckwitch well knew how to turn
quick apprehension to account.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
Life in the East,

A urrrie yacht rides at anchor in the harbou
Alexandria, and two young Franks, one of whom
ries his right arm in a sling, are wandering to and
drinking deeply of that cup of enchantment — a
day in the East.

Alexandria is by no means a favourable speci
of an Oriental city. On the contrary, it is a b
modern trading port, with an unhealthy climate,
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architectural antiquities, and no adjacent scenery worth
remark; but it is the East, for all that, and therefore
a new world to those who have not yet seen Cairo, or
Smyrna, or Constantinople.

So these two young Franks roam hither and thither
in a state of semi-beatitude, conscious neither of hunger,
nor thirst, nor fatigue, nor hardly of the heat, which,
though it is but nine o’clock in the morning, is already
tremendous.

First of all, having but just stepped ashore, they
plunge into the Arab quarter of the town, passing
through a labyrinth of foul lanes fenced in on either
side by blank, windowless dwellings, that look as if
they had all turned their backs to the street, and com-
ing presently to thoroughfares of a somewhat better
class, where the tall houses seem almost toppling to-
gether and the latticed balconies all but touch, and the
sky is narrowed to a mere ribbon of vivid ultramarine
high overhead. Here are beggars at every -corner,
calling loudly upon Allah and the passer-by — donkey-
boys, noisy, importunate, and picturesque — vagrant
dogs, hungry and watchful — now and then a mounted
Arab riding like mad and scattering the foot-passengers
before him right and left as he flies along. Here, too,
are shops with open fronts and shadowy backgrounds,
some gorgeous with silks and shawls; some rich with
carpets; some fragrant with precious gums and spices;
some glittering with sabres and daggers of Damascus.
In each shop, sitting cross-legged on floor or counter,
presides the turbaned salesman, smoking his silver-
lidded pipe, and indifferent alike to custom and fate.
Now comes a Moorish arch of delicate creamy stone,
revealing glimpses of a shady court-yard set round
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with latticed windows, and enclosing a palm-tree an
fountain. One slender, quivering shaft of sunsh
falls direct on the green leaves and sparkling wa
drops, and on an earthen jar standing by — just s
a jar as Morgiana may have filled up with boiling
in the days of the good Caliph Haroun al Rasc
And now comes a string of splay-footed camels, nc
less and dogged-looking, laden with bundles of br
wood as wide as the street, and led by sleek Nul
slaves, with white loin-cloths and turbams. Avoi
this procession, our two Franks plunge into a
arcade of shops, lighted from above. This is a ba
— one path in a catacomb of passages, all ful
Oriental names, Oriental goods, and Oriental perfu
Here are alleys where they sell nothing but slip)
alleys of jewels; alleys of furs, of tobacco, of silk
sweetmeats and drugs, of books, of glass and i
wares, of harness, of sponges, and even of pr
Manchester goods, Sheffield cutlery, and Coventry
bons. Here crowds a motley throng of European:
Asiatics; impatient Arabs, with the camel's-hair
upon their brows; stately Moslems, turbaned and
gered; Greeks in crimson jackets and dingy
kilts; dervishes in their high felt caps; magni
dragomen in huge muslin trousers, Armenians, ¢(
Syrians, negroes, Jews of all climates, and trav
from every quarter of the globe.

The water-carrier, with his jar of sherbet o
head, tinkles his brass drinking-cups in the ears |
passers-by; the tart-seller offers his melon-puffs
here, just leaving the fruit-shop, where she has (
less been buying *Syrian apples and Othmanee qt
peaches of Oman, and Egyptian limes,” comes t}
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Amine herself, followed by that identical porter who
was ‘“‘a man of sense, and had perused histories.”

‘Wandering on thus in a dream of Arabian Nights,
the young men, having fortified themselves with sherbet,
presently mount a couple of very thoroughbred, high-
spirited donkeys, and set off for the ruins of ancient
Alexandria. These ruins lie out beyond the town-
walls, amid a sandy, dreary, hillocky waste that stretches
far away for miles and miles beside the sparkling sea.
Here they see Pompey’s pillar, and Cleopatra’s obelisk,
and a wilderness of crumbling masonry clothed in a
green and golden mantle of wild marigolds all in flower.
Here, where once stood the temple of Serapis with its
platform of a hundred steps, the wild sea-bird flits un-
molested, and the jackals have their lair, and the tra-
vellers talk with bated breath of the mighty times gone
by — of libraries once the glory, and palaces once the
wonder, of the East; of Academies which rose and fell
with the philosophies taught within their walls; of -
historians and metaphysicians and poets, whose very
monuments have long since crumbled to dust, but whose
utterances have become immortal.

At last, fairly tired out, our Franks are fain to
strike their colours, and go back to the town. Here
they put up at an English hotel, where they bathe,
dine, and rest till the evening; when they again sally
forth — this time to call upon the English consul.
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CHAPTER XXXIIIL
In Search of a Company.

TrE consul was not at his office when the travellers
presented themselves; but his representative, a very
magnificent young clerk, resplendent in rings, chains,
and a palm-leaf hat, was there instead. They found
this official in the act of writing a letter, humminga
tune, and smoking a cigar — all of which occupations
he continued to pursue with unabated ardour, not-
withstanding that Saxon presented himself before his
desk.

“I shall be glad to speak to you, if you please”
said Saxon, “when you are at leisure.”

“No passport business transacted after two o’clock
in the day,” replied the clerk, without lifting his eyes
*“Mine is not passport business,” replied Saxon.

The clerk hummed another bar, and went on writ-
ing.
Saxon began to lose patience.

“I wish to make a simple inquiry,” said he; “and
I will thank you to lay your pen aside for a moment,
while I do so.”

The peremptory tone produced its effect. The clerk
paused, looked up, lifted his eyebrows with an air of
nonchalant insolence, and said: —

" “Why the dooce, then, don’t you ask it?”

“I wish to know in what part of this city I shall
find the offices of the New Overland Route Railway
and Steam-Packet Company.”

“What do you mean by the New Overland Route?”
said the clerk.
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“T mean a Company so-called — a Company which
has lately established an office here in Alexandria?”

“Never heard of any such Company,” said the
clerk, “nor of any such office.”

““Where, then, do you suppose I can obtain this
information ?”

“Well, I should say — nowhere.”

“I think it is my turn to ask what you mean?”
said Saxon haughtily.

“My meaning is simple enough,” replied the clerk,
taking up his pen. ‘“There is no Overland Route or
Transit Company in Alexandria.”

“But I know that there ss a Company of that
name,”’ exclaimed Saxon.

The clerk shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, very well,” said he. “If you know it, that's
enough.”

And with this he resumed his triple occupation.

At that moment a little glass door opened at the
back of the office, and a bald-headed gentleman came
out. He bowed.

“You are inquiring,” he said, “for some commercial
establishment, I believe? If you will permit me to
offer a suggestion, I would advise your calling upon
Mr. Melchisedek. Mr. Melchisedek is our great com-
mercial authority in Alexandria. He knows every-
thing, and he knows everybody. A man of universal
information, and very courteous to strangers. You can-
not do better than call on Mr. Melchisedek.”

“I am sure,” said Saxon, “I am very much obliged
to you.”

“Not at all — not in the least. Mr. Melchisedek
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— anyone will direct you. The viceroy is not better
known. Good evening.”

8o saying, the bald-headed gentleman bowed the
travellers to the door and closed it behind them.

“Why, Trefalden,” said the Earl, when they were
once more in the street, ‘ what interest can you possibly
have in an Overland Company? It is some obscure
undertaking, depend uwpon it.”

“It won't be obscure for long,” replied Saxon,
complacently. “It is a magnificent affair; and if the
agents out here are keeping it quiet, they have their
own reasons for doing so.”

“You seem to know all about it,” said Castletowers,
with some surprise.

“T know a good deal about it.”

“And mean to take shares?”

“I have taken shares already,” replied Saxon, “to
a large amount.”

Whereupon the Earl only looked grave, and said
nothing.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

The Great Commercial Authority.

Tee young men had no difficulty in finding the
mansion of Mr. Melchisedek. It was a large, white,
Oriental-looking house, with innumerable lattices, a
fountain playing in the courtyard, and a crowd of
Nubian and Egyptian servants in rich Eastern dresses
lounging about the gates.

‘When Saxon inquired for the master of the house,
a grave Armenian in a long robe and lofty cap stepped
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forward and conducted the visitors across the courtyard,
through a long corridor, and into & small room furnished
like a European counting-house. Here they were re-
ceived by a gentlemanly person seated before a large
desk covered with papers.

“Mr. Melchisedek, I presume?” said Saxon.

The gentleman at the desk smiled, and shook his
head.

“I am Mr. Melchisedek’s secretary,” he replied. “At
your service.”

“I particularly wish to see Mr. Melchisedek himself,”
said Saxon, “if he will oblige me with five minutes’
conversation.”

The secretary smiled again; much as a vizier might
smile at the request of a stranger who asked to see the
sultan.

“If you will do me the favour to state the nature
of your business,” said he, “I will acquaint Mr. Mel-
chisedek with the particulars. He may then, perhaps,
grant you an interview.”

8o Saxon explained all about the inquiries which
he was anxious to make, and the secretary taking their
cards with them, left the young men for a few minutes
to themselves.

“The Commercial Authority seems to be a mighty
man in the land,” said Lord Castletowers.

“The Commercial Authority has a princely garden,”
replied Saxon, looking out of ‘the window upen a maze
of gorgeous flower-beds, clumps of sycamores and palms,
and alleys of shadowy cypress trees.

*Princely, indeed!” said the earl; and quoted a line
or two of Tennyson: —
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¢ A realm of pleasance, many & mound,

And many shadow-chequer’d lawn
Full of the city’s stilly sound,
And deep myrrh-thickets blowing round
The stately cedar, tamarisks,
Thick rosaries of scented thorn,
Tall orfent shrubs, and obelisks

Graven with emblems of the time,

In honour of the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.”

“— By the way, Trefalden, what if the Commercial
Authority keeps the Persian girl ‘with argent-lidded
eyes’ hidden up behind yonder lattices?”

At this moment the door softly re-opened, and,
instead of the secretary, the Armenian appeared.

He bowed almost to the ground, and requested the
effendis to follow him.

Up a broad flight of marble steps they went, and
through a long suite of rooms magnificently furnished
in a semi-oriental style, with divans and hangings,
carpets in which the foot sank noiselessly, statnes, mas-
sive bronzes, ornamental clocks, and large paintings in
heavy Italian frames. Having led them through five of
these stately reception rooms the Armenian paused at
the entrance to the sixth, held the velvet curtain aside,
and stood back to let them pass.

A spacious room still more oriental, and, if possible,
still more costly in its decorations, opened before them.
The windows admitted the last crimson light of the
setting sun. The air was heavy with a mixed perfume
of orange-blossoms and roses, and the scented fumes of
Turkish tobacco.

As the young men entered, a gaunt figure clothed
all in white rose from a sofa at the upper end of the
room, and stood to receive them.
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This was Mr. Melchisedek.

The great Commercial Authority was, beyond doubt,
a very extraordinary looking individual. He was a Jew,
Pwr sang. It needed no ethnologist to see that A Jew
of marked Semitic type, with deep-set, fiery eyes, a
complexion almost the colour of a Roxburgh binding,
a high, narrow, intellectual forehead, and a ‘‘sable-
silvered” beard and moustache. He wore a crimson
fez and a suit of fine white linen that shone all
over like the richest satin. The buttons of his coat
and waistcoat were also of linen; but in his shirt he
wore three superb brilliants, and the long, slender
brown hand which held his chibouque was all ablaze
with jewels.

Handing this chibouque to one of four gorgeously
attired Nubian slaves that stood behind his sofa, Mr.
Melchisedek inclined his head, pointed to a divan, and
said in the tone of a sovereign giving audience: —

‘“Gentlemen, you are welcome.”

Pipes and coffee were then brought round in the
Eastern fashion, and for some minutes the trio smoked
and sipped in silence.

Mr. Melchisedek was the first to speak.

“May I inquire,” he said, *“which gentleman I am
to address as Mr. Trefalden?”

“ Myself, if you please,” replied Saxon, bluntly.

The Commercial Authority removed his pipe from
his lips and looked at him with some appearance of
interest.

“I know your name well, Mr. Trefalden,” he said.
“You came lately into the possession of a fortune
founded one handred years ago.”

Holf a Million of Money. II. 14
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“T did,” replied Saxon, langhingly. “But I bardly
expected to find that fact known in Egypt.”

“All remarkable financial facts are known among
financial men,” replied Mr. Melchisedek; ‘“‘and the fame
of the Trefalden legacy has been considerable.”

Hereupon he resumed his pipe, and a second romnd
of coffee made its appearance.

Saxon and Castletowers exchanged glances. The
semi-oriental gravity of the man, the peculiarities of his
appearance, the pacha-like splendour of his palace, and
the train of slaves about the place, amazed and amused
them.

In obedience to a sign from the Earl, Saxon left
Mr. Melchisedek to conduct the conversation according
to his own pleasure.

Presently the Nubians removed the coffee-cups and
brought round a silver bowl of rose-water and three
embroidered napkins. The guests dipped their fingers
in the one, and dried them on the others. The slaves
then closed the lattices, lit the lamps, and withdrew.

They were no sooner gone than Mr. Melchisedek
turned to Saxon and said: —

“Tf 1 understand my secretary aright, Mr. Trefalden,
you have been informed that an Anglo-Indian Tiransit
Company, calling itself the New Overland Route Com-
pany, has lately been established; and you wish to
know whether that information be correct?”

“Not precisely,” replied Saxon, “for I have reason
to know that such a Company has actually been formed;
but....

“May I inquire what that reason is?” said Mr. Mel
chisedek.

“I have taken shares in it.”
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“Will you permit me to see one of those shares?”

“I have none — that is to say, they are doubtless
in the care of my lawyer. He takes charge of all my

and transacts all my business.”

Mr. Melchisedek looked at Saxon with something
like a grim smile hovering about the corners of his
“mouth, and said in his oracular tone: —

“Sir, there is no such Company.”

“But...."

“There is no such Company. All joint-stock com-
panies in England must be publicly registered as the
Act directs. They do not exist as companies till that
registration has taken place, and, it is only after re-
gistration that they become capable of legally carrying
on the business for which they are formed, according
to the provisions of their deeds of settlement. No such
company as this New Overland Route Company has
been registered in England or elsewhere — consequently
no such company exists.”

Saxon changed colour, and was silent.

Mr. Melchisedek touched a silver bell, and the
Armenian chamberlain presented himself upon the
threshold.

“My volume of maps,” said the master laconically.

The Armenian vanished; but presently re-appeared
with a huge folio which Mr. Melchisedek opened at
the eastern hemisphere.

“Be so0 good, Mr. Trefalden,” said he, ‘“as to show
me this supposititions route.”

Saxon drew his finger along the map from Mar-
seilles, through the Straits of Messina, to Sidon on the
coast of Syria; from Sidon to Palmyra; from Palmyra
along the valley of the Euphrates, down the Persian

14+
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Gulf and over to Bombay. He explained the schem
as he proceeded. He seemed so brilliant, so easy, ¢
perfect, that before he came to the end of his comme
tary his tone of voice had become quite triumphan
and all his doubts had vanished.

But the great Commercial Authority only smik
again, more grimly than before.

“You have been grossly imposed upon, Mr. Tref
den,” he said. “No engineering establishments such
you describe have been erected here or elsewhere.
corps of engineers has been sent out. No Directors
any such Company are to be found either at Sidon
Bagdad. The whole transaction is less than a bul
~— a mere figment of the imagination.”

“But may it not be possible that, without y
knowledge . . . .”

“No oriental undertaking can be set on foot w
out my knowledge,” replied Mr. Melchisedek, sti
“I employ agents throughout the East whose busi
it is to keep me informed on these subjects.”

“Good Heavens!” murmured Saxon; “I do
know how to believe it!”

‘“Besides,” added the Commercial Authority, '
thing is impracticable.”

3 Why so?”

“In the first place, the obstacles to the Euphx
route by land are innumerable — perhaps altog:
insurmountable. In the second place, Sidon, whi
to this scheme what Alexandria is to the ger
route, is one of the most dangerous points of the S;
coast.”

“Is that possible?” exclaimed Saxon. “I
read of the harbour of Sidon in Homer — in the
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— in ancient and medieval history. Surely it is the
seaport of Damascus?”

“It was,” replied Mr. Melchisedek; ‘“but it has
not been a seaport for more than two hundred years.
When the Emir Fakreddin defended his territory against
the encroachments of Amurath the Fourth, he filled the
harbour in order to prevent the Turkish fleet from
approaching the town. Since that time no vessel of size
has dared to attempt an entrance.”

Saxon stood bewildered, with his eyes fixed wpon
the map.

“I fear you have been defra.uded to a considerable
extent,” said Mr. Melchisedek, politely.

“To be defrauded is, I suppose, the lot of the
ignorant,” replied Saxon; “but it is not so mnch for
the money that I care. It is for the — the .

“Precisely,” said Mr. Melchisedek. *The swmdle .

Saxon shrunk from the word as if it stung him.

“I am very much obliged to you,” he said hastily.

“Pray do not name it, Mr. Trefalden. I am happy
to have been useful to you.”

And with this Mr. Melchisedek again touched the
gilver hand-bell, saluted his visitors in stately fashion,
and remained standing till the Armenian bad ushered
them from his presence.

Back they went again, through the five magnificent
rooms, down the marble staircase, now all ablaze with
lamps of quaint and beautiful designs, and out across
the spacious courtyard.

It was now dusk. A delicious breeze was blowing
off the sea; the Frankish quarter was full of promenaders;
and a band was playing in the great square before the
Frenoch Consulate.



214 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

But Saxon strode on towards the Hotel de 1"Europe,
observing nothing; and Castletowers followed him si-
lently. Not till they were again alone in their own
sitting-room did he venture to break in upon his friend's
meditations.

“] am afraid this is a bad business, Trefalden,” he
said.

“A terrible business!” replied Saxon, leaning moodily
out of the window.

The Earl laid his hand upon the young man’s
shoulder.

“Is your loss very heavy?” he asked gently.

“Nearly half my fortune.”

“Good Heavens, Trefalden!”

Saxon sighed bitterly.

“Yes,” he replied; ‘it is a loss not to be counted
by thousands, or tens of thousands, or hundreds of
thousands — but millions. I have been robbed of two |
millions.” ‘

“But not irrecoverably robbed! You have the lav
to appeal tol” ‘

“The law can do nothing for me,” replied Saxon.

“The law can do everything, if one has prompt
recourse to it. Supposing that these swindlers have fled,
you can set a hundred detectives at their heels; you can
hunt them down like vermin — you can . .. ."” ‘

“T tell you, Castletowers, I can do nothing,” inter '
rupted Saxon impatiently. l'

“Why not?” |

Saxon was silent.

- “Who laid the scheme before you? Who sold you
the forged shares?”

8till Saxon made no reply.
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A foreboding of the truth flashed suddenly across
Lord Castletowers’ mind.

““Gracious powers!” he faltered. *Surely — it is
not possible — can it be that Mr. Trefalden . . ..”

“Don’t ask me!” said Saxon passionately; “don’t
ask me!”

Then, breaking down all at once, he exclaimed:—

‘“But, oh, it's not the money, Castletowers! It's not
the money that I grieve about!”

“I understand that,” replied the Earl, scarcely less
agitated than himself. “Who would have conceived
that Mr. Trefalden could be so base?”

“My own kinsman — my friend, whom I loved and
trusted!”

“The friend whom we all trusted,” said the Earl.

Saxon looked at him with an alarmed, almost an
imploring, expression — opened his lips, as if to speak
— checked himself, and turned away with a heavy
sigh.

He had now no doubt that his cousin had wronged
Lord Castletowers of that twenty-five thousand pounds;
but ke could not bring himself to say what he suspected.
Besides, there was still a hope . . . .

At all events, he would wait — wait and think.
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CHAPTER XXXV.
‘What to do next.

THERE are some emergencies in which men must
and can only turn to their own thoughts for guidance
— emergencies in which the least experienced are
better able to help themselves than others are to help
them; in which the wisest counsel from without is of
less value than that counsel which comes from within
Such was Saxon’s position when he made the cruel
discovery of his cousin’s baseness. He was stunned —
crushed — bewildered. He neither knew how to act,
nor what to think. A change and a shadow seemed
all at once to have come over the face of the heavens.
That simple faith in his fellow-man which had made
wealth so pleasant, life so sweet, the present so sunny,
and the future so fair, was shaken suddenly to its
foundations. He felt like one who is overtaken by an
earthquake. 'Where his home stood but a moment be
fore, there is now a heap of fallen ruins; where his
garden lay, all bright with trees and flowers, there is
now but a yawning chasm. He dreads to move,
stand still, to go backward or forward, lest the ground
should open and swallow him. There is nothing be
fore him, nothing behind him, but desolation.

As he had told Castletowers in the first outbreak
of his trouble, it was not, indeed, “the money” that
he lamented. He would have given more than he had
lost to believe again in William Trefalden, and know
him for “a good man and true” It was mot the
money. He scarcely thought of it. He was rich with-
out it. Perhaps — for he was beginning to loathe
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the wealth which had wrought all this evil — he should
have been richer still if he had never possessed it. No
— it was that he had, in his simple, manly, hearty
way, truly loved his cousin — loved him, looked up
to him, trusted him implicitly. It was that he had
been, all along, the mere blind victim of a gigantic
fraud, deliberately planned, mercilessly carried forward,
callously consummated. This was the blow! This was
the wrong! This was “the pity of it!”

He had to bear it, to fight through it, to think it
out for himself. He had, above all, to consider what
he should do next. That was the great problem —
what to do next.

For he was determined not to have recourse to the
law! He had made up his mind to that from the first.
The money might go -—— was gone, probably. At all
events, he would never foul the Trefalden name in a
public court, or drag the man whom he had ecalled by
the sacred name of “friend” before a public tribunal.
At the same time, however, might it not yet be possible
to recover some portion of the money. William Tre-
falden believed him to be in Norway, and doubtless
calculated on the three months which S8axon bad laid
out for his northern trip. Perhaps he had mot yet
taken flight.

The more Saxon thought about it, the more he be-
came convinced that his wisest course would be to
hasten back to London, confront his cousin, and wrest
from him whatever might yet be recoverable of the
stolen millions. There were great improbabilities in the
way; but even in the face of these improbabilities, the
effort was worth making.

And then there was the Castletowers mortgage . . ..
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but Saxon had already considered how that digficulty
might be met.

Poor young fellow! He lay awake all night tum-
ing these things over in his mind; and in the morning,
as soon as it was day, he went down without even
knocking at Lord Castletowers’ door as he passed by,
and out into the streets.

‘When he came back to breakfast, his face wore a
bright look of decision and purpose.

“I have been down to the landing-place, Castle
towers,” he said, “looking after the Albula, and mak-
ing some inquiries of the people about the quays. I
think I ought to give up this Mediterranean tour, and
go back to England.”

“I am sure of it,” replied the Earl. “I was
about to suggest it to you myself if you had not pro-
posed it.”

“And, ‘if 'twere well 'twere done, 'twere well 'twers
done quickly.’”

“You will go by steamer, of course?”

“Y would if I could; but the French steamer left
yesterday, and there will be none of the Peninsular
and Oriental Company’s boats leaving before next
week; so the best and only thing to be done is to stick
to the yacht for the present. The wind is direet in
our favour; the Albula will skim along like a gull;
and by pushing forward at once to Malta, we may
catch one of the Italian boats. At all events, we shall
not be standing still; and even to be moving is some-
thing, when one is so intolerably restless.”

“I am ready to start with you this very moment,”
said the Earl.

“Thank you,” replied Saxon, with & sigh. “You
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must come back here, you know, when you have got
rid of me, and go on to Cairo and the Pyramids, as
we had intended before this happened.”

“Without you?”

“Why not? I shall, of course, leave the yacht in

our ”
7 The Earl shook his head.

“No, no, Trefalden,” he said. “The yacht can be
sent home in the care of the master; but you and I
must certainly not part company unless you feel you
had rather be without me.”

“That’s impossible; but . . . ."

“But me no buts. Solitary travelling has no charm
for me. If you reject my society, I shall simply go
home to Castletowers as fast as I can.”

So it was agreed that the friends should embark
without an hour’s delay, making direct for the nearest
port in which a Marseilles steamer was likely to be
found.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
Homeward Bound.

Trar fate is always adverse to a man in haste;
that nothing important in this world is ever to be had
at the precise moment when it is most needed; that the
train is certain to be half-an-hour late or the watch
ten minutes slow, when every moment is more precious
than gold and one’s whole being seems to be concen-
trated on the one act of pushing forward — are facts
which call for no evidence beyond that which comes
within the circle of each man's experience.
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In obedience, then, to what may be called the Law
of Hindrances, the Albula just missed the steamer at
Valetta by an hour and three-quarters. Being told,
however, that by running before the wind to Messina
without delay, they would be certain to ecatch the
French mail steam-packet for Marseilles direct, the
travellers crowded all sail, and went on. Arrived at
Messina, they learned that this boat had started af
noon, and that no other would be due till that daj
week. There was now nothing for it but to go on t
Naples.

But the wind was no longer directly in their favow
and their progress was consequently so much th
slower. After tacking laboriously along the Calabria
coast, they at length beheld all that wondrous panoram
which surrounds the Gulf of Salerno unfold itself be
fore them as they passed — Pmstum, Amalfi, Salern:
Vesuvius, and, at last, the glorious bay, with its ser
tinel islets lying out to sea.

They landed at the Molo Grande. The white fle
of the Bourbon was flying from the twin castles dow
beside the quays, from the arsenal, and from the mas
heads of the steam-frigates in the harbour. Ther
pacing to-and-fro upon the pier, were the Neapolit:
sentries with their white cross-belts — those same cros
belts at which Saxon and Castletowers fired so ma
shots at Melazzo.

They soon found that the boat which they h
missed at Messina was, above all others, the one whi
they should have taken. No other went to Marseill
direct, and no other would go at all for at least fort
eight hours, from the time of their arrival in the h:
bour. It was now Thursday morning, and the oré
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of departure was as follows: there was the boat of the
Messageries Impériales, which left Naples every Tues-
day. at 5 p.m.; there was the boat of the Two Sicilies
Mail Steam Navigation Company, which went every
Wednesday at the same hour; and there were two other
boats every Saturday, besides the chance of a merchant
steamer, which had no fixed dates for departure, but
was expected to be ready about that time. But every
one of these steamers, without exception, touched at
Civita Vecchia, and some touched not only at Civita
Vecchia, but also at Genoa and Leghorn.

In short, they could not possibly get off before
Saturday at noon, and even then must suffer loss of
time by putting in at the papal port by the way.

However, there was no help for it. Wait one
whole day and part of two others, they must; so they
determined to make the delay as pleasant as possible,
and the Earl undertook to show Saxon all that could
be seen of Naples in the time.

How they rattled down to Pompeii by rail; dined
on the Chiaja; heard the ‘Barbiére” at the San Carlo;
supped in the open air on the terrace of the Albergo
della Villa di Roma: ate mattoni ices and maccaroni to
their heart’s content; and wandered on the Molo, watch-
ing the red glow above Vesuvius long after those hours
at which more reasonable travellers are in their beds
— needs no recapitulation here.

To a stranger, the fair city seemed all careless se-
curity, all mirth, all holiday. Who that knew not
every inflection of the popular voice, every flash of the
popular bumour, could have guessed that there was
revolt at the heart of that shouting, laughing, noisy
crowd? Who would have dreamed that the preacher
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holding forth in the Largo del Mercato was only kept
from preaching the ‘“‘movimento” by the sight of those
crossbelts scattered, as if by chance, among the crowd?
Or that the Canta Storia on the Molo, chanting his
monotonous stanzas to an eager circle of boatmen and
lazzaroni, was ready to substitute the name of Gari-
baldi for that of Rinaldo whenever the sentry was out
of hearing? Who would have supposed that in every
coffee-shop and trattoria; round every lemonade and
maccaroni stall, in front of every mountebank’s plat-
form, and in the porch of every church, the one pre-
vailing, absorbing topic upon every lip was the ad-
vance of the national army?

Yet so it was. Garibaldi had crossed from Siecily,
and landed in Calabria only a few days before, and
all Naples was boiling over with hope and exultation.
The wildest tales, the most extravagant anticipations
were afloat. Every man whispered “Viva Garibaldi!”
in his neighbour’s ear; but none had yet dared to give
voice to the popular watchword. In the meanwhile,
an irrepressible under-current of revolutionary propa-
gandism was beginning to agitate the surface of Nea-
politan life. Though not yet apparent to the casual
observer, this disposition was perfectly understood by
the Neapolitan authorities, who were doing all in their
power to keep it down by means of the strong hand
The guns of St. Elmo, the Castel Nuovo, and the
Castel dell’ Ovo were pointed ominously upon the town.
Small bodies of military were constantly perambulating
the principal thoroughfares, mingling in every crowd,
and loitering about the places of popular resort. Above
all, the little theatre San Carlino, in the Largo del
Castello, was shut up. Saxon and Castletowers had
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gone down there on their way to the opera, intending
to pay a visit to Pulichinello; but they found the doors
closed, and a sentry pacing before them. That witty
and patriotic puppet had fallen a victim to his political
opinions, and was now a state prisoner in his own little
theatre.

Such was the condition of Naples when Saxon
made his first acquaintance with the beautiful city.
The king was still at the Palazzo Reale, the people
were in a ferment, and Glaribaldi was on the march.

CHAPTER XXXVII
Colonna's Hand.

THEY were going up Vesuvius.

Happy youth, which can forget its cares so easily,
and float with every tide! Here were two young men
snatching a hasty breakfast on the terrace in front of
their hotel, while the carriage which was to convey
them to Resina waited at the door. They had risen
with the sun; they were in high spirits; they talked
more than they ate, and laughed more than either.
‘Who would have supposed that the one had been
robbed of half his fortune and the other rejected by the
lady of his love? 'Who would have supposed that
each had a real sorrow at heart? And, above all, who
would not covet that healthy elasticity of temper which
enabled them to put their troubles aside, and make the
best of the sunshiny present?

“Confound the arm]” said the Earl. “I donm’t
know how I am to get up the cone without the help
of it!”
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“You must be carried,” replied Saxon, vigorously
attacking a fragrant “bifteck,” surrounded by a golden
fence of “pommes de terre frites.” “It's expensive
and ignominious; but I can suggest nothing better.”

“Consent to become a parcel!” exclaimed the Earl
“Never. Am I not a man and a biped?”

“Men and bipeds must occasionally do what they
don't like, I presume, as well as women and quadru-
peds,” replied Saxon.

“There is one consolatory fact of which I am quite
certain,” replied the Earl; “and that is that men and
bipeds have the best of the bargain-— at all events, in
this world.”

“Not a doubt of it. What splendid stuff this
Lachryma is!”

“There’s a poor wretch down there, however, who
looks as if his worldly bargain had been bad enough!”
said the Earl, tossing a handful of carlini to a beggar
who had been mumbling and bowing in the road be
low, ever since the young men had sat down to break-
fast.

The waiter in attendance shrugged his shoulders
and smiled.

“Son’ tutti ladrons, signors,” said he. “Tuits —
tutts!”

The beggar picked up the coins with a great show
of gratitude, and called upon a variety of saints to
shower down blessings on the giver.

“Good Heavens!” exclaimed Saxon, setting down
the glass which he had just raised to his lips.

The Earl looked up in surprise.

“Why, my good fellow,” said he, ‘“what is the
matter with you? You look as if you had seen a ghost.”
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But, instead of replying, Saxon turned to the
waiter.

“Bring me a cup of strong coffee,” he said. “Bring
it immediately.”

The waiter withdrew. Saxon at once laid his hand
on his friend's arm, leaned closer to him, and said in
a hurried whisper: —

“It's Signor Montecuculi — that Montecuculi whom
1 saw once at Castletowers!”

“Montecuculi! Where? What do you mean?”

“There — the beggar yonder — don’t you see? He
has something to say to us!”

“But are you certain?”

“Certain. I saw his face quite plainly. Ha!l
What's this?”

The beggar had withdrawn a little into the shade
of the roadside trees; but astone came whirring through
the air, and crashed down, as Saxon spoke, into the
midst of the breakfast-table. There was a paper twisted
about it, which the Earl had barely time to secure be-
fore the waiter came back. As soon as that function-
ary could be again dismissed, the young men hastened
to examine it.

“Colonna’s hand!” exclaimed the Earl, as his eyes
fell on the writing.

There were but three or four lines, and they ran
thus: —

“In great persl. Comcealed near the coast. Enemses
on the alort. Bring a sasling boat. Anchor off shore in
a line with the rusns of Cuma. Bs propared with ¢ row-
boat, and look owt for signals about dusk.’

“How lucky that we were detained herel” was
Saxon's first exclamation.

Balf & Million of Money. II, 15
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“We must not think of Vesuvius now,” said the
Earl.

“Of course notl”

“We can say that we have changed our minds and
prefer a day on the water. It will be easy to ermise
about the coast in that direction, fishing, or sketch
ing.”

“Nothing easier.”

*“And we'll get him off, somehow!”

“That we will, in spite of Francesco Secondo!”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
Orthodox British Tourists.

Tae Albula coasted ostentatiously about the bay
all the foremoon, but shortly after midday rounded
Monte Procida, and cast anchor at the point indicated
in Colonna’s note.

Her crew was now strengthened by the addition of
a small, active, swarthy Italian sailor, with gold rings
in his ears, and a scarlet cap upon his head. He was
an “odd hand” whom Saxon had, apparently, picked
up upon the quay; and he had not been on board five
minutes before he betrayed his utter incapacity to handle
a rope. This sailor was Montecuculi.

Himself proscribed and in hourly peril of recogni-
tion, he had been for three days vainly trying to get
Colonna off from his hiding place at Cumse.
it impossible, in consequence of the vigilance of the
harbour police, to make the attempt by sea, he was in
the act of organising an armed expedition by land,
when he heard that an English yacht had just come
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into port. Going down himself after dark, he found
to his great joy that the Albula was Saxon Trefalden’s
property, and that Lord Castletowers was with him at
the Hotel Gran’ Bretagna. '

“I tried to see you last evening,” said he, as they
leaned, chatting, over the side of the vessel; ‘but though
I heard of you at many places, I could find you at
none. This morning, however, I was determined not
to be baffled; so I have been hanging about the Chiaja
ever since daybreak.”

“It was an act of great imprudence on Colonna's
part, to venture over to the mainland before Garibaldi
was in Naples,” said the Earl.

“Imprudence! It was madness. Nothing less. I
have been in Naples myself for the last three weeks,
attending the meetings of our secret societies, and dis-
tribating the Dictator’s proclamations; but then I am
known only to our own people, and there is no price
upon my head. I heard some days ago that Colonna
had been seen at Gaeta; but I did not believe it.”

‘At Gaetal” repeated the Earl. “Nay, what could
he expect, save danger, in a royalist stronghold like
Gaeta?”

“What, indeed! Ma che volste? He has been
running his head into the lion’s mouth all his life.”

“Heaven grant that he may not have done so once
too often.”

“Were it not that no hand on earth could imitate
his writing,” said Montecuculi, “Ishould have suspected
a trap; but of the genuineness of his note there can be
no doubt.”

“How did it reach you?” asked the Earl.

“It was left for me, somewhat mysteriously, at the

15*
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little trattoria where I dine. The messenger was a boy
whom nobody knew, and he merely gave it in without
a word, and ran away.”

“But what was Signor Colonna doing at Gaeta?”
asked Saxon.

The Italian shrugged his shoulders significantly.

“Garibaldi has only to enter Naples by one gate
for Francesco to walk out by the other,” replied he;
“and Gaeta gave shelter to the Pope ten years ago. It
is a difficult place to deal with, and, of course, if it
could be gained over beforehand, our position would
be materially strengthened. But Colonna was not the
man for such an expedition. A less precious life shonld
have been hazarded.”

“I wonder where he is now!” said the Earl, taking
an anxious survey of the coast through his glass.

“I think I can guess,” replied Montecuculi. *You
see that volcanic hill, lying back yonder from the shore?
That is the Acropolis of Cumsa; and a regiment might
find hiding-room in the mysterious caves and passages
with which it is perforated in every direction.”

“I think I can see them,” exclaimed Saxon. “They
look like rabbit burrows.”

“There are hundreds of them — all hewn in the
solid tufa. They were ancient beyond all record in
the time of Virgil; and no one knows whither they
lead, or by what hands they were excavated.”

It was now proposed that Saxon and Castletowers
should land, on pretext of sketching, leaving the Al-
bula at anchor about balf a mile from shore. They
put off accordingly in the small boat, taking ome of
Saxon’s English sailors with them, and leaving Monte
cuculi on hoard the yacht.
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The shore was flat and marshy, fringed with tall
reeds, and scattered over with fragments of very ancient
masonry. Among these reeds they moored their boat,
and landing, found themselves face to face with a Nea-
politan sentry.

Up till this moment no human creature had been
visible along the lonely coast. Scanning it carefully
from the deck of the Albula and detecting no sign of
life for miles on either side, they had said to each
other that nothing would be easier than to bring off
the fugitive in open day; yet no sooner had they set
foot upon the sand than their friend's danger stood
bodily before them in the shape of an armed sentinel.

The man neither challenged them nor opposed their
landing; but stood by, leaning on his musket, quiet
and observant. Saxon and Castletowers, on the other
hand, with an air of the utmost unconcern, lit their
cigars, and began looking about for a favourable point
of view.

Presently the Earl went up to the sentry, and ad-
dressed him.

““ Sousate, amico,” said he, ‘“but what hill is that
yonder?”

“E la rocca & Cuma, ngnon * replied the soldier.

“Oume?” repeated the Earl.

“S¢, signore. Cuma antioo.”

“Grasse molte,” said Castletowers, and immediately
pulled a book from his pocket, and began reading.
The book was Childe Harold; but the last edition of
Murray could not have answered his purpose better.
The sentry concluded it was a guide-book, set down
the new comers as inoffensive tourists, and took no
further notice of them.
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They then wandered a little way up the shore till
they came to a clump of pines, in the shade of which
they sat down. Here Saxon, who was in truth no
artist, proceeded to make a sketch.

Prosently another sentry made his appearance. Like
the first, he seemed to rise out of the very earth, and
yet made no show of watchfulness. Having pawd
slowly past the pine-clump twice or thrice, he with
drew to a point of rising ground about a quarter of &
mile distant, and there took up his position.

“Trefalden,” said the Earl, “we are watched.”

“Evidently.”

“What is to be done?”

“Heaven knows!”

“It i8 my belief that the place swarms with sol-
diers.”

“And I feel as if the very air were full of eyes
and ears.”

“Poor Colonna!”

Then, for a few moments, they were both silent.

“T'll tell you what I think we must do, Castle
towers,” said Saxon. “Seem to sail away, and then
come back again at dusk.”

Despite his anxiety, the Earl could not forbear a
smile.

“Decidedly, my friend,” said he, “you have no
genius for intrigue.”

“Isn't my plan a good ome?”

“It is the most artless artifice that ever oozed from
an honest brain. No, no. We must do something
much more cunning than that.”

“Then I fear you will have to invent it.”

“I think I have done so already. You must go on




ORTHODOX BRITISH TOURISTS. 231

sketching for a few hours longer. 'We must then pre-
tend to be hungry .

“No need for pretence on my part,” said Saxon;
“I am frightfully hungry now.”

“You will have to fast for some time, then; because
it is my object to prolong our stay here till dusk, and,
in order to do that, we must drive off the dinner
question to the last moment. Having done this we
will go up boldly to one of the sentries, inquire our
way to the nearest inn, and get something to eat. By
the time we have dined it will be dusk. Colonna will
then only have to steal down to the shore and hide
himself in our boat; and the object for which we are
here will be triumphantly accomplished.”

“It seems to me,’ said Saxon, ‘“that we should
have done better had we followed Colonna’s own in-
structions more closely, and not come till after sunset.”

The Earl shook his head.

“Our only course,” he replied, “was to land openly,
to sketch, and idle, and play the orthodox British
tourist. By doing this, we disarm suspicion; by stealing
along the coast after sunset, we should infallibly have
aroused the attention of every royalist within half-a-
dozen miles of the place.”

“I daresay you are right,” said Saxon, “but in the
meanwhile I am starving.”

“I fear you must continue to starve for the

resent.”

“Then I beg you to understand that I decline to
sit still under the treatment. Suppose we go over the
rains.”

“Will you not finish your sketch first?”

“My sketch!” ejaculated Saxon, contemptuously.
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“Pshaw! my sketches are the most unsatisfactory daubs
in the world. The more I finish them, the worse they
get. If I had put this down half-an-hour ago, it would
have been ever so much better than it is now.”

The Earl still hesitated. Not knowing where Co-
Jonna might be hidden, he doubted whether they ought
to go up to the ruins or not. At last they decided that
orthodox British tourists would be certain to see all that
could be seen; and so went across the broiling plain
and up to the foot of the Cumsan Mount. Arrived,
however, at the Arco Felice, they were met by a third
sentry, who interposed his bayonet somewhat wuncere-
moniously between them and the gate. The ruins, he
said, were closed to the public, and could only be seen
by order of the Royal Chamberlain.

They tried expostulation, they tried bribery, bat in
vain. The man was immoveable. So Saxon had to
make another sketch, and then another, to pass the
time away.

At length the day began to decline, and the Eard
judged that they might proceed to the second step ir
their plan. So they went back to the sentinel at the
Arco Felice, and inquired if he knew where they might
purchase something to eat.

The soldier shrugged his shoulders, and believed
there was no albergo nearer than Patria.

“How far are we from Patria?” asked the Earl.

“ About eight miles.”

“Eight miles! But, amico, we have not eaten sincs
breakfast — we are starving. Is there no farm-house
near at hand?”

“Oh, sicuro. There is & podere about a guarter of
an hour hence.”
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“In which direction?”

“Following the coast-road towards Liternum.”

“A thousand thanks! Good evening, amico.”

“ Buona sera, signore.”

‘With this, the young men turned away, and hastened
in the direction indicated.

CHAPTER XXXIX,
The Cry of the Chil.

TeER path lay down by the shore, and the san
was low before they reached the house of which they
were in search. It was a large, rambling, half-ruinous
place, with the discoloured plaster all scaling away
from the walls, an old stone trough standing out in the
road close by, and bundles of stored hay and straw
sticking out through the shutterless windows of the
basement story. A few half-starved oxen were lying
about on the scant sward behind the house; a cock
strutted on the dunghill before the door; and two
sickly looking women plied their distaffs under the
shade of a vine in a crazy little pergoletta, overlooking
the sea.

These women dropped their work with alacrity
when accosted by Lord Castletowers, and hastened to
provide the travellers with such poor fare as the place
afforded. And it was poor enough. An omelette, a
loaf of rye bread, a plate of salted fish, and a little
fruit, was all they had to offer; but Saxon and Castle-
towers had not fasted all day for nothing. They feasted
as heartily as if their table had been spread in the best
hotel in Naples, and emptied a bottle of the thinnest
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country wine with as keen a gusto as if it had been
‘““long imprisoned Ccecuban” or “fiery Falernian.”

‘When at length they had eaten and drunk and were
satisfied, and had recompensed the good women of the
house for their hospitality, it was quite dusk — the
magical dusk of an early autumn evening in south
Italy, when the earth is folded to rest in a deep and
tender gloom which scarcely seems like night, and the
grass is alight with glow-worms, and the air kindling
with fireflies, and the sky one vast mosaic of stars.

The difficult part of their undertaking was now at
hand. Even in traversing the coast-road between the
podere and that point where their boat lay moored, they
had to exercise all the discretion of which they were
masters. It was important that they should neither
attract, nor seem to avoid, observation. They had to
tread lightly, without risking the appearance of caution;
to walk neither slow nor fast; to avail themselves of
the shelter of every rock, and wall, and bush a.long the
road, and yet not to seem as if they were creeping in
the sha.de, and, above all, to keep open eyes and ears
and silent tongues, for fear of surprise.

Going along thus, they soon left the solitary pedere
behind. There was no moon; but the darkness was
strangely transparent, and the mountainous outlines of
the twin islands, Ischia and Procida, were distinetly
visible on the far horizon. Where the languid sea just
glided to the shore, a shifting phosphorescent gleam
faintly came and went upon the margin of the sands:
and presently, lying a little off, with her sails all farled
like the folded wings of a sleeping bird, the Albula
came dimly into sight.

They paused. All was profoundly quiet. Searce
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a breath disturbed the perfect stillness of sea and shore.
Now and then a faint shiver seemed to run through
the tall reeds down by the water's edge; but that was
all. Had a pebble fallen, the young men must have
heard it where they stood.

“I don't believe there’s a living soul on this beach
but ourselves,” whispered Saxon.

“Heaven grantit!” replied the Earl, in the same tone.

“What shall we do next?”

“I think we cannot do better than go down to
the boat, and there lie in readiness for whatever may
hnppen-”

They found the boat just where they had left it
gix or seven hours before, and their sailor lying in it
at full length, fast asleep. Without rousing him, they
crouched down in the shelter of the reeds, and waited.

“You have your revolver, Trefalden?” whispered
the Earl

“Yes, in my hand.”

“And you can pull an oar if necessary?”

“Of course.”

The Earl sighed impatiently.

“This cursed arm,” said he, “renders me more
helpless than a woman. Hush! did you hear a footstep
on the sand?”

“No; I heard nothing.”

[13 Liﬂten."

They listened breathlessly; but all was still, like
death.

“There is something awful in the silence,” said
Saxon.

“I wish to Heaven we knew what the signal would
be,” muttered the Earl.
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And then they lay a long time without speaking or
moving.

“]I feel as if my limbs were ossifying,” whispered
the Earl, by-and-by.

“And I never longed so much in my life to do
something noisy,” replied Saxon. “I am at this mo-
ment possessed by an almost irresistible impulse to
shout ‘Viva Garibaldi!’ Hush! what's that?”

It was a faint, plaintive, distant ery like nothing
that the mountaineer had ever heard before; but the
Earl recognised it immediately,

“It is only the chil,” said he.

“The what?"

“The chit ~— a little summer owl, common through-
out Italy. I almost wonder we have not heard it be-
fore; though, to be sure, the season is somewhat ad-
vanced.”

“The creature has an unearthly note,” said Saxon.
“There! I heard it again.”

“It seems to be coming this way,” said Castle-
towers. )

He had scarcely spoken, when the melancholy call
floated towards them for the third time. Saxon dropped
his hand suddenly upon his friend’s shoulder.

“That i8 no owl’s cry,” he whispered. “It is a
human voice. I would stake my life on it.”

“No, no.”

“I tell you, yes. It is the signal.”

The Earl would not believe it; but Saxon imitated
the note and it was echoed immediately.

“There,” said he,” I told you so.”

“Nonsense; all owls will do that. I have made
them answer me hundreds of times.”
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But Saxon pointed eagerly forward.

“Look!” he said; “look, close under that wall yon-
der. Don’t you see something moving?”

The Earl stared into the darkness as if he would
pierce through it,

“I think I do,” he replied; “a something — a
shadow!”

‘“Shall we not show ourselves?”

“Suppose it is a sentry!”

“It is no sentry.”

“Try the cry again.”

Saxon tried the cry again, and again it was promptly
echoed. He immediately roused the sleeping seaman
and stepped out cautiously beyond the shelter of the

As he did so, the shadow under the wall became
stationary.

Then he listened, advanced a few paces, treading so
lightly and swiftly that the sand scarcely grated under
his feet; and, having traversed about half the inter-
mediate distance, came to a halt.

He had no soomer halted, than the shadow was
seen to move again, and steal a few yards nearer.

And now Saxon, watching the approaching form
with eyes trained to darkness and distance, was struck
with a sudden conviction that it was not Colonna. As
this doubt flashed through his mind, the shadow stopped
again, and a low, distinct, penetrating whisper came to
him on the air: —

[ CH ‘? ”

To which Saxon, quick as thought, replied: —

‘“ Montecuculi.”

Instantly the shadow lifted its head, cried aloud,
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“chitt! chii! chi!” three times in succession, and,
leaving the gloom of the wall, came rumning up
to S8axon where he stood. It was not Colonna, but
a slight active boy clad in some kind of loose blouse.

“All's well,” he said in Italian. “Where is your
boa.t?"

“Close at hand.”

“Is all ready?”

(13 All:?

“Quick, then! He will be here instantly.”

They ran to the boat. The lad jumped in, tt
sailor grasped his oars, Castletowers kept watch, ar
Saxon stood ready to shove off.

Then followed a moment of anxious suspense.

‘Suddenly the sharp, stinging report of a rifle ra:
through the silence. The boy uttered a half-su
pressed cry, and made as if he would fling himself fi
the boat; but Saxon, with rough kindness, thrust b
back.

“You young fool!” said he, authoritatively,
still.”

At the same moment they beheld the gleam o
distant torch, heard a rush of rapid footfalls on
beach, and saw a man running down wildly tows
the sea. '

Saxon darted out to meet him.

“Courage!” he cried. ‘“This way.”

But the fugitive, instead of following, staggered
stood still.

“I cannot,” he gasped. “I am exhausted. §
yourselves.”

A tossing fire of torches was now visible n
couple of hundred yards away in the direction of Ct
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and more than one bullet came whistling over the heads
of those on the beach.

In the meanwhile S8axon had taken Colonna up
bodily in his arms, and strode with him to the boat
like a young giant.

As he did this, a yell of discovery broke from the
lips of the pursuers. On they came, firing and shout-
ing tumultuously; but only in time to see the boat
shoved off, and to find a broad gap of salt water be-
tween themselves and their prey.

“Viva Garibaldi!” shouted Saxon, firing his re-
volver triumphantly in their faces.

But the lad in the blouse snatched it from his
hand.

“Give me the pistol,” he said, “and help with the
oars. How can we tell that they have no boat at
hand ?”

The boy now spoke in English, but Saxon scarcely
noticed that in the overwhelming excitement of the
moment. The voice, however, sounded strangely fami-
liar, and had a ring of authority in it that commanded
obedience. Saxon relinquished the weapon instantly,
and flung himself upon his oars. The boy, heedless of
the bullets that came pattering into the water all
about their wake, leaned over the gunwale and dis-
charged the whole round of cartridges. The soldiers
on the beach, looking gaunt and shadowy by the wav-
ing torchlight, fired a parting volley. In the mean-
while the boat bounded forward under the double im-
pulse, and in a few more seconds they were, if not
beyond range, at all events beyond aim in the
darkness.
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CHAPTER XL.
A Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sail.

PuorriNg swiftly and strongly, the rowers threw a
fierce energy into their work that soon left the reedy
shore far enough behind. Each moment the glare of
the torchlight grew fainter on the shore. Each moment
the hull of the Albula seemed to become bigger and
blacker. In the meanwhile no one spoke. The boy,
having fired out all Saxon's cartridges, crept to Co-
lonna's side and there crouched silently. The Italian
had sunk exhausted in the bottom of the boat, and
lay with his head and shoulders leaning up against the
side; Castletowers steered, and the two others ben!
and rose upon their oars with the precision of auto
matons.

Presently they shot alongside the yacht and wer
hailed by the familiar voice of Saxon’s honest maste:
Then a light flashed overhead, a rope was thrown an
canght, a ladder lowered, and in a few seconds the
were all on board.

“Thank Heaven, you're safe!” exclaimed Lor
Castletowers, turning to Colonna as soon as his fo
touched the deck.

But the Italian leaned heavily upon his shoulde

and whispered: —
“Hush! Take me below. I am wounded.”
“Wounded ?”
“Not so loud, I implore you — not a wo
here!”

“But not badly?”



A WET SHEET AND A FLOWING SAIL. 241

“I don't know — I fear so.”

“Good God, Colonna!”

The crew were busy hauling in the boat and un-
furling the sails. Even the boy and Montecuculi were
doing what they could to help; for life and liberty
depended now upon the speed with which they could
put the yacht before what little breeze was blowing.
They must get away, no matter in what direction. It
was the one vital, imperative, overruling necessity.

Under cover of the haste and confusion on deck,
Lord Castletowers helped his friend down the cabin-
stairs, assisted him to the sofa, struck a light, and
hastened to examine his wound.

‘““Where are you hurt?” he asked eagerly.

“Lock the door first.”

Wondering somewhat at the request, the Earl
obeyed. Then Colonna with his own hands opened
the bosom of his shirt, and Castletowers saw that he
was wounded just above the left breast, about an inch
below the collar bone. The spot where the ball had
penetrated was surrounded by a broad purple margin;
but there was very little blood, and scarcely any lace-
ration of the flesh.

“It does not look so bad,” said the Earl; “and
seems scarcely to have bled at all.”

“It is bleeding inwardly,” replied Colonna, feebly.
“Give me a little brandy.”

The Earl hesitated.

“I am not sure that you ought to have it,” he said.

“I must have it — I — I .

His voice faltered, and a glmstly look came upon
his pallid face.

“I will call Montecuculi,” said the Earl, with a

Half a Million of Money. IL 16
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throb of sudden, undefined terror. ‘“He understands
these things better than I do.”

Colonna half raised himself upon the couch.

“No, no,” he gasped; “wait—do not alarm . ..."

Then, making a desperate effort to articulate, he
pointed to his throat and fell back insensible.

At this moment some one tried the eabin door on
the outside, and, finding it bolted, knocked loudly oo
the panels.

The Earl rushed to open it.

“Run,” he cried, seeing the boy whom they had
just brought off from shore; “fetch some cold water —
call Signor Montecuculi! Quick — the Colonna i
badly wounded, and has fainted away!”

But the lad, instead of obeying, thrust the Eard
aside, uttered a piercing ery, and flung himself upon
his knees beside the sofa.

“My father!” sobbed he, passionately. *Oh, my
father!”

Lord Castletowers drew back, full of amazement
and pity.

“Alas!” he said, in a low tremulous tone. “Mis
Colonna!”

In the meanwhile, those on deck were moving
heaven and earth to put as many miles of sea as might
be possible between the yacht and the coast. The
breeze was languid and fitful; but such as it was, they
spread their sails to it, and by standing first on one
tack, then on the other, made some little progress.

By degrees the shadowy outline of the hills faded
away in the darkness, and shortly after midnight a
brisk south-west wind sprung up, as if on purpose for
their service.
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All that night they ran before the breeze, making
close upon fifteen knots an hour, and bearing right
away for Corsica. All that night Giulio Colonna lay
in the little cabin below the deck of the Albula, some-
times conscious, sometimes unconscious, passing from
fainting fit to fainting fit, and growing hourly weaker.

CHAPTER XLI.
“The Noblest Roman of them all.”

Pacg, silent, unwearied, Olimpia sat beside her
father’s couch through all the hours of that weary night,
wiping the cold dews from his brow, bathing his wound,
and watching over him with a steady composure that
never faltered. Sometimes when he moaned, she shud-
dered; but that was all.

Towards dawn, the Earl beckoned Saxon quietly
away, and they went up on deck. The morning was
now grey above their heads and there was no land in
sight. The breeze had dropped with the dawn, and the
Albula was again making but little way. Both sea and
sky looked inexpressibly

“How does he seem mow?” asked Montecuculi,
hastening towards them.

The Earl shook his head.

“Sinking slowly, I fear,” he replied. “The fainting
fits are longer each time, and each time leave him
weaker. The last endured for twenty-seven minutes,
and he has not spoken since.”

The Ferrarese threw up his hands despairingly.

“Déo!” he exclaimed; “that it should end thus!”

“And that it should end now,” added Castletowers.

6%
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“Now, when the great work is so nearly accomplished,
and the hour of his reward was close at hand!™

“How does the signora bear it?”

“Like a Colonna — mnobly.”

“I will go down and share her watch while you
remain on deck. It is something to look upon him
while he is yet alive.”

With this the young Italian stole gently down the
cabin stairs, leaving Saxon and Castletowers alone.

“Alas! Trefalden,” said the Earl, after a long
silence, “this is a calamitous dawn for Italy.”

“Do you not think he will live the day out?”

“I think that he is going fast. I do mnot expect to
hear him speak again in this world — I scarcely expect
to see him alive at noon.”

“If we had only kept that surgeon with us one
week longer!”

“Aye — if we had!”

“Poor Olimpia!”

“Poor Olimpia, indeed! I dread to think of all she
has yet to suffer.”

And they were silent again.

“I cannot conceive what we are to do, Trefalden,
when — when it is all over,” said Lord Castletowers,
presently.

“Nor L”

“He ought to rest with his own people; and it
must be my task to convey his poor remains to Rome;
but, in the meanwhile, what is to become of her?”

“Y can escort her to England.”

“Impossible, my 'dear fellow! You have not the
time to travel slowly. You ought, even now, to be
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night and day upon the road; and, do what you will,
may still be in London too late!”

“Stay,” replied S8axon quickly; “I can suggest a
plan. I know of two ladies — English ladies — who
are now residing at Nice. My cousin knows them
well; and if Miss Colonna would consent to accept their
protection till such time as you had returned from
Rome, and could take her to Castletowers . . ..”

“An excellent idea, Trefalden — nothing could be
better!” ‘

At this moment Montecuculi came back, anxious
and agitated.

“You had better come down,” he said, in a low,
awe-struck tone. “I think he is dying.”

“8o soon!”

“Indeed, I fear it.”

They went. Colonna still lay as when they saw
him last, with his head supported against a pile of
pillows and a blanket thrown across his feet and knees;
but it needed no second glance to see that a great
change bad taken place within the last half-hour. A
ghastly, grey hue had spread itself over his face; his
eyes seemed to have sunk away into two cavernous
hollows; and his very hands were livid. For two hours
he had not moved bhand or foot. For more than two
hours he had not spoken. His heart still beat; but so
feebly, that its action could with difficulty be detected
by the ear, and not at all by the hand. He still
breathed; but the lungs did their work so languidy,
and at such long intervals, that a stranger would have
taken him for one quite dead. Now and then, not
oftener than once in every fifteen or twenty minutes, a

slight spasmodic shudder, like the momentary ruffling
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of still waters, passed over him as he lay; but of this,
as of all else, he was profoundly unconscious.
“Has he moaned of late?” asked Lord Castletowers.

Olimpia, with one of her father's cold hands pressed
between her own, and her eyes intently fixed upon his
face, shook her head silently.

“Nor moved?”

She shook her head again.

After this, the Earl stood for a long while looking
down upon the face of his early friend. As he did so,
his eyes filled with tears, and his heart with sorrowful
memories — memories of days long gone by, and in:
cidents till now forgotten. He saw himself again 2
boy at Colonna’s knee. He remembered boyish pleasure
promoted and vacation rambles shared. He thoaght o
classic readings under summer trees; of noble thing
said, and done, and hoped for; of high and heroi
counsel solemnly given; of privations uncomplainingl
endured; of aspirations crushed; of arduous labour ux
recompensed; of a patriotism which, however mistake
in many of its aims, was as gallant and ardent as th:
of ‘“the noblest Roman of them all” Rememberix
these things — remembering, too, the open hand, ti
fearless heart, the unstained honour which had chara
terised the dying man in every relation and act
his unselfish life, the Earl felt as if he had never do
justice to his virtnes till this moment.

“Alas, poor Italy!” he said, aloud: and the tes
that had been slowly gathering in his eyes, began

fall. )
But at that word — that omnipotent word, whi

for 80 many years had ruled the beatings of his hes
wiawead his every thought. and shaped his every p!
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pose—a kind of strange and sudden thrill swept over
Colonna’s face. A livid mask .but the instant before,
it now seemed as if lighted from within. His eyelids
quivered, his lips moved, and a faint sound was audible
in his throat.

“QOh, God!” cried Olimpia, flinging herself upon
her knees beside him; “he is about to speak!”

The Earl held up his hand, in token of silence.

At that moment the dying man opened his eyes,
and a rapt, radiant, wonderful smile came upon all his
face, like a glory.

“Italia!” he whispered; “Italial”

The smile remained; but only the smile. Not the
breath — not the spirit —not Giulio Colonna.

CHAPTER XLIL
O Bella Eth dell'Oro.

CaARewoRN and intent, his lips pressed nervously
together, his brow contracted, his eyes, hand, and pen,
all travelling swiftly in concert, William Trefalden
bent over his desk, working against time, against
danger, against fate. All that day long and half the
night before, he had been sitting in the same place,
labouring at the same task, and his work was now
drawing to a close. Piles of letters, papers, memo-
randa, deeds, and account-books crowded the table. A
waste-paper basket, full to overflowing, was placed to
the left of Mr. Trefalden's chair, and a large cash-box
to the right of his desk. Although it was only the
fifteenth of September, and the warm evening sunlight
was pouring in through the open window, a fire burned
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in the grate. The fragments clinging to the bars and
the charred tinder heap below, indicated plainly enough
for what purpose that fire had been kindled.

The sun sank lower and lower. The sullen roar
of the great neighbouring thoroughfare rose and fell,
and never ceased. The drowsy city clocks, roused up
for a few moments and grown suddenly garrulous,
chimed the quarters every now and then, and, having
discharged that duty, dozed off again directly. Then
the last glow faded from the house-tops, and the
pleasant twilight — pleasant even in City streets and
stifling offices — came gently over all.

Still Mr. Trefalden worked on; his eager pen now
flying over the page, now arrested at the base of a
column of figures, now laid aside for several minutes
at a time. Methodically, resolutely, rapidly, the lawyer
pursued his task; and it was a task both multifarious
and complicated, demanding all the patience of which
he was master. He had told his clerks that he was
going out of town for six weeks, and was putting his
papers in order before starting; but it was not so. He
was going away, far away, never to set foot in thai
office again. He was turning his back upon London
upon England, upon his cousin Saxon, for ever anc
ever.

He had intended to do this weeks before. Hi
plans had been all matured long enough in advance
He was to have been in Madeira, perhaps many a
ocean-league farther still, by this time; but fate ha
gone against him, and here, on the fifteenth of Seg
tember, he was yet in London.

Mrs. Rivitre was dead. They had believed her t
be gaining strength at Sydenham, and she had seeme
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to be so much better that the very day was fixed for
their journey to Liverpool, when, having committed
some trifling imprudence, she caught a severe cold, fell
dangerously ill, and, after lingering some three or four
weeks, died passively in her sleep, like a sick child.
This event it was that delayed William Trefalden from
his flight. He chafed, he wearied, he burned to be
gone—but in vain; for he loved Helen Rividre —
loved her with all the depth and passion that were in
him; and, so loving her, could no more have left her
in her extremity of grief and apprehension than he
could have saved her mother from the grave. So he
waited and waited on, week after week, till Mrs. Ri-
vidre was one day laid to rest in a sheltered corner of
Norwood Cemetery. By this time September had come,
and he well knew that there was danger for him in
every rising of the sun. He knew that Saxon might
come back, that the storm might burst and overwhelm
him, at any moment. 8o he hurried on his final pre-
parations with feverish haste, and thus, on the evening
of the fifteenth, was winding up his accounts, ready to
take flight on the morrow.

Now he untied a bundle of documents, and, having
glanced rapidly at their endorsements, consigned them,
unread, to the waste-paper basket. Now he opened a
packet of letters, which he immediately tore up into
countless fragments, thrust into the heart of the dull
fire, and watched as they burned away. Deeds, copies
of deeds, accounts, letters, returned cheques, and mis-
cellaneous papers of every description were thus dis-
posed of in quick succession, some being given to the
flames and some to the basket. At length, when table
and safe were both thoroughly cleared and the twilight
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had deepened into dusk, Mr. Trefalden lit his office-
lamp, refreshed himself with a draught of cold water,
and sat down once more to his desk.

This time, he had other and pleasanter work on
hand.

He drew the cash-box towards him, planged his
hands into it with a sort of eager triumph, and ranged
its contents before him on the table. Those contents
were of various kinds — paper, gold, and precious
stones. Paper of various colours and various qualities,
thick, thin, semitransparent, blueish, yellowish, and
white; gold in rouleaux; and precious stones in tiny
canvas bags tied at the mouth with red tape. Money
— all money, or that which was equivalent to money!

For a moment William Trefalden leaned back in
his chair and surveyed his treasure. It was a great
fortune, a splendid fortune, a fortune carried off, as it
were, at the sword's point. He had his own audacity,
his own matchless skill to thank for every farthing of
it There it lay — two millions of money!

He smiled. Was his satisfaction troubled by nc
shadow of remorse? Not in the least. If some fresk
lines had shown themselves of late about his moutt
and brow, it may be safely assumed that they wer
summoned there by no ‘“‘compunctious visitings.” I
William Trefalden looked anxious, it was because h
felt the trembling of the mine beneath his feet, an
knew that his danger grew more imminent with th
delay of every hour. If William Trefalden cherishe
a regret, it was not because he had robbed his cou
sin of so much, but rather that he had not taken mor¢

Two millions of money! Pshaw! Why not three
Why not four? Two millions were barely his ow:
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rightful share of the Trefalden legacy. Had not Saxon
inherited four million seven hundred and seventy-six
thousand pounds, and in simple fairness should not he,
William Trefalden, have secured at least another three
hundred and eighty-eight thousand for himself?

There wasé one moment when he might have had
it — one moment when, by the utterance of a word,
he might have swept all, 4l}, into his own hands!
That moment was when Saxon gave him the power of
attorney in the library at Castletowers. He remembered
that his cousin had even proposed with his own lips to
double the amount of the investment. Fool! over
cautions, apprehensive fool that he had been to refuse
it. He had absolutely not dared at the moment to
grasp at the whole of the golden prize. He had dreaded
lest the young man should not keep the secret faith-
fally; lest suspicion might be awakened among those
through whose hands the money must pass; lest some-
thing should happen, something be said, something be
done to bring about discovery. So, fearing to risk too
much, he had let the glorious chance slip through his
fingers, and now, when he might have realised all,
he had to be content with less than half!

Well, even so, had he not achieved the possession
of two millions? As he thought thus, as he con-
templated the wealth before his eyes, he beheld, not
mere gold and paper, but a dazzling vision of freedom,
luxury, and love. His thoughts traversed the Atlantic,
and there — in a new world, among a new people —
he saw himself dwelling in a gorgeous home; rich in
lands, equipages, books, pictures, slaves; adored by the
woman whom he loved, and surrounded by all that makes
life beautiful. Nor did he omit from this picture the
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respect of his fellow-citizens or the affection of his de-
pendants. The man meant to live honestly in that
magnificent future; nay, would have preferred to win
his two millions honestly, if he could. He had too
fine a taste, too keen a sense of what was agreeable,
not to appreciate to its fullest extent the luxury of
respectability. William Trefalden liked a clean con-
science as he liked a clean shirt, because it was both
comfortable and gentlemanly, and suited his notions of
refinement. So he fully intended to sin no more, but
to cultivate all manner of public and private virtues,
and die at last in the odour of popularity.

This delicious dream flashed through his mind in
less time than it occupies in the recital. Hopes, re-
grets, anticipations, followed each other so swiftly that
the smile with which his reverie began had scarcely
faded from his lips, when he again took up his pen,
and proceeded to note down in their order the parti-
culars of his wealth.

For months past he had been quietly and cautiously
disposing of this money, not selling out the whole two
millions at once, but taking it a little at a time, placing
some here, some there, and transferring the greater
portion of it, under his assumed name of Forsyth, to
foreign securities.

One by one, he now ‘examined each packet of
notes and shares, each rouleau of gold, each bag of
precious stones; returned each to the cashbox, and
entered a memorandum of its nature and value in the
pages of his private account book. This account book
was a tiny little volume, fitted with a patent lock and
small enough to go into the waistcoat pocket. Had
he lost it, the finder thereof would have profited little
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by its contents, for the whole was written in a cunning
cypher of William Trefalden’s own invention.

English bank notes to the value of thousands and
tens of thousands of pounds; notes of the Banque de
France for tens of thousands and hundreds of thousands
of francs: American notes for tens of thousands and
huandreds of thousands of dollars; Austrian notes, Rus-
sian notes, Belgian and Dutch notes, notes issued by
many governments and of the highest denominations;
certificates of government stock in all the chief capitals
of Europe; shares in great Indian and European rail-
ways; in steam navigation companies, insurance com-
panies, gas companies, docks, mines, and banks in all
parts of the civilised world — in India, in Egypt, in
Rio Janeiro, in Ceylon, in Canada, in New Zealand,
in the Mauritius, in Jamaica, in Van Diemen's Land;
rouleaux of English sovereigns, of Napoleons, of Fried-
richs d'or; tiny bags of diamonds and rubies, each a
dowry for a princess; — money, money, money, in a
thousand channels, in a thousand forms — there it lay,
palpable to the eye and the touch; there it lay, and
he entered it in his book, packed it away in his cash-
box, and told it over to the uttermost farthing.

He alone knew the care, the anxious thought, the
wearisome precautions that those investments had cost
him. He alone knew how difficult it had been to
choose the safe and avoid the doubtful; to be perpetu-
ally buying, first in this quarter, then in that, without
attracting undue attention in the money wmarket; to
transact with his own unaided hand all the work con-
nected with those purchases, and yet so to transact it
that not even his own clerks should suspect how he was
employed.
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However, it was all over now — literally all over,
when, at half-past nine o’clock in the evening, he at
length tamed the key upon the last rouleau, and noted
down the last sum in his account book.

Then he took a deed-box from the shelf above the
door, locked the cash-box inside it, and put the key in
his pocket. That deed-box was inseribed in white let-
ters with the name of a former client — a client long
since dead, Mr. Fo

Having done this, he placed both in a large carpet-
bag lined throughout with strong leather, and fitted
with a curious and complicated padlock — a bag which
he had had made for this express purpose weeks and
weeks back. Last of all, having strapped and locked
the bag; locked the empty safe; stirred the ashes
beneath the grate, to see if any unburned fragments
yet remained; cast a farewell glance round the room
in which so many hours of his life had been spent;
put out his lamp, and put on his hat, William Tre-
falden took up the precious carpet-bag, and left the
place, as he believed, for ever.

But it was not for ever. It was not even for ter
minutes; for behold, when he had gome down th
gloomy staircase and unlatched the house-door at th
end of the passage opening upon the street, he foun:
himself face to face with a tall young man whose han
was at that very moment uplifted to ring the house
keeper's bell — a tall young man who stood betwee
him and the lamplight, and barred the way execlain

.“i—ot go fast, if you please, cousin William.
must trouble you to turn bu:k”ag:in, if you please.
have something to say to you.
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CHAPTER XLIIL
Pace to Face.

OLmepia’s fortitude broke down utterly when all
was over. She neither sobbed nor raved, nor gave ex-
pression to her woe as women are wont to do; but she
seemed suddenly to loose her hold upon life and be-
come lost in measureless despair. She neither spoke
nor slept, hungered nor thirsted; but remained, hour
after hour, pale, motionless, speechless as the one for
whom she mourned. From this apathy she was by-
and-by roused to the sharp agony of a last, inevitable
parting. This was when her father’s corpse was re-
moved at Civita Vecchia, and Lord Castletowers left
them, in order to attend the poor remains to their last
resting-place in Rome; but this trial over, and her
disguise exchanged for mourning robes befitting her
sorrow and her sex, Miss Colonna relapsed into her
former lethargy, and passively accepted such advice as
those about her had to offer. The yacht then went on
to Nice, where, in accordance with Saxon’s suggestion,
Olimpia was to await the Earl’s return.

It is unnecessary to say that Saxon cast anchor in
vain in the picturesque port of that pleasant town. In
vain he called upon the English consul; in vain ap-
plied to the chief of police, to the postal authoritities,
to every official personage from whom he conceived it
possible to procure the information of which he was in
search. The name of Riviére had not heen heard in
the place.

He examined the visitors’ list for the last three
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months, but found no record of their arrival. He in-
quired at the bank with the same unsatisfactory result.
It was the slack season, too, at Nice — the season
when visitors are few, and every stranger is known
by name and sight — and yet no ladies answering in
any way to his description had been seen there that
summer.

Having spent the best part of a day in the pro-
secution of this hopeless quest, Saxon was forced at
last to counclude that Mrs. and Miss Riviére were not
merely undiscoverable in Nice, but that they had never
been to Nice at all.

And now, he asked himself, what was to be done?
To leave Miss Colonna among strangers was impos-
sible. To remain with her at Nice, was, for himself,
equally impossible. However, Olimpia cut the knot
of this difficulty by announcing her desire to be taken
at once to England. She had friends in London, dear
and tried friends, who had laboured with her in the
Ttalian cause for many years, among whom she would
now find tender sympathy. She expressed no wish to
" go to Castletowers, as she would surely bave done a
few months before; and Saxon, knowing the cause of
her silence, dared not propose it to her.

So having written a hasty line to Lord Castle
towers informing him of their change of plans, Saxon
despatched his yacht to Portsmouth, bade farewell to
Montecuculi, who was now hastening back to south
Italy, and conducted Miss Colonna back through France
as fast as the fastest trains could take them. On the
fifteenth of September, at four o'clock in the afternoon.
they landed at Dover. By eight o'clock that same
evening, the young man had conducted the lady to the
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house of a friend at Chiswick, and, having despatched
@ hasty dinner at his club, posted down to the City —
not so much with any expectation of finding his cousin
at the office, as in the hope of learning something of
his where-abouts. What he actually anticipated was
to hear that the lawyer had disappeared long since,
and was gone no one knew whither.

He was therefore almost as much startled as the
lawyer himself, when the door opened, as it were,
under his hand, and he found himself standing face to
face with William Trefalden.

“This is indeed a surprise, Saxon,” said Mr. Tre-
falden, as they withdrew into the passage.

“I fear, not an agreeable ome, cousin William,”
replied the young man, sternly.

But the lawyer had already surveyed his position,
and chosen his line of defence. If, for a moment, his
heart failed within him, he betrayed no sign of con-
fusion. Quick to think, prompt to act, keenly sensible
that his one hope lay in his own desperate wits, he
became at once master of the situation.

“Nay,” he replied, quite easily and pleasantly,
“how should it be other than agreeable to welcome
you back after three months’ absence? I scarcely ex-
pected, however, to see you quite so soon. Why*did
you not write to tell me you were coming?”

But to this question, Saxon, following his cousin
up the staircase, made no reply.

Mr. Trefalden unlocked his office-door, lit his
office-lamp, and led the way into his private room.

“And now, Saxon,” said he, “sit down, and tell
me all about Norway.”

But Saxon folded his arms, and remained standing.

Balf @ Million of Money. II. 17
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“I have nothing to tell you about Norway.”

“Ndt been to Norway? Where then have you
been, my dear fellow?”

“To Italy — to the East.”

He looked hard at his cousin’s face as he said this;
but Mr. Trefalden only elevated his eyebrows the very
least in the world, seated himself carelessly in his ac-
customed chair, and replied: —

“A change of programme, indeed! What caused
you to give up the North?”

“Chance. Perhaps fate.”

The lawyer smiled.

“My dear Saxon,” he said, “you have grown quite
oracular in your style of conversation. But why do
you not sit down?”

“Because you and I are friends no longer,” re
plied the young man; “because you have betrayed the
trust I placed in you, and the friendship I gave you;
because you have wronged me, lied to me, robbed me;
because you are a felon, and I am an honest man!”

Mr. Trefalden turned livid with rage, and grasped
the arm of his chair so fiercely that the veins swelled
upon his hand, and the knuckles stood out white be-
neath the skin.

“Have you reflected, Saxon Trefalden,” he said,
in a deep, suppressed voice, “that this is such language
a8 no one man can forgive from another?”

“Forgive!” echoed Saxon, indignantly. “Deo you
talk to me of forgiveness? Do you understand that I
know all — all? All your treachery — all your base-
ness! I know that your Overland Company is a lie.
I know there are neither directors nor shares, engineers
nor works. I know that the whole scheme was simply
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a gigantic fraud devised by yourself for your own in-
iquitous ends!”

The lawyer bit his lip, and his eye glittered danger-
ously; but he kept his passion down, and replied, with
forced calmness: —

“You know, I presume, that the New Overland
Route scheme was a bubble. I could have told you
that. I could also have told you that I have not the
honour to be the contriver of that bubble. On the con-
trary, I am one of its victims.”

Saxon looked at him with bitter incredulity; but
he went on: —

“As for your money, it is all safe — or nearly all.
You have lost about sixteen thousand pounds by the
transaction — I, as many hundreds.”

“If it were not that I can scarcely conceive of so
much infamy as would be implied in the doubt,” said
Saxon, “I should say that I do not believe one word
of what you tell me!”

“You will repent this,” said Mr. Trefalden, grind-
ing the words out slowly between his teeth. “You will

.repent this from your very soull”

Saxon put his hand to his brow, and pushed back
his hair in an impatient, bewildered way.

“If I only knew what to believe!” he exclaimed,
passionately.

Mr. Trefalden looked at his watch.

“If you will have the goodness to come here to-
morrow at twelve,” he said, “I will send one of my
clerks with you to the Bank of England, to satisfy you
of the safety of your money. In the meanwhile, I do
not see that anything is gained by a conversation

17+
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which, on one side, at least, consists of mere vi
tion. Have you anything more to say to me?”

“Yes. Where are Mrs. and Miss Riviére?”

‘“Mrs. Rivitre is dead. Miss Riviére hss returned
to Florence.”

“You told me they were at Nice.”

“I believed it when I told you so, but I was mis
taken.”

“One more question, if you please. What have
you done with the twenty-five thousand pounds due to
Mr, Behrens?”

The lawyer rose hanghtily from his seat.

“What do you mean?” he said.

“Simply this — what have you done with the
twenty-five thousand pounds placed in your hands by
Lord Castletowers two years ago, for the payment of
Mr. Behrens’ claim?”

“This, I presume, is meant for ahother insult?”
said Mr. Trefalden “T decline to reply to it.”

“You had better reply to it,” cried the young man,
earnestly. “For your own sake, I counsel you to reply
to it. Tomorrow will be too late.”

The lawyer took a card from the mantelshelf and
flung it disdainfully upon the table.

“There is Mr. Behrens’ card,” he said. ‘‘Go your
self to him tomorrow, and ask whether his mortgage
has been paid off or not.”

Saxon snatched up the card, and read — “OQrivez
BeBRENS, Woolstapler, 70, Bread-strest, E. C.”

“God forgive you, if you are again deceiving me,
William!" he said.

But Mr. Trefalden only pointed to the open

door.
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“Whatever more you may have to say to me,” he
replied, “I will hear tomorrow.”

Saxon lingered for a moment on the threshold, still
looking earnestly, almost imploringly, in the lawyer’s
face. Then, once more saying “God forgive you, if
you are deceiving mel” he turned away, and went
slowly down the stairs.

\

CHAPTER XLIV.

‘The Triumphant Result of Mr. Keckwitch’s peculiar Talents.

ReTurNING to his chambers weary and anxious,
Saxon was not particularly delighted to find his dear
friend, Mr. Laurence Greatorex, in possession of a sofa,
making himself thoroughly at home with a newspaper,
a cup of coffee, and a cigarette. Somewhat over-
demonstrative at the best of times, the banker’s greet-
ings were more than commonly oppressive on this
occasion.

“T happened to drop in at the club,” he said, “and,
hearing that you had been there today, I wouldn’t lose
an hour in coming to see you, my dear boy — not an
hour!”

And then he shook hands with Saxon for the
twentieth time, and again protested that he was never
so glad to see any one in his life — never, by Jove!

“But you don’t look much the better for your
Norwegian trip,” he added.

“] suppose I am tired,” replied Saxon, with a
glance at the time-piece. “I have been travelling in-
cessantly for some days.”
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“I hope you are not too tired to hear something
that I have to tell you,” said the banker.

“What is it about?”

“Well, it's about your precious cousin in Chancery
Lane.”

Saxon shook his head impatiently.

“QOh, Mr. Greatorex,” he said, “that will wait il
tomorrow.”

“I am not so sure that it will. I am not sure
Trefalden, that you have come one day too soon.”

“If you mean that the new Company is all s
bubble,” said Saxon, gloomily, “I know it already.”

“You do?”

Saxon nodded.

“Lost money by it?”

“Yes; some.”

“All that Mr. Trefalden undertook to invest fr

ou?”
d “No; less than one hundredth part of it. Onls
sixteen thousand pounds.”

“Less than one hundreth part of it!” repeated the
banker. ‘By all the powers, then, you had entrusted
him with something like two millions of money!™

“Just two millions.”

“What, then, has become of the remaining nineteen
hundred and eighty-four thousand pounds?”

“Tt is re-invested, I presume, in Government stock.”

“You presume? What do you mean by saying
you ‘presume?’ Who told you so?”

“My cousin himself, not an hour ago. He said be
would send one of his clerks with me tomorrow to the
Bank of England, that I might satisfy myself as to the
safety of my money.”
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Mr. Greatorex got up and took three or four turns
about the room, thinking profoundly.

“Did he tell you he was going shortly out of
town?"”

€« No."

“And you took him by surprise, did you not?”

“Quite by surprise.”

“Humph! Made an appointment with you for to-
morrow?”

“Yes.”

C(Whm?”

At his office.”

“What hour?”

C‘Twelve.i,

Mr. Greatorex struck the table sharply with his
open hand.

“Then he won't keep it!” exclaimed he. “I'd
stake my head that he won’t keep it!”

Saxon, leaning his head moodily upon his hands,
was of the same opinion.

“Now, look here, Trefalden,” said the banker, ex-
citedly, “I have had my suspicions of your cousin all
along. You know that; but some queer things have
come to my ears of late. Do you know where he

“T do. Do you know Aow he lives?”

“Not in the least.”

“I ao.”

“How did you come by your knowledge?”

“By means of his own head clerk — a fat fellow
with a wheezy voice, and a face like an overboiled

apple-pudding.”
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“I know the man — Mr. Keckwiteh.”

“The same. And now, if you will just listen to
me for five minutes, I will tell you the whole story
from beginning to end.”

And with this, Mr. Greatorex related all about his
interview with the lawyer; telling how William Tre-
falden had faltered and changed colour at the first
mention of the new Company; how speciously he had
explained away Saxon's statement regarding the in-
vestment; and how, at the close of the interview, the
banker found that he had not really advanced one
step towards the corroboration of his doubts. About
a week or ten days, however, after this interview, Mr.
Abel Keckwitch presented himself in Lombard Street,
and, with an infinite deal of cautious circumlocution,
gave Laurence Greatorex to understand that he would
be willing to co-operate with him, to any safe extent,
against William Trefalden. Then came a string of
strange disclosures. Then, for the first time, the banker
learned the mystery of the lawyer's private life. A
long course of secret and profuse expenditure, of debt,
of pleasure, of reckless self-indulgence, was laid open
to his astonished eyes. The history eof the fair but
frail Madame Duvernay and every detail of the
ménage of Elton House, down to the annual sum-total
of Mr. Trefalden's wine-bill, and the salary of his
French cook, -were unfolded with a degree of method
and precision eminently characteristic -of Mr. Keck-
witch’s peculiar talents. He had devoted the leisure
of the whole summer to this delightful task, and had

exhausted his ingenuity in its accomplishment. He
had learned everything which it was possible for any
man not actually residing within the walls of Elton
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House to know. He had followed Madame'’s elegant
little brougham to the parks, listened to her singing in
the stillness of the summer evenings, and watched his
employer in and out of the house, over and over
again. He had ingratiated himself with the Kensing-

ton trades-people; he had made acquaintanee with the
tax-collector; he had even achieved a ponderous, re--
spectable, chureh-going flirtation with Madame's house-
keeper, who was a serious person with an account at
the savings-bank. In short, when Mr. Keckwitch
brought his information to Liombard Street, he knew
quite enough to be a valuable coadjutor, and Mr. Lau-
rence ‘Greatorex was only too glad to grasp at the
proffered alliance.

“And now, my dear boy,” said the banker, “the
most important fact of all is just this — William Tre-
falden is preparing to bolt. For the last two days he
has been posting up his accounts, clearing out old
papers, and the like. He tells the people in Chancery
Lane that he is going out of town for a few weeks;
but Keckwitch don’t believe it, and no more do 1. He
has his eye upon the stars and stripes, as sure as your
name is Saxon Trefalden!”
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CHAPTER XLV.
On Guard.

Saxox was fixed in his determination not to have
recourse to the law. In vain the banker entreated
permission to call in the aid of Mr. Nicodemus Kidd;
in vain represented the urgency of the case, the magni-
tude of the stakes, and the difficulty — it might almost
be said the impossibility — of doing anything really
effectual in their own unassisted persons. To all this
Saxon only replied that there were but three surviving
Trefaldens, and, happen what might, he would not
disgrace that old Cornish name by dragging his eousin
before a public tribunal. This was his stand-point,
and nothing could move him from it.

A little after midnight the banker left him, and,
repairing straight to Pentonville, roused the virtuous
Keckwitch from his first sleep, and sat with him in striet
council for more than an hour and a half. By three
o’clock he was back again in Saxon's chamber; and by
five, ere the first grey dawn of the misty September
morning was visible overhead, the two young men had
alighted from a cab at the top of Slade’s Lane, and
were briskly patrolling the deserted pavement.

Dawn came, and then day. The shabby suburban
sparrows woke up in their nesting-places, and, after
much preliminary chirrupping, came down and hopped
familiarly in the path of the watchers. Presently a
sweep went by with his brushes over his shoulder,
and was followed by three or four labourers going
to their work in the neighbouring cabbage gardens.
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Then a cart rumbled along the High Street; then three
or four in succession; and after that the tide of wheels
set fairly in, and never ceased. By-and-by, when the
policeman at the corner had almost grown tired of
keeping his eye upon them, and the young men them-
selves had begun to weary of this fruitless tramping
to and fro, they were unexpectedly joined by Mr.
Keckwitch.

u your pardon, gentlemen,” said he, “but I
thought I'd best come over. Two heads, you know,
are better than one, and maybe three are better than
two. Anyhow, here I am.”

‘Whereupon the head clerk, who was quite out of
breath from fast walking, took off his hat and dabbed
his forehead with his blue cotton pocket-handkerchief.
Respectable as he was, Saxon regarded the man with
inexpressible aversion. To him, Mr. Abel Keckwitch
was simply a spy and an informer; and spies and in-
formers, according to Saxon's creed, scarcely came
within the pale of humanity.

““Of course, gentlemen, you've seen nothing as yet,”
pursued the head clerk, when he had recovered breath.
“Not likely. About eight o'clock, or from eight to
half-past, will be about the time to look out. Most
of the Expresses start towards nine, you see; and he's
safe to be off by one of 'em. Now, I've got a cab
awaitin’ round the corner, and all we shall have to do
will be to watch him out of the house, jump in, and
follow.”

“Keckwitch thinks of everything,” said Greatorerx,
approvingly.

“The main question is — where's he a-goin’ to?
I say, America.”
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* America, of course!”

‘“Well, then, you see he might start from the Lon-
don Docks, or Southampton, or Glasgow, or Liverpool
~— but most likely Liverpool. Now there ain’t no
boat either to-day or to-morrow from either one of
those ports — that I've ascertained; but then he’s safe
to get away somewhere and keep quiet till the chance
turns up. He might catch the Liverpool boat, you
know, at Kingstown, or the Southampton boat at
Havre. In short, we must be prepared for him every-
where, and keep our eyes open all round.”

“Yours seem all right, Keckwitch, at any rate,”
said the banker.

“Well, sir, I ain’t closed 'em for one half mimute
since you were at Pentonville,” replied Mr. Keckwitch,
complacently. “One needs to be especial watchful,
having no professionals to help us forward.”

At this moment the church clock struck eight, and
the postmsn made his appearance at the upper end of
Slade’s Lane. The head clerk at once disengaged him-
self from the group, and desiring his fellow-watchers to
keep aloof, began sauntering up and down within a
few yards of the gates of Elton House. Presently
the postman crossed over, letters in hand, and rang
the gate-bell. Mr. Keckwitch was at his elbow ina
moment.

“Can you tell me, postman,” said he, blandly, “if
there’'s any party of the name of Henley residin’ in
this street?”

“Henley?” repeated the letter-carrier. “‘No —— not
that I know of. There’s a Henry in Silver Street, if
that’s what you mean.”

But that was not at all what Mr. Keckwitch meant
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Mr. Keckwitch only meant to read the address upon
the letter in the postman’s, hand, and having done so,
hastened back to Saxon and Greatorex at the bottom
of the street.

“ By the Lord, gentlemen,” he exclaimed, striking
his clenched fist against his open palm, “he’s off!"

“Off?” repeated Saxon and Greatorex in one
breath.

“Aye — I saw his writin' on the envelope. It's
one of our office envelopes, and has been posted in
a pillar-box overnight. He's off — and we might
dodge about here till Doomsday, for all the good we
could do by it.”

“He has secured ten hours’ start, too — curse
him!"” said Greatorex, fiercely.

“Curse him, with all my heart!” echoed the head
clerk fervently.

CHAPTER XLVL
A Tender Episode.

Mz. KecgwitcR rang boldly at the gate of Elton
House, and requested to see Mrs. Filmer. Mrs. Filmer
was Madame Duvernay’s serious housekeeper. The
head clerk, for prudential reasoms, had never ventured
to call upon her before; but the time for prudence was
now gone by, and the time for boldness was come.

There was an air of flurry and confusion about the
place which Mr. Keckwitch detected as soon as he set
foot across Madame's threshold. The servant who ad-
mitted him had a scared look upon her face, and
having shown him to the door of the housekeeper’s
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room, scampered away again as fast as her legs could
carry her. Presently a bell rang violently up-stairs,
and was followed by a sound of running feet and
rustling skirts along the passage. Then came an in-
terval of dead silence; and by and by Mrs. Filmer
made her appearance, with her handkerchief to her
eyes.

“Oh, Mr. Jennings,” she said, “you come at a sad
moment, sirr We are in terrible trouble here this
morning.”

The head clerk, who had introduced himself to
Mrs. Filmer in one of those church-going conversations
by the unassuming name of Jennings, here pressed the
housekeeper’s hand in both his own, and replied that
he was sorry for anything which made her unhappy.

Mrs. Filmer then went on to say that Madame had
just received the cruellest letter from master. Master
had actually gone away, nobody knew where, without
even bidding Madame good bye; and as good as told
her in plain black and white that he should never
come back again. Madame had been in hysterics ever
since. Poor Madame! such a kind, dear, sweet-natared
lady, too . ... but there, what could one expect? men
were such brutes!

“Not all men, my dear Mrs. Filmer,” wheesed
the head clerk, tenderly reproachful.

‘Whereupon Mrs. Filmer tossed her head, and be
lieved that there wasn't so much difference between
the best and the worst as some folks imagined.

“There's myself, for instance,” said Mr. Keckwitch.
“I abhor perfidy — I do, indeed, ma’am.”

“Ah, so you say, Mr. Jennings,” sighed the house-
keeper.
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“TNl prove it to you, Mrs. Filmer. If you'll get
me a sight of that letter, so that I can examine the
writin' and postmark, I'll go down at once to the city
and push inquiry in certain quarters that I know of;
and if I don’t succeed in findin' out which way your
scamp of a master's gone, I give you leave never to
speak to me again!”

““Oh, Mr. Jennings, do you really mean that?”

“Mean it, ma'am? — Bless you, this sort o’ thing
is all in my way. Many and many's the runaway
bankrupt we've caught just as he was steppin’ aboard
of the steamer that was to carry him to Boulogne or
New York! Do you think you can put your hand on
the letter?”

“Y think so. It was lying on the floor just mow,
down by Madame's bedside, and a bank note for five
hundred pounds as well, which I picked up and put
in her purse. B8he didn't regard the money, poor
soul!”

“Women never do,” said the head clerk; *their
little hearts are so tender.”

Mrs. Filmer looked down, and sighed again.

“I'm sure yours is. I hope it is — my dear,”
added he; and, sidling a step nearer, that respectable
man actually kissed her!

About ten minutes later Mr. Keckwitch came out
of the gates of Elton House radiant with triumph.
He had William Trefalden'’s letter in his pocket-book.
It contained only these words: —

‘“ Adieu, Thérdse. Circumstances over which I have
no control compel me to leave England — perhaps,
for ever. I bid you farewell with tender regret. Try
to think of me kindly, and believe that if you knew
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all, you would not blame me for the step which I now
find myself compelled to take. I enclose a Bank of
England note for five hundred pounds. The house
and all that it contains is yours. Once mere farewell
May you be happier in the future than I have made
you in the past. — W-. TREFALDEN.”

CHAPTER XLVIIL
Is it a Trap?

Taey went first of all to the office in Chanecery
Lane, where they found the clerks just settling to their
work, and the housemaid blacking the grate in William
Trefalden’s private room. To put a summary stop to
this damsel's proceedings, dismiss her, loek the door,
and institute a strict but rapid investigation of all that
the place contained was their next course. They ex-
amined the contents of the waste-paper basket, turned
out the table-drawers, broke open the safe; but found
nothing of any valae or importance.

“Look here,” said Saxon, presently. ‘ What i
tbis? 1

It was only a crumpled envelope, the inside of

which was covered with pencilled memoranda.
Greatorex uttered a cry of trinmph.
“A gketeh of his route, by Jove!” he exclaimed
“Where did you find this?”
“On the mantelshelf here, beside the almanack.”
“Listen: — ‘London to Boulogne by steamer —
three oM. Eight hours. Boulegne to Paris — eleven
aAM. Paris to Marseilles — 8'40, through. Marseilles
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to Algiers — nine ».M. Or Constantiople — five
P. m' ”

“Is that all?” asked Mr. Keckwitch.

“All — and he was off, of course, by the early
Boulogne boat by three this morning. Eight hours
passage — confound him! he will be landing in half
an hour; and by six or seven this evening will be in
Paris, whence he will go straight through to Marseilles
by that 840 express.”

“The 840 express reaches Marseilles at 3'45 the
following afternoon,” said Mr. Keckwitch, who had
wisely provided himself with a Continental time-table.

“And the next through train from London?” asked
Greatorex.

‘Half-past eight this evenin'.”

The banker uttered an angry oath; but Mr. Keck-
witch only took up the envelope, and examined it
thoughtfully.

“I shall not attempt to overtake him,” said Saxon.
“He has seventeen hours’ start. It would be sheer
folly.”

“If you would but consent to telegraph to the police
at Paris,” began the banker — but Saxon silenced him
with a gesture.

“No,” he said resolutely. ‘“Nothing shall induce
me to do that. Once for all, I will not deal with him
as with a felon.”

‘“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Keckwitch, still examining the
envelope, “I'm not sure that this paper ain’t just a trap.”

3 A mpl"

The head clerk nodded.

‘“He's such a clever chap,” said he. “Too clever
by half to commit a blunder of this sort. I no more

Half a Million of Moncy. II. 18
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believe he's gone by that Boulogne boat than I believe
he’s gone to Paradise.”

“Where, then, do you suppose he ss gone?” ssid
the banker, impatiently.

“Likely enough that he ain’t left London at all.
And, somshow or another, I have my doubts . . .”

“Doubts of what?”

Mr. Keckwitch rubbed his fat hands over and over,
and wagged his head knowingly before replying.

“That, may be, there's a woman in the case.”

The banker laughed outright at the absurdity of
this notion; but over Saxon's mind there flashed a
sudden, strange suspicion — a suspicion so vivid that
it stood to him for a conviction; a conviction so
startling that it came to him like a revelation,

Helen Riviére!

The name almost escaped his lips, with the shock
of discovery. He saw the whole plot now — saw it
as plainly as if his cousin’s secret soul had been laid
bare before him. His conrse was taken on the instant
With conviction came deecision; with quick sight,
prompt action.

“I have changed my mind,” he said. “I will pur
sue the search. I am willing to employ any means
short of bringing my cousin before a court of justice.
Tell me what is best to be done, and I will do it.”

His resolute tone took them by surprise.

“Come,” said Greatorex, ‘this is common sense.”

But Saxon, who had been all irresolution up to
this moment, was now all impatience.

“For Heaven's sake,” he exclaimed, ‘“lot us lose
no more time in. talking. Moments are precious. What
is to be done?”
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“Well, sir, in the first place,” replied Mr. Keck-
witch, “you must give private employment to three or
four sharp fellows — my friend Mr. Kidd will know
where to find 'em for you.”

“Good. Go on.”

“One must search in and about London; one must
go upon this foreign track, just for safety; and ome
must run down to Liverpool with instructions to cross
to Kingstown if he sees cause to do so.”

“Yes, yes. Go on.”

“And you must offer a fair reward.” .

“How much?”

“Well, sir, would you think a couple of hundred
too much?”

“I will make it a couple of thousands.”

“Bravo!” cried Greatorex, “for two thousand
pounds these detective fellows would find you the
bones of Adam and Eve!”

“Say you so? Then it shall be five thousand. Mr.
Keckwitch I authorise you to offer a reward of five
thousand pounds in my name.”

The head clerk bowed down before Saxon as if he
had been a demi-god, and said that it should be done
forthwith.

“I'll go myself with the fellow who takes the Paris
job,” said Mr. Greatorex. “I shall enjoy the excite-
ment of the thing; and you, Trefalden, had better go
to Liverpool.”

Saxon shook his head.

“No,” he said, “my field shall be London.”

18#
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CHAPTER XLVIIIL
Saxon takes his own Course.

“May BE there's a woman in the case.”

Those words caused Saxon to fling himself heart
and soul into the pursuit. They roused all the will
and energy that were in him. It was but a random
guess of Mr. Keckwitch’s, after all; but it did what the
Y088 of two millions of money had failed to do.

The more he thought of it, the more probable —
the more terribly probable — it seemed. So young, so
lovely, so fresh to the world as Helen Rividre was,
what more likely than that William Trefalden should
desire to have her for his own? What more ikely than
that she, being so poor and so friendless, should accept
him? She would be certain to do so, if only for her
mother’s sake.- For Saxon did not now believe that
Mrs. Riviére was dead. As he had once trusted his
cousin with an infinite trust, he now regarded his every
word and deed with unbounded suspicion. He neither
believed that Mrs. Riviére was dead nor that Helen
was gone to Florence, nor that any statement that Wil-
liam Trefalden had ever made to him at any time was
other than deliberately and blackly false.

Granting, however, that Mrs. Riviére might be no
more — and it was, after all, sufficiently likely to be
true — would not the lonely girl cling to whoever was
nearest and kindest to her at the time? And then
Saxon remembered how gentlemanly, how gracious,
how persuasive his cousin could be — how sweet his
smile was — how pleasant and low his voice!
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Poor Helen! Poor, pretty, trustful, gentle Helen!
‘What a fate for her! It made his heart ache and his
blood boil, and brought to the surface all that was
tenderest and manliest in his nature only to think of it.

‘Within five minutes after he had announced his de-
cision, the three men parted at the door of William
Trefalden’s office. Each went his separate way —
Keckwitch to engage the detectives, Greatorex to make
arrangements for his temporary absence, and Saxon to
pursue his own quest according to his own plan.

He went straight to Brudenell Terrace, Camber-
well, and inquired for Miss Riviére.

The belligerent maid-servant reconnoitred through
a couple of inches of open doorway before replying.

‘“Miss Rivers don't live here now,” she said, sharply.

This, however, was only what Saxon had expected
to hear.

“Can you oblige me then,” he said, *“with her pre-
sent address?”

“NO, I can’t”

“But surely Miss Rividre must have left an address
when she removed from here?”

“There was an address left,” replied the girl; ‘“but
it ain’t right, so it's of no use to anyone.”

“How do you know that it is not right?”

““Because it's been tried, of course. But I can’t
stand here all day.”

And the girl made as if she was about to shut the
door in Saxon's face, but seeing his fingers on their
way to his waistcoat pocket, relented. He placed a
sovereign in her hand.

“I want to know all that you can tell me on this
subject,” he said.
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She looked at the coin and at him, and shook her
head suspiciously.

““What's this for?” she said.

“For your information. I would not mind what I
gave to anyone who could put me in the way of find-
ing where those ladies are gome.”

“But I can't tell you what I don't know.”

“That's true; but you may as well tell me all
you do.”

The girl, still looking at him somewhat doubtfully,
invited him to step inside the passage.

“I can show you the card,” she said; “but I know
it's of no use. There was a gentleman here the other
day — he came from a great London shop, and would
have put pounds and pounds of painting in Miss Ri-
vers's way — and though he wrote it all down exact,
he couldn’t find the place.”

And with this she plunged into the little empty
front parlour and brought out a card, on which were
pencilled in William Trefalden’s own hand the follow-
ing words: — ‘“M=s. RivibrE, Beaufort Villa, St. Jokn's

W’ .”

Saxon almost started on seeing his cousin's well
known hand.

“Who wrote this?” he asked quickly.

“It was Mr. Forsyth that wrote it, after the ladies
were in the cab.”

“Mr. Forsyth?” he repeated.

And then the girl, grown suddenly communicative,
went on to say that Mr. Forsyth was a rich gentleman
who, having known “Mr. Rivers” a great many yeans
ago, had sought the ladies out, paid emormous prices
for Mr. Rivers's pictures, and induced Mrs. and Mis
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Rivers to remove to a pleasanter part of London.
Even in this matter, he took all the trouble off their
hands, and they never so much as saw their new lodg-
ings before he came to take them there. There never
was such a kind, thoughtful, pleasant gentleman, to be
sure! As for the address, Mrs. Rivers never thought of
it till just at the last moment, and then Mr. Forsyth
wrote it out as he stood in the passage — the ladies
being already in the fly, and ready to drive off.

“And that is all you know about it?” asked Saxon,
still turning the card over and over.

“Every word.”

“I suppose I may keep the card?”

“Oh, yes, if you like; but you'll find there's no
such place.”

“Did Mrs. Rividre seem to be much worse before
she left here?”

“No. We thought she was better, and so did Miss
Rivers.”

Saxon turned reluctantly towards the door.

“Thank you,” he said. “I wish you could have
told me more.”

“I suppose you are a friend of the family?” said
the girl inquisitively.

8axon nodded.

“You — you can’t tell me, I suppose, whether
Mr....”

“FO!‘Byﬂl?"

“Ay — whether Mr. Forsyth was engaged to Miss
Rividre?” said he, with some hesitation.

8he secrewed her mouth up, and jerked her head
expressively.

“They weren't when they left here,” she replied;
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“but anybody could guess how it would be before
Tong.”

Then, seeing the trouble in the young man's face,
she added quickly: —

“On his side, you know. He worshipped the
ground Miss Rivers walked upon; but I don’t believe
she cared a brass farthing for him.”

To which Saxon only replied by thanking her again,
and then turned despondingly away.

He would go to St. John's Wood; but he felt be-
forechand that it would be useless. It was to be ex-
pected that William Trefalden would give a false ad-
dress. It was, of course, a part of his plan to do so.

In the midst of these reflections, just as he had
reached the farther end of the terrace, the girl came
running after him.

“Bir, sir!” she said breathlessly, “I've just thought
of Doctor Fisher. He was Mrs. Rivers's doctor, and
he’ll be sure to know where they went!”

“God bless you for that thought, my girll” said
Saxon. “Where does he live?”

“I don’t know; but it's somewhere about Camber
well. You'll be sure to find him.”

“Yes, yes — easily.” And again Saxon dipped
his fingers into his waistcoat pocket. But the girl shook
her head.

“Tsord love you!” said she, “I don’t want any more
of your money — you've given me too much already!"

And with this she laughed, and ran away.

Saxon jumped back into his cab, and desired to be
driven to the first chemist’s shop on the road.

“For the chemists,” muttered he to himself as he
rattled along, *are sure o know all about the doctors.”

|
|
i
|
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CHAPTER XLIX.
Doetor Fisher.

Dooror FisEer dwelt in a big, stucco-fronted,
many-windowed house, with gates and a portico — a
strictly professional-looking house, that stood back from
the road, as if with a sulky sense of its own superiority
to the humbler dwellings round about — a house be-
fore whose grim portals no organ boy would presume
to linger, and no Punch to set up his temporary stage.
A solemn looking servant in a sad-coloured livery
opened the door, and ushered Saxon to the physician’s

resence.

Dr. Fisher was a massive man, with an important
manner, and a deep, rolling voice like the pedal pipes
of an organ. He received his visitor courteously,
begged him to be seated, and replied clearly and readily
to all S8axon’s inquiries. Mrs. Riviére was indeed dead.
She died about a fortnight before, and was buried in
Norwood cemetery. The Riviéres had removed from
Camberwell about two, or it might be nearly three,
months previous to this catastropbe. During the first
six or eight weeks of her sojourn at Sydenham, Mrs.
Riviére had gained strength, and was so far improved
as to be on the point of undertaking a voyage to
Madeira, when she unfortunately caught that cold which
shortly after resulted in her death. Dr. Fisher did not
attend Mrs. Riviére's funeral. He believed that Miss
Riviére and Mr. Forsyth were the only mourners. He
had never had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Forsyth,
but he bad heard both Mrs. and Miss Rividre make
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frequent reference to him, as a friend to whom they
were bound by many ties of gratitude and .
Miss Rivire, he Belitved, was wéll. He had called
upon her in the morning of the day following that on
which her mother was buried; but not since. Her pre-
sent addvess was Beulah Vills, Sydelani. He re
gretted that he had mo further informatioh to offer;
protested that he was entirely at his visitor's service;
and wished him a gracious * good-moming.”

Ushered out again by the solemn lacquey, Saxon
pushed on at ones to Sydenham.

Beulah Villa proved to be one of a series of semi-
detached houses in a quiet side-road over-looking some
fields, about half a mile from the Crystal Palace. His
cab had no sooner pulled up, however, before the gate,
than an ominous card in the dining-room window pre-
pared him for a fresh disappointment.

Miss Rividre had left nearly a week ago.

“She went away, sir, the second day after her poor
ma’s funeral,” explained the good woman of the house
— a cheery, kindly, good-humoured-looking body, with
floury hands and a white apron. ‘“She couldn’t abide
the place, pretty dear, after what had happened.”

“If you will be so kind as to oblige me with Miss
Rividre's present address.....”

“Well, sir, I'm sorry to say that is just what I
can not do,” interrupted the landlady. ‘Miss Riviére
didn’t know it herself — not to be certain about it.”

“But surely something must have been said —
something by which one could form some ides,” said
Saxon. “Do you think she was going abroad?”

“Oh dear no, sir. Bhe was going to the sea-side.”

“You are sure of that?”
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“Yes, sir — positive.”

“And yet is it possible that no one place was men-
tioned as being more likely than another?”

“Two or three places were mentioned, sir; but I
took no account of the names of ’em.”

“You can at least remember one?”

“No, sir—1I can't indeed.”

“Try — pray try. Do you think you could re-
member them if I were to repeat the names of several
sea-side places to you?”

His intense earnestness seemed to strike the woman.

“I am very sorry, sir,” she said: “but I have no
more idea of them than the babe unborn. I don’t be-
lieve I should know them if I was to hear them — I
don't, “indeed.”

“Did Miss Rividre leave your house — alone?”

“No, sir. Mr. Forsyth went with her.”

Saxon almost ground his teeth at that name.

“Mr. Forsyth was very often here, I suppose,” he
said.

“Very often, sir.”

“Almost every day?”

The woman looked at him with a mixture of curi-
osity and compassion that showed plainly what she
thought of this cross-examination.

“Why yes, sir,” she replied, reluctantly. “I sup-
pose it was about every day lately.”

The young man thanked her, and turned sadly
away. At the bottom of the steps, he paused.

“You do not even know to which railway terminus
they went?” he asked, as a last chance.

8he shook her head.

“Indeed, sir, I do not,” she answered. “I wish I did.”
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“If one could even find the cabman who drove
them . ...”

The landlady clapped her hands together.

“There, now!” she exclaimed. “Why, to be sure,
they went in one of Davis's flys!”

Saxon bounded up the steps again.

“You dear, good soul!” he said, “where shall 1
find this Davis? Where are his stables? Where does
he live? Tell me quickly.”

She told him quickly and clearly — the second
turning to the left, and then up a lane. He could not
miss it. Every one knew Davis’s stables.

He scarcely waited to hear the last words. Full of
hope and excitement, he dashed into his cab again,
and was gone in a moment.

CHAPTER L.
Following up the Scent.

Davis’s stables were soon found; also Davis —
Davis of the stable stably, all waistcoat, all pockets,
all wide-awake, with a wisp of spotted cambric round
his neck, a straw in his mouth, and no legs to speak
of. This gentleman — not insensible to the attractions
of her Majesty’s profile in low relief on a neat pocket
medallion — distinctly remembered supplying a fly on
the morning in question. It was his large green fly,
and he drove it himself. The gentleman desired him
to drive to the Great Western Railway Station. The
lady was in deep mourning, and looked as if she had
been crying. When they got to Paddington, the gen-
tleman gave him half-a-crown over and above his fare.
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The luggage all belonged to the lady. A porter_took
it off the cab and carried it into the station. Davis
thought he should know the porter again, if he saw
him. He was a tall, red-haired man with only one
eye. Did not hear it said to what station on the line
the lady and gentleman were going. Was quite will-
ing, however, to go over to the Great Western Termi-
nus and do what he could to identify the porter.

8o Mr. Davis shuffled himself into a light overcoat,
accepted a seat in Saxon’s Hansom, and was forthwith
whirled away to Paddington. The one-eyed porter was
found without difficulty. His name was Bell. He re-
membered the lady and gentleman quite well. The
lady left her umbrella in the first-class waiting-room,
and he found it there. He raun after the train as it
was moving away from the platform, but could not get
up with the carriage soon enough to restore the um-
brella. However, the gentleman came back to London
that same evening, and inquired about it. Gave Bell
a shilling for his trouble. The luggage was labelled
Clevedon. He was certain it was Clevedon, because
he had labelled it with his own hands, and remembered
baving first of all labelled it Cleve, by mistake. Of
all these facts he was positive. The incident of the
umbrella had impressed them on his memory; other-
wise he did not suppose he should have retained a more
distinet recollection of those two travellers than of the
hundreds of others upon whom he attended daily.

This testimony shaped Saxon's course for him. He
dismissed Davis, recompensed Bell, and by two o’clock
was speeding away towards the west.

It was the down express; and yet how slowly the
train seemed to go! Leaning back in a corner of the
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carriage, he watched the flitting of the landscape, and
listened to the eager panting of the engine with an im-
patience that far outstripped the pace at which they
were going. He counted the stations; he counted the
minutes, the quarters, the half hours, the hours. The
five minutes’ delay at Dideot, the ten minutes at Swin-
don, the ten minutes at Bristol irritated him almost
beyond endurance. He had no eyes for the rich au-
tumnal country. He Baw not, or saw without observ-
ing, the “proud keep” of Windsor standing high above
its antique woods; the silver-grey Thames, with its
sentinel willows and wooded slopes; the fair city of
Bath, seated amid her amphitheatre of hills; and Bris-
tol, gloomy with the smoke of many furnaces. All he
thought of, all he desired to see, all he aimed at now,
was Clevedon.

Shortly after half-past five he reached Bristol. At
half-past six he had arrived at his destination. There
were flys and omnibuses waiting about the little station.
He took a close fly, being anxious to avoid all danger
of recognition, and desired to be driven to the best
hotel in the place. There was but one, a large white
house with a garden, overlooking the Bristol Channel.
The day was waning and the tide was high on the
beach, as Saxon stood for a moment among the flower-
ing shrubs, looking over to the shadowy Walsh hills
far away. The landlord, waiting at the door of the
hotel to receive him, thought that his newly-arrived
guest was admiring the setting sun, the placid sea with
its path of fire, the little cove under the cliffs, and the
steamer in the offing: but Saxon was scarcely conscious
of the scene before him.
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CHAPTER LI
The Daughter of Ocean.

No Mr. Forsyth had been heard of at the Royal
Hotel, Clevedon, and no lady whom any person be-
longing to the house could identify with Saxon’s de-
scription of Helen Rividre. The head waiter, a middle-
aged man of clerical aspect, suggested that the gentle-
man should send for Mr. Slatter. Learning that Mr.
Slatter was the superintendent of rural police, Saxon
at once despatched a messenger to request his presence;
whereupon the clerical waiter respectfully inquired
whether the gentleman had dined.

But Saxon had neither dined nor breakfasted that
day, nor slept in a bed for four nights past; so he
desired the waiter to serve whatever could be made
ready immediately, flung himself upon a sofa, and over-
whelmed with fatigue, fell profoundly asleep.

It seemed to him that he had scarcely closed his
eyes when a strange voice awoke him, and he found
the waiter shouting in his ear, the dinner on the table,
and Mr. Inspector Slatter waiting to speak with him.

Mr. Slatter represented the majesty of the English
law to the extent of some six feet three, and was a
huge, bronzed, crisp-haired, keen-eyed giant, with a
soft rich voice, and a broad Somersetshire accent. He
had not heard of any Mr. Forsyth at Clevedon, and he
was positive that no such name had been added to the
visitors’ list up at the Reading-rooms. He had, however,
observed a lady in very deep black sitting alone on the
Old Church Hill both yesterday and the day before.
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Not having been on the hill himself, Mr. Inspector
Slatter could not say whether the lady was young or

old; but that she was “a new arrival,” he did not

doubt. She had not been on the hill to-day. He had

passed that way half-a-dozen times, and could mnot have

failed to see her if she had been there. As to finding

out where this lady might be lodging, nothing was

easier. Mr. Slatter would guarantee that information

within a couple of hours.

So Saxon sat down to his solitary dinner, and Mr.
Slatter departed on his mission. Rather before than
after the expiration of two hours he came back, having
ascertained all that he had promised to learn. Miss
Riviére had indeed been at Clevedon. She arrived five
days before, accompanied by a gentleman who returned
to London by the next up-train, leaving her in apart-
ments at Weston Cottage, down by the Green Beach.
This very day, however, shortly after twelve, the same
gentleman had come to fetch her away to Bristol, and
they had left about two o’clock.

Saxon snatched up his hat, bade the inspector lead
the way, and rushed off to Weston Cottage to interro-
gate the landlady. He was received in the passage by
a gaunt spinster, who at once informed him that she
was entertaining a party of friends, and could not pos-
sibly attend to his inquiries. But Saxon was quite too
much in earnest to be daunted by grim looks and short
answers; 80, instead of politely requesting leave to call
again at a more convenient opportunity, he only closed
the door behind him and said: —

“I have but two or three questions to put to you,
madam. Answer those, and I am gone immediately.
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Can you tell me in what direction your lodger was
going when she left here?”

“If you will call again, young man,” began the
landlady, drawing herself up with a little dignified
quiver of the head, “any time after twelve to-
morrow . . .”

“Gracious heavens, madam, I may be a couple of
hundred miles hence by twelve tomorrow!” interrupted
Saxon impetuously. ‘ Answer me at once, I beseech

ou.”
d Protesting all the time that it was very extraordin-
ary, very unreasonable, very inconvenient, the mistress
of Weston Cottage then replied as curtly and disagree-
ably as possible to Saxon’s questions. Miss Riviére
and Mr. Forsyth had left her house at a little before
two o’clock that afternoon. They took the twenty-three
minutes past two o'clock train to Bristol. Where they
might be going after that she could not tell. Having
heard Mr. Forsyth mention the words “high tide,” and
4*Cumberland Basin,” she had guessed at the time that
they might be about to continue their journey by water.
This, however, was a mere supposition on her part, as
she had only overheard the words by chance while
passing the drawing-room door. Mr. Forsyth, she had
understood, was Miss Riviére’s guardian. He did not
arrive unexpectedly. It had all along been arranged
that he should return to-day to fetch Miss Riviére away;
and the apartments were only engaged for one week.
Some of Miss Riviére's luggage, indeed, had never
been taken upstairs at all; and the rest was ready in
the hall a'good two hours before they went away. It
was all labelled Bristol. Here the gaunt landlady's
unwilling testimony ended.
Half a Million of Money. II. 19
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By the time Saxon got back to the Royal Hotel it
was close upon ten o'clock. The last train to Bristol
bhad been gone nearly two hours, and he must now
either take post-horses all the way, or drive to the
Yatton junction, so as to catch the up-train from Exeter
at fifty-five minutes past ten. Having taken counsel
with Mr. Slatter, he decided on the latter as the more
expeditious route, and in the course of a few minutes
had paid his hotel bill, recompensed the inspector, and
was once again on his way.

Then came the gloomy road; the monotonous tramp
of hoofs and rumble of wheels; hedgerows gliding
slowly past in the darkness, and now and then a house
brimming over with light and warmth. Next, the
station, with- the up-train just steaming in; porters
running along the platform; first-class passengers peer-
ing out cosily through close-shut windows; and the
engine all glow, smoke, and impatience, panting for
release. Here Saxon exchanged the dismal hotel fly
for a warm corner in a dimly lighted railway carriage,
and so sped on again till the train stopped at the
Bristol station, where he alighted, jumped into a cab,
and bade the driver take him to Cumberland Basin.

The way to this place lay through a tangled maze
of narrow by-streets, over lighted bridges along silent
quays, and beside the floating harbour thick with masts,
till they came to an office close against a pair of huge
gates, beyond which more masts were dimly visible.
There were lights in the windows of this office, the
door of which was presently opened by a sleepy porter,
who, being questioned about the boats which had left
Cumberland Basin that day, said he would call Mr.
Lillicrap, and vanished. After a delay of several
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minutes, Mr. Lillicrap came out of an inner room — a
small, pallid young man, redolent of tobacco and rum,
and disposed to be snappish. ‘“Boats?” he said, *“boats?
Very extraordinary hour to come there asking about
boats. Did people suppose that boats went out from
the basin at midnight? Had any boats gone out that
day? Absurd question! Of course boats had gone out.
Boats went out every day. There had been a boat to
Ilfracombe — that went at five; a boat to Hayle — at
half-past three; one to Swansea — at half-past four;
and the daily boat to Portishead at two. Any others?
Oh, yes, to be sure — one other, the ‘Daughter of
Ocean,’ for Bordeaux — not a fixed boat. Went about
twice a month, and started today about four.”

For Bordeaux! Saxon's pulse leaped at the name.

“The ‘Daughter of Ocean’ carries passengers of
course?” he asked, quickly.

“QOh; yes, of course.”

“And there is a regular steam-service, is there not,
between Bordeaux and America?”

Mr. Lillicrap stared and laughed.

“To be sure there is,” he replied. “The French
service. But what traveller in his semses would go
from Bristol to Bordeaux to get to New York, when
he can embark at Liverpool or Southampton? Out of
the question.”

But Saxon, instead of arguing this point with Mr.
Lillicrap, begged to know where he should apply for
information about those passengers who had gone with
the steamer that afternoon; whereupon Mr. Lillicrap,
who was really disposed to be obliging despite his
irascibility, offered to send the porter with him to a
certain booking-office where these particulars might

10%
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perhaps be ascertained. So Saxon followed the man
over a little drawbridge and across a dreary yard full
of casks and packing-cases to another office, where,
although it was so long past business hours, a pleasant
kind of foreman came down to speak to him. The
books, he said, were locked up, and the clerks gone
hours ago; but he himself remembered the lady and
gentleman perfectly well. The lady wore deep black,
and the gentleman carried a large carpet bag in his
hand. He recollected having seen the gentleman several
days before. He came down to.the office, and took
the double passage and paid the double fare in ad-
vance. They came on board a little after three o'clock
— it might be half-past three — and the ‘‘Daughter of
Ocean” steamed out about a quarter-past four. If,
however, the gentleman would come there any time
after eight tomorrow morning, he could see the books,
and welcome.

But Saxon had no need to see the books now.
They could tell him no more than he knew already.

CHAPTER LIL

The Man of the People.

AvrrOUGH he left Bristol by the first morning ex-
press, Saxon yet found that he must perforce wait in
town till evening before he could pursue his journey
further. ~ The early Continental Mail train was, of
course, gone long ere he reached Paddington, and the
next would not leave London Bridge till eight ».m.
As for the tidal route vs2 Boulogne, it fell so late in
the afternoon that he would be in nowise a gainer by
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following it. So he had no resource but to wait pa-
tiently, and bear the delay with as much philosophy as
he could muster to his aid.

In the meanwhile, he was quite resolved to keep
clear of his allies, and accept no aid from without.
The clue which he now held was of his own finding,
and the failure or success with which he should follow
it up must be his own likewise. So he went neither
to Lombard Street to learn if there were news of
Lawrence Greatorex, nor to Chancery Lane to consult
with Mr. Keckwitch, nor even to his club; but, having
looked in at his chambers and desired the imperturbable
Gillingwater to prepare his travelling kit and have his
dinner ready by a certain hour, the young man thought
he could not spend his “enforced leisure” better than
by taking William Trefalden at his word, and learning
from Mr. Behrens' own lips the true story of the Castle-
towers' mortgage.

The woolstapler’s offices were easily found, and
consisted of a very dreary, dusty, comfortless first floor
in a dismal house at the farther end of Bread Street.
On entering the outer room, Saxon found himself in
the presence of three very busy clerks, a tall porter
gitting humbly on the extreme edge of a huge packing
case, a small boy shrilly telling over a long list of
names and addresses, and a bulky, beetle-browed man
in a white hat, who was standing in a masterful atti-
tude before the empty fire-place, his feet very wide
apart, and his hands clasped behind his back. BSaxon
recognised him at once,—keen grey eyes, iron-grey
hair, white hat and all.

“Mr. Behrens, I believe,” he said.

The woolstapler nodded with surly civility.
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“My name is Behrens,” he replied.

“And mine, Trefalden. Will you oblige me with
five minutes private conversation?”

Mr. Behrens looked at the young man with un-
dissembled curiosity.

“Oh, then you are Mr. Saxon Trefalden I sup-
pose,” he said. “I know your name very well. Step in."

And he led the way into his private room — a mere
den some ten feet square, as cheerful and luxurious as
a condemned cell.

“I must beg your pardon, Mr. Behrens, for in-
troducing myself to you in this abrupt way,” said
Saxon, when they were both seated.

“Not at all, sir,” replied the other, bluntly. “I
am glad to have the opportunity of seeing you. You
were a nine days’ wonder here in the City, some
months ago.”

“Not for any good deeds of my own, I fear!”
laughed Saxon.

“Why, no; but for what the world values above
good deeds nowadays — the gifts of fortune. We don’t
all get our money so easily as yourself, sir.”

“And a fortunate thing, too. Those who work for
it are happier than those who only inherit it. I had
far rather have worked for mine, if I could have
chosen.”

Mr. Behbrens’ rugged face lighted up with ap-
probation.

“I am glad to hear you say so,” said he. ‘It ig
a very proper feeling, and, as a statement, quite tn:
to fact. I know what work is—mno man better. 1
began life as a factory boy, and I have made my way
up from the bottom of the ladder. I had no help, ng

J
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education, no capital — nothing in the world to trust
to but my head and my hands. I have known what
it is to sleep under a haystack and dine upon a raw
turnip; and yet I say I had rather have suffered what
X did suffer than have dawdled through life with my
hands in my pockets and an empty title tacked to my
name.”

“I hope you do not think that I have dawdled
thirough life, or ever mean to dawdle through it,” said
Saxon. “I am nothing but a Swiss farmer. I have
driven the plough and hunted the chamois ever since
X was old enough to do either.”

“ Aye — but now you're a fine gentleman!”

“Not a bit of it! I am just what I have always
been, and I am going home before long to my own
work and my own people. I intend to live and die a
citizen-farmer of the Swiss Republic.”

“Then, upon my soul, Mr. Saxon Trefalden, you
are the most sensible young man I ever met in my
life!” exclaimed the woolstapler, admiringly. “I could
not have believed that any young man would be so
unspoiled by the sudden acquisition of wealth. Shake
hands, sir. I am proud to know you.”

And the self-made man put out his great brown
hand, and fraternised with Saxon across the table.

“I know your cousin very well,” he added. “In
fact, I have just been round to Chancery Lane to call
upon him; but they tell me he is gone abroad for six
weeks. Rather unusual for him to take so long a holi-
day, isn't it?"

“Very unusual, I think,” stammered Saxon, turn-
ing suddenly red and hot.

“It's especially inconvenient to me, too, just at this
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time,” continued Mr. Behrens, “for I have important
business on hand, and Keckwitch, though a clever
fellow, is not Mr. Trefalden. Your cousin in a re
markably clear-headed, intelligent man of busines,
sir.”

“Yes. He has great abilities.”

“He has acted as my solicitor for several year,’
said Mr. Behrens. And then he leaned back in his
chair, and looked as if he wondered what Saxon’s visit
was about.

“I—I wanted to ask you a question, Mr. Behrens,
if I may take the liberty,” said Saxon, observing the
look.

“Surely, sir. Surely.”

“Tt is about the Castletowers estate.”

Mr. Behrens' brow clouded over at this announce
ment.

“About the Castletowers estate?” he repeated.

“Lord Castletowers,” said Saxon, beating somewhat
about the bush in his reluctance to approach the main
question, “is — is my intimate friend.”

“Humph!”

“And —and his means, I fear, are very inadequate
to his position.”

“If you mean that he is a drone in the hive and
wants more honey than his fair share, Mr. Trefalden,
let him do what you and I were talking of just now
— work for it.”

“ believe he would gladly do so, Mr. Behrens, if
he had the opportunity,” replied Saxon; “but that is
not it."

“Of course not. That never is it,” said the man
of the people.
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“What I mean is, that he has been cruelly ham-
pered by the debts with which his father encumbered
the estate, and . . .”

“And he has persuaded you to come here and in-
tercede for more time! It is the old story, Mr. Tre-
falden — it is the story of every poor gentleman who
cannot pay up his mortgage money when it falls due.
I can't listen to it any longer. I can do no more for
Lord Castletowers than I have done already. The
money was due on the second of this month, and to-
day is the seventeenth. I consented to wait one week
over time, and on the ninth your cousin came to me
imploring one week more. Lord Castletowers, he said,
was abroad, but expected home daily. Money was
promised, but had not yet come in. In short, one ad-
ditional week was to put everything straight. I am
no friend to coronets, as your cousin knows; but I
would not desire to be harsh to any man, whether he
were a lord or a crossing sweeper — so I let your
friend have the one week more. It expired yesterday.
I expected Mr. Trefalden all the afternoon, and he
never made his appearance. I have called at his office °
this morning, and I hear that he has left town for six
weeks. I am sorry for it, because I must now employ
a stranger, which makes it, of course, more unpleasant
for Lord Castletowers. But I can't help myself. I
must have the money, and I must foreclose. That is
my last word on the matter.”

And having said this, Mr. Behrens thrust his hands
doggedly into his pockets, and stared defiantly at his

Baxon could scarcely suppress a smile of triumph.
He had learned more than he came to ask, and was in
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a better position than if he had actnally put the question
which he was preparing in his mind.

“I think we slightly misunderstand each other, Mr.
Behrens,” he said. “I am here today to pay you the
twenty-five thousand pounds due to you from Lord
Castletowers. Do you wish to receive it in cash, or
shall I pay it into any bank on your account?”

“You — you can pay it over to me, if you please,
sir,” stammered the woolstapler, utterly confounded by
the turn which affairs were taking.

“I am not sure that I have quite so large a sum
at my banker's at this present moment. But I will
go at once to Signor Nazzari of Austin Friars, who
is my stockbroker, and arrange the matter. If, there-
fore, I give you a cheque for the amount, Mr. Beh-
rens, you will not present it, I suppose, before to-
morrow?"

“No — not before tomorrow. Certainly not before
tomorrow.”

Saxon drew his cheque-book from his pocket, and
laid it before him on the table.

“By the way, Mr. Behrens,” he said, “I hear that
you have built yourself a pretty house down at Castle-
towers.”

““Confoundedly damp,” replied the woolstapler.

“Indeed! The situation is very pleasant. Your
grounds once formed a part of the Castletowers park,
did they not?”

“Yes; I gave his lordship two thousand pounds for
that little bit of land. It was too much — more than
it was worth.”

Saxon opened his cheque-book, drew the inkstand
towards him, and selected a pen.
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“You would not care to sell the place, I suppose,
Mr. Behrens?” he said, carelessly.

“Humph! I don’t know.”

“If you would, I should be happy to buy it.”

““The house and stables cost me two thousand five
hundred to build,” said the woolstapler.

“And yet are damp!”

‘“Well, the damp is really nothing so speak of,” re-
plied Behrens, quickly.

“Let me see; I believe Lord Castletowers sold a
couple of farms at the same time — did you buy those
also, Mr. Behrens?”

“No, sir. They were bought by a neighbour of
mine — a Mr. Sloper. I rather think they are again in
the market.”

“I should be very glad to buy them if they are.”

“You wish, I see, to have a little landed property
over in England, Mr. Trefalden. You are quite right,
sir; and, after all, you are more than half an English-
man.”

“My name is English, my descent is English, and
my fortune is English,” replied Saxon, smiling.

The woolstapler nodded approval.

“Well,” he said, “I have lately bought an estate
down in Worcestershire, and I have no objection to sell
the Surrey place if you have a fancy to buy it It
has cost me, first and last, nearly five thousand
pounds.”

“I will give you that price for it with pleasure,
Mr. Behrens,” replied Saxon. ‘“Shall I make out the
cheque for thirty thousand pounds, and settle it at
once?”

The seller laughed grimly.
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“I think you had better wait till your cousin comes
back before you pay me for it, Mr. Trefalden,” he said.
“The bargain is made, and that’s emough; but you
ought not to part from your money without receiving
your title-deeds in exchange.”

Saxon hesitated and ldoked embarrassed.

“If you are afraid that I shall change my mind,
you can give me fifty pounds on the bargain — will
that do? People don’t buy freehold estates in gquite
that off-hand way, you see, even though they may be
as rich as the Bank of England; but one can see you
are not much used to business.”

“I told you I was only a farmer, you know,” laughed

Saxon, making out his cheque for the twenty-five

thousand and fifty pounds.

“Ay, but take care you don't fling your money
away, Mr. Trefalden. You're a very young man and,
begging your pardon for the observation, you don't
know much of the world. Money is a hard thing to
manage; and you have more, I fancy, than you know
what to do with.”

“Perhaps I have.”

“At all events, you can’t do better than buy land;
always remember that. I do it myself, and I advise
others to do it.”

“I mean to buy all I can get in my native Canton.”

“That’s right, sir; and if you like, I will inquire
about those two farms for you.”

“I should be more obliged to you than I can ex-
Presﬁ-”

“Not in the least. I like you; and when I like
people, I am glad to be of service to them. You
wouldn’t be particular, I suppose, to a few hundreds?”
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“I don’t care what price I pay for them.”

“Whew! I must not tell Sloper that. In fact, I
shall not mention you at all. Your name alone would
add fifty per cent to the price.”

“I shall be satisfied with whatever bargain you can
make for me, Mr. Behrens,” said Saxon, and handed
him the cheque.

The woolstapler shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“I must give you receipts for these two sums,” he
said; but your cousin ought to be present on the part
of Lord Castletowers. The whole thing is irregular.
Hadn't you better wait while I send round to Chan-
cery Lane for Mr. Keckwitch?”

But Saxon, anxious above all things to avoid a
meeting with that worthy man, would not hear of this
arrangement; so Mr. Behrens gave him two formal re-
ceipts in the presence of one of his clerks, pocketed
the cheque, and entered Saxon's address in his note-
book.

“As soon as I have any news about the farms, Mr.
Trefalden,” said he, “I will let you know.”

And with this they shook hands cordially and parted.

“T'll be bound that open-handed young fellow has
lent the Earl this money,” muttered he, as he locked
the cheque away in his cash-box. “Confound the aristo-
crats]! They are all either drones or hornets.”

In the meanwhile Saxon was tearing along Cheapside
on his way to Austin Friars, eager to secure Signor
Nazzari's services while the Stock Exchange was yet
open, and full of joy in the knowledge that he had
saved his friend from ruin.

About an hour and a half later, as he was walking
slowly across the open space in front of the Exchange,
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having just left the Bank of England, where he had
found all his worst fears confirmed with respect to the
stock sold out by his cousin in virtue of the power of
attorney granted by himself five months before, the
young man was suddenly brought to a pause by a
hand upon his sleeve, and a panting voice calling upon
his name.

“Mr. Saxon Trefalden — beg your pardon, sir —
one half-minute, if you please!”

It was Mr. Keckwitch, breathless, pallid, streaming
with perspiration, and almost speechless.

“One of our clerks, sir,” he gasped, ‘“’appened to
catch sight of you — gettin’ out of a cab — top of
Bread Street. I've been followin’ you — ever since he
came back. Mr. Behrens directed me to Austin Friars
— from Austin Friars sent on — to Bank. And here
I am!”

Saxon frowned; for his cousin's head clerk was
precisely the one person whom he had least wished to
meet.

“I am sorry, Mr. Keckwitch,” he said, ‘‘that you
have put yourself to so much inconvenience.”

“Bless you, sir, I don’t regard the inconvenience.
The point is — have you learned anything of the
missing man?”

Saxon was so unused to dissemble that after a mo-
ment’s palpable hesitation he could think of no better
expedient than to ask a question in return.

“Have none of your emissaries learned anything,
Mr. Keckwitch?”

“No, sir, not at present. I've had three telegrams
this mornin’ — one from Liverpool, one from South-
ampton, and one from Glasgow; all tellin’ the same
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tale — no success. As for Mr. Kidd he's taken the
London docks for his line; but he’s done no better than
other folks up to this time. If, however, you have made
any way, sir, why then we can’t do better then follow
your lead.”

They were close under the equestrian statue of the
Duke, when Saxon stopped short, and looking the head
clerk full in the face, replied: —

“Yes, Mr. Keckwitch, I do know something of my
cousin’s movements, but it is my intention to keep that
knowledge to myself. You can, if you please, put a
stop to all these useless inquiries; for I shall now retain
this matter solely in my own hands.”

“Not excludin’ me from assistin’ you, sir, I hope?”
exclaimed Keckwitch, anxiously. “Of course, if you
have found a clue, and it's your.pleasure to follow it
yourself, that’s only what you've a right to do, but
I'm a man of expenenoe, and I've done so much in the
affair already

“I am obhged by what you have done, Mr. Keck-
witch,” said Saxon, “and I shall make it my business
to recompense you for your trouble; but I have no
further need of your services.”

“But, sir — but, Mr. Saxon Trefalden — you
can’t mean to give me the go-by in this way! It ain’t
fair, sir!”

“Not fair, Mr. Keckwitch!”

“After my toilin’ all the summer through, as I have
been toilin’ — after all the trouble I've taken, and all
the money I've spent to worm out your cousin’s ways
— why, sir, you'd never have known even so much as
where he lived, if it hadn’t been for me!”

“Mr. Keckwitch,” said Saxon sternly, ‘“whatever
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you may have done was done to please yourself, I
presume — to satisfy your own curiosity, or serve
your ends. It was certainly not done for me. I do
not consider that you bave any claim upon my con-
fidence, or even upon my purse. However, as I said
before, I shall recompense you by and by, as I see fit
Good morning.”

And with this, the young man hailed a cab, desired
to be driven to his chambers, and speedily vanished
in the throng of Westward-bound vehicles, leaving the
head-clerk boiling over with impotent rage and disap-
pointment.

“Well, 'm cursed if that isn't a specimen of in-
gratitude!” muttered he. “Here'’s a purse-proud upstart
for you, to step in and rob an honest man of his fair
vengeance. Recompense, indeed! Damn his recompense
and himself too! I hate him. I wish he was dead. I
hate the whole tribe of Trefaldens. I wish they were
all dead, and that I had the buryin’ of 'em.”

CHAPTER LIIL
At Faauit,

Up and down, up and down, till his eyes wearied
of the shipping and his feet of the pavé, Saxon wandered
along the quays of the grand old city of Bordeaux,
seeking vainly for any definite news of the ‘“Daughter
of Ocean.” He had lost much precious time by the
way — a night in Bristol, a day in London, another
night in Bordeaux; but for this there had been abso-
lutely no help. The early train that took him from
Bristol to London arrived too late for the morning mail
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to Paris, and the express from Paris to Bordeaux
‘brought him into the antique capital of Guienne between
ten and eleven at night. Armed, however, with the
same strong will that had carried him along thus far,
Saxon set to work to pursme his search as vigorously
in Bordeaux as in London and Bristol, and, if possible,
to make up for lost time by even greater perseverance
and patience.

Up to this point he had held no further communi-
cation with Greatorex. He was determined to act for
himself and by himself, without help or counsel. He
would, perhaps, have found it difficult to explain why
he shrunk from sharing the responsibility of this task
— why, from that moment when he had first divined the
ghare which Helen Riviére might bear in his cousin’s
flight, he had jealously kept the supposition to himself,
and determined to follow up this accidental clue un-
aided and alone. But so it was. He felt that the girl's
name was sacred; that his lips were sealed; that he,
and he only, must seek and safe her.

He thought of her perpetually. He could think,
indeed, of nothing else. Throughout the weary, weary
miles of travel, by night, by day, sleeping or waking,
the remembrance of her peril was ever before him. He
had beheld her face but twice in his life; yet it was
as vividly present to him as if he had been familiar
with its pale and tender beauty from his boyhood. It
wrung his very heart to think of her eyes — those
pathetic eyes, with that look of the caged chamois in
them that he remembered so well. Then he would
wonder vaguely whether they had always worn that ex-
pression? — whether he should ever see them lighted
up with smiles? — whether she bad ever known the
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joyous, thoughtless, sunshiny happiness of childhood,
and bad made her father's home musical with langhter?

Musing thus, while the unvaried flats of central
France were gliding monotonously past the carriage
windows, he would wander on into other and quite ir-
relevant speculations, wondering whether she remem-
bered him? Whether she would know him again, if |
she met him? Whether she had ever thought of him
since that day when they met at the Waterloo Bridge
Station, and he paid her fare from Sedgebrook? And
then, at the end of all these tangled skeins of reverie
would always come the one terrible question — did she
love William Trefalden?

He told himself that it was impossible. He told
himself over and over again that heaven was just and
merciful, and would never condemn that pure young
soul to so fatal an error; but while he reasoned, he
trembled.

Supposing that this thing had really come to pass—
what then? What if they were already married? The
supposition was not to be endured, and yet it flashed upon
him every now and then, like a sharp pang of physical
pain. He might put it aside as resolutely as he would,
but it came back, and back again.

‘Whence this pain? Whence this anguish, this rest-
lese energy, this indomitable will that knew neither
fatigue, nor discouragement, nor shadow of turnming?
These were questions that he never asked himself. Had
they been put to him, he would probably bave replied
that he compassionated Helen Riviére from the bottom
of his heart, and that he would have felt the same, and
done as much, for any other innocent and helpless girl
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in a similar position. It was pity. Pity, of course.
“What else should it be?

In this frame of mind, devoured by anxiety, and
impelled by a restlessness that increased with every
hour, the young man traversed the hundreds upon hun-
dreds of miles between Bristol and Bordeaux, and now
wandered eagerly about the far-spreading city and the
endless quays, pursuing his scarch.

Of the “Daughter of Ocean,” he ascertained that
she had arrived in port and was unlading somewhere
below the bridge. Sent hither and thither, referred
from one shipping agent to another and confused by all
sorts of contradictory directions, he had the greatest
difficulty to find the steamer, and, when found, to gain
a moment's hearing from those about her. Deserted,
apparently, by her captain and crew, and given over
to a swarm of blue-bloused porters, the “Danghter of
Ocean” lay beside a wharf on the farther side of the
Garonne, undergoing a rapid clearance. The wharf
was obstructed with crates, bales, and packing cases;
the porters came and went like bees about a hive; a
Freach commss in a shaggy white hat, with a book
under his arm and a pen behind his ear, stood by and
took note of the goods as they were landed; and all
was chatter, straw, bustle, and confasion. No one
seemed able to give Saxon the least intelligence. The
commss would scarcely listen to him, and the only per-
son from whom he could extract a civil word was a fat
Englishman in a semi-nautical costume, whom he found
in the saloon of the steamer, immersed in accounts.
This person informed him that the captain was gone to
Perigueux, and that the passengers had all been landed
yesterday at the Quai Louis Philippe. As to where
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they might have gone after being once set ashore, that
was nobody’s business but their own. Perhaps it might
be worth while to make inquiry at the passport office,
or the English Consulate. He should do so himself if
he were looking after any friends of his own.

So Saxon thanked the fat Englishman for his ad-
vice, and went to the Consulate. The Consul advised
him to go to the Préfet, and the Préfet, after keeping
him for more than an hour in a dismal waiting-room,
referred him to the Superintendent of the city police.
This fanctionary, a fussy, inquisitive, self-important per-
sonage, entered Saxon’s name in a big book, promised
that he would communicate with the authorities of the
passport office, and desired Monsieur to call again to-
morrow between two and four.

Thus the day dragged slowly by, and when at night
he laid his weary head upon the pillow, Saxon felt as
if he were farther off than ever from success.

The next day, Saturday, was spent in the same un-
satisfactory way. He wasted all the forenoon in hunting
out one Philip Edmonds, first mate of the “Daughter
of Ocean,” who was lodging at a little marine boarding-
house on the opposite side of the river. This Edmonds
at once remembered to have seen William Trefalden
and Helen Riviére among the passengers. The lady
was in deep mourning. They landed with the others
at the Quai Louis Philippe. He had never spoken to
either, and knew nothing of their ultimate destination.
This was all that he had to tell.

Then Saxon went back to the quays, and inquired
about the steamers that would sail next week for New
York. He found that none had left Bordeaux since the

“Daughter of Ocean” had come into port, and that the.
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first departure would take place on the following Tues-
day. By the time that these facts were ascertained, it

was late enough to go to the superintendent’s office.

Here, however, he was requested to call again to-
morrow, the police having as yet been unable to come
at any satisfactory results. The vagueness of this state-
ment, and the air of polite indifference with which it
was conveyed to him by a bland official in the outer
office, convinced Saxon that he had little to expect
from aught but his own unaided efforts. That night,
having since early morning paced untiringly about the

quays and streets and public offices of Bordeaux, he

lay down to rest, almost in despair.

CHAPTER LIYV.

Saxon strikes the Trail in a Fresh Place.

“WiL Monsieur have the goodness to write his
name in the visitors’ book?”

Saxon bhad finished his solitary breakfast and was
looking dreamily out of the window of the salle-a-
manger when the head waiter laid the volume before
him and preferred the stereotyped request. Scarcely
glancing at the motley signatures with which the page
was nearly filled, the young man scrawled his own.

“Ziens!" said the waiter, a8 Saxon completed
the entry under its various headings, ‘Monsieur is
Bwiss?”

“T am. What of it?”

“Nothing, Monsieur — except that Monsieur speaks
with the purity of a Frenchman. There is a Swiss
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Protestant chapel in Bordeaux, if Monsieur would wish
to attend the service.”

A new possibility suggested itself to Saxon’s mind.

“Is there any English Protestant chapel?”” he asked
quickly. .

“Mass, cortasmement, Monstoww. On the Pavé des
Chantrons. One may see it from this window.”

And the waiter pointed out a modest white building,
about a quarter of a mile away.

Saxon’s heart bounded with hope renewed. The
English Protestant chapel! What more likely than
that Helen should -find her way thither, this sumuy
Sunday morning? What more probable than that the
English chaplain should be able to help him? How
dull he had been, not to think of this before! Finding
that it yet wanted nearly two hours to the time when
service would begin, and that the chaplain lived near
by, Saxon went at once to wait upon him. An old
woman, however, opened the door to him, and informed
him with many curtsies, that her master was absent
for six week’s vacamoss, and that a strange gentleman
had undertaken his duty in the meanwhile. As for the
strange gentleman’s name, she had not the remotest
idea of it. It was “wun nom Anglase — un nems exees-
sivement difficcle.”

“If you will direct me where to find him,” said
Saxon, “I ean dispense with his name.”

“Mon Disu, M’sieur, he is staying at Drouay!”

“Where, then, is Drouay?”

“4h, c'est loin, M siour.”

' “What do you mean by far? How far?”
“More than three leagues, M'sieur, But he will
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be here to perform the service at half-past ten, and
M’sieur can see him after it is over.”

Forced to content himself with this prospect, Saxon
then chatted awhile with the garrulous old femme de
charge, and learned that Drouay was a little village in
the heart of the wine-country north of Bordeaux; that
the strange clergyman, being in delicate health, was
staying there till the vintage-time should come round
and enable him to take the benefit of the grape-cure;
that her own master was the best man in the world;
that the chapel was ¢rds lasde; that the attendance at
this season was very scanty; that the voluntary con-
tributions were much less than they should be, and so
forth, till he succeeded in effecting his escape.

At length half-past ten o’clock came round. His
thoughts were busy with the things of the world, and
he felt that he had no power to abstract them. He
felt that he could no more lay down his burthen upon
that sacred threshold as he ought to lay it down, than
he could lay down his personality; so he remained out-
side the door and watched the congregation passing in.
But he watched in vain. Among the women came no
Helen Riviére — among the men no William Tre-
falden. By and by, he heard the psalm-singing through
‘the half-opened windows, and now and then a faint
echo of the voice of the preacher. At length, after a
service that seemed to him as if it would never end,
the worshippers came out again and went their several
ways. He then entered the chapel, begged the favour
of five minutes’ conversation with the officiating clergy-
man, and was shown into the vestry.

A fragile-looking young man of about six or seven
and twenty received him politely, pointed to a seat,
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" and begged to know ir what manner he could have |

the pleasure of being useful to him.
Saxon had no difficulty in telling his story. He

had told it so often, and always with the same reserva-

tions on one or two points, that it now came to his
lips with the readiness of an established formula.

He was in search of two friends who, he had
reason to believe, had lately arrived in Bordeaux
The gentleman was a near relative of his own, and he
was intimately acquainted with the family of the lady.
Her name was Rividre. She was about seventeen or
eighteen years of age, and dressed in deep mourning.
He was the bearer of very important intelligence, and
had travelled from England expressly to see these
friends, if only he were so fortunate as to obtain some
definite information respecting them. And then he
concluded with an apology for the trouble that he was
giving, and the time that his narrative occupied in
the telling.

The clergyman, sitting with one hand over his
mouth, and his eyes fixed attentively upon the ground,
heard him to the end, and then, in a very quiet clear
voice, said: —

“Will you oblige me with your name?”

“Certainly. My name is Trefalden.”

“Is Trefalden also the name of your relative?”

Saxon hesitated.

“I do not think that he is travelling under that
name,” he replied, with some embarrassment.

“Do you mean, Mr. Trefalden, that your friend is
travelling under an assumed name?”

“Y mean — that is, I believe — he is travelling
under the name of Forsyth.” :
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The clergyman pressed his fingers nervously against
his lips.

“This is strange,” he said.

“If you know anything, for Heaven's sake do not
hesitate to tell it!” eried Saxon, impetuously.

“T am bound to hesitate,” replied the clergyman.
“I do not know whether I ought ...”

“If it be your duty to help the helpless and baffle
the unrighteous, you ought — believe me, sir, you
ought — to speak!”

The young clergyman looked at him fixedly, and
after a moment’s pause, replied: —

“I do believe you, Mr. Trefalden. I also believe
that I am engaged to marry those two persons to-
morrow at Drouay.”

Saxon changed colour, opened his lips as if about
to speak, checked himself, stood up, sat down again,
and said at length in a low deep voice: —

“I am glad to find that I am in time.”

“To be present at their wedding?”

“No — to prevent it.”

The clergyman looked as if he had half-anticipated
this reply.

“If I am to refuse to perform the ceremony, Mr.
Trefalden, you must furnish me with an adequate rea-
son,” said he.

Saxon was sorely tried between his desire to screen
the good Trefalden name, and the obvious necessity
for stating his case plainly.

“If I place a great confidence in you,” he said,
presently, “will you promise not to betray it?”

“Unquestionably.”
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8axon looked at him as if he would fain read his
very heart.

“You are an utter stranger to me,” he said; “but
I think you are a man of honour. I will trast you.”

And then, having looked out iuto the chapel and
seen that there was no one within hearing, Saxon sat
down and related all the story of his consin's perfidy.

CHAPTER LYV,
Mr, Guthrie’s Testimony.

THE clergyman's name was Guthrie. He was
lodging at the house of a small propriétaire at Drouay,
as the old femme de charge had said, for his health;
and hither, according to the statement which he gave
in return for Saxon’s confidence, a gentleman came
out from Bordeaux to visit him in the evening of the
foregoing Wednesday — 4. e., the evening of the very
day that the “Daughter of Ocean” landed her pas-
sengers at the Quai Louis-Philippe. This gentleman
said that his name was Forsyth. The object of his
visit was to engage Mr. Guthrie to perform the cere-
mony of marriage between himself and a lady then
staying at the Hotel de Nantes in Bordeaux. Mr.
Guthrie arranged to marry them on the Saturday, and
this matter disposed of, Mr. Forsyth, who was a re-
markably pleasant person, made some observations
about Drouay, and asked if there were any apartments
to be had in the neighbourhood. He then added that
the lady whom he was about to make his wife had
lately lost a near relative, and would be glad to escape
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from the noise and bustle of Bordeaux to so retired a
spot. Mr. Guthrie then volunteered to accompany him
to a little chiteau near by, which was to be let fur-
nished, and Mr. Forsyth engaged the first-floor on the
spot. There was at first some little difficulty about
the matter, as the propriétaire was unwilling to let any
part of his house for less than one month; but Mr.
Forsyth, who was apparently as rich as he was agree-
able, offered a fortnight’s rent in advance, and pro-
mised that, although the lady would probably not re-
main there more than a week, the whole month should
be paid if her occupation of the rooms cansed Monsieur
le propriétaire to lose a more advantageous tenant.
The next morning he escorted Miss Rividre to Drouay,
installed her at the ChAtean de Peyrolles, and having
introduced her to Mr. Guthrie, and recommended her
to that gentleman's care and attention, took his leave.
Mr. Guthrie had at that time no idea that his new
acquaintances had only arrived in Bordeaux the day
before; or that they had travelled direct from Eng-
land. He first learned these facts from Miss Rividre.
He was exceedingly surprised when she further in-
formed him that they were about to proceed to New
York by the next steamer leaving Bordeaux. If Miss
Riviére had not spoken of their plans so simply, and
been in such profound sorrow for the loss of her mo-
ther, he would have perhaps suspected a clandestine
match; but as it was, he only wondered on passant at
the oddity of their arrangements, and then dismissed the
subject from his mind. On the Friday Mr. Fo
came down to Drouay to call upon Miss Rividre, and,
at her desire, postponed the marriage till Monday. It
seemed to Mr. Guthrie that Miss Riviére was perfectly
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willing to become the wife of Mr. Forsyth. The lovs
was unquestionably on his side; but she seemed to hold
him in the highest possible respect, and to look up to
him in all things. Having so recently lost her mother,
however, it was natural that the young lady should be
anxious to wait as long as might be practicable before
contracting this new tie. As the arrangement now
stood, Mr. Guthrie was to perform the ceremony pri-
vately at the Chéteau de Peyrolles on Monday after
noon, and the newly-married pair were to embark on
board the American mail steampacket *Washington™
for New York direct on Tuesday morning. Mr. Guthrie
added that he had found himself much interested in
Miss Rividre. He had lent her some books, called
upon her several times, and done what he could to
alleviate the monotony of her brief sojourn at Drouay.
In the meanwhile Mr. Forsyth, through respect for her
grief and her solitude, had with much delicacy kept
aloof from the Chéteau de Peyrolles, and had, in fact,
only been down once from Bordeaux since Miss Ri-
vitre’s arrival there. Mr. Guthrie believed that Mr.
Forsyth had since then gone upon business to Angou-
18me.
And here the clergyman’s testimony ended.
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CHAPTER LVIL
The Chétean de Peyrolles.

A riNy, white building in the French mediseval
style, with some six or eight glittering extinguisher tur-
rets, a wholly unreasonable number of very small win-
dows, and a weedy courtyard with massive wooden
gates, was the Chateau de Peyrolles. The house was
white; the jalousies were white; the gates were white.
In short a more comfortless and ghost-like dwelling it
would be difficult to find, even in the south of France.
Built apon a slight — a very slight — eminence, it
overlooked a wide district of vineyards; and stood
islanded, as it were, in the midst of an endless green
lake, which stretched away for miles on every side.
Here and there rose a cluster of village roofs, sur-
mounted by a landmark of church-spire; here and there
the peaked roof of some stately chateau; but the vil-
lages were fow and the chiteaux far between. A long
straight road, bordered on each side by tall poplars,
swept through the heart of this district, passing close
beside the gates of the Chéteau de Peyrolles, and
vanishing away into the extreme distance, like an
avenue in a perspective drawing.

Along this road — the vines heavy with black
grapes coming down in most places to the wayside,
with now and then a patch of coarse pasture in between
— Baxon drove from Bordeaux to Drouay that mem-
orable Sunday afternoon. He had taken a light car-
riage and four good post-horses from his hotel, and so
went over the ground at a brilliant pace. The Rev-
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erend Angus Guthrie, having 'made his afternoon dis-
course of the very briefest, accompanied him.

spoke but seldom, exchanging now and then a word or
two on the coming vintage, or the weather, which had
become heavily overcast within the last two hours and
threatened a storm: but as the road lengthened behind
them, their observations became fewer, and then alto-
gether ceased.

“This is Drouay,” said the clergyman, after a
silence of more than half-an-hour.

Saxon started and looked out of the window.

“And that little white building?”

“The Chéteau de Peyrolles.”

A strange feeling of agitation and reluctance came
upon him.

“Now that it comes to the point,” said he, “I feel
like a coward.”

“I do not wonder at it,” replied Mr. Guthrie; “you
have a painful duty before you.”

“8till, you do not think she loves him?"

“I do not, indeed.”

“T wish to heaven I could be sure of that!™ said
Saxon, earnestly; so earnestly that the young clergy-
man looked up at him like a man who is suddenly ea-
lightened.

“In any case, Mr. Trefalden,” he replied, *you
could only do what you are now doing. Mercy under
these circumstances would be cruel injustica. Shall we
alight here? Perhaps it would be better than driving up
to the chéteaun.”

The postillions had pulled up before the door of
the village auberge; so the travellers got out, and wemt
up the private road on foot.
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“You don’t think it would come better from your-
self, being a clergyman?” said Saxon, as Mr. Guthrie
rang for admission.

The clergyman shook his head.

“Certainly not. I could only repeat what I have
been told; you can tell what you know.”

“Tme.h

“But, if you prefer it, I will see Miss Rividre first,
and prepare her for your visit.”

“Thanks — thanks a thousand times.”

An elderly woman opened the door, emiling and
curtseying. Mam'selle, she said, was in the grande
salon “au premser;” so Mr. Guthrie went up, while
Saxon waited in a little ante-room on the ground-floor.

He was cruelly nervous. He tried to think what
he ought to say, and how he ought to begin; but he
could not put the words together in his mind, and
when the clergyman came back at the end of ten min-
utes, it seemed to him as if he had not been absent as
many seconds.

“I bave given her your card,” said Mr. Guthrie,
““and told her that you are Mr. Forsyth's cousin. Go
up to the first landing, and through the door that
faces you as you ascend the stairs. I will wait here
for you.”

He went up, his heart beating painfully against
his side; and then he paused a moment outside the
door.

“I'd as soon be shot!” he muttered to himself as
he turned the handle and went in.
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CHAPTER LVIIL
What Pity is Akin to.

He found himself in a small outer salon opening
through wide folding-doors into a large room. A dark
figure sitting beside an open window rose slowly at his
approach, and a very low soft voice, in reply to his
mauttered salutation, bade him be seated.

“I trust,” he said, “that Miss Riviére will pardon
an intrusion which must seem unpardonable till it is
explained.”

“You are welcome, sir,” she replied. “If only as
Mr. Forsyth's velative . . . ."

She raised her eyes to his face for the first time,
faltered, coloured crimson, and, after a moment’s hesi-
tation, added: —

“I think we have met before.”

Saxon bowed profoundly.

“I believe,” he said, “that I once had the honour
of being useful to you for a few moments.”

“You never gave me any opportunity of — of
thanking you, Mr. Trefalden,” she said, pressing her
hands tightly together in her extremity of embarrass-
ment.

“You gave me more thanks at the time, madam,
than were merited by so trifling a service,” replied
Saxon; his self-possession all coming back to him at
the sight of her timidity. ‘It seems strange that we
should next meet in so very different a place.”

“Very strange.”

“But I had so much difficulty to trace you here,
that I began to fear we should not meet at all.”
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“Do you come from Angouléme?”

“Noj; I have followed you from England.”

“Indeed? I—I thought you ha.d perhaps met Mr.
Forsyth in Angouléme, and .

“My cousin does mnot know that I am in France,”
replied Saxon, gravely.

“How happy he will be to see you!”

Saxon looked down in silence.

“And — and he will be here in about an hour and
a half,” added Miss Riviére, with a glance at the pen-
dule on the mantelshelf.

“This evening?”

“Yes. He returns to Bordeaux to-day, and will
lodge to-night at the auberge in the village.”
- As she said this, Miss Riviére, surprised by the
undemonstrative way in which Saxon received her in-
formation, again lifted her eyes for a moment.

“I—T hope there is nothing the matter,” she said,
anxiously.

Saxon hesitated.

“I cannot say that I am the bearer of good news,”
he replied.

“Oh dear, I am so sorryl” ’

“I am sorry too,” said he; “‘more sorry than I can
tell you.”

The compassionate reluctance of his manner seemed
to startle her.

“What do you mean?” she said, with evident ap-
prehension.

“I mean that it grieves me to the soul to inflict
the pain which my intelligence must give you.”

“Must give me/" she faltered, looking for an in-
stant quite white and scared. Then, smiling very
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sadly, she shook her head, and turned her face away.
“Ah no,” she said; “that is all over.”

“If I could indeed believe, Miss Rividre, that you
would be indifferent to- the tale I have to tell, my
anxiety would be at an end,” said Saxon, eagerly.
“Will you forgive me if I ask you a very strange
question?”

“T—T1 think so.”

“Do you love my cousin?”

Miss Riviére turned a shade paler, and said with
some dignity: —

“Mr. Forsyth is my best friend in the world — my
only friend — and I honour him as he deserves to be
honoured,”

“But if he were not your best friend, Miss Riviére?
If instead of doing you service, he had done you wrong?
If that honour which you pay to him were utterly un-
merited — what then? Nay, forgive me — I do not
wish to alarm you; but I am here to-day to tell you
terrible truths, and I now only implore you to listen
to them patiently.”

“I am quite willing to hear what you have to say,
Mr. Trefalden,” Miss Rividre replied; “but my faith in
your cousin will not be easily shaken.”

“My own faith in him was not easily shaken,”
said Saxon. “Like yourself, I believed him to be my
friend.”

“Of what offence do you accuse him?”

“He has robbed me.”

“Robbed you?”

“Yes — of two millions of money.”

Miss Rividre looked at him with a sort of inere-
dulous bewilderment.
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“Of money?” she faltered. “You say that he has
robbed you of money?"

“I trusted him with two millions, and he has
robbed me of every farthing,” replied the young man,
pitilessly direct. “Nor is this all. He has robbed your
cousin, Lord Castletowers, of twenty-five thousand
pounds more.”

“Mr. Forsyth does not know Lord Castletowers.”

“Mr. Forsyth may not know Lord Castletowers,
but William Trefalden — William Trefalden, the at-
torney-at-law — knows him perfectly well.”

“William Trefalden — who is he?”

“William Trefalden is Mr. Forsyth — William
Trefalden is my cousin — William Trefalden is the
man to whom Miss Riviére was about to give her hand
t0-morrow.”

The young girl half rose from her chair, and Saxon
could see that she was trembling from head to foot.

“I do not believe it!” she exclaimed. It is mon-
strous — incredible!”

“It is true.”

“What proof have you?”

“Not much; and yet, I think, enough to convince
you. Do you know my cousin’s handwriting?”

{3 Yes."

Saxon took a card from his purse, and laid it be-
fore her.

“Do you recognise it?"

“Yes — this 18 his hand.”

(‘M it-”

The young lady read aloud: — *‘Mrs. Rividre, Beau-
Jort Villa, St. Johw's Wood.” What does this mean?
‘We never lived at 8t. John's Wood.”

21#
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“Yet that is the address which William Trefalden
left at Brudenell Terrace, when you removed to
Sydenham.”

“That is very strangel”

Saxon produced a crumpled letter, and laid that
also before her.

“Do you recognise his handwriting here as well?”

“Undoubtedly. Am I to read it?”

Saxon hesitated.

“It — it is his farewell letter to a poor woman he
once loved,” he said. *“There is nothing in it that you
may not read if you wish it.”

Miss Rividre read, and returned it in silence.

“You observe the signature?”

“I do.”

“You see that you have been imposed upon by a
false name, and that others have been imposed upon
by a false address?”

“Yes — I see it; but I do not understand...”

“Will you tell me how it was that you could not
leave word with your landlady to what sea-coast place
you were going when you left Sydenham?”

“Mr. Forsyth did not decide upon Clevedon il we
reached Paddington.”

“Can you tell me why you have been taken from
London to Clevedon, from Clevedon to Bristol, from
Bristol to Bordeaux, instead of embarking direct for
the States from either Southampton or Liverpool?”

“I do not know — I was not aware that we were
pursuing an unusual route.”

“But you see it now?”

“Y see that we have made an unnecessary détour;
but I do not know why . ..”
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“Permit me to tell you why. Because this journey
is not the journey of an honest man, but the flight of
a felon — a flight planned for months beforehand, and
planned with no other end in view than to bafflle in-
quiry and defeat pursuit. You leave Brudenell Terrace,
and, thanks to the false address given, all trace of you
is lost. You leave Sydenham, uncertain of your des-
tination. Youspend a few days at an obscure watering-
place in the West of England, and then embark in a
merchant steamer plying at uncertain dates between
Bristol and Bordeaux. With what object? — simply
that you may take your passage out to America from a
French port, instead of sailing direct from London,
Southampton, or Liverpool. In order to do this, you
perform a tedious journey and lose many days by the
way; while, had you started from Liverpool you would
by this time have been within a few hours of New York.
But then William Trefalden had committed a gigantic
fraud, and he well knew that none of our great English
ports were safe for him. He knew that my agents
might be waiting for him at every point from which he
would be likely to escape; but who would suspect him
at Bristol? Who would confront him at Bordeaux?
‘Who would arrest him as he landed, and say ‘Give up
the two millions you have stolen, and resign the lady
you have wronged?’”

Miss Rividre listened, her eyes fixed, her lips parted,
her face becoming gradually paler and paler, as S8axon,
in the intensity of his earnestness, laid his facts and
inferences one by one before her.

Then the young man paused, seeing that she was
convinced, but grieved also to see at the cost of how
rude a shock that conviction was purchased.
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“These are cruel truths,” he said; “but what can I
do? 7 must undeceive you. I have tracked you from
house to house, from city to city, for no other purpose
than to save you from the fate to which you are de
voting yourself; and now the minutes are going fast,
and I am forced to speak plainly, or it will soomn be
too late to speak at alll”

Miss Riviére wrung her hands despairingly.

*“Oh, mother! mother!” she cried piteously, *why
are you not here to tell me what I ought to do?”

“You believe? You are convinced?”

“Yes — alas! I am convinced; but shall I forget
that this man was my father’s early friend — my
mother's benefactor?”

“If William Trefalden told you that he was your
father's early friend, Miss Rivitre, it was as false as
the name under which he made himself known t

ou!”

“Ah, you-do not know all that he did to serve us!
You do not know how he sought us out when we were
in poverty, how he . . .”

“Pardon me — I do know it. He sought you out,
because I gave him your card, and requested him to
do so. He bought your father's paintings on my ac-
count solely; and he never saw Mr. Rividre in his
life. I never meant to tell you; but this leaves me no
option.”

The young girl covered her face with her hands
and wept silently. Her tears went straight to Saxon’s
heart. He felt an irrepressible desire to take her in
his arms and tell her that he would give his life to
comfort and protect her. But not daring to do this,
he only said, in his simple, boyish way: —
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“Pray don’t cry. It makes me feel that I have
been so cruel to you!”

Bat she made no reply.

“I cannot tell you,” he went on, “what I have
suffered in the thought of inflicting this suffering upon
you. I would have borne the double share gladly, if
X could. Do you forgive me?”

8till she wept on. He ventured a little nearer.

“I know how hard it is,” he said, tenderly. “I
have had to go through it all. He was my friend, and
I thought he was the very soul of honmour. I would
hardly have believed it if an angel from heaven had
told me that he would be false to his trust!”

“But he was my only friend!” sobbed the young
girl. “My only friend in all the world!”

“No, no,” cried Saxon, “not your only friend!
Don't say that! Don’t think it! Look up — look in
my face, and see if it is not the face of a truer man
and a truer friend than William Trefalden!”

. And so, kneeling down before her to bring his
face upon a nearer level, the young man touched her
hands timidly, as if he would fain draw them away,
yet dared not take them in his own.

“Do look at mel!” he pleaded. *“Only once —
only for one moment!”

Bhe lifted her face, all pale with tears, and glan-
cing at him shyly, tremblingly, like a frightened child,
saw something in his eyes which brought the colour
back to her cheek in a flood of sudden scarlet.

“Oh, if I only dared to tell youl” he said, pas-
sionately. ‘“May I? — may I?”

He took her hands in his — she did not withdraw



328 HALF A MILLION OF MONEY.

them. He kissed them; first one and then the other
He leaned closer — closer.

“I love you, Helen,” he whispered. “Can you
forget all this misery, and be my little wife? My
home is in Switzerland, where I have a dear father
who is a pastor. We are a simple people, and we
lead a simple life among our flocks and pastures; but
we.are no traitors. We neither betray our friends nor
deceive those we love. Tell me, darling, will you
love me a little? Will you come and live with me
among my own beautiful Alps, far, far away?”

She smiled. He took that smile for his answer,
and kissed the lips that gave it; and then, for a few
minutes, they laughed and cried and rejoiced together,
like children who have found a treasure.

“You must wear this till I can get you a smaller
one,” said Saxon, taking a ring from his finger and
putting it upon hers.

“It is very beautiful,” said Helen. “What is it?
— & crystal?”

“No, a diamond.”

“A diamond! I did not think there were any real
diamonds in the world so large as that!”

“I will give you a necklace of them, every one
bigger than this.”

“What are you, then? — a prince?”

“A citizen-farmer of the Swiss Republic.”

“Then the Swiss are very rich!”

“Not they, indeed; but I am the richest man in
the Canton Grisons, and my wife will be a great lady
— as great a lady as her grand aunt, Lady Castle-
towers."”

“Do you know Lady Castletowers?”
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“Yes; her son is my most intimate friend. ' He is
the dearest fellow in the world. You will be so fond
of him!"”

“I do not know any of my relations,” said Helen,
sadly, ¢ except my Aunt Alethea — and she does not
love me.”

“She will find out that she loves you dearly when
you wear your diamonds,” laughed Saxon, his arm
round her waist, and his curls brushing her cheek.

Helen sighed, and laid her head wearily against his
shoulder.

“I do not want Lady Castletowers to love me,”
she said; “and I do not care for diamonds. I wish we
were going to be poor, Saxon.”

“Why go, Helen?"

‘“Because — because I fancy poor people are hn.p-
pier, and love each other better than rich people My
father and mother were very, very poor, and .

“They never loved each other half so much as we
shall love each other!” interrupted Saxon, impetuously.
“I could not love you one jot more if I were as poor
as Adam.”

‘““Are you sure of that?”

“As sure as that T am the happiest fellow in all
the world! But tell me, Helen, did you never care for
William Trefalden? Never at all?”

Helen shook her head.

“I respected him,” she said. “I was grateful to
him."

“But did you not love him a little?”

“No.”

“Not in the least?”

“Not in the very least.”
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“And yet you would have married him1”

“Think how lonely I was.”

“That is true — poor little Helen!"

“And he loved me. He was the only person in all
the world who loved me.”

‘(Exwpt myu]f'ﬂ

“Ah, but I could not know that! When did you
first begin to love me, Saxon?”

“I hardly know. I think ever since I found you
were in danger of marrying William Trefalden. And

ou?”

“I shall not tell you.”

“Nay, that is not fair.”

“Indeed I will not.”

“Then I shall conclude that you do not love me
at all!”

“No, no!”

“Positively, yes.”

She turned her face away, half erying, half langhing.

“You have been my hero,” she whispered, “ever
since the day of our first meeting.”

Happy Saxon! Half wild with joy, he took her in
his arms, poured forth a thousand follies, and almost
devoured her little hands with kisses. In the midst of
his raptures, the door opened and Mr. Guthrie came in;
smiling, but apparently not much surprised by the
spectacle before him.

“I beg your pardon,” he said. “I knocked twice;
but you did not hear me. I fear you do not know how
late it is. The good woman downstairs tells me that
Mr. Trefalden has appointed to dine here this evening
at seven, and it is alrea.dy half-past six, with, I think,
a storm coming up.’
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CHAPTER LVIIL
Brought to Bay.

Wrre closed windows, lighted lamp, and eurtains
jealously drawn, Saxon Trefalden and Mr. Guthrie sat
together, ominously silent, in the larger salon of the
Chétean de Peyrolles. On the table were placed pens,
‘paper, and ink. The ante-room was left in darkness,
and the folding-doors between stood a little apart. All
was very still — in the house no voice, no footfall,
no sound of life; out of doors, nothing but the weary
moaning of the wind, and the creaking of the weather
cocks upon the turrets overhead.

They were waiting for William Trefalden.

Miss Rividre had withdrawn to her chamber, partly
to escape all sight or hearing of the coming interview,
and partly to make such slight preparation as might
be necessary before leaving the chéteau; the clergyman
having promptly volunteered to find her a temporary
asylum with the family of an English merchant settled
at Bordeaux. It was therefore arranged that the
carriage should be in readiness at the back entrance
shortly after seven o'clock; and then, as soon as was
practicable, they were all three to hasten back to Bor-
deaux as fast as Saxon's post-horses could carry them.
In the meanwhile the appointed hour came and went;
the two men waited, and still no William Trefalden
made his appearance.

Presently the pendule on the mantel-shelf chimed
the quarter.

Mr. Guthrie looked at his watch. Saxon rose, went
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over to the nearest window, pushed aside the curtain,
and looked out. It was now dusk; but there was still
a pale, lurid gleam upon the horizon, by the light of
which the young man could see the great clouds
rolling together overhead, like the mustering of many
armies. )

“Tt will be a wild night,” he said, as he resumed
his chair.

“Hush!” replied the clergyman. “I hear wheels."

They listened; but the vehicle came along at a foot-
pace, and went slowly round by the yard at the back
of the chéteau.

“It is only our own post-chaise,” said Saxon.

And then they were again silent.

Five minutes; ten minutes; a quarter of an hour
went by, and the pendule chimed again. It was now
half-past seven.

All at once, Saxon held up his hand, and bent his
head attentively.

“I hear nothing,” said the clergyman.

“Y hear a carriage and pair — coming very quickly
— from the direction of Bordeaux!”

Mr. Guthrie smiled doubtfully; but Saxon's trained
ear could not be deceived. In another moment the
sound became faintly audible, then grew gradually
louder, and ceased at last before the gates of the ché-
teau.

Saxon looked out again.

“I gee the carriage outside the gates,” he said.
“They are opened by a boy carrying a lanthorn. He
alights — he pays the driver — he crosses the court-
yard — the carriage drives away. He is here!”

With this he dropped the curtain, and turned
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down the lamp, so as to leave the room in half-shadow,
while Mr. Guthrie, in accordance with their pre-concerted
plan, went out into the dark ante-room, and took up
his station close against the door.

Presently they heard William Trefalden's voice
chatting pleasantly with the housekeeper in the hall,
and then his footsteps on the stairs. Outside the door,
he seemed to pause for an instant, then turned the
handle and came in. Finding himself in the dark, he
deposited something heavy on the floor, and, guided
by the narrow line of light between the folding-doors,
moved towards the second salon. As he did this Mr.
Guthrie softly locked the door and put the key in
his pocket. Slightly as the sound was, the lawyer
heard it.

“What's that?” he said, quickly, and stopped half-
way.
He listened, holding his breath the while; then
sprang forward, threw the doors open, and passed into
the adjoining room.

As he did so, Baxon turned on the full light of the
table-lamp, and the two men stood suddenly revealed
to each other face to face.

“At last — traitor!”

A frightful pallor — that deadly pallor which is
born, not of fear but of hatred — spread itself slowly
over William Trefalden's countenance, and there re-
mained. No other sign betrayed the tumult within.
Haughty as an Indian at the stake, he folded his arms,
and met his cousin’s eye unflinchingly.

Thus they stood for a second or two, both silent.
Then Mr. Guthrie came in from the ante-room, shut
the folding-doors, and took his seat at the table; while
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Saxon resumed his former place, and, pointing to a
chair standing apart from the rest, said: —

“Please to sit there, William Trefalden.”

The lawyer, with a sharp glance of recegnition
at the clergyman, flang himself carelessly into the
chair.

“May I ask what this means?” he said, contemptu-
ously. “An amateur Star-chamber?”

“It means justice and retribution,” replied Saxon,

sternly.
Mxr. Trefalden smiled, leaned back in his chair, and
waited for what should come next. He knew that all
was over. He knew that his fairy gold had turned to
withered leaves, and that the paradise of his dreams
had suddenly vanished away, leaving in its place only
the endless desert and the burning sands. He knew
that the edifice which he had been rearing month after
month, with such consummate skill, was shattered to
dust — that the die on which he had staked reputa-
tion, country, personal safety, and his whole worldly
future, had turned up a blank at the very moment
when he believed the prize his own. He knew that
Helen Rivitre would never, never, now be wife of his;
would never grace his home and gladden his heart with
her smiles; never learn to give him love for love, in
all the weary years that were to come! He knew that
from this time forth he was a marked man, a branded
felon dependent on the mercy of the kinsman whom
he had betrayed; and yet, knowing all this, his self-
command never wavered, his eye never quailed, his
voice never faltered for an instant. He was desperate;
but his pride and his courage were at least equal to his
despair.



BROUGHT TO BAY. 336

Saxon, sitting at the head of the table with his
head leaning on his hand, looked down for some mo-
ments in silence.

“I have not much to say to you, William Tre-
falden,” he began presently; “and what little I have to
say must be said briefly. To reproach ome who could
act as you have acted would be idle. If you had any
heart to be touched, any sense of honour to be awakened,
neither you nor I would be sitting here to-night.”

Still smiling scornfully, the lawyer listened, ap-
parently with the greatest indifference.

“To keep, then, to plain facts,” continued the
young man, “you have defranded me of two millions
of money; you have that money in your possession;
you are at this moment my prisoner; and I have but to
call in the aid of the village police, and convey you to
Bordeaux in the carriage which now waits below for
that purpose. Such is your position, and such is mine.
But I am unwilling to push matters to extremity. I am
unwilling to attach public scandal to the name which
you are the first of our family to disgrace. For my
uncle’s sake and my own, and from respect to the
memory of many generations of honest men, I have de-
cided to offer you a fair alternative.”

He paused and referred to a slip of paper lying
beside him on the table.

“In the first place,” he continued, ‘I require you
to restore the money of which you have robbed me. In
the second place you must sign a full confession of
your guilt, both as regards the two millions stolen from
myself and the twenty-five thousand pounds of which
you have defrauded the Earl of Castletowers. In the
third place you must betake yourself to America, and
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never again be seen on this side the Atlantic. If you
agree to these conditions, I consent to screen you from
the law, and will give you the sum of one thousand
pounds to help you forward honestly in the new life
before you.”

“And supposing that I decline the conditions,” said
Mr. Trefalden calmly. “What then?”

“Then I simply ring this bell, and the boy who
just now opened the gates to you will at once summon
a couple’of sergents de ville from the village.

The lawyer only elevated his eyebrows in the least
perceptible degree. '

“Your decision, if you please.”

“My decision?” replied Mr. Trefalden, with as
much apparent indifference as if the subject under eon-
sideration were the binding of a book or the framing
of a picture. “Well — it appears to me that I am
allowed no freedom of choice.”

“Am I to undertand that you accept my eondi-
tions?"

“I suppose so.”

‘“Where, then, is the money?”

“In the adjoining room. You have but to take
possession of it.”

“Mr. Guthrie rose, fetched the carpet-bag, and
placed it on the table.

“Your keys, if you please.”

William Trefalden produced three small keys on a
ring, and handed them to the clergyman.

“You will find the money excellently invested,” he
said, looking on with unruffled composure while the
bag, the deed box, and the cash box were successively
opened. The contents of the last were then turned out
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upon the table, and Mr. Guthrie, with a view to as-
certaining whether the whole sum was actually there
represented, proceeded to examine each item separately.
But he found, after a very few minutes, that the attempt
was fruitless. The notes and specie offered no difficulties,
but of notes and specie there was, comparatively, but a
small proportion, while the bulk of the booty consisted
of securities of the value of which he could form no
opinion, and precious stones which it would have needed
a lapidary’s knowledge to appraise.

“I confess,” he said, “that I am wholly unequal
to the task of verifying this money. It needs a better
man of business than myself.”

“Then it must go unverified,” said Saxon, taking
up rouleaux and papers as they came, and thrusting
them back again, pell-mell, into the box. “I am mno
man of business myself, and I cannot prolong this
painful investigation beyond to-night. We will go on
to the declaration.”

“If you will tell me what you wish said, I will
draw it up for you,” said Mr. Guthrie.

Saxon then whispered his instructions, and the cler-
gyman’s pen ran swiftly over the paper. When it was
all written, he read the declaration aloud.

“I, William Trefalden, of Chancery Lane, London,
attorney-at-law, do acknowledge and confess to having
obtained the sum of two millions sterling from my
cousin, Saxon Trefalden, of Switzerland, with intent
to defraud him of the same; and I confess to having
deceived him with the belief that I had invested it for
his use and advantage, in the shares of a certain sup-
positious Company, which Company had no actual
existence, but was wholly invented and imagined by

Ilolf a Million of Money. II. 22
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myself to serve my own fraudulent ends. I also con
fess to having invested those two millions in such for
eign and other securities as I conceived would tum t
my own future profit, and to having fled from England
with the whole of the property thus abstracted, intend-
ing to escape therewith to the United States of Ame
rica, and appropriate the same to my own purpaoses.

“Y likewise confess to having, two years since, re
ceived the sum of twenty-five thousand pounds from
my client, Gervase Leopold Wynneclyffe, Earl of
Castletowers, which sum it was my duty to have straight-
way paid over into the hands of Oliver Behrens, Esq.
of Bread Street, London, for the liquidation of a mort-
gage debt contracted by Lord Castletowers some four
years previously; but which sum I did, nevertheless,
appropriate to my own uses, continuing to pay only
the interest thereof, as heretofore, in the name of my
client.

“And I allege that this confession, both as regards
the offence committed by me against my cousin, Saxon
Trefalden, of Switzerland, and as regards the offence
committed by me against my client the Earl of Castle
towers, is in all respects substantially and absolutely
true, as witness my signature, given in presence of the
under-mentioned witnesses, this twenty-second day of
September, Anno Domini eighteen hundred and sixty."

Mr. Guthrie, having read the statement through,
passed it across the table. William Trefalden, still
leaning back carelessly in his chair, affected to smile
at the lawyer-like way in which the clergyman had
rounded his sentences, but, as the reading proceeded,
frowned, and beat his heel impatiently upon the pol-
ished floor.
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Saxon pushed the inkstand towards him.

“Your signature,” he said.

The lawyer rose — took up a pen — dipped it in
the ink — hesitated — and then, with a sudden move-
ment of disdain, flung it back upon the table. .

“You have your money,” bhe said impatiently.
‘' What more can you want?”

“I require the evidence of your guilt.”

“I cannot — will not sign it. Take your money,
in God’s name, and let me go!” -

Saxon rose, pale and implacable; his hand upon
the bell

“The alternative lies before you,” he said. “Sign,
or I give the signal.” )

William Trefalden cast a hasty glance about the
room, as if looking for some weapon wherewith to
slake the hatred that glittered in his eye; then, mutter-
ing a fierce oath between his teeth, snatched up the
pen, and, as it were, dug his name into the paper.

“There, curse youl™ he said, savagely. ‘‘Are you
satisfied ?”

Mr. Guthrie affixed his own signature as witness to
the confession, and Saxon did the same.

“Yes,” the young man replied, “I am satisfied. It
only remains for me to fulfil my share of the compact.”

And he selected Bank of England notes to the
value of one thousand pounds.

The lawyer deliberately tore them into as many
fragments.

“] would die a dozen deaths,” he said, ‘‘sooner
than owe a crust to your bounty.”

“As you please. At all events, you are now free.”

Hereupon Mr. Guthrie rose, took the key from his

22%
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pocket, and unlocked the outer door. The lawyer
followed him. On the threshold he turned.

“Saxon Trefalden,” he said, in a low, deep, con-
centrated tone, ‘“‘if ever man hated man, I hate you
. I hated you before I ever beheld you, and I have
hated you with a tenfold hatred from the hour when
we first met face to face. Remember that. Remember
that my deadly curse will be upon you and about you
all the days of your life — upon your children, and
upon your children’s children — upon your marriage
bed, and your death-bed, and your grave. There is no
sorrow, no disease, no shame, that I do not pray may
embitter your life, and blast your name in this world —
no extremity of despair and anguish which I hope may
not fall to your portion in the next. Take this for my
farewell.’

There was something frightful in the absence of all
passion and fury, in the cold, calm, deliberate em-
phasis with which William Trefalden uttered this part-
ing malediction; but Saxon heard it with a face of
solemn pity and wonder, and looked at him steadily-
from the first word to the last.

“May God forgive you as I do ," he then said de-l
voutly. “May God in his infinite mercy forgive yonl
and pity you; and soften your heart, and not vi
these curses upon your own unbappy head.”

But William Trefalden was already gone,
heard no word of his cousin’s pardon.
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CHAPTER LIX
Gone!

SteapiLy, sternly, William Trefalden went down
the broad stone stairs and into the hall. Here the
housekeeper, coming from the empty dining-room, and
wondering what great trouble was in the house, started
at the sight of him, as if he were a ghost. He passed
her as he would have passed a tree by the roadside,
took his hat mechanically, and went out. At the gates
he paused. The key was on the inside; but he fumbled
with it confusedly, and could not turn the lock. The
housekeeper, looking after him with a sort of vague
terror, called to Jacques to open the gates for Monsieur:
whereupon Jacques, clattering across the yard in his
sabots, came running, lanthorn in hand, and turned the
key in an instant.

Monsieur passed out into the lane, like a man in a
dream, and having gone a few steps, stood still and
leaned against the wall. The wind blew fiercely,
bringing heavy drops of rain with it every mow and
again; but of this he seemed unconscious. Then he
went slowly down the lane and out wpon the high
road. To the right lay Bordeaux, a good ten miles
away; to the left bordering the road for some little
distance on either side, but lying for the most part
somewhat back among the vineyards, came the village.
He stopped, walked a few yards in this direction, a
few yards in that, and then stopped again, feeling faint
and stunned, and all unlike himself.

Tt was a case of reaction, mental and physical. He
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had gone through a terrific ordeal, and it had now be |
gun to tell upon him, body and brain. Dimly con-
scious of this, he tried to collect his thoughts — tried |
to consider what it was that he wanted to do, and
which way he should go next. Then he suddenly re
membered that be had been travelling sinee noon, and
had not dined that day. He would go to the auberge
in the village, and there get some food and some
brandy — above all, some brandy. It would put life
into him; steady him; lift this weight from his brain,
and restore him to himself. |

Acting upon this instinct, he made his way to the 1
“Lion d'Or.” Two old peasants chatting over their
half-bottle of red wine in a corner of the public room.
looked up as he came in; and the master of the house
recognising the English Monsieur, who was to occupy
his best bedchamber that night, left his game of do-
minos and rose respectfully. Did Monsieur desire to
see his room? The room was quite ready, and he
thought Monsieur would be content with it. Could
Monsieur have refreshment? Without doubt; Monsieur
could have whatever refreshment he pleased —a cutlet.
an omelette, a dish of ham, a fowl even, if Monsieur
did not object to wait while it was cooked. Good; a
cutlet—a cutlet, and some cognac. He had excellen:
cognac; Vieux Cognac, if Monsieur indeed preferred it
to wine. Monsieur should be served immediately. The
cutlet would not take five minutes to prepare. In the
meanwhile would Monsieur be pleased to occupy this
small table by the window.

William Trefalden dropped into the chair placed
for him by the landlord, and there sat in a kind of
stupor — his hat on, his elbows resting on the table,
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his chin supported on his hands. His hair and clothes
were damp; his feet were deadly cold; his teeth chat-
tered; but of all this he was wholly unconscious. He
only knew that he felt crushed and paralysed; that he
wanted to think of something and had no power to do
so, that the brandy would put him straight — the .
“brandy! the brandy!

He called for it impatiently, and while the landlord
went to fetch it, fell to wondering again what the thing
was that he failed so strangely to remember. It tor-
mented him — it haunted him. He seemed ever on
the point of seizing it, and, failing to seize it, groped
about in a kind of mental darkness that was inex-
pressibly painful.

Then the brandy came — about a quarter of a pint
in a tiny decanter, accompanied by a liqueur glass
equally diminutive. He pushed the glass angrily aside,
poured the whole of the spirit into a tumbler, and
drank it at a draught. It went down his throat like
fire; but he had no sooner swallowed it than the pres-
sure on his brain was relieved. After a few moments,
he felt warmer, steadier. Then his thoughts cleared
suddenly. He remembered all that had happened; and
with memory came back the whole flood of rage, grief,
hatred, love, despair!

He knew now what the thought was — that vague
thought which had so oppressed and eluded him a few
moments since. It was vengeance.

Ay, vengeance. Bitter, deadly, terrible vengeance
— vengeance swift and bloody! He told himself that
he would have it, be the cost what it might. He woald
give his own life for it willingly, and count it cheaply
purchased. The word mounted to his brain, throbbed
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in his pulse, tingled in his ears, mastered and took
possession of him, like a fiend.

He knew that he must plan his vengeance quickly.
It must be planned, prepared, executed at once. The
blow must fall as suddenly and fatally as the shaft of
. the lightning. How was this to be done? With what
weapon?

The landlord came bustling in with a pile of covered
plates in his hands and a napkin under his arm. Mon-
sieur’s dinner. Monsieur would find that the cook had
done her best at so short a notice. Here was a little
sonp; here also were cutlets, fried potatoes, and a dish
of beans. The omelette would be ready for Monsieur
as soon as Monsieur was ready for the omelette.

But William Trefalden was in no state to do justice
to the fare before him. He tasted the soup, and pushed
it aside. He tried to taste the meat, but set the morsel
down without putting it to his lips. The brandy had
supplied him with a factitious strength that caused him
to -loathe the sight and smell of solid food. One thing
he took, however, from the dinner-table — a knife.

He watched his moment and slipped it up his sleeve
when no one was observing him. It was a short black-
handled knife, worn to an edge on both sides — a
knife that was to all intents and purposes a dagger.

This done, he rapped impatiently for the land-
lord, bade him remove the dishes, and called for more
brandy.

The landlord was distressed beyond measure. Was
not the soup to Monsieur’s taste? Were not the cutlets
tender? Would not Monsieur permit him to bring the
omelette? Hélas! was Monsieur finding himself ill?
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‘Would Monsieur choose a cup of tea? More cognac?
Good. Monsieur should have it immediately.

The cognac was brought, and he drank again
eagerly; this time from a wine-glass. The craving for
it was irresistible. It was a second-rate spirit, more
fiery than strong; but it stimulated him; spurred him
to his purpose; nerved his arm and quickened his
brain. For all this, he was not intoxicated. He felt
that he could drink a bottle of it without producing
that result. So he drank, and drank again; and as he
drank, the fire coursed through his veins till at last he
felt that he could sit there, brooding and silent, no
longer.

He rose and went out hurriedly. The two old
peasants shook their heads over their wine and looked
after him. Diable! There was surely something strange
about the man. Was he ill? Or mad? Or had he
drunk too much cognac? Bah! was he not an English-
man, and used to it? Englishmen, look you, mon
votesn, drink cognac like water!

The rain was now driving furiously before the
wind, and sweeping down the road in great gusts be-
fore which the poplars moaned and shivered like living
things. What with the sudden shock of cooler air,
and what with the fever in his blood, the lawyer reeled
at first meeting the wind and rain, and could scarcely
keep his feet. But this was only for a moment. He
recovered himself instantly, and, fighting his way in
the teeth of the storm, crept under the lee of the houses
till he came to the side road leading to the Chéteau
de Peyrolles. He found it with difficulty, for the
night was pitch-dark and the rain blinding. On the
high road where all was open it was yet possible to
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soe a few feet in advance; but here in the lane, shut
in by trees and high walls on both sides, he could
only feel his way along like a blind man.

At length he came upon the gates. They were
again locked upon the inside. He tried them — tried
to slip his hand between the bars and turn the key in
the lock; but the bars were too close, and he could
not get his fingers far enough. Then he stopped,
clinging to the gate with both hands, and staring in.
The darkness was so intense that he could not dis-
tinguish the outline of the house; but he saw lights
still burning in some of the rooms. One in an upper
chamber especially fixed his attention. Was that window
hers?

Oh! the passion, the despair, the desperate longing
that seized upon him at this thought! If he could but
see her once again! — see her; speak to her; touch
ber hand; tell her how, though false to all the world
beside, he had been true at least to her from first to
last! He felt that he had never half told her how he
loved her. He had never even kissed her — never
once; for his respect had been as profound as his love,
and he had not dared to claim the smallest privilege
of a lover from one so young, so helpless, so be-
reaved. He felt now that he would give his soul to
clasp her in his arms and press his lips to hers. Good
God! how he loved her! How his heart hungered for
her!

He shook the gates with all his might — strove
to clamber over them — flung himself against them;
but in vain. Then he pressed his face against the
bars, like a prisoner at the prison-gate, and, sobbing,
called upon her name. But his voice was borne away
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by the wind, and the pitiless rain drove in his face
and mingled with his tears.

‘While he was yet clinging there in the darkness
with his eyes fixed upon the upper window, the light
suddenly vanished. He had made so certain that it
was her light and her window that the disappearance
of that little spark fell upon him like a blow. He felt
as if the last link were now broken between them —
the last hope gone. )

Almost at the same moment, he saw a lanthorn
(carried apparently by an invisible hand) moving across
the upper end of the courtyard. Again he shook the
gates, and shouted furiously. The lanthorn paused —
moved on — paused again; and at last came quickly
towards him. Then the bearer held it high above his
head with one hand, shaded his eyes with the other,
and asked roughly — “Qus est 132"

It was Jacques — the same Jacques who had let
him out an hour or two before, and who, recognising
his voice, again unlocked the gates and admitted him.

“Tiens!” said he. “They are all in bed /2 bas.”

William Trefalden’s heart leaped with fierce exulta-
tion.

“No matter,” he replied. “My visit is to the
gentleman. Tell me where he sleeps. That is enough.”

“What gentleman, M’sieur?”

“He who came to-day with the English curé.
Quick! Time presses, and my business is urgent.”

“But the strange gentleman is no longer here. He
went away about half an hour after Monsieur.”

“Went away!”

“Yes, M'sieur — in a cabriolet with four horses,
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taking Monsieur le Curé and the young lady with
him.”

“Dog, it is a lie! — a lie, and you are paid to
tell it! Give me the truth — the truth this instant,
or I strangle you!”

And, half beside himself, the lawyer twisted his
hands in the lad’s collar as if he meant what he said.

‘“ Ah, Monsieur! — for the love of God, Monsieur!
— it is indeed the truth — if you kill me for it, it
is the truth!”

“Where is Madame Bouisse?”

“Gone to bed, M'sieur!”

“Then wake her — tell her I must see her. If
she were dying, I must see her. Do you hear?”

“Yes, M'sieur.”

Trembling from head to foot, Jacques picked up
the lanthorn which he had dropped in his extremity of
terror, and led the way into the house. They went
straight to the housekeeper’s chamber, where William
Trefalden thundered at the door as if he would bring
it down. Madame Bouisse made her appearance, well-
nigh startled out of her wits, and wrapped in the
counterpane of her bed.

It was quite true — undeniably true. The young
Englishman was gone, and had taken mam'selle with
him. They left about twenty minutes or half-an-hour
after Monsieur took his departure. Madame Bouisse
believed they were gone to Bordeanx. Monsiéur was
free to search the house if he chose; but he would as-
suredly find that she, Madame Bouisse, was not de-
ceiving him. They were gone.

Gone!

Without waiting to hear or utter another word, he
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snatched the lanthorn from the boy’s hand and rushed
up-stairs. From suite to suite, from floor to floor,
through empty rooms yet full of the evidences of recent
occupation, down again, out of the house, and across
the court-yard, shivering the lanthorn to fragments on
the wet stones as he reached the gates! Then he
paused, turned, lifted up his hands in the darkness,
heaped curses on the place, and raged against it im-
potently, like a madman.

Till now he had been compa.ratlvely calm. Busy
with his scheme of vengeance, he had put restraint
upon his words, and even to a certain degree upon
his looks. But now — now he no longer attempted
to curb the fire within — now the lava-tide of rage
and hate welled-up and overflowed, and bore him
along, unresisting.

Gone!

Impelled by an instinct that seemed to take the
place of sight, he ran down the lane and out upon the
high road. The “Lion d’Or” was now closed for the
night; but he battered fiercely at the door till it was
opened. The landlord, sleepily obsequious, ventured
to remark that Monsieur was late, but William Tre-
falden interrupted him at the first word.

“I must have a cabriolet and post-horses,” he said.
“At once — do you hear?”

The landlord shook his head.

“Mon Dseu, Monsieur!” he said, ‘“the ‘Lion d’Or’
is not a posting-house.”

“But you have horses?”

“None, Monsieur.”

“Then where can I get them? Quick — quick,
for your lifel”
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“Nowhere in Dronay, Monsieur.”

“Baut is there no farmer, no shop-keeper, no crea-
ture in the place who can be found to drive me to
Bordeaux? I will pay anything. Fool! do you under-
stand? — Anything!”

But the landlord only shrugged his shoulders and
protested that not a soul in Drouay would be induced
to undertake the job at such an hour, and in such
weather.

The lawyer clenched his teeth, and stamped with

e.

“Then I must walk,” he said. “Give me some
brandy before I go.”

The landlord held up his hands in feeble expostula-
tion. Walk! Great heaven! Walk three leagues and
a half in this terrible storm! Let Monsieur only listen
to the rain — listen to the wind — think how dark it
was and how lonely! Besides, Monsieur was wet
through already.

But Mr. Trefalden broke in with a fierce oath, and
bade the man hold his peace and bring the brandy
instantly.

Then he poured out half a tumblerful, drank it
recklessly, flung a napoleon on the table, and rushed
out again into the storm.

He was now utterly beside himself — his brain
reeling, his blood on fire, his whole frame throbbing
with fever and fury. The landlord of the “Lion d'Or,”
thankful to be rid of him, shut and barred the door,

. and went straightway up to bed, resolved not to admit
him again under any circumstances. In the meanwhile
he seemed to have lost sight of his determination to
walk to Bordeaux, and went raving and gesticulating
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up and down the village, where all, except himself,
were sleeping quietly.

Thus pacing to and fro like a caged beast, he
suddenly became aware of the approach of a travelling
carriage. On it came, thundering through the one
straggling street of Drouay, with flaring lamps, steam-
ing horses, splash and clatter of wheels, and the loud
cracking of the postilion’s whip. He ran to meet it —
he shouted — he implored to be taken up — he would
pay any price only to stand upon the step, if they
would let him! But the postilion took him for a
beggar, and shook his whip at him; and the travellers
inside, cut off from him by windows opaque with damp,
and deafened by the rattle of their own wheels and the
pelting of the rain upon the carriage-roof, neither saw
nor heard him. Still he ran beside it, panting and
shouting — tried to clutch at the traces, but, receiving
a savage lash across the hands, fell back and made a
desperate effort to spring up behind. But all in vain.
He missed his hold; the carriage swept on, and left
him there despairing.

Still, still he ran, fated, irresponsible, headlong
— now stumbling among the sharp flints in the road —
now getting up with hands all cut and bleeding — now_
pausing to take breath — now fancying he could still
hear the retreating wheels; and so, drenched, giddy,
breathless, his hat gone, his face and clothes disfigured
with mud and rain, rushing blindly on again!

Each moment the storm increased and the wind
rose higher, till at last it culminated in a terrific hur-
ricane. Then the thunder came mp in heavy peals,
and the lightning burst over the plain in rapid flsahes,
and the wind tore up the vines by the roots, and
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whirled them wildly away, with all their vintage pro-
mise, towards the sea. Yet still, urged forward by
that fierce thirst which blood alone could slake,
with murder in his heart and madness in his brain.
William Trefalden ran — fell — struggled to his feet
— staggered on again — fell again — and so for
miles and miles!

Next morning early, when the storm-clouds were
drifting off raggedly towards the west with now and
then a gleam of uncertain sunshine between, a party
of peasant folk coming up from the way of Medoc
found the body of a man lying face downward in a
pool by the road-side. His clothes, face, and hands
were torn and blood-stained. He had a watch upon
his person, and in his waistcoat pocket a portemonnaie
full of bank-notes and napoleons. No letters, no cards,
no token by which it might be possible to identify
him, could be discovered upon the body. His very
linen was unmarked.

The honest country-folk laid this nameless corpse
across one of their mules, and brought it charitably
into the dead-house at Bordeaux. Having lain there
unclaimed for forty-eight hours, it was buried in the
new cemetery beyond the walls, with a small black
cross at the head of the grave, on which the only in-
scription was a row of numerals. His watch, his
money, and his clothes were awarded by the préfet
to the poor of the parish in which the body was
found.



EPILOGUE. 353

EPILOGUE.

Tae world knows the Italian story by heart. How
Garibaldi entered Naples: how, at Della Catena, he
saluted Victor-Emmanuel as King of Italy; how he
sheathed his sword when the great work was so far
done, and went back to his solitude at Caprera, are
facts which need no recapitulation. @ Had one man
lived but a few months — nay, a few weeks — longer,
the tale might perchance have ended differently. Where
we now read Florence we might have read Rome, for
‘Regno d'Italia’ on printed stamp and minted coin, a
word of broader significance and more antique glory.
But the ideal Republic died with Giulio Colonna, and
was buried in his grave.

In the meanwhile, Olimpia's life became a blank.
Her father had been the very light of her inner world.
Bred in his political faith, trained in his employ, ac-
customed to look up to him, to work with him, to
share his most secret councils, his wildest hopes, his
fears, his errors, and even his personal dangers, she
seemed to lose the half of her own soul when he was
snatched from her. Then came the sudden change of
programme — a change to her so bewildering, so un-
worthy, so fatal! Mistrusting Sardinia and scorning

Half & Million of Money. II. 23
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the very name of a Constitutional Italy, Olimpia con-
ceived that her father's memory was insulted in this
compromise; and so, in the bitterness of her resentment
and grief, withdrew herself altogether from the work
in which her life had been spent. Avoiding all with
whom ghe had laboured and acted in time past, and
keeping up no more than the merest thread of inter
course with even those whom she was used to call her
friends, she then made her home at Chiswick, in the
quiet house to which Saxon had conducted her on the
evening of their arrival in London. Here she lived
solitary and apart, cherishing her sorrow, mourning the
great scheme unachieved, and learning that hard lesson
of patience which all enthusiasts have to learn in this
world sooner or later.

Not thus Lord Castletowers. Too English, too
unprejudiced, and it may be added too semsible, to at-
tach paramount importance to the mere shibboleth of a
party, he welcomed the settlement of Italian affairs
with a heartiness that he would perhaps scarcely have
ventured to express very loudly in the presence of
Colonna’s daughter. Where she refused to recognise
any vital difference between a Constitutional govern-
ment and a pure Despotism, he was far-sighted enough
to look forward to that free and prosperous future which
most thinking men now prophesy for the kingdom of
Italy, nor was he slow to perceive that there might be
hope for himself in the turn that matters had taken.
The Italian question thus far solved, Italy would no
longer need so much support from her well-wishers.
‘With a liberal monarch at the head of the natiom, a
parliament to vote supplies, and an army to defend
the naticnal territory, the whole system of patriotic
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black-mail levying, and special pleading of every de-
scription, must necessarily collapse. Olimpia would
therefore no longer feel herself bound to sacrifice her
hand to “one who could do more for Italy” than him-
self. 8o the Earl loved and hoped on, and wisely
bided his time.

‘Wisely, too, he applied himself in the meanwhile to
the improvement of his own wordly position. Occu-
pying his friend Saxon’s vacant chambers in St. James'’s
Street, be devoted himself to his parliamentary duties
with a zeal that drew upon him the attention of one or
two very noble and influential personages. Having
made a couple of really brilliant speeches during the
spring session of 1861, and happening to be upon the
spot when a man of ability and tact was needed at a
moment’s notice, he had the good fortune to be en-
trusted with a somewhat delicate and difficult mission
to one of the German potentates.

The Earl, as a matter of course, acquitted himself
perfectly; and began thenceforth to be talked of among
his elders as “a rising man.” Then the Duke of Don-
caster smiled graciously upon him, and several of the
Cabinet Ministers fell into the way of asking him to
their political dinners; and the end of it all was, that
Jjust before the setting in of the long vacation, Gervase
Leopold Wynneclyffe, Earl of Castletowers, found him-
self inducted one fine morning into a very neat little
vacancy in the Perquisite Office, where the work was
light and the salary heavy, and the chance of promo-
tion considerable. Then, and not till then, he ventured
to renew his suit to Olimpia Colonna.

The moment was favourable. A year of mourning
23
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had passed over her head, and the intense solitude of
heart which had been at first her only solace nmow be
gan to weigh painfully upon her. She had had time
to think of many things — time to live down some
errors and outlive some hopes — time also to remember
how long and well the Earl had loved her; how worthy
he was of all the love that she could give him in re-
turn; how he had shed his blood for her Italy; and
with what devotion he had performed the last sad
duties of a son towards her father's ashes. Besides all
this, her occupation was gone. She could no longer
immolate herself for Italy, for the simple reason that
Italy was satisfied to rest awhile upon her present
gains, and preferred being left to settle her own affairs
in a quiet Constitutional way. The disaster at Aspro-
monte convinced Miss Colonna of this truth, and of the
stability of the new rdgtme. And over and above all
these considerations, Olimpia loved the Earl. She had
loved him all along — even when she refused him;
and now, after a whole year of sorrow, she loved him
better than before. So she accepted him — accepted
him very frankly and simply, as a true woman should,
and promised to be his wife before the ending of the

ear.
d Secure in the consciousness of her splendid birth,
Olimpia never dreamed for one moment that Lady
Castletowers could be other than content and happy in
this new alliance of their houses. That the proud Ale-
thea Holme-Pierrepoint would in this solitary instance
have been prepared to sacrifice blood for gold — nay,
would have actually welcomed a Miss Hatherton with
her two hundred and fifty thousand pounds more gladly
than a portionless Colonna, — was a possibility that
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could by no chance enter within the sphere of her
calculations. 8o when Lady Castletowers came over
to see her the next day in her humble suburban
home, and kissed her on both cheeks, and said all
the pretty and gracious things that the mother of
her betrothed husband was bound, under the circum-
stances, to say, Olimpia accepted it all in perfect faith,
nor guessed a bitter disappointment lay hidden beneath
that varnish of smiles and embraces. The Earl, having
himself borne the brunt of her Ladyship’s displeasure,
was, it need scarcely be said, careful to keep the secret
very close indeed.

In the meanwhile Saxon Trefalden had gone back
to Switzerland; and there, despite the urgent remon-
strances of those dear friends who missed his little din-
ners and his inexhaustible cheque-books, persistently
remained. In vain did the Erectheum lift up its voice
in despair; in vain did Blackwall lament and Rich-
mond refuse to be comforted, and Italian prima donnas
sigh for banquets and bracelets gone by. The boyish,
laughing, lavish millionnaire was fairly gone, and de-
clined to come back again. The syrens might sing;
but Odysseus only stopped his ears and sailed by un-
heeding.

The Earl alone knew that he was married; but
even the Earl knew no more. He felt it to be some-
what hard that his friend should neither have invited
him to his wedding, nor have taken him in any way
into his confidence upon so important a matter. " He
could not but be conscious, too, that there was some-
thing strange and secret about the whole proceeding.
Who had he married? Was the bride pretty or plain?
Rich or poor? Dark or fair? Gentle or simple?
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‘What was her age? Her name? her rank? her
nation?

In reply to the first announcement of his friend's
marriage, the Earl had ventured delicately to hint at
two or three of these inquiries; but as Saxon limited
his rejoinder to the fact that his wife was “an angel,”
Lord Castletowers naturally felt that the statement
was hardly so explicit as it might have been.

On all other points Saxon was frank and com-
municative as ever. He laid his every project before
his friend as unreservedly in his letters as if they two
had been sitting face to face over the fire in the
smoking-room at Castletowers, or leaning side by side
in the moonlight over the taffrail of the “Albula.”
They were delightful letters, filled to overflowing
with all kinds of general detail: now telling of the
new chiteau which was already in progress; now of
the bridge just built at Ostenstein, or the road to be
made between Tamins and Thusis; now describing
a national féte at Chur, or an entertainment at the
Chéteau Planta; now relating all about the cotton-
mills which Saxon was erecting in the valley, or the
enormous pasture tracts lately purchased and the herds
of Scotch cattle imported to stock them; now giving a
sketch of the design just received from the architect
at Geneva for that church at Altfelden on which
Pastor Martin’s heart had been set for the last thirty
years — keeping the Earl constantly au courant, in
fact, of every particular of his friend’s busy and
benevolent life among the simple people of his native
canton.

At length it was the Earl’s turn to announce the
happiness so shortly to be his; and then Saxon wrote
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to entreat that the newly-married pair would extend
their wedding-journey as far as the Valley of Dom-
leschg, and be his guests awhile. “My wife,” he said,
¢¢desires to know you, and my uncle loves you already
for my sake. On your wedding-day you will receive
a parcel of papers, which you must accept as a souvenir
of your friend.”

The ‘“parcel of papers” proved to be the title-
deeds of the two farms sold to Mr. Sloper, and the
title-deeds of Mr. Behrens's “box™ and grounds at
Castletowers. The farms were worth from ten to
twelve thousand pounds apiece, to say nothing of the
“fancy price” which Saxon had paid for the wool-
stapler’s property. It was not a bad present, as
presents go, and it made a rich man of the Earl of
Castletowers; but he little thought as he wrung Saxon’s
bhand when they next met at Reichenau, that to the
man who had presented him with that princely wed-
ding-gift he owed not those farms alone, but Castle-
towers itself — Castletowers itself, with the ancestral
oaks of which he was so proud, and the rare old house
in which his forefathers had lived and died for cen-
turies before him. That was the one secret that Saxon
never confided to him — not even when, walking to-
gether under the apple-trees at the foot of the church-
hill, he related the story of his own marriage, of his
cousin’s perfidy, and of the fate from which he had in-

to save Helen Riviére.

“And that,” he said, ‘“was how I came first to
know her — how I came to love her — how I won
her. I brought her home at once to the little chAteau
yonder. My uncle adored her from the first moment,
and she adored him. I was almost jealous — that is,
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I should have been jealous, if it hadn't made me so
bappy. When she had been living here for about a
month or five weeks, we came up one morning, all
three together, to this little chapel upon the hill, and
my uncle married us. There was no one present but
Kettli and the organ-blower. After my uncle had
blessed us and the ceremony was all over, we embraced
and bade him adieu, and walked along the Thusis road
till the cabriolet overtook us; and so we were married
and went away, and no soul in Reichenau knew it till
we were gone. We were so happy!”

“It is a strange story,” said the Earl, “and a pretty
story; and the best part of it is that you and I are
cousins, Saxon, after all!”

“Nay,” replied Saxon, grasping his friend’s hand
in both his own, “it is not much to be only cousins
when we have been brothers so long!”

A word remains to be added respecting the other
moiety of the great Trefalden Legacy; that moiety
which, according to the will of the testator, was to be
bestowed in the endowment of a great charity, chiefly
for the benefit of “decayed tradesmen, mercantile men,
ship-brokers, stock-brokers, poor clergymen, and mem-
bers of the legal and medical professions, and the
widows and orphans of each of those classes respec-
tively.” For the accommodation of these widows and
orphans, the will went on to direct that a plot of free-
hold ground should be purchased, and that “a suitable
and substantial building” should be erected thereon
under the superintendence of *“some eminent architect;"
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and this building was to be called “ Tae LonpoN BENE-
vOLENT TREFALDEN INgTITUTION.”

It is delightful to know that all this will certainly
be done — some day. The money fell due on the
twenty-second of March, 1860, and the sum then trans-
ferred to the credit of the trustees amounted to just
four million seven hundred and seventy-six thousand
two hundred and odd pounds. Since that time the
exertions of the Right Honourable the Lord Mayor and
Corporation have been beyond all praise. To say that
they have either thought much, or done much, up to
the present date, would perhaps be premature; but they
have eaten an incalculable number of dinners on the
subject, which to the civic mind means precisely the
same thing. At these dinners they generally entertain
a certain “eminent architect,” which ‘“eminent archi-
tect,” being retained at a splendid salary for just so
long as the works shall remain in progress, is naturally
and laudably anxious to devote his life to the task. He
therefore submits a plan now and then, or the modifica-
tion of a plan, to the intelligent after-dinner criticisms
of his honourable employers; and in that position the
building-question now stands.

What site that “suitable and substantial building”
is destined to occupy, how much it will cost, what it
will be like, and at what remote period in the future
history of the world it may probably be completed, are
questions which the present generation is advised not
to consider too curiously. No intelligent and unpre-
judiced person can doubt, of course, that when the
ground is bought, and the building is built, and the
bills are all paid, and the dinners are all eaten, and
the resident curator, clergyman, physician, secretary,
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house-keeper, aund servants of the establishment are
salaried on a scale befitting the spendour of the found-
ation, there will yet remain something for the *De-
CcAYED TRADESMEN, mercantile men, ship-brokers, stock-
brokers, poor clergymen, and members of the legal
and medical professions, as well as for the widows
and orphans of each of those classes respectively.” In
any case, however, the claims of these insignificant
persons will not have to be considered in our time;
how, then, can we do better than eat, drink, and be
merry, after the enlightened fashion of our honourable
friends, the Trefalden Trustees, and so leave the future
to take care of itself?

THE END.
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