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BARREN HONOUR:

A TALE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF " GUT LIVINGSTONE SWORD AND GOWN," ETC.

CHAPTER I.

NEW AND OLD.

A VERY central place is Newmanham,
both by local and commercial position

a big, black, busy town, waxing bigger
and blacker and busier day by day. For

more than a century that Queen of Trade

has worn her iron crown right worthily ;

her pulse beats, now, sonorously with

the clang of a myriad of steam-ham-

mers
;
her veins swell almost to bursting

with the ceaseless currents of molten

metals; and her breath goes up to

heaven, heavy and vaporous with the

blasts of many furnaces.

Whenever I pass that way, as a born

Briton, an unit of a great mercantile na-

tion, I feel or suppose myself to feel, a

certain amount of pride and satisfaction

in witnessing so many evidences of my
country's wealth and prosperity ; they
are very palpable indeed, those eviden-

ces, and not one of the senses will be in-

clined to dispute their existence. If I

chance to have an exiled Neapolitan

prince, or a deposed grand-duke, or any
other potentate in difficulties, staying
with me (which, of course, happens con-

stantly), I make a point of beguiling the

illustrious foreigner into the dingy laby-
rinth of Newmanham, from which he

escapes not till he has done justice to

every one of its marvels. Nevertheless,
as an individual whose only relations

with commerce consist in always want-

ing to buy more things than one can

possibly afford, and in never, by any
charTce, having anything to sell, except
now and then a horse or two, more or
less "screwed," or a parcel of ideas, more
or less trivial as such an one, I say, I

am free to confess, that my first and

abiding emotion, after being ten min-
utes in that great emporium, is a deso-

late sense of having no earthly business

there, and of being very much in every-

body's way a sentiment which the na-

tives seem perfectly to fathom and coin-

cide with.

It is not that they make themselves
in any wise disagreeable, or cast you
forth with contumely from their hive.

The operative element does not greet
the stranger with the " 'eave of a arf-

brick," after the genial custom of the

mining districts
;

neither is he put to

confusion by a broad stare, breaking up
into a broader grin, as sometimes oc-

curs in our polite sea-port towns. A
quick careless glance, as if the gazer had
no time even for curiosity, is the worst

ordeal you will have to encounter in

passing a group of the inhabitants,
whether at work, or by a rare chance,

resting from their labours. There are
"
roughs" to be found there more dan-

gerous, they say, than in most places ;

but these do not show much in daylight
or frequented thoroughfares. They have

their own haunts, and when the sun

arises they lie down in their dens. In

deed, the upper Ten. Thousand the

great manufacturers and iron-founders

or their representatives will treat you
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with no small kindness, especially if you
have letters of introduction : they will

show voti over their vast works and

endless factories, adapting their conver-

sation always to your limited capacity,

becoming affably explanatory or blandly
statistical, as the occasion demands,

only indulging in a mild and discreet

triumph, as they point out some unut-

terably hideous combination of steel and
iron peculiar to their own establishment,

which produces results as unexpected
as a conjuring trick. Even so have we
seen Mr. Ambrose Arcturus, the stout

and intrepid voyager, beguile a Sab-

bath afternoon in exhibiting to a friend's

child to the officer of the day from

the contiguous barracks to a fair coun-

try cousin or some other equally in-

nocent and inquisitive creature the

treasures of the Zoological Society, not

a few of which are the captives of his

own bow and spear; lingering, perhaps

fondly, for a moment, opposite a gigan-
tic bivalve or mollusca which he is re-

ported to have vanquished in single
combat.

But, in spite of all this hospitality,
the consciousness of being in a false po-
sition, of taking up people's time where
time is money in fact, of being rather

a nuisance than othewise cannot easily
be shaken o-ff: the eye grows weary
with seeking a resting-place where every-

thing illustrates perpetual motion, and
the brain dizzy with the everlasting
tremor and whir of wheels. It is a

positive relief when we find ourselves

starting on one of the lines that radiate

from Newmanham to every point of the

compass, like the feelers of a cuttle-fish,

always dragging in " raw material" to

the voracious centre : it is an absolute

luxury, an hour afterwards, to sweep on

through the great grazing grounds again,
and to see forty acres of sound, un-

dulating pasture stretching away up to

the black " bulfinch" that cuts the sky-
line.

You may easily guess what the po-
litical tone of such a borough must be :

Liberalism of the most enlightened de-

scription nourishes there unchecked and
unrivalled

;
for no Conservative candi-

date has yet been found so
self-sacrificing

as to solicit the suffrages of Newman-
ham. Were such an one to present him-

self, it is scarcely probable that the free

and independent electors would content

themselves with such playful missiles as

graveolent eggs or decomposed cabbage-
stalks : they would be more likely to re-

vive, for his especial benefit, that almost

obsolete argumentum a lapide which

has silenced, if it did not convince,

many obstinate enthusiasts who, nev-

ertheless, were not far from the truth,

after all. In no other town of England are

Mr. Blight's harangues received with

such favour and sincere sympathy.
When the santon-fit is on that meek
Man of Peace, and carries him away in

a flood of furious diatribe against
" those

who sit in high places and grind the

faces of the poor," it is curious to re-

mark how willingly and completely his

audience surrender themselves to the in-

fluence of the hour. You may see the

ground-swell of passion swaying and

surging through the mass of operatives
that pack the body of the hall, till every

gaunt grimed face becomes picturesque
in its savage energy : you have only to

look round to be aware that education,
and property, and outward respecta-

bility, are no safeguards against the con-

tagion : it is spreading fast now through
that phalanx of decent broad-clothed

burghers on the platform, and listen

their voices chime in with ominous alac-

rity in the cheer that rewards a perora-
tion that in old days would have brought
the speaker to the pillory.

That same cheer, once heard, is not

easily forgotten : there is not the faint-

est echo of anything joyous, or kindly,
or hopeful, in its accent

;
one feels that

it issues from the depths of hearts that

are more than dissatisfied through lips

parched with a fiery longing and thirst

for something never yet attained. For
what ? God help them ! they could not

tell you if they dared. Go to an ag-
ricultural dinner (farmers are the most
discontented race alive, you know), mark
the tumult among the yeomen when the

health of the county favorite has been

given, or rather intimated, for they knew
what the speaker would say, and before

he could finish, the storm of great,
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healthy voices broke in. Those two ac-

clamations differ from each other more

strikingly than does the full round shout

of a Highland regiment
"
doubling" to

charge, from the hoarse, cracked " hour-

ra'' of a squadron of Don Cossacks.

With these dispositions, you may con-

ceive that, albeit Newmanham rather

covets land as an investment (they make

very fair and not unkindly seigneur,
those Novi homines), she cherishes little

love or respect for the landed interest,

its representatives, and traditions. Yet,
"\vhen a brother magnate from Tarenton
or New Byrsa comes to visit one of these

mighty burghers,
to what object of inte-

rest does the host invariably first direct

the attention of his honored guest? De-

ferring to another day the inspection of

his own factory, and of all other town

wonders, he orders round the gorgeous
barouche, with the high-stepping greys,
'overlaid with as much precious metal as

the Beautiful Gate, and takes the stran-

ger fifteen miles away, to view the de-

mesne which, through the vicissitudes

of six centuries, has been the abiding-

place of the Vavasours of Dene.
The house is not so ancient, nor does

it stand on the site of the old Castle.

All that would burn of that crumbled
down in a whirlwind of flame, one black

winter's night during the Wars of the

Roses. There had long been a feud

between the Vavasours and a neighbor-

ing family nearly as powerful and over-

bearing. Sir Hugh Mauleverer was a

shrewd, provident man, and cool even in

his desperation. When he saw signs of

the tide turning against Lancaster, he
determined to settle one score, at least,

before he went to the wall. So, on New-
Year's eve, when the drinking was deep,
and they kept careless watch at Dene

Castle, the Lancastrians came down in

force, and made their way almost into

the banqueting hall unopposed. Then
there was a struggle short, but very

sharp. The retainers of the Vavasour,

though taken by surprise, were all fully

armed, and. partly from
fidelity^ partly

because they feared their stern master
more than any power of heaven or hell,

j

partly because they had no other chance,

fought like mad wild cats. However,

three to one are heavy odds. All his

four sons had gone down before him,
and not a dozen men were left at his

back, when Simon Vavasour struck his

last blow. It was a good, honest, bitter

blow, well meant and well delivered, for

it went through steel and bone so deep
into Hugh Mauleverer's brain that his

slayer could not draw out the blade
;

the grey old wolf never stirred a finger
after that to help himself, and never ut-

tered a sound, except one low, savage
laugh as they hewed him in pieces on
his own hearth-stone. When the slaugh-
ter was over, the sack, of course, began,
but the young Mauleverer, though heated

by the fight, and somewhat discomposed
by his father's death, could not forget the

courtesy and charity on which he rather

prided himself. So, when every living

thing that had down on its lip was put
out of pain, he would not suft'er the WT

O-

men and children to be outraged or tor-

tured, magnanimously dismissing them
to wander where they would into the
wild weather, with the flames of Dene
Castle to light them on their way. Most
of them perished before daybreak ;

but
one child, a grandson of the baron's, was
saved at the price of its mother's life.

She stripped herself of nearly her last

garment to cover the heir of her house,
and kissed him once as she gave him to

the strongest of the women to carry, and
then lay down wearily in the snow-drift

to die.

When Walter Vavasour came to man-

hood, the House of York was firm on
the throne, and another manor or two
rewarded his family for what it had suf-

fered in their cause. He commenced

building on the site of the present man-
sion

;
but it was reserved for his grand-

son (who married one of the greatest
heiresses at the court of Henry VIII.)
to complete the stately edifice as it now
stands, at the cost of all his wife's for-

tune, and a good part of his own.
There are more dangerous follies than

a building mania
;
and perhaps it would

have been well for Fulke Vavasour if he
had ruined himself more utterly in its

indulgence. Poverty might have kept
him out of worse scrapes. If he resem-

bled his portrait, his personal beauty
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must have been very remarkable, though
of a character more often found in South-

ern Europe than in England. The Saxon

and Norman-races rarely produce those

long, dark, languid eyes, and smooth,

pale cheeks, contrasted with scarlet lips,

and black masses of silky hair. Fail-

form and face were fatal endowments in

those hot-blooded days, when lovers set

no bounds to their ambition, and une

caprice de grande dame would have its

way in spite of or by means of poison,

cord, and steel. All sorts of vague ru-

mors were current as to the real cause

which brought the last Lord Vavasour

to the scaffold. The truth can never be

known
; for, on the same night that he

was arrested, a cavalier (whom no one

recognized) came to the Dene
;
he

showed the Baron's signet ring, and re-

quired to be left alone in his private
chamber. The day was breaking when
the stranger rode away ;

and an hour

afterwards a pursuivant was in posses-
sion of the house, making, as is the

fashion of his kind, minute perquisitions,
when there was nothing left to search

for. Doubtless all clue to the mystery
was destroyed or removed before he

came. But it may well be, that, if Fulke

Vavasour was innocent of the plot for

which he died, he was not guiltless of a

darker one, with which statecraft had

nothing to do. It is certain that his

widow a most excellent and pious

young woman, one of the earliest Pro-

testant converts, and a great friend of

The Bishops made little moan over

the husband whom she had long wearied

with her fondness
;
she never indeed

mentioned his name, except from neces-

sity, and then with a groan of reproba-
tion. They end are neglect like angels
and cruelty like martyrs ;

but what de-

vote ever forgot or forgave an infidelity ?

Let it be understood, that I quote this

fact of the widow's scant regret just for

what it is worth a piece of presumptive
evidence bearing upon a particular case,

and in no wise illustrating a general

principle. I am not prepared to allow,

that a fair gauge of any deceased per-
son's moral worth is invariably the depth
or duration of the affliction manifested

by his nearest and dearest.

The barony of course became extinct

with the attainted traitor
;
but the broad

lands remained
;
for the Tiger, in a fit

of ultra-leonine generosity, not only dis-

dained himself to fatten on his victim,

but even kept off the jackals. Perhaps,
the contracting heart of the unhappy
jealous old tyrant was touched by some
dim recollection of early chivalrous days,
when he took no royal road to win the

favor of woman or fortune, but met his

rivals frankly and fairly, and either beat

them on their merits, or yielded the

prize.
The sins of the unlucky reprobate were

not visited on his children. The estate

gradually shook off the burden he had
laid upon it, and during the four suc-

ceeding generations the prosperity of the

Vavasours rather wraxed than waned.

Like the rest of the Cavaliers, they had
to bear their share of trouble about the

time of the Commonwealth
;
but they

were too powerful to be forgotten when
the king came to his own again. In-

deed, there was a good deal of vitality

about the family, though individually its

members came curiously often to violent

or untimely ends
;
and the domain had

descended in unbroken male succession

to its present owner with scarcely dimin-

ished acreage. Yet, from a period far

beyond the memory of man, there had
been no stint or stay in the lavish ex-

pense and stately hospitality which had

always been maintained at Dene. Twice
in the last hundred years the offer had
been made of reversing the attainder,

and reviving the ancient barony, and
each time; from whim or some wiser

motive, rejected. No minister had yet
been found cool enough to proffer a bar-

onetcy to those princes of the Squire-

archy.
It is not worth while describing the

house minutely. It was a huge, irregu-
lar mass of building, in the Tudor style,
with rather an unusual amount of orna-

mental stonework
;
well placed near the

centre of a very extensive park, and on
the verge of an abrupt declivity. The
most remarkable features in it were the

great hall fifty feet square, going right

up to the vaulted roof, and girdled by
two tiers of elaborately-carved galleries
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in black oak and the garden-front. The
architect had availed himself right well

of the advantages of the ground, which

(as I have said) sloped steeply down,
almost from the windows ;

so that you
looked out upon a succession of terraces

each framed in its setting of curious-

ly-wrought balustrades connected by
broad flights of steps leading down to a

quaint stone bridge spanning a clear,

shallow stream. Beyond this lay the

Plaisance, with its smooth-shaven grass,

studded with islets of evergreens, and

endless winding walks through shady
shrubberies, issuing from which, after

crossing a deep sunk-fence, you found

yourself again among the great oaks and

elms of the deer-park. If there had been

no other attraction at Dene, the trees

would have been worth going miles to

see
; indeed, the stanch adherents of the

Vavasours always brought the timber

forward, as a complete and crushing
refutation of any blasphemer who should

presume to hint that the family ever had

been, or could be, embarrassed. The
stables were of comparatively modern

date, and quite perfect in their way ;

they harmonized with the style of the

main building, though this was not of

much importance, for the belt of firs

around them was so dense, that a stran-

ger was only made aware of their exist-

ence by a slender spire of delicate stone-

work shooting over the tree-tops, the

pinnacle of a fountain in the centre of

the court. The best point of view was
from the farther end of the Plaisance.

Looking back from thence, you saw a

picture hardly to be matched even

amongst the "
stately homes of Eng-

land," and to which the Continent could

show no parallel, if you traversed it from

Madrid to Moscow. The grand old

house, rising, grey and solemn, over the

long sloping estrade of bright flowers,

reminded one of some aged Eastern king

reclining on his divan of purple, and sil-

ver, and pearl. No wonder that Dene
was a favorite resort of the haute bour-

geoisie of Newmanham on Mondays,
when the public was admitted to the

gardens, the state apartments, and the

picture gallery ; indeed, on any other

day it was easy to gain admission if the

Squire was at home, for Hubert Vava-

sour, from his youth upwards, had always
been incapable of refusing anybody any-

thing in reason. If u
my lady" happened

to be mistress of the position, success

was not quite such a certainty.
I think we have done our duty by the

mansion
;

it is almost time to say some-

thing about its inmates.

CHAPTER II.

MEA CTJLPA.

THERE were all sorts of rooms at

Dene, ranging through all degrees of

luxury, from magniticence clown to

comfort. To the last class certainly be-

longed especial apartment, which, from
time immemorial, had been called " the

Squire's own." For many generations
this had represented the withdrawing-
room, the council chamber, the study,
and the divan of the easy-going poten-
tates who had ruled the destinies of the

House of Vavasour
;

if their authority
over the rest of the mansion was some-
times disputed, here at least they reigned

supreme. There was easy access from

without, by a door opening on a narrow

winding walk that led through thick

shubberies into the stables, so that the

Squires were enabled to welcome in

their sanctum, unobserved, such modest
and retiring comrades as, from the state

of their apparel or of their nerves, did

not feel equal to the terrors of the grand
entrance. Hither also they were wont
to resort, as a sure refuge, whenever they
chanced to be worsted in any domestic

skirmish: though tradition preserves the

names of several imperious and power-
ful Chatelaines, and chronicles their

prowess, not one appears to have forced

or even assailed these entrenchments.

It almost seemed as if provision had
been made against a sudden surprise ;

for, at the extremity of the passage lead-

ing to the main part of the building,
were two innocent-looking green-baized
doors, with great weights, so cunningly

adjusted, that one, if not both of them,
was sure to escape from weak or unwary
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hands, and to close with an awful thun-

derous bang, that went rolling along the

vaulted stone roof, till even a Dutch

garrison would have been roused from

its slumbers. Very, very rarely had the

rustle of feminine garments been heard

within these sacred precincts; hardly

ever, indeed, since the times of wild

Philip Vavasour" The Red Squire"

who, if all tales are true, entertained

singularly limited notions as to his own
marital duties, and enormously extensive

ones as to les droits dc seigneurie.

It was a large, square, low-browed

room, lined on two sides with presses
and book-cases of black walnut wood,

that, from their appearance, might have

been placed there when it was built.

The furniture all matched these, though

evidently of quite recent date; the chairs,

at least, being constructed to meet every

requirement of modern laziness or las-

situde. An immense mantelpiece of

carved white marble, slightly discolored

by wood-smoke, rose nearly to the

vaulted ceiling, in the centre of which

were the crest and arms of the family,

wrought in porphyry. There were two

windows, large enough to let in ample

light, in spite of heavy stone mullions

and armorial shields on every other pane
the south one looking to the garden-

front, the west into a quiet, old-fash-

ioned bowling-green, enclosed by yew
hedges thick and even as an ancient

rampart, and trained at the corners into

the shape of pillars crowned with vases.

Not a feature of the place seems to have

been altered since the times when some
stout elderly Cavalier may have smoked
a digestive pipe in that centre arbour

;

or later, when some gallant of Queen
Anne's court may have doffed delicately
his velvet coat, laying it, like an offer-

ing, at Sacharissa's feet, ere he proceeded
to win her father's favour by losing any
number of games.
A pleasant room at all hours, it is un-

usually picturesque at the moment we

speak of, from the effects of many-colored

light and shade. A hot August day is

fast drawing to its close
;
the sun is so

level that it only just clears the yews
sufficiently to throw into strong relief,

against a dark back-ground, the torso of

a sitting figure which is well worth a

second glance.
You look upon a man past middle

age, large-limbed, vast-chested, and evi-

dently of commanding stature, with pro-

portions not yet too massive for activity ;

indeed, his bearing may well have gained
in dignity what it has lost in grace. The
face is still more remarkable. Searching
through the numberless portraits that

line the picture-gallery, you will hardly
find a dozen where the personal beauty
for which the Vavasours have long been

proverbial is more strikingly exemplified
than in their present representative.
There are lines of silver not unfrequent

in the abundant chesnut hair and

bushy whiskers
; but fifty-four years

have not traced ten wrinkles on the high
white forehead, nor filled the outline of

the well-cut aquiline features, nor altered

the clearness of the healthy, bright com-

plexion, nor dimmed the pleasant light
of the lanje frank blue eyes. There is

a fault, certainly the want of decision,
about the mouth and all the lower part
of the face

;
but even this you are not

disposed to cavil much at, after hearing
once or twice Hubert Vavasour's read}",

ringing laugh, and watching his kindly
smile. His manner had that rare blend-

ing of gentle courtesy with honest cor-

diality, that the rudest stoic finds irre-

sistibly attractive : you never could trace

in it the faintest shade of condescension,
or aggravating affability. Presiding at

his own table, talking to a tenant at the

cover-side, discussing the last opera with
the fair Duchess of Darlington, or smok-

ing the peaceful midnight cigar with an
old comrade, the Squire of Dene seemed
to be, and really was, equally happy,
natural, and at home.

At this particular moment the ex-

pression of his pleasant face was unu-

sually grave, and there was a cloud on
his open brow, not of an^er or vexation,
but decidedly betokening perplexity.
He was evidently, pondering deeply
over words that had just been ad.;

ed to him by the only other occupant
of the "study."
The latter was a tall man, slightly

and gracefully built, apparently about

thirty ;
his pale, quiet face had no
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remarkable points of beauty, except

very brilliant dark eyes, looking larger
and brighter from the half-circles un-

der them, and a mouth which was

simply perfect. You could not glance
at him, however, without being remin-

ded of all those stories of unfortunate

patricians, foiled in their endeavours

to escape because they could not

look like the coal-heaver, or rag-mer-

chant, or clerk, whose clothes they
wore. If the whim had possessed Sir

Alan Wyvern to array himself, for the

nonce, in the loudest and worst-assorted

colors that ever lent additional vulgari-

ty to the person of a Manchester "tiger,''

it is probable that the travestie would
have been too palpable to be amusing ;

he would still have looked precisely as

he did now and ever from the crown
of his small head to the sole of his slen-

der foot "thoroughbred all through."
The intelligence which seemed to

have involved the Squire in doubt and

disquietude was just this. Five minutes

ago he had looked upon Wyverne only
as his favourite nephew; he had scarce-

ly had time to get accustomed to him
in the new light of a possible son-in-

law
;
for the substance of Alan's brief

confession was, that in the course of

their afternoon's ride he had wooed
and (provisionally) won his fair cousin

Helen.

Now, when the head of a family has

five or six marriageable females to dis-

pose of, forming a beautiful sliding-scaie,
from 'thirty off' downwards, his feel-

ings, on hearing that one is to be taken

off his hands, are generally those of

unmixed exhilaration. Under such cir-

cumstances, the most prudent of 4 '

par-
ents" is apt to look rather hopefully
than captiously into the chances of the

future menage: he is fain to cry out,

like the *"

heavy father," "take her, you
rascal, and make her happy !'' and in-

deed acts up to every part of the stage
direction, with the trifling exception of

omitting the hand over the bulky note-

case, or the "
property

1 '

purse of gold.
But it is rather a different affair when
the damsel in question is an only

daughter, fair to look upon, and just in i

her nineteenth summer. Then it will
j

be seen, how a man of average intellect

can approve himself at need, keenly

calculating in foresight, unassailable in

arguments, and grandiloquent on the

duties of paternity. II is stern sagacity

tramples on the roses with which our

romance would surround Love in a

Cottage. It is no use trying to put
castles in Spain into settlements, when
even Irish estates are narrowly scrutin-

ized. Perhaps we never were very

sanguine about our expectancies, but
till this instant we never regarded them
with such utter depression and humility
of spirit. Our cheery host of yester-

night he who was so convivially de-

termined on that " other bottle before

we join the ladies" has vanished sud-

denly. In his stead there sits one
fill ing his arm-chair as though it were
a judgment seat, and freezing our guilty
hearts with his awful eye. Our hopes
are blighted so rapidly, that before the

hour is out not one poor leaf is left of

the garland that late bloomed so freshly.
\Ve have only one aim and object in

life now to flee from that dread pres-
ence as quickly as we may, albeit in

worse plight than that of Sceva's sons.

How sorry we are that we spoke !

But Hubert Vavasour's voice was not

angry nor even cold. If there was the

faintest accent of reproach there, it

surely was unintentional
;

but in its

gravity was* something of sadness.
"
Alan, would it not have been better

to have spoken first to me ?"

His own conscience, more than that

simple question or the tone in which it

was uttered, made Wyverne's cheek
flush as he answered it.

" Dear Uncle Hubert, I own it was a

grave fault. I am so sorry for not having
told you the secret first, that I hardly
know how to ask even you to forgive
me. But will you believe that there

was no malice proprnse ? I swear that

when I went out this afternoon, I had
no more idea of betraying myself to

Helen than I had of proposing to any
Princess-Royal. I am sure I have no
more right to aspire to one than the

other. But we were riding fast and

carelessly through Holme Wood; a

branch caught Helen's sombrero, and
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held it fast. I went back for it we
could not pull up for a second or two.

When I joined her again, she was try-

ing to put in order some rebellious

tresses which had escaped from their

net
;
the light shot down through the

leaves on the dark ripples of hair;

there was the most delicious flush you
can fancy on her cheek, and her lips

and eyes were laughing so merrily !

I don't believe that the luck of painters
ever let them dream of any thing half

so lovely. I suppose I've seen as many
fair faces as most men of rny age, and I

ought to be able to keep my head (if

not my heart) by this time. Well it

went, on the instant. I had no more
self-control or forethought than a school-

boy in his first love. Before I was

aware, I had said words that I ought
never to have spoken, but which are

very, very hard to unsay. Don't ask

me what she answered. I should have

been still unworthy of those words if,

since my manhood begun, I had never

done one ill deed, never thrown one

chance away. Uncle Hubert, you can't

blame me as much as I despise myself.
The idea of a man's having got through
a good fortune and the best years of

his life, without having learnt when
to hold his tongue."

The clouds had been clearing fast on
Vavasour's face while the other was

speaking, and the sun broke out, sud-

denly, in a kind, pleasant smile. Prob-

ably more than one feeling was busy
within him then, which it would have
been hard to separate or analyse. The
father's heart swelled with pride and
love as he heard of this last crowning
triumph of a beauty, that, from child-

hood upwards, he had held to be peer-
less. Indeed, he was absurdly fond of

Helen, and had spoiled her so consist-

ently, that no one could understand

why the demoiselle (who certainly had
a will of her own) was not more imper-
ious and wayward. Besides this, the

Squire's strong natural sense of humour
was gratified. It amused him unspeak-
ably to see his calm, impassible nephew
for once so embarassed as actually to

have been betrayed into blushing.
More than all, gay memories of his own

youth and manhood came trooping up
fast, some faint and distant, some so

near and brightly-coloured, that they
almost seemed tangible vanishing and

reappearing capriciously, as one fair vis-

ion chased another from light into shade,
like elves holding revel under a midsum-
mer moon.

True, the days of his gipsyhood were

past and gone ;
but the spirit of the Zin-

garo had tarried with Vavasour longer
than with most men, if indeed it was
even yet extinct. He could not help

owning that, if the same temptation had
assailed himself at the same age, he

would have yielded quite as easily as

Wyverne had done that day, with per-

haps rather less of prudent scruple, and
with more utter contempt of conse-

quences. Though he had seldom given

grounds to Lady Mildred for grave ac-

cusation, or even suspicion, gayer gallant
never breathed since Sir Gawaine died.

A chivalrous delicacy and high sense of

honour had borne him (and others) scath-

less through many fiery trials
; yet not

so long ago hearts had quivered at the

sound of his musical voice, like reeds

shaken by the wind. Few men had
achieved more conquests with less loss

to victor and vanquished; for he was
satisfied with the surrender of a belea-

guered city without giving it up to pil-

lage. Flesh is weak, we know ;
it would

be rash to assert, that in his hot youth,
Hubert Vavasour had never regretted a

lost opportunity ;
but perhaps he did not

sleep less soundly now, because of all

the lost souls who, on either side of the

grave, live in torment, not one could lay
its ruin at his door. Two or three repu-
tations slightly compromised are surely
not an immoderate allowance for a viveur

of five-and thirty years' standing, and
need scarcely entail indulgence in pop-
pies or mandragora. I think it speaks
well for the presiding judge if, when a

young offender is brought up before the

Council of the Elders, those ancient

memories stand forth as witnesses for

the defence.

So the Squire's tone was cheery and

hearty as ever, when he replied to

Alan's rather unsatisfactory explanation,
and there was a laugh in his eyes.
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"
It must have been a terrible temp-

tation, for the mere recollection of it

makes you poetical. That period about
' the sunlight on the rippled hair

'

would have done credit to a laureate in

love. Seriously, my dear boy, I'm not

angry with you ;
and I don't feel in-

clined to blame you much. I only
meant that if you had spoken first to

me, you would have heard one or two

things not pleasant to hear, which must
be told you now, and which had better

have been said earlier."

"Uncle Hubert," Wyverne said,

gently,
" don't worry yourself with

going through all the objections which

make the affair impracticable. I know
them so well. It is easy to give up
hopes that one never had any right to

cherish. Of course it is clear what you
and Aunt Mildred ought to say. See,

I accept your decision beforehand. I

promise you that I wont murmur at it,

even to myself, and I shall not like any
one of you a bit the worse. It was written

that Ellen should be my first serious

love, and my last too, I fancy. Kismet
it is my fate

;
but that is no reason

why hers should be bound up with it/'

The ruffle of brief emotion had

passed away from his quiet face, and it

had settled into its wonted calmness
;

though at that instant the happiness of

two lives was swaying in the balance, it-

betrayed no disquietude by the shadow
of a sign.

Hubert Vavasour rose and laid his

hand upon the speaker's shoulder.

There was nothing of mirth left now in

the expression of his features
;

all their

grand outline was softened in a solemn

tenderness, and his strong voice was
low and tremulous as a woman's.

" I have not deserved to be so mis-

understood, and by you. Alan, you
are my only sister's son, and I have
loved you all your life long like my
own. You were too young when your
mother died to remember how I mourn-
ed her. You never knew either that,

when I said good bye to her, after the

last Sacrament, I promised her, as

plainly as I could speak for tears, that

I would always stand fast by you and
Gracie. I wish other promises were as

easy to keep faithfully. Do you sup-

pose that my interest in you ceased with

iny guardianship, though my right of

interference did ? In spite of every-

thing that has happened, there is no
man living to whom I would give
Helen so readily as to yourself. I am
not going to trifle with you. As far as

my consent to your marriage can help

you, you have it freely ;
God's blessing

go with it. Now will you listen pa-

tiently while I tell you of difficulties in

the way ?"

If a life dearer than his own had de-

pended on Alan Wyverne's saying any-

thing intelligible at that moment, he
could not have saved it by the utterance

of one word
;
but there was eloquence

enough in the long white fingers, which
closed round his uncle's with the gripe
of a giant.
The Squire sate down again, leaning

his forehead on his hand that shook
ever so little, keeping his face, so, half

shaded. He was a bad dissembler, and
the effort to speak cheerfully was pain-

fully apparent.
"
Alan, have you any idea bow the

account stands between the world

taking it as a commercial world and
the Vavasours of Dene? I don't see

how you should have
; for, besides your

aunt, your cousin Max, and myself, not
half a dozen people, I believe and hope,
know the real state of affairs. There is

no bankruptcy court for us, or I should
have been in it years ago. There were

very, very heavy incumbrances on the

property when I came into it, and

see, I dare not look you in the face

they are nearly doubled now. I can

give no account of my stewardship ;

but I suppose play is about the only

extravagance I have not indulged in;

and l my lady' mind I don't blame
her is not a much better economist.

I wonder our family has lasted so loner.

It has never produced a clever financier,
I need hardly say ; but, more than that,

not one Vavasour for the last seven

generations has had the common sense

or courage to look his difficulties in the

face, and retrench accordingly. Un-

luckily, rolling debts are not like rolling
stones

; they do increase in volume, dia-
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bolically. Well, it's no use beating
about the bush or making half confes-

sions. Here is the truth in six words:

a quarter of a million would hardly
clear us. They said I gave up the

hounds because I had got too heavy to

ride up to them
; perhaps you will guess

if that was the real reason. It was
more as a sop to keep my conscience

quiet than anything else though; for

3,000 a year saved only keeps a lit-

tle interest down, and leaves the prin-

cipal as big and black as ever. When
Max came of age, it was absolutely ne-

cessary to make some arrangement. We
cut off the entail of all property, sold

some outlying farms, and replaced the

old mortgages by new ones on rather

better terms. But we raised more

money. Max owed seven or eight thou-

sand, and I wanted nearly as much to

go on with. He behaved very well

about it, only binding me down by one

stipulation that I should cut no tim-

ber; for it was suggested then that

30,000 worth might be felled and

scarcely missed. He had a fancy, that

whether Dene stayed with us or passed

away to others, it should keep its green
wreath unshorn. It looks as if there

were some sympathetic link between
our fortunes and our forests we have
cherished and spared them so for cen-

turies : if any White Lady (like her
of Avenel) watches over our house, I

am very sure she is a Dryad. Alan,
the worst is still to tell."

He paused for a minute or so, clearing
his throat once or twice nervously, all to

no purpose, for when lie spoke again his

voice was strangely husky and uncertain.
" You don't know much of Newman-

ham? the greatest iron-founder. There
is one Schmidt, a German Jew, whose
father was naturalized. They say he is

vrorth half a million. When a man of
the people has made money up to that

mark, he is always mad to invest in

Kind. Only six months ago, I found
out that Schmidt had bought up every
shilling of mortgage on this property,
and and by G d, I believe he means
to foreclose."

The Squire stopped a^ain, and then
j

broke out into a harsh unnatural laugh, j

" The patriarch knows where to pitch
his tent, doesn't he, Alan ? His spies
have searched out the length and breadth

of the land already, and I dare say he

knows as much about the woods now
as I do. His lines will fall in pleasant

places when he has cast out the Hittite.

Dene would be no bad spot to found a

family in. Twenty quarterings ought
to leave savour enough about the grey
walls to drown somewhat of the New-
manhairi fumier. Leah has been pro-

lific, they tell me. The picture gallery
will be a nice place for the little Isreal-

ites to disport themselves in in bad

weather, and the Crusaders and Cava-
liers will look down benevolently on
'the young Caucasians all at play.'

Perhaps he will offer something hand-
some to be allowed to take our name.

Faith, he may have it! I don't see

why we should keep that to ourselves

when all the rest is gone."
The bitter laugh ended in something

like a sob, and the lofty head sank down
lower still. Looking on Wyverne's col-

ourless face, you would not have guessed
that its pallor could deepen so intensely
as it did when any strong emotion pos-
sessed him. During the last five min-
utes it had grown whiter by several

shades.
"
It is punishment enough for all my

faults and follies," he said,"" to be forced

to listen to such words as these, and to

feel myself utterly helpless and useless.

L^ncle Hubert, I remember, when every
one thought my ruin was complete, you
came the first to oifer help, and you
never dreamt of taking interest by ma-

king me listen to advice or reproaches.
Now I hear of your troubles for the first

time, and I find that I have come in,

seasonably to add another e^rave embar-
rassment. What a luxury benevolence
must be, when it meets with such a

prompt return. If you knew how I hate

myself!"
The elasticity of Vavasour's gallant

spirit had quite shaken off by this time
the momentary depression of which he
was already heartily ashamed. He threw
back his stately head with a gesture full

of haughty grace, as if about to con-

front a palpable enemy or physical dan-
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ger, and his voice rang out again, bold

and musical and clear.
" Don't speak so despondingly, Alan.

My weakness has infected you, I sup-

pose ? I don't wonder at it. I am not

often so cowardly ;
indeed it is the first

time I have broken down so, and I think

it will be long before I disgrace myself
so again. Yes, you would help me if

you could, just as I would help you. I

know you, boy, and the race you come
of. Bon sang ne pent mentir. What-
ever happens, I shall never repent hav-

ing given you Helen. But I want you
to see your line clearly ;

it isn't all open

country before you. Listen. I am cer-

tain '

my lady' has some projects in

her head. She thinks her daughter fair

enough to be made the pillar and prop
of our family edifice. (Poor child ! that

slender neck would break under half

such a burden.) Now, if either of the

young ones is to be turned into an At-

las, surely Max ought to take the part.
But he is too proud, or too indolent, or

too fond of his comforts, to give him-

self any trouble in the matter. Faith, I

like him the better for it. I think I

would rather see the old house go to

ruin respectably than propped by Man-
chester money-bags. Quediable! Each
one to his taste. I don't imagine that

your aunt's visions have assumed shape
or substance yet. The corning son-in-

law and his millions are still in cloud-

land, where I hope for all our sakes

they will remain. For my own part, if

Cnesus were to woo and win Helen to-

morrow, I don't see how it would help
us much; besides, it is quite probable
that he would have gone away rejected.
If you had never spoken, you cannot

suppose that I would have seen her

sacrificed. Still I warn you that her

ladyship has some ideas of the sort float-

ing on her diplomatic brain, so you must
not he disappointed if her consent and
concurrence are not quite so heartily

given as mine."
"

I have a great respect for Aunt
Mildred's sagacity," Wyverne answered

gravely ;

" whatever policy she might
adopt I am sure would be founded on

sound principles, and carried out wisely
and well. It is very rash to run coun-

ter to any plan of hers, even if it be in

embryo ;
I doubt if one ought even to

hope for success. My dear uncle, every
word you say makes me feel more keenly
how wrongly I acted this unlucky after-

noon."

The Squire held out his hand again ;

the strong, honest grasp tingled through
every fibre of the other's frame, bring-

ing hope and encouragement with it,

like a draught of some rare cordial.
"
Alan, I have heard of many rash

and wild deeds of yours, never of one
that made you unworthy of your blood
or mine. It would be rather too good
if /were to cast mere extravagance in

your teeth. I wont hear any more evil

auguries or self-reproaches. My word
is passed, and I shall not take it back

again till you or Helen ask me to do so.

We will talk more of your prospect*
another time. As long as I live you will

do well enough ;
afterwards we shall

see. Thank God, she is the only child

I have to provide for. Don't be down-

hearted, boy ! The Vavasours of Dene
are a tough, tenacious race, and die hard,
if all tales are true

;
we are not aux aboix

yet. 'Vast are the resources of futu-

rity,' as some great and good man ob-

served
; perhaps we shall pull through,

after all. At any rate, we will not be
tormented before our time. The thing
which is most on my mind at this mo-
ment is who is to tell this afternoon's

work to my lady ?'
"

The Squire's bright blue eyes were

glittering with suppressed humour as he

said the last words, merrily, as if he had
never heard of such things as troubles

or mortgages. Alan could not help

smiling at his uncle's evident eagerness
to be spared the responsibility of am-
bassador.

"
I fancy the worst is known to my

poor aunt an hour ao-o. Helen went

straight to the boudoir when we came
in

;
she wished to tell everything her-

self, and immediately. It is the best

way. Poor child ! I hope she has had
half the success that I have met with;
one cannot count on such good fortune,

though."
Vavasour's face was radiant with sat-

isfaction, it was an unspeakable relief to
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him to hear that the official communi-

cation had been made.
" What a brave girl that is !" he said,

with profound admiration
;

" she has ten

times her father's courage. Alan, con-

fess now, you didn't try to be first

there ? Well let us pray for light winds,

for we may have to tack more than once

before we fetch the haven where we

would be. But as the sailors say,
' we

can't tell what the weather will be till

we get outside,' so vogue la galere !

Hark ! there goes the dinner-gong ; go
and dress directly ;

of all days in the

year this is the last on which to keep
her ladyship waiting."

CHAPTER III.

A " MOTHER OF ENGLAND."

If the Squire's study was the most

comfortable room in the Dene, the pret-

tiest, and to a refined taste the most at-

tractive, without contradiction, was "my
lady's chamber." It was of moderate

size, on the first floor, at an angle of the

building; two deep oriels to the south

and east caught every available gleam
of sunshine in winter, while in summer
time many cunning devices within and

without kept heat and glare at bay.
The walls were hung with dark purple
silk, each panel set in a frame of pol-
ished oak

; bright borderings and bou-

quets of flowers inwoven, prevented the

effect from being sombre
;
the damask

of the furniture, as well as the velvet of

the portieres and curtains (these last

almost hidden now in clouds of muslin

and lace), matched the hangings exactly.
There was as much of buhl and mar-

queterie and mosaic in the room as it

could well hold no more
;
no appear

ance of crowding or redundance of orna-

ment. On each of the panels was one

picture, of the smallest cabinet size, and

on three of the tables lay cases of minia-

tures, priceless from their extreme rarity
or intrinsic beauty ;

and all sorts of

costly trifles, jewelled, enamelled, anc

chased, were scattered about with a stu-

died artistic carelessness. The deli

cate mignardise pervading every object
around you was very agreeable at first,

and finished by producing the oppres-

sive, unhealthy effect of an atmosphere
overladen with rare perfumes. Such an

mpression of unreality was left, that

you fancied all the pretty vision would

vanish, like a scene of fairy-land, at the

ntrusion of any rude, unauthorized mor-

al, such as some "
mighty hunter," bear-

ng traces of field and flood from cap to

spur. That the hallowed precints had
lever been profaned by so incongruous
an apparition since Lady Mildred Vava-
sour began to reign, it is unnecessary to

ay. Her husband came there very sel-

dom
;
her son, rather often, when he was

at home. With these two exceptions, the

threshold had remained for years invio-

ate by masculine footstep, as that of the

Taurian Artemis. Few even of her own
sex had the entree j and of these only
three or four ventured to penetrate there

uninvited. It was a privilege more diffi-

cult to obtain than the gold key of the

petits appartemens at Trianon.

The whole tone and aspect of the

boudoir was marvellously in keeping
with the exterior of its mistress. She

occupied it on that August evening,
alone, if we might except a Maltese

lion-dog, sleeping in lazy beatitude, half

buried in a purple velvet cushion, like a

small snow-ball. It may be as well to

say, at once, that this latter personage,

though a very important one in his own

sphere, gifted with remarkable intelli-

gence, and capable of strong attach-

ments, has nothing on earth to do with

the story.
It would be difficult as well as un-

courteous to guess at Lady Mildred Va-
vasour's precise age ;

her dark hair has

lost perhaps somewhat of its luxuriance,
but little of its glossy sheen

;
her pale

cheek tinged with a faint colour (either

by nature or art) exactly in the right

place and white brow, are still polished
and smooth as Carrara marble

;
and her

small, slight, delicate figure, with which
the tiniest of hands and feet harmonize
so perfectly, retains its graceful round-
ness of outline-

Why is it that, after one brief glance

giving the lady credit for all'theso
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advantages we feel sure that she has

advanced already far into the maturity
of womanhood? Perhaps, when the

mind has been restless and the thoughts

busy for a certain number of years, those

years will not be dissembled, and, how-

ever carefully the exterior may have been

conserved, traces of toil, sensible, if not

visible, remain. There is no short cut

to Political Science any more than to

Pure Mathematics
;
not without labour

and anxiety, which must tell hereafter,

can their crowns be won
;
and Foresight,

though certainly the more useful faculty
of the two, is sometimes more wearing
than Memory.

Now, in her own line, Lady Mildred

Vavasour stood unrivalled
;
she was the

very Talleyrand of domestic diplomacy.
I do not mean to infer that she was pre-
eminent among those Machiavels in

miniature, who glide into supremacy
over their own families imperceptibly,
and maintain their position by apparent
non-resistance, commanding always,
while they seem to obey. In her own
case such cleverness would have been

wasted. She no more dreamt of inter-

fering with any of the Squire's tastes or

pursuits than he did with hers
;
and was

perfectly content with complete freedom
of action, sure of having every whim

gratified. Indeed, up to the present
time, her talents had been employed in

singularly disinterested ways. Very,
very seldom had she acted with her own

advantage, or that of any one closely
connected with her, in view. The posi-
tion of the Vavasours was such as never
to tempt them to look for aggrandize-
ment; the Squire represented his county,
as a matter of course, but there was not
a particle of ambition in his nature

;
and

her son had always steadily refused to

allow his mother's talents or influence

to be exercised on his behalf. But she

had a vast circle of acquaintance, both
male and female, and when any one of
these was in a difficulty, he or she con-

stantly resorted to Lady Mildred, sure

of her counsel, if not of her co-operation.
She gave one or both, not in the least

because she was good-natured, but be-

cause she liked it. She liked to hold in

her little white hand the threads of a

dozen at once of those innocent plots
and conspiracies, which are carried on
so satisfactorily beneath the smooth,

smiling surface of this pleasant world
of ours. Granting that the means were

trivial, and the end unworthy it was
almost grand to see how her cool calcu-

lation, fertile indention, and dauntless

courage, rose up to battle with difficulty
or danger. She loved a complicated
affair, and went into it heart and soul

;

no one could say how many cases that

had been given up as hopeless, she had
carried through auspiciously, with an

exceptional good fortune. With mere

politics she meddled very seldom (though
she never sought for a place or promo-
tion foi* one of her own favourites, or an

adopted protege, without obtaining it),

but in her own circle there scarcely was
a marriage made or marred, of which the

result might not have been traced to the

secret police of Lady Mildred's boudoir.

If she had a speciality it was the knack
of utterly crushing and abolishing in a

pleasant, noiseless way a dangerous
Detrimental. The victim scarcely ever

suspected from what quarter the arrow

came, but often entertained, in after

days, a great respect and regard for the

fatal Atalante.

Yes, the work had told even on that

calm, well-regulated nature : Lady Mil-

dred's smile was still perilously fascina-

ting ;
but a certain covert subtlety, when

you looked closer, half neutralized its

power ;
and the bright, dark eyes were

now and then disagreeably searching
and keen. At such times you could only
marvel at the manifest contradiction;
with all the outward and visible signs
of youth about her, she looked unnatur-

ally older than her age.
In all probability, at no one period of

her life had she been more attractive

than at the present moment. There was
extant a miniature taken before she was

twenty, and the resemblance of that

portrait to the living original was very

striking. One charm she certainly never

could have possessed La beaute du
Diable.

Now we are on the subject, I wish

some one would explain this paradox or

misnomer. Do we take it in a passive
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sense, and suppose, that if any emotion

of love could fall on " the blasted heart"

like water on molten iron it would

be stirred by that especial type of love-

liness seen now so seldom, but remem-

bered so well ? It may well be so. Von,

miseris! Every other phase of mortal

and immortal beauty has ten thousand re-

presentatives in Gehenna, save only this.

Surely few lost spirits carry the stamp
of innocence on their brows, even so far

as the broad gate with the dreary legend
over its door: "Leave hope behind you."
Seen very seldom only when across the

great Gulf, the souls in torment catch a

glimpse of angelic features melting in

intense, unavailing pity ; but, perchance,
well remembered, for where should fresh-

ness and innocence be found, if not in

the faces of the Cherubim? And his

punishment would be incomplete if it

were given to the Prince of Hell to for-

get sights and sounds familiar to the

Son of the Morning.
It is worth while to realize how

dwarfed, and trivial, and childish, ap-

pears all tales of human ruin and shame
and sorrow, by the side of the weird

primeval tragedy. Well : the brute cre-

ation sympathizes with us in our pain ;

but who are we, that we should presume
to pity a fallen archangel ? Truly, pious
and right-minded men have done so, in

all simplicity and sincerity. The story
of the Perthshire minister is always

quoted among the Traits of Scotch Hu-
mour ; but I am sure the amiable zealot

intended nothing irreverent, and saw

nothing grotesque in his prayer. He
had exhausted, you know, his memory
and imagination in interceding not only
for his own species and the lower orders

of animals, but for "every green thing

upon the earth," beside. He paused
at last and took breath; then he went
on rather diffidently, as if conscious

of treading on perilous ground, but in

an accent plaintively persuasive
"An' noo, ma freends, let us praigh

for the De'il
; naebody praighs for the

puir De'il !"

That is not a bad digression taking
it as a digression from the boudoir of

& petite maitresse to the bottomless pit.
Whatever connexion may ultimately be

established between the two, I am aware
that it is neither usual nor justifiable to

place them in such close proximity.
But here I make my first and last

act of contrition for all such divaga-
tions, in season and out of season, past,

present, and to come. Reader ofmine !

you have always the resource (which I

would were available in society) of

banishing
1

your interlocutor when he
bores you, by skipping the paragraph,
or throwing the book aside. I may not

hope to instruct you ;
it is quite enough

if your interest and yourself are kept
awake. Whether this object would be

promoted by writing
" to order," is more

than doubtful. If one's movements are

naturally awkward and slow, they will

scarcely gain in grace with the fetters

on. Let us not force our talent, such
as it is. Few qualities are more useful

or estimable than that grave pertinacity
of purpose which never loses sight for a

moment of the end it has had in view

all along. But then, one must have
a purpose to start with

;
and up to the

present point, this volume is guiltless of

any such element of success. It is in

the nature of some to be desultory ;
and

there are heretics who think that the

prizes of Life let alone those of au-

thorship would hardly be worth the

winning, if one were bound down under

heavy penalties to go on straight to the

goal, never turning aside for refresh-

ment by the way.
Peccavimus, et pecc.aUmus . If this

literary ship must be shattered on rocks

ahead, we will, at least, make no obei-

sance to the powers that have ordained

the wreck.
'

younger son of Telam-
on ! you have spoken well, if not wisely,
The wrath of adverse gods is mighty,
and hath prevailed ;

but let us die as

we have lived impenitent and self-

reliant, without benefit of Athene.

It is nearly time, though, to go back
to Lady Mildred. She "is still sitting
where we left I am ashamed to say
how long ago in the same attitude of

indolent grace ;
a very refreshing pic-

ture to look upon after such a sultry day,
the ideal of repose and comfortable cool-

ness. No mortal eye had ever seen "my
lady's" cheek unbecomingly flushed,
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or her lips blue with cold
;

it must be

confessed that she seldom threw a

chance away in taking care of herself,

and had a wholesome dread of the ca-

prices of our English atmosphere. She
had been amusing herself for the last

two hours with one of the paper-covered
noveltttfs which flow in a stream (hap-

pily) perennial from that modest foun-

tain head in the Burlington Arcade,

mollifying our insular manners, and not

permitting us to be brutified. The la-

bour of perusing even this unremit-

tingly, seemed to be too much for the

fair student, for ever and anon the vol-

ume would sink down on her lap, and
she would pause for several minutes,

musing on its philosophy or on graver

things with half-closed eyes.
While she was indulging in one of

these reveries or semi-siestas, a quick,
elastic step came down the long corrid-

or. Lady Mildred could not have been

dozing (nobody ever does allow that they
have been sleeping out of their beds),
for she recognised the footfall instantly,

though it brushed the deep-piled car-

pet so lightly as to have been to most
ears inaudible : simultaneously with the

timid knock that seemed to linger on

the panel, her clear quiet voice said
" Come in, my Helen !"

In these prosaic days of Realism,
when Oreads and Undines, and other

daughters of the elements, have become
somewhat coy and unattainable, it

would be hard to conjure up a fairer

vision than that which now stood hesi-

tating on the threshold. I will try to

give you a faint idea of Helen Vavas-

our as she appeared then, in the spring-
tide of her marvellous loveliness.

She had inherited the magnificent
stature for which her family had for

centuries been remarkable, united to

the excessive refinement of contour and

delicacy of feature which had made "the

Dene Beauties" world-renowned. Her

figure, though very slight, betrayed no

signs of fragility, and you guessed that

the development that three more years
must bring would make it quite fault-

less. Her hair was darker than her

mother's by many shades equally fine

and silky, but thrice as luxuriant
;

its

3

intense black was relieved by a sheen of

,deep glossy blue, such as Loxias may
have worshipped in the tresses of the

violet-haired daughter of Pitane. Her

complexion is much fairer than is often

found where all the other points are so

decidedly a brunette's
; dazzling from

its transparent purity, it was never bril-

liant, except when some passing emo-
tion deepened the subdued shade of

delicate, tender pink into the fuller rose-

tint that lines a rare Indian shell. So
with her eyes long, large, and velvet-

soft, they stole upon you at first with a

languid, dreamy fascination
;
but you

never realized their hidden treasures till

amusement, or love, or anger made them

glitter like the Southern Cross. It was

one of those faces bearing even in child-

hood the impress of pride and decision,
over which half a century may pass
without rendering one line in them
harsher or harder.

If you have ever taken up a plain

photograph, untouched by the minia-

ture-painter, of the form and features

(for the moment) deemed fairest of all,

you will sympathise with my utter dis-

satisfaction in reviewing this abortive

attempt at portraiture. The stereo-

scope brings out a certain similitude
;

but what a cold, colourless parody on

glorious reality ! That very fixedness

of expression in the original so per-

petually varied makes it an insult to

our .incarnate idol.

Long and attentive study, for her

own or her friends' benefit, had taught

Lady Mildred to read very fluently the

language of the eyes; the glance of the

Expert withdrew their secret from Hel-

en's, during those few seconds while

she stood hesitating in the doorway ;

and a shy, conscious happiness glowing
round her like a soft halo, made sur-

mise certainty.
O laughter-loving daughter of Dione !

your divinity is trampled in the dust,

and none worship now at the shrines of

Aphrodite, Astarte, or Ashtaroth
;
but

one feels tempted at times to turn Pagan
again, were it only to believe in your

presence and power. Other, and

younger, and fairer faces have borne

tokens of having met you in the wood,
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since your breath left a freshness and

radiance on the swart features of the

false sea-rover, that carried Dido's heart

by storm.

Yes, Lady Mildred guessed the truth

at once, and all her self control was

needed to repress a sign of vexation and

impatience, which very nearly escaped

her; it bore her through, though, tri-

umphantly. Nothing could be more

placable and propitious than her smile
;

nothing more playfully than her ges-

ture, as she beckoned Helen to her

side :

" My darling ! what has happened
in your ride to agitate you so ? I can

see you are not much hurt. Come and

make confession instantly."

This was apparently the young lady's

intention, for she had evidently come

straight to the boudoir after dismount-

ing ;
she was still in her riding-dress,

and had only taken off her Spanish hat.

While her mother was speaking she

came near with the swift, springy step
which made her inimitable, and knelt

down by the low couch, half-concealing
her glowing face and sparkling eyes.

If there is any written manual adapted
to such rifle-practice, (I

mean where

a young woman has to fire off at her

parent a piece of intelligence partic-

ularly important or startling), I fancy,

here, it would run thus "At the word
*

three,' sinkj down at once on the right

knee, six inches to the right and twelve

inches to the rear of the left heel, and

square with the foot, which is to be

under the body and upright" the

great difference being, that the fair re-

cruit is
" not to fix the eye steadfastly

on an object in front."

So far, certainly, Helen acted up to

the formula provided for her case
;
but

she had not been much drilled, and was
indeed singularly exempt from most of

the little weaknesses, conventionalisms,
and minauderies which are, justly or

unjustly, attributed tomodern damosels.

Natures like hers affect, as a rule, no
more diffidence than they feel, and are

seldom unnecessarily demonstrative,
however small and select their audience,
and however dramatic the piece they
are playing. So, after a few minutes'

silence, she looked up and said, quite

quietly and simply
" Mamma, xYlan asked me this after-

noon to marry him
;
and I love him

dearly."
The two voices were strangely alike

in their accent and inflexions
;
but the

girl's voice, even when, as now, some-

what tremulous and uncertain, was mel-

lower in its rich cadences, fuller and
rounder in its music.

Lady Mildred clasped her daughter's

waist, and bent down to kiss her, re-

peatedly, with passionate tenderness.

When the close embrace was ended,
she lingered yet for a few seconds with
her cheek pillowed on Helen's forehead

;

during those seconds her features were

set, and her lips tense and rigid ;
that

brief interval of self-indulgence lasted

just so long as it would have taken her

to utter the words "
It shall never be."

Now, mark
;
the daughter was kneel-

ing at her mother's feet, as she might
have knelt to say the first prayer of in-

fancy ;
she had just told the secret

which involved her life's hope of happi-
ness whether wrongly or rightly found-

ed it matters not
;
the mother sate there,

with a firm, cool resolve at her heart to

crush the hope and frustrate the pur-

pose ;
and yet she kissed her child

without shivering or shrinking. To our

rough common sense it would seem,
that caress more cruel in its falsehood,
more base in its deliberate treachery,
never was bestowed since that one over

which angels wept and devils shouted
for joy the kiss given in the Garden
of Gethsemane.
But who are we, that we should criti-

cize the policy of a Mother of England,
cavil at her concessions to expediency,
or question the rectitude of her inten-

tions ? They are white-hot Protestants,

many of them, but none the less do they
cherish and act upon the good old Jesuit

maxim " The end justifies the means."

Unluckily, sometimes even their sagaci-

ty and foresight are baffled in guessing
what the end of all will be. You have
read Aspen Court, of course? Do you
remember Cyprian Heywood's defini-

tion of a parable ?
" A falsehood in

illustration of truth." " My lady" af
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fected this convenient figure of speech
a good deal; her first words now were

decidedly parabolical.

"My dearest child, you have quite
taken my breath away. I cannot tell

yet whether I am sorry or glad to hear

this. It comes so very suddenly !"

"
Ah, mamma, say at least that you

are not angry with Alan," the soft

voice pleaded.

Lady Mildred did not think it neces-

sary to remain long astounded, being

always averse to unnecessary expendi-
ture of time or trouble. So she answer-

ed, after drawing one or two deep,

agitated breaths (wonderfullywell done),
with intense gentleness of manner and
tone

" How could I be angry, darling ?

Next to Max, and yourself, and your
father, I think I love Alan better than

anything in the world. He has been

rash and wild, of course
;
but I believe

he is quite good and steady now. I am
sure he will try and make you happy.

Every one will exclaim against your
imprudence, and mine

;
but we will

not look forward despondently. Only
you must not be impatient ; you must
wait and hope. You don't know as

well as I do what difficulties are in the

way. Perhaps I ought to have foreseen

what was likely to happen, when you
and Alan were thrown so much togeth-
er as you have been lately ;

but I never

dreamt "
she stopped^ compressing

her
lips,

as if
annoye<>^#it

a truth, for

once, was escaping 4Hem. "Well
never mind; confess, Helen, you did

not fear that / should oppose your
wishes ? You know my first object in

life is to see you happy ;
and I have

not often contradicted you, have I, since

you were old enough to have a will of

your own ?"

I fancy /that most damsels, under
similar circumstances, would have been
of Miss Vavasour's opinion

" That
there never was such a darling mother."

She did not express it very intelligibly,

though ; and, indeed, it must be con-

fessed, that the conversation from this

point was of a somewhat incoherent and
irrational nature. Feminine example is

miraculously contagious ;
if the fountain

of tears is once unlocked, the gentle in-

fluence of the Na'iad will be sure to de-

scend on every womanly bosom within

the circle of its spray. I do not mean
to imply that upon the present occasion

there was any profuse weeping ;
but

they got into a sort of caressive and

altogether childish frame of mind a

condition very unusual with either

mother or daughter. It may be ques-
tioned, if the sympathetic weakness dis-

played by Lady Milared was altogether
assumed. The most accomplished ac-

tresses have sometimes so identified

themselves with their parts, as to ignore
audience and foot-lights, and become
natural in real emotion. Five minutes,

however, were mere than enough to

restore one of the parties to her own
cairn, calculating self. Another yet
fonder caress told Helen, as plainly as

words could have done, that the audi-

ence was ended : as soon as she was

alone, Lady Mildred fell back into her
old quiet, musing attitude. But the

French novel was not taken up again ;

its late reader had a plot, if not a ro-

mance, of her own, to interest her now.
Whether the thoughts that chased one
another so rapidly through that busy
brain were kindly or angry, whether the

glimpses of the future were gloomy or

hopeful the smooth, white brow and

steady lips betrayed, neither by frown
nor smile.

CHAPTER IV.
I

A WAIF FROM A WRECK.

" LOOK into a man's Past, if you would
understand his Present, or guess at his

Future." So spake some sage, name un-

known, but probably intermediate in

date between the Great King and Mr.

M. F. Tupper. The rule is not impli-

citly to be relied on, but perhaps there

is as much of truth in it as in most

apophthegms of proverbial philosophy.
So it may save some time and trouble

hereafter, if we sketch briefly now some
of Alan AVyverne's antecedents

;
for he

is to be the chief character in this story,
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which has no hero, properly so-called,
'

nor heroine either.

The main facts are very soon told :

his twenty-first birthday saw him in pos-

session oi a perfectly unencumbered es-

tate of 12,000 a year, and all the ac-

cumulations that two paragon guardians
had toiled to amass during an unusually

Ions; minority ;
his twenty-eighth dawned

on a comparative pauper.
The last score of centuries have taught

us many things ; amongst others, to go
down hill with a certain caution and

timidity, if not with sobriety. We never

hear now of those great disasters to

which the very vast-ness of their propor-
tions lent a false grandeur ;

where a co-

lossal fortune foundered suddenly, leav-

ing on the world's surface a vortex of

turbulence and terror, such as surrounds

the spot where -a three-decker has gone
down. The Regent and his roues were

wild in their generation, but they never

quite attained the antique magnificence
of recklessness. The expenses of a con-

tested county election fifty years back,

would have shown poorly by the zEdile's

balance-sheet, A. c. 65, when Ctesar

Jaua'hed to see his last sestertium vanish

in the brilliancy of the Circensian Games.

What modern general would carry 20,-

000 of debt as lightly as he did half-

a-million, when he went out to battle

with the Lusitanian? If we even hear

nowadays of a like liability, it is proba-

bly in connexion with a great commer-

cial
"
smash," involving curious disclo-

sures as to the capabilities of stamped

paper, and the extent of public crgdu-

lity ;
but the interest of such rarely

spreads west of Temple-bar. Truth to

say however moving the tale may be

to the unfortunates ruined by the delin-

quent, there is little romance to be ex-

tracted out of mercantile atrocities.

Nevertheless, if you only give him
time, and don't hurry him beyond hi

stride, a dwarf will "go to the dogs"

just as easily and surely as a giant. Af-

ter our mesguine fashion, that journey
is performed so constantly, that only
some peculiarities in Alan's case make
it worth noting at all.

Few men have trodden the road to ruin

with such a perfectly smooth and even

pace ;
there was no rash or hurry about

it from beginning to end
; nothing like

a crash to attract notice or scandal. He
was known to bet high and play deep ;

:>ut no one spoke of him at the clubs as

laving lost an extraordinary stake on

any one night, nor did the chroniclers

of the Turf ever allude to him amongst
those " hit hard" on any single event.

One destructive element never showed
tself throughout his career. It must
have been gratifying to those much-
abused Hetaerse to reflect (do they ever

reflect at all?) that none could charge

any one of the sisterhood with having
aided in Wyverne's downfall. Reckless

and extravagant as the son of Clinias, he

escaped at least Tiinandra. More than

one scruple, probably, helped him to

maintain a continence which soon be-

came so well-known, that the most

persevering of feminine fowlers never

thought of laying her snares in his way.

Something might be ascribed to princi-

ples learnt at his dead mother's knee,
which all the contagion of Bohemia
failed quite to efface something to a

chivalrous reverence for the sex, which
withheld him from deliberately abetting
in its open degradation something to

the pride of race, with which he was

thoroughly imbued. He loved his an-

cient name too dearly, to see it dragged
through the dust past the statue of

Achilles, at the chariot-wheels of the

fairest Phryne of them all. For once

hearing a story of human folly and

frailty, you asked,
" Dove la donna /"

and waited in vain for a reply.
If the Sirens failed to seduce Wy-

verne, that was about the only peril or

temptation from which he escaped scath-

le>s. Profuse hospitality all the year
round in London, Leicestershire, and at

his home in the north, cost something ;

a string of ten horses in training (be-
sides yearlings and untried two-year-

olds), which only won when their owner
had backed something else heavily, cost

more : backing other men's bills currente

calamo, receiving no substantial consid-

erations for so doing, cost most of all.

Alan's bold, careless handwriting was
as well known in a certain branch of

commerce as the official signature on the
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Bank of England's notes. There was

jov in Israel when they saw his auto-

graph : Ezekiel and Solomon most cau-

tious of their tribe (those crack bill-dis-

counters are always lineally descended,
it would seem, from some prophet or

kino-) smacked their bulbous lips in

satisfaction as they clutched the paper

bearing his endorsement: their keen

eyes looked three months forward into

futurity, and saw the spoil of the Egyp-
tian secure. Alan's own resources,

though rapidly diminishing, always suf-

ficed his own wants : but he never tired

of paying these disinterested liabilities

as long as his friends could furnish him
with any decent excuse for his doing so :

if the defaulter failed in making out-

even a shadow of a case, Wyverne still

paid, but never consorted with him af-

terwards. Then the dark side of his

character came out. Generous and kind-

hearted to a fault, he was at times ob-

stinate to relentlessness : slow to take

offence or to suspect intentional injury,
he was yet slower in forgiving or for-

getting either : he did not trouble him-

self to detect the falsehood at the bot-

tom of any tale of distress, but against

imposture carried with a high hand he

set his face as it were a mill-stone.

Hercules St. Levant (of the Chilian

Cuirassiers) would tell you if he could

be brought to speak coherently on the

subject that he dates his ruin from the

day when he miscalculated the extent

of Sir Alan Wyverne's long-suffering or

laziness. Surely some of us can remem-
ber that wonderful Copper Captain
the round, ringing tones tempting you
with a point over the proper odds the

scarfs and waistcoats blinding in their

gorgeousness, so "loud" that you hpfinl

them coming all the way up from the

distance post the supernatural whis-

kers, whose sable volutes shaded his

broad shoulders like the leaves of a tali-

pat-palm I Hercules was very success-

ful at first : he must have started with a

nominal capital, but he had plenty of

courage, some judgment, and more luck ;

so, by dint of industry, and now and
then picking up crumbs from the table

of those by whom the "
good things" of

the turf are shared, he contrived to ruffle

it for awhile with the best of them.

Men of mark and high estate would
meet and hold communion with him
as they have done with deeper and darker

villains on the neutral ground at " The

Corner," without caring to inquire too

closely what Cacique had signed his

commission, or on what foughten-fields
the rainbow of his ribbons was won.

With common prudence he might have

held his own till now. But St. Levant

was a buccaneer to the backbone : he

spent his winnings as lavishly as any one

of the young patricians whom he de-

lighted to honour and imitate
;
and took

his ease in the sunshine, scorning to

make the slightest provision for the sea-

son of the rains. It came at last, in an

Epsom Summer Meeting. The adverse

Fates had it all their own way there :

several of the Captain's certainties

were overturned, and several promising
"
plants" were withered in their bud.

It was the fourth "
day of rebuke and

blasphemy," and still the battle went
hard against the Peruvian plunger. The
Oaks dealt him the coup de grace : it

was won by an extreme outsider. Her-

cules saw the number go up, and stag-

gered out of the enclosure like a drunken

man, with hardly breath enough left to

hiss out a curse between his white lips.
" Hecuba" was one of six that Wyverne
had taken with him against the field for

an even thousand : her name had never

been mentioned in the betting at the

time, and Alan only selected her be-

cause he chanced to know her owner

and breeder well.

St. Levant was ruined horse-and-foot,

without power or hope of redemption :

that one bet would have pulled him

through. Some pleasanter engagement
had kept Wyverne away from The Cor-

ner on the "
comparing day," and with

his usual carelessness he had even

omitted to send his book down by other

hands : Hercules saw a last desperate

chance, and grasped at it, as drowning
men will do. He appeared at the set-

tling with his well-known betting book

(gorgeous, like all his other belonging?,
in green morocco and gold,) but

Hecuba's name was replaced by the

second favourite's. He chanced to have
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in his possession a fac-similc of the

original volume, and had copied out,

in the interim, every bet it contained,

with this one trifling alteration. The

matter came before the authorities, of

course. The discussion that ensued,

though stormy (on one side) was very
short and decisive : the swindler's foamy
asseverations were shivered, like spray,
on the granite of the other's calm, con-

temptuous firmness. The judges did

not hesitate long in pronouncing against
St. Levant their sentence of perpetual
banishment. All his piteous petitions
addressed to Wyverne in after days to

induce the latter to obtain a mitigation
of his punishment, remained absolutely
unanswered. There still survives a

pale, blurred shadow of his former self

as it were, the wraith of the Great Cap-
tain. We see occasionally a hirsute

head rising above the sea of villanous

figures and faces that seethe and surge

against the rails of the enclosure : we
catch glimpses of a meteoric waistcoat

flashing through the surrounding seedi-

ness
;
and we hear a voice, thunderous

as that of the elder Ajax, dominating
the din of the meaner melee ; but there

is no reversal of his doom. The poor
lost spirit must ramp and roar among
the "welshers" of the outer darkness,

for the paradise of the Ring is closed to

him for evermore.

Everybody including the two or

three friends who might hope to ride

his horses was sorry for Wyverno
when a heavy fall over timber laid him

up, quite early in the season, with a

broken arm and collar-bone. The only

pity was, that the fortunate accident

should not have happened three years
earlier. The indoor resources of a

country-town, where all one's associates

hunt five days a-week at least, are lim-

ited. One morning Alan felt so bored,
that the whim seized him'to look into

his affairs, and ascertain how he stood

with the world : so he went for his soli-

citor (as much for the sake of having
some one to talk to as anything else),

and went in at business with great pa-
tience and determination. The men
who sat with him on the second even-

ing after the lawyer's arrival, thought

Wyverne looking paler and graver than

usual, but he listened to their account
of the run with apparently undimin-
ished interest, and sympathized with
his friends' mishaps or successes as cor-

dially as ever. Only once his lips shook
a little as he answered in the negative a

question "If he felt in much pain?"
Yet that morning had been a sore trial

both of brain and nerve. It is not a

pleasant time, when you have to call for

the reckoning of ten thousand follies

and faults, and to pay it too when the

bitter quart cFheure de Rabelais is pro-

longed through days.

Though they arrived then at a tolera-

bly accurate idea of the state of Alan's

finances, it took months to complete the

final arrangements. When everything
in town and country that could well be
sold had been disposed of, Wyverne
was left with a life-income of just as

many hundreds a-year as he had started

with thousands. But all his personal
debts, and liabilities incurred for others,
were paid in full. The only absolute

luxuries that he retained (with the

exception of all the presents that he
had ever received) were the "two best

hunters in his stud, and his gray Arab,
" Maimouna." That residue might have
been nearly doubled, if Alan would
have consented to dismantle the Abbey.
But he could not help looking upon its

antique furniture and fittings in the

light of heirlooms. He had added little

to them when he came into his inherit-

ance : he took nothing away when he
lost ik So the great, grave mansion
still retained its old-fashioned and some-
what faded magnificence; and few

changes, so far, were to be seen there,

except that the grass grew long on the

lawns, and the flowers wandered over

the parterres at their own sweet will,

and instead of thick reeks of unctuous

smoke, only a thin blue line stole out

modestly from two or three chimneys
now and then in the shooting season.

The game was still kept up, and the

farmers watched it as jealously and

zealously as if they had been keepers
in their landlord's pay.
The sternest Stoic alive could scarcely

have fallen into his new position more
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naturally, or adapted himself to its re-

quirements more gracefully, than did

that gay, careless Epicurean. If he had

any regrets for the irrevocable Past, In-

kept them to himself, and never wearied

his friends for their sympathy or com-

passion ;
he accused no one with refer-

ence to his ruin; I doubt if he even

blamed himself very severely. There

was no more of recklessness in his con-

duct, than there was of despondency in

his demeanour
;
but he comported him-

self exactly as you would expect to see

a man do, of good birth and breeding,
and average steadiness, born to a modest

competency. His experience, brief as

it was, might have taught him to be

somewhat sceptical as to the virtues of

our human nature, more especially hav-

ing regard to such trifles as truth and

honesty ;
but no amount of punishment

will beat wisdom or knowledge into a

confirmed dunce or idler. His consti-

tutional indolence may have had some-

thing to say to it
;
but to the last hour

of his life Alan Wyverne never learnt

to be suspicious, or sullen, or cynical.
To be sure, the world in this case

broke through an established rule, and
behaved better to him when he was at

the bottom of the wheel than it had
ever done at the culminating point of

his fortunes. There seemed to be a

general impression that he had been

very badly treated by some "
person or

persons unknown," and it became the

fashion to compassionate Wyverne (in

his absence) exceedingly. People who
in former days met and parted from
him quite indifferently, found out sud-

denly that they had always been very
fond of him, and contended as to who
should attract him to their house in the

hunting or shooting season. The Mar-

quis of Monts'errat, for instance, roused

himself from Avhere he lay, surrounded

by every delight of a Mussulman's para-

dise, in his summer palace by the Bos-

phorus, to send a sort offirmun, giving
Alan powers of life and death over the

keepers and coverts of all his territory

marching with the lands of Wyverne
Abbey; an instance of good-nature
which was the more remarkable, inas-

much as the great Absentee not only

carries laziness and selfishness to a pitch
of sublimity, but has of late registered
a vow against befriending any one under

any circumstances whatever. This last

and rather superfluous hardening pro-
cess was brought about in this wise.

Some years ago there appeared sud-

denly in the firmament of fashion a little

star; no one knew whence it came

though it was supposed to have risen in

the East
;
and when, after twinkling

brightly for a brief space, it shot down
into utter darkness, no one cared to ask

whither it went. Mr. Richardson had
advanced just so far in intimacy with
the magnates of the land that they be-

gan to call him " Torn" (his Christian

name was Walter), when the crash

came, and he subsided into nothingness.
He lived upon that recollection, and lit-

tle else, for the remainder of his days.
Yet one chance was given him. Wand-

ering about the Continent, he met the

Marquis of Montserrat. The mighty
golden Crater and the poor shattered

Amphora ha<l once floated side by side,
for a league or two, down the same
sti-ca.ni. After a tete-cl-tete dinner (the
cotelettes d la Pompadour were a suc-

cess), old recollections, or his own Clos

Vougeot, made the peer's heart warm,
and he bethought himself how he mio;ht
serve the unlucky pauper. At last he

said,
"
Tom, there is a regular establish-

ment at Grandmanoir, and there always
will be in my time, though I never

mean to see it again. Go and live

there
; you'll be more comfortable than

in lodgings, and save rent and firing
resides. Make yourself quite at home

;

slay the venison; eat the fruit of the

vine, and drink the juice thereof (the
cellar ought to be well filled) ;

and grow
as fat as Jeshurun, if you like. I only
nsist on one thing. Whether matters

are going on well or ill in the house or

out of it don't bother me about them.

[ don't want to hear a word on the sub-

ect. Is it settled so ?"

You may fancy Tom Richardson's

profuse thanks and his great joy and

gladness at finding himself chatelain of

yrandmanoir. The valetaille treated

inn at first with no small kindness (he
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was a meek little man, averse to giving

unnecessary trouble), and for some

months all went merrily. But before a

year bad passed there began to dawn

on the stranger's mind suspicions, which

soon changed into certainties. There

existed at Grandmanoir the most com-

prehensive and consistent system of

robbery that could well' be conceived.

It would have been harder to find one

honest menial there than ten saints in a

City of the Plain. Everybody Avas in

it, from the agent and house-steward,

who plundered en prince, down to the

scullion
(fat,

but not foolish), who pecu-
lated en paysanne. There was commer-

cial blood in Tom Richardson's veins,

and the sight of these enormous mis-

deeds vexed his righteous soul exceed-

ingly. One day he could withhold

himself no longer, but sat down in a

fury and wrote,
"
My dear lord, In spite of your

prohibition, I feel it my duty," &c.

And so went through all the dis-

agreeable details regularly. The reply
came by return

4

of post, though not ex-

actly in the shape that he expected.
The steward came in with scant ceremo-

ny, an evil smile on his face (he proba-

bly guessed at the truth), charged with

his lord's commands that the visitor

should quit Grandmanoir before sunset

and never return there. Thus rudely
was broken the last of poor Tom's golden
dreams. The Great Marquis, when the

circumstances were alluded to, never

could be brought to see any harshness

in his own conduct, but spoke of his

protege?s rather plaintively as " an in-

stance of human ingratitude that he was

really not prepared for." He did not

give the species many chances of sur-

prising him in that way aq;ain.

If the chiefs of his tribe were ready
to comfort and cherish the disabled
"
brave," now that he could no longer

put on paint and plume, and go forth

with them on the "
war-trail," be sure

that the matrons and maidens were yet
more active and demonstrative in sym-

pathy. There must be extraordinarily
bad features in the case of distress that

fails to secure feminine compassion ;

except in a matrimonial point of view,

our sisters rarely consider a man dete-

riorated because he is ruined. Though
he was a general favourite in his set,

Wvverne possessed many more real

friends of the other sex than of his own.

If there is anything in reciprocity, it

was onlv fair that it should be so. Alan's

reverence and affection for Womanhood
in the abstract were so intense and sin-

cere, as to be almost independent of

individual attributes. His companion
for the moment might be the homeliest,

humblest, least attractive female you can

conceive; but with the first word his

tone and manner would change and
soften in a way that she could not but

perceive, even if she did not appreciate
it. Most of them did appreciate it,

though, and this was the secret of his

invariable and proverbial success. Wy-
verne could like a woman honestly, and
let her know it, without a thought of

love, and could always render courtesy
where admiration, or even respect, un-

fortunately, were out of the question.
However good the sport might be in

other ways, he considered the day com-

paratively lost in which the feminine

element was wanting. While his com-
rades were resting for an hour before

dinner dead beat with seven hours'

hard stalking in the corries of Beninac-

Dhui Alan would be found loitering
about the door of the chief keeper's

bothy, carrying on, under extreme diffi-

culties of dialect, a flirtation on first

principles with his orange-haired daugh-
ter. He seemed to derive some refresh-

ment from the process, though the ab-

sence of a beard, and the (occasional)

presence of a petticoat, were about the

only distinctive characteristics of her

sex that the robust Oread could boast

of. When the season was at the flood,

he would spend hours of an afternoon

in the quiet twilight of a boudoir in

Mayfair, by the side of an invalid's

sofa. Sooth to say, that room held no

ordinary attractions. Lady Rutherglen
had been a famous beauty in the Water-
loo year ; and though long illness had
somewhat sharpened her delicate fea-

tures, she still retained the low sweet

voice and winning manner which had
made wild work with the heart of the
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Great Czar (the imperial wooing was

utterly wasted, for the witty, wayward
Countess could guard her honour as

well as the stupidest of Pamelas) ;
there

was hardly a wrinkle on the little white

hand, and the lovely silver hair looked

softer and silkier now than it had ever

done in its golden prime.
Sad and strange shapes of sin and

sorrow cross our path sometimes, as we
walk home from club or ball through
the early morning. Saddest, perhaps,
and strangest of all, is the spectacle of

one of God's creatures, unsexed and de-

formed by passion and fiery liquor,

struggling in blind undiscriminatino;

rage, and shrieking out defiance alike

of friends and foes. The Menad ceased

to be romantic when the Great Pan
died. Erigone may be magnificent on

canvas, but even Beranger failed in

making her attractive on paper : in flesh

and blood she is simply repellent. Pub-
lic sympathy would side rather with

Pentheus now-a-days than with his cruel-

ly convivial mother
;
and we hold the

disguise of drink to be the least becom-

ing of all Myrrha's masquerades. Such
a sight affected Wyverne with a disgust
and pain that few men could have fully

appreciated ;
but he rarely would pass

by without an attempt at mediation.

They say that his kind, gentle voice

was almost magical in its soothing pow-
er. The exasperated guardian of the

night would relax the roughness of his

grasp ;
and the "

strayed reveller" would
subside from shrill fury into murmurs

placable and plaintive, yielding, in spite
of the devil that possessed her, to the

charm of his cordial compassion and in-

vincible courtesy.
All things considered, woman-kind

had rather a better reason for petting
Alan than could be given for most of

their whims. When his resources were
almost unlimited, he was always so per-

fectly regardless of time and trouble and
cost in endeavouring to gratify even their

unexpressed wishes, that it was no
wonder if, when the positions were re-

versed, he began to reap his reward,
and found out that he had laid up
treasure against the time of need.

I have said more than enough to give

you some insight into a character in

which the elements of hardness and

ductility, passionate impulse and con-

summate coolness, recklessness and self-

control, were strangely mingled, like

the gold, brass, iron, and clay in the

frame of the giant Image that stood

beside the prophet in his trance, on the

banks of " the great river Hiddekel."

With all his faults and failings, Hubert
Vavasour would have chosen him out
of broad England for a son-in-law. Lady
Mildred thought that such a bridal dress

would become her daughter worse than
a winding-sheet.
Which of the two was right ? Pro-

bably neither. There is little wisdom
in extremes.

CHAPTER V.

THE GIFTS OF A GREEK.

When Helen came into the cedar

drawing-room (the place of assembly
before dinner) she found her father

alone. His face was rather thoughtful
and grave, but it brightened as she

came quickly to his side, and nothing
but intense love- and tenderness re-

mained, when she rested her clasped
hands on his shoulder, and looked up
at him with a deepened rose colour on
her cheek, and a question in her great,
earnest eyes. If she had dreaded the

meeting, all fear would have vanished

even before the strong, true arm circled

her waist, and the kind, honest voice

that had never yet lied to man or

woman murmured u God bless you, my
own darling !" Helen folt happier and
safer then than when she rose from

receiving her mother's more elaborate

caress and benediction.

Nothing, surely, can be more natural

or justifiable under such circumstances

than a paternal embrace
; therefore

there was no particular reason for those

two starting apart, with rather a guilty
and conscience-stricken expression of

countenance, when the door opened,
and Lady Mildred glided in with the

even noiseless step and languid grace
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thatall her friends knew so well, and some

admired so much. The appearance of

things did not greatly please her,

neither did it trouble her much. She

had a high opinion of her own re-

sources, and a very poor one of the

talents against which she meant to con-

tend
;

so she regarded the signs of

coalition before her with the same con-

temptuous indifference that a minister

(with a safe majority) would display,
when the opposition threatens a divis-

ion, or that a consummate billiard-player
would feel, when his antagonist (to

whom he gives ten points under the

proper odds) makes a grand but unpro-
ductive fluke.

As a rule, unless her adversary was

extraordinarily skilful or vicious, that

accomplished duellist preferred talcing

his fire
;

so on this occasion Hubert
Vavasour had to speak first. He came
to time gallantly, though rather ner-

vously.
"You have heard what these foolish

children have been doing and saying
this afternoon, mamma? I suppose

they ought to be scolded or sent to

bed supperless, or otherwise chastised
;

but I cannot play the stern father, and

you don't look much like Mother Hub-
bard. We were foolish and childish

once, Mildred
;

surelv you remem-
ber ?"

If his own life or fortunes had been
at stake, there would not have been
half such pitiful pleading in his eyes and
his tone.

Lady Mildred's memory was unusual-

ly retentive, but it did not accuse her

of any such weakness. Her imagina-
tion must have been tasked before she

could have pleaded guilty ;
neverthe-

less she called up a little conscious look

with admirable success, and smiled with

infinite sweetness. Perhaps there was
the faintest sarcastic inflexion in the

first few words of her reply, but it

needed a sharper ear to detect it than

either her husband or daughter owned.
" Dear Hubert, you are growing ro-

mantic yourself again, or you would

scarcely call Alan a child. If he is one

he is very wise for his years. But on

the principle of love levelling every-

thing, I suppose all ages are the same

when people forget to be prudent. Of
course it was a great surprise to me. I

can hardly realize it yet ;
but lias not

Helen told you ? I do approve more
than I ought to do, and I hope and

pray that good may come of it to both

of them. I love Alan nearly as well

as I do my own Helen, and she and

you know how dearly that is."

She wound her arm round her

daughter's waist as she spoke, and drew
her close till the two soft cheeks met.

It was the prettiest pose you can fancy

nothing theatrical or affected about

it enough of tender abandon to satisfy

the most fastidious critic of attitudes

beautifully maternal without being
"
gushingly" demonstrative

;
but not a

hair in "my lady's" careful braids was

ruffled, nor a fold in her perfect dress

disarranged. The embrace was still in

progress, when the door opened again
and Alan Wyverne joined them, only

preceding by a few seconds the an-

nouncement of dinner. It is just possi-
ble that the caress might have ended

more abruptly, if one ear in the cedar

drawing-room had not been quick

enough to distinguish his footsteps
from that of the Chief Butler a portly

man, with a grand and goodly presence,
in his gait sedate and solemn who
ever bore himself with the decent dig-

nity befitting one long in authority,
conscious of virtue, and weighing seven-

teen stone-

Nevertheless Lady Mildred's knowl-

edge of her nephew's character made
her aware that it would not answer to

try with him the line of strategy which
inio-ht succeed with her husband and

daughter. It was very unlikely that he

would be taken in by the feint of un-

conditiqnal surrender. Alan had not

devoted himself to the society of

womankind for so many years without

acquiring a certain insight into their

charming wiles. It was very easy to

persuade, but wonderfully difficult to

delude him. She did not like him the

worse for that
;
indeed she only spoke

the truth when she said he was one of

her chief favourites. .Under any other

circumstances she would have grudged
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neither time nor trouble to serve him,
either by gratifying his wishes or ad-

vancing his fortunes, and perhaps really

regretted the stern political necessity
which made it an imperative duty to

foil him if possible. Her game now
was the temporising one to treat, but

under protest. She looked up once in

Alan's face as she leant on his arm on

their way to the dining-room. That

glance was meant to combine affection

with a slight tinge of reproach, but a

gleam of covert amusement in her eyes
almost spoilt the intended effect. Lady
Mildred had a strong sense of humour,

and, after the first vexation was over,

she could not help laughing at her own
carelessness and want of prevision. The
fact was, she believed AVyverne capable
of any amount of flirtation with any
creature wearing a kirtle

; but, with re-

gard to serious matrimonial intentions,

she had held him safe as if he had been

vowed to celibacy ;
in default of a bet-

ter, she would have allowed him on an

emergency to play chaperon to Helen.

Lo, the sheep-dog not only proved faith-

less to his trust, but was trying to make
off with the flower of the flock, leaving
its mistress to sing with the "

lass of

the Cowdenknowes"

Ere he had taken the lamb he did,
I had lieve he had taken them a'.

They were rather a quiet quartette
at dinner. Helen was by no means

sentimental, nor did she think it the

least necessary to be nervous, even un-
der the peculiar circumstances; her

colour, perhaps, deepened occasionally
by a shade or two, Avithout any obvious

reason, and the loner shadowing lashes

swept down over her eyes more fre-

quently than usual, as if desirous of

veiling their extraordinary brilliancy ;

beyond these, there were no outward
and visible signs of perturbation, past
or present; her accomplice's face was
a study for its perfect innocence and
calmness. Nevertheless, neither was

quite equal to the effort of discussing
utterly uninteresting subjects quite un-

concernedly ;
both had a good deal to

think of, and on" had a good deal to

prepare for. Hubert Vavasour was

cheerful and happy enough, apparently,
but he only talked by tits and starts;
so that it devolved on "

my lady" to

defray the expenses of the conversation.

She performed her part with infinite

tact and delicacy ;
it was only the fact

of her so rarely taking any trouble of

the sort in a strictly domestic circle

(she thought it quite enough, there, to

submit to be amused), that caused the

effort to be observable.

It would be just as easy to make a

dam-head of sand water-tight, as to pre-
vent the knowledge of an event very

interesting to one of its members per-

colating through a large household with-

in a few hours after it has happened.
You may not see the precise spot where
the water soaks through, and you may
never discover the precise channel by
which the intelligence is circulating;
but there is the fact, and a very provok-
ing one too, sometimes. It is unneces-

sary to say that the* probable engage-
ment of the cousins formed the promi-
nent subject of discussion that night in

the steward's room, though of the cir-

cumstances of the fianfailles everybody
was profoundly ignorant. Of course,
Allan could not be closeted with his

uncle, and Helen with her mother, imme-

diately after returning from a tete-d-tete

ride, without the domestics drawing
their own* conclusions to say nothing
of the traces of emotion which, perhaps,
even that haughty demoiselle failed to

dissemble from the quick-witted Pauline.

The Chief Butler (before alluded to)

during a quarter of a century's servitude

in the family had acquired, besides a
comfortable competence and consider-

able corpulence, a certain astroloo-ical

talent with regard to the signs of the

times showing themselves within his

limited horizon. He was faithful, too,
after his fashion

;
but loving his master

much honoured his mistress more, and
was ever especially careful to ascertain

how the wind blew from that quarter.
He was wont to preside over his little

parliament like Zeus over the Olympian
conclave; hearkening to, encouraging,
and, if need were, controlling the opini-
ons of the minor deities

;
on such occa-

sions his words were few, but full of
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weight and wisdom. He waited now

till, after long discussion, the majority
decided that,

"
it would be a very nice

match, and suitable everyway*" (a femi-

nine voice remarking
" What did it mat-

ter about fortune ? Sir Alan was good
enough for a duchess") ; then, slowly and

solemnly, said the portly Thunderer :

"
It may be a match, and it mayn't be

a match. I've nothing to say against
Sir Allan, and I wish him well; but
there'll be some curious games up, or

I'm mistaken. I doubt my lady ain't

altogether pleased about it she was so

uncommon pleasant at dinner !"

we *(j)aO\ ol (5' apa ndvreg aK,r\v eyevovro
MvOov dyaaadpEvoi' pdka yap

According to one proverb,
" No man

is a hero to his own valet;" another tells

us, "Bystanders see most of the game."

Combining these two, we may guess
how it is that the deepest politicians of

private life do not always succeed in

blinding the eyes of their own domestics,
however great an interest they may
have in doing so. Perhaps a rash and

quite unfounded contempt for the auri-

cular and mental capacities of a most

intelligent class may sometimes help to

throw them off their guard ; though the

proudest lionne of our democratic day
would hardly care to emulate the cyni-
cism of that exalted dame (she was

nearly allied to the Great Monarch)
who, when discovered in her bath re-

ceiving her chocolate from the hands of

a gigantic lacquey, replied to her friend's

remonstrancs "Et tu appelles pa un
homme ?"

The Squire of Dene was not so clear-

sighted as his major-domo : indeed, that

pleasant habit of contemplating things
in general through roseate medium is

apt to lead one into errors with regard
to objects distant or near. He thought
the aspect of affairs decidedly favour-

able; so, when they were alone again,
he looked across the table at Wyverne
with a smile full of hope and intelligence

draining at the same time his first

beaker of claret with a gusto not entirely
to be ascribed to the flavour of the

rare '34.
"
I drink to our castle in Spain," he

said
;

"
it seems to me the first stone has

been laid auspiciously."
The other rilled a bumper very slowly

and drained it^ deliberately, before he

replied. Surely it was more that curious

presentiment of some counterbalancing
evil in the dim background, which so

often accompanies great and uriexpected

happiness, than any intuitive knowledge
ofthe real state of things, which prompt-
ed the half-sigh not smothered so soon
but that Vavasour's ear caught it

'

fly-

ing.'

"It is almost too good to be true,

Uncle Hubert. I'm modest about my
own merits

;
and I think I know pretty

well by this time how much luck I

ought to expect. Would it not be

wrong to reckon on winning such a

prize as that, without some trouble, and

toil, and anxiety? I confess I don't

like these very 'gay' mornings; the

clouds are strangely apt to gather before

noon, and one often gets drenched be-

fore sunset."

During the short interval that had

elapsed since the first confidence was

made, the Squire had signed in his own
mind a treaty with his nephew, offen-

sive and defensive; he had identified

himself so thoroughly with the latter's

interests, that it provoked him a good
deal now to meet with something like

despondency ;
he had counted on an

exhilaration at least equal to his own.
" Your poetical vein fails you, Alan

;

you are scarcely so happy in your simi-

les as you were three hours ago. That's

rather a threadbare one, and certainly
not worth of the occasion

;
it isn't true,

either, as you would find if your habits

were more matutinal. I don't think

you know much about your own merits,

or about *

my lady's' intentions; perhaps

you do injustice to both. But simply
to gratify you we will suppose the

worst; suppose that she is. hostile, and

only hiding her game. Well, I believe

there is such a thing as paternal author-

ity, though mine has been in abeyance
ever since Max was born : I think I
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should be equal to exercising it if we
came to extremities. When all one's

other possessions are encumbered, there

would be a certain satisfaction in dis-

posing* of a daughter. I'm not aware

that "any one holds a mortgage on

Helen."

Now Hubert Vavasour spoke in per-
fect sincerity and singleness of heart,

when he thus purposed to assert a su-

zerainty quite as unreal as the kingdom
of Jerusalem or the bisliporic of West-

minster. His chances of success in such

a reactionary movement would have

been about equal to those of a modern
French proprietor who, at the marriage
of one of his tenants, should attempt to

revive those curious seignorial rights,
used or abused four centuries ago by
Giles de Retz and his compeers. Alan

could not but admire the audacity of

the resolve
;
but his sense of the absurd

was touched when he reflected on the

utter impossibility of its accomplishment.

Perhaps this last feeling helped to dispel
the gloom which had gathered on his

face; at any rate, his smile was gay
enough now to satisfy his sanguine con-

federate.
" I should like to know the man,

Uncle Hubert," he said, "who would

persist in being suspicious or misan-

thropical after talking to you for ten

minutes. / am not such a natural

curiosity. 'Sufficient for the day is

the evil thereof:' that's the only sound
and remunerative philosophy, after all.

There has been nothing but good in this

day ;
so I don't know what ungracious

or ungrateful devil possessed me : but

you have fairly exorcised him.
.
Let us

do as our fathers did burn our galleys,
advance our gonfalon, and cry

' JDex

nous aide /'
"

" That's more like the old form," Va-
vasour replied ;

"
say no more about it

now. The claret stands with you ; don't

linger over it to-night, I fancy we are

waited for."

Wyverne's first glance on entering
the drawing-room searched for his

cousin
;

he was rather relieved than
otherwise at not finding her there

;
he

felt that the difficulties of the next half

hour were best encountered alone. Lady

Mildred was reclining on her usual

sofa
;
close to it, and just within easy

ear-shot of the cushion supporting her

head, was placed a very low and luxu-

rious arm-chair. "
My lady" was ever

considerate as to the personal comfort of

her victims, and took especial care that

they should not be galled by the ropes
that bound them to the stake

; acting,
I suppose, on the same benevolent prin-

ciple which prompts the Spaniard to

deny nothing to those who must die

by the garotte on the morrow.
The proximity was ominous, and far

too significant to be unintentional. The
instant Alan saw that chair, he guessed
for what use it was destined, not with-

out a slight apprehensive thrill. Just

so may some forlorn Scottish damsel of

the last century, whose flaxen locks

snood might never braid again, have

shivered in the cold white penance-
sheet, recognizing the awful Stool on
which she was to " dree her doom."

Nevertheless, he accepted the position

very gallantly and gracefully, sinking
down easily into the causeu.se and

nestling comfortably into its cushions,
without any affectation of eagerness or

betrayal of reluctance. As he took up
Lady Mildred's little soft hand and kissed

it, his natural caressing manner was

tempered by a shade of old-fashioned

courtesy ;
and even that calm intrigante

for the moment was not exempt from

the influence of a dangerous fascination.

Do not, however, do her the injustice
to suppose that she once relented in her

set purpose, or faltered one whit in its

execution.

It would savour somewhat of repeti-

tion, and simply bore you, if all the

conversation that ensued were given in

detail.
" My lady's" line was perfect

frankness and candour. She alluded

pleasantly to the great matrimonial for-

tunes that she had projected for Helen,
and confessed pleasantly, too her

conviction that the alliance now con-

templated was perfectly imprudent, and
in a worldly point of view altogether
undesirable

;
she dilated rather more at

length on the affection for Alan, indul-

gence to Helen, <fec. &c., which induced

the parents to overlook all such objec-
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tions, and to give their conditional

consent; but even on this point she was

not oratorical or prosy. Nevertheless

her hearer was quite aware that there

was some more serious obstacle kept in

the background ;
all these preliminary

observations were so many shots to

try the distance
;
the battery did not-

take him by surprise when it opened in

earnest.

"Alan, I know it must bore you,
now that Helen has come down stairs,

to be obliged to listen to Madame Mere ;

it is very good of you not to show it :

be patient a little longer. I must make

you look at one side of the question
that has escaped you, so far, I think;
it is so important to the happiness of

both of you that you should see your

way clearly. I am not much afraid of

your getting into difficulties again, your
lesson has been sharp enough to cure

you of extravagance; but there are

embarrassments worse than any finan-

cial ones, which are only tiresome and

annoying, after all. My dear nephew
has it occurred to you yet, that in

changing your vie de garfon, you will

have to economize in more ways than

one, and wearsome chains, though they

may be light and silken ?"
" I've hardly had time to realize the

position, Aunt Mildred," \Yyverne an-

swered,
" but I am conscious of a per-

fect flower-show of good resolutions,

budding and blossoming already. While
I was dressing, I was considering how I

could best get rid of my hunters, and I

have almost decided where to place
them."

" You are too eager in beginning self-

denial," Lady Mildred said; "perhaps
it will not be necessary to part with

your horses this season. But you must

settle your future establishment with

Helen and your uncle. / was thinking
of some other favourite pursuits of yours

of handsomer and more dangerous
creatures than Red Lancer though I

suppose he is a picture of a horse, and
it always makes me shiver to see him
rear. You may be angry with me, and
call me prudish or puritanical if you
like; but I must say it. Alan do you
know that I consider you the most con-

firmed and incorrigible flirt of my
acquaintance ?"

To apply to the speaker either of the
two epithets she deprecated would have
been simply impossible. Her bright

eyes sparkled with a malicious amuse-
ment and gay triumph, as she marked
the effect of her words in the quaint
look of contrition mingled with per-

plexity which overspread AVyverne's
face usually so imperturbable. For
once in his life, he felt fairly at a loss

for a reply. Those general accusations

are remarkably hard to meet, even when
one is conscious of innocence

;
but woe

to the respondent, if the faintest shadow
of self-conviction hangs over his guilty
head! The adverse advocate sees the
weak point in a moment, and bears

down on his victim with the full flood

of indignant eloquence, exulting in a

verdict already secured.

On this occasion, however, Lady Mil-

dred did not seem inclined to press her

advantage ;
she interrupted Alan's at-

tempt at a disclaimer, before his em-
barrassment could become painful.

"Don't look so dreadfully penitent:

you make me laugh when I am quite
determined to be grave. I did not
mean to impute to you any dark crimi-

nality. Up to the present time, perhaps,
that general devotion has been rather

useful in keeping you out of serious

scrapes : yon certainly have been singu-
larly fortunate in that way or wonder-

fully discreet. l>esidcs, 1 don't mean to

lecture you : it is a peculiarity in Helen's

character, not in yours, that makes me
give you this warning. I suppose you
have guessed that she is capable of strong
attachments

;
but you have no idea how

exacting she is of undivided love in

return. She has only had friendships

(and very few of these) to deal with so

far: but I remember her fretting for

davs, because her favourite governess
would- not give up corresponding with

some school friend whom Helen had
never seen, but had magnified into a rival.

It is no use disguising the truth from

you, when I cannot disguise it from

myself, much as I love my pet. You
would not like her to be faultless ?

Helen is not captious or suspicious;
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but she is absurdly jealous, sometimes.

I cannot conceive how she learnt to be

so: she certainly <lid not inherit the

weakness from 'her lather or me. I

believe she would beg-in to hate a don-

or a horse, if you made it too great a

favourite
;
and words or looks of yours

perhaps quite innocent and meaning-
less might make her more miserable.

than I can bear to think of. Dear Alan,

it tires me more to sermonize, than it

bores you to be forced to listen
;
but

what would you have ? If a mother has

any duties at all, it must be one of them
to speak when danger threatens her

own child and another whom she loves

almost as dearly."
A peculiarity of "

my lady's"/>arato
was, that not only were they always

plausible and probable, but they gene-

rally contained an element of truth and

a slight foundation of fact : it made the

deception more dangerous, because

more difficult to detect, Really scienti-

fic coiners .do not grudge a certain ex-

pense of pure silver to mix with the

base metal : it adds so much sharpness
to the outline and clearness to the ring.

So, though Alan had never till this

moment heard of that defect in his fail-

cousin's character, he was by no means
inclined to disbelieve entirely in its ex-

istence now; simply because he knew
his aunt too well to suppose that she

would venture upon an utter fiction

which would refute itself in a very short

time. Most men would be somewhat

disquieted by tjie revelation of a phase
in their fiancee's disposition which is

likely to interfere materially with do-

mestic comfort and peace : but it

troubled Wyverne wonderfully little.

Whatever her mother might say or

insinuate, he could not believe that the

proud, beautiful eyes would ever con-

descend to show signs of unworthy or

vulgar passions. He knew that Helen
was too frank and impetuous to keep a

suspicion concealed for half-an-hour
;

and he felt that he could rely on hinisell

for not giving her serious cause of un-

easiness. It was rather a conviction

that he was losing ground every mo-

ment, slowly but surely, as his adver

sary's game developed itself, that made

iis face very grave as he answered,

hough he ^as calm and self-possessed

ig.-iin as ever
" You don't expect me to be so con-

ceited as to allow all you implicate, Aunt
Mildred ? Still, I fear I cannot deny that

[ have found many of your sex very

charming, and that I have not always
refrained from confiding the fact to the

[arties most interested in hearing it. (I
rather pride myself on that circumlocu-

tion
!) But, you know, I was never

bound over to keep the peace till now.

1 think I can give fair securities, though
not very substantial ones. Remember,
1 pledge all my hopes of happiness of

happiness greater than I ever dreamt

would fall in my way. I don't think I

should risk them lightly. I cannot tell

ien I began to love Helen
;
but I know

that for months past the temptation has

been growing stronger which vanquished
me to-day : for months past it has made
me proud to compare her with all the

women I have ever admired (you say,
Aunt Mildred, their name is legion), and
to feel that no one could stand the com-

parison for an instant. That ought to

be* a safeguard, surely, against other en-

chantments? I can hardly fancy Helen

playing Zara
; yet, if the whim should

seize her, I think it would be easy to

prove to her that the part did not suit

her at all. It is not my way to be prodi-

gal of professions ;
but I am certain of

one thing ;
there is no imaginable friend-

ship or acquaintance past, present, or

to come that I would not give up to

spare that child ten minutes' unhappi-
ness

;
and I should not call it a sacrifice.

You arc right to be distrustful when so

much is at stake
; but, on my faith and

honour, / have no fears."

The clear dark eyes were fastened on

Lady Mildred's inscrutable face very

earnestly, as if beseeching that at least

truth might be answered by truth. The
trained glance of that great diplomatist
did not care to meet the challenge ;

it

must needs have quailed. I would

not affirm that a momentary compunc-
tion did not assail her just then, while

she did justice, in thought, to the kind,

generous nature of the man she had de-

termined to betray. It behoves the his-
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torian to be impartial, and not to at-

tribute an ideal perfection even to his

pet politician. The Prince of Benevento

himself might be pardoned for indul-

ging in a brief self-reproach, after ma-

ligning his own daughter and lying to

her accepted lover, within the same

half-hour. When Lady Mildred spoke

again, her voice, always low and musi-

cal, was unusually gentle and subdued.
" I am not so unkind or unjust as you

seem to think, Alan. I do believe thor-

oughly in your sincerity now, and I am
sure you will try your very utmost at

all times to make Helen happy. I don't

mean to say that it will be necessary to

set a watch on your lips, and measure

out the common attentions of civilized

life by the phrase : the constraint would
be too absurdly evident, if you were to

become formal ! Nor can I suggest, at

this moment, any one acquaintance that

it would be better you should sacrifice :

your own good sense will tell you when
and where to be careful and guarded.
But I do wish that both you and Helen

should try how far you are suited to

each other, before you take the one step
in life which cannot be recalled. Re-

member how very young she is. You
cannot call me unreasonable if I ask one

year's delay before we fix the day for

your marriage ?"

It came at last that cunning thrust

under the guard, impossible to evade,
difficult to parry, which 'the fair gladia-
tor had been meditating from the very
outset of her graceful sword-play : all the

feints of "
breaking ground" had no end

or object but this. At those last words

Wyverne set his lips slightly, and drew
himself together with the involuntary
movement which is not shrinking, just
as a fencer might do touched sharply in

mid chest by his opponent's foil. Twelve
months not a long delay, surely

scarcely more than would be required
to complete the settlements, trousseaux,
and other preliminaries for some matches

that we wot of, especially if a great
house is to be swept and garnished, be-

fore the bride is brought home. Alan

might have thought about some such

preparations years ago ;
now he only

thought that, whatever forces Lady

Mildred might have in reserve would all

be marshalled in their place before half

the probationary year had passed.
But her position was perfectly safe

and unassailable. When a prospective
mother-in-law consents to ignore a suit-

or's social and financial disadvantages,
he cannot well quarrel with her for en-

deavouring to make sure that the dam-
sel's affections are not morally misplaced :

of course her domestic prospects ought
to be bright, in proportion as her world-

ly ones are gloomy. The aspirant ma
have a private surmise, amounting ax-

most to a certainty, that he is being un-

fairly dealt with. He may murmur to

himself that, if he had been a marquis
or a millionaire, the maternal scruples
would have been mute

;
but it would

show sad lack of wisdom to express such

feelings aloud. If the case were to come
on for trial, no judge or jury in England
would give the plaintiff a verdict. He
would not only lose his cause, but get
" committed for contempt of court," and
incur all sorts of vague pains and

penalties, besides being held up as a

phenomenon of ingratitude, and a warn-

ing to his fellows for the remainder of

his natural life. Most men who come
to grief under such circumstances will

find their position disagreeable enough,
even without the perpetual punishment
of the pillory.

Yes, reason, if not right, was on "
my

lady's" side
;
and she was perfectly aware

of her advantage ;
for her eyes met Wy-

verne's steadily enough now as she

waited for his reply.
The latter had reckoned so fully on

meeting with opposition somewhere in

this quarter, that it is doubtful if he was

exactly disappointed at the turn the con-

versation had lately taken
; though per-

haps, as a matter of taste, he would

have preferred more overt antagonism
and obstacles more tangible to grapple
with. At any rate, there was not a

trace of sullenness or vexation in his

manner when he spoke.
" I should have thought it unreasona-

ble if you had made my probation as

long as Jacob's, Aunt Mildred ; simply
because the span of life is greatly con-

tracted since the patriarchal times, and



BARREN HONOUR. 49

everything ought to go by comparison.
It would not so much matter to Helen

;

for, as you say, she is very young : she

will only be in the prime of her beauty
when my hair is grey. But I confess, I

should like to reap the reward of pa-
tience before I pass middle-age. Men
seem to appreciate so few things then,

that I doubt if one would even enjoy
domestic happiness thoroughly. No

;
I

don't think you at all exacting or over-

cautious
;
and I will bide my time with

a tranquillity that shall be edifying. I

never found a year very long yet, and
I shall have so much to do and to

think of during the present one that

I shall have no time to be discon-

tented."

Lady Mildred smiled on the speaker

sweetly and gratefully, but the keen,

anxious, business-like look still lingered
in her eyes.

" Thank you so very much, dear Alan,"
she whispered,

"
you have behaved per-

fectly throughout, just as I expected

you would" (she spoke the truth, there).
" You will promise me, then, that the

day of your marriage shall not be actual-

ly fixed till the year has past ? You
know your uncle is rather impetuous,
and not very prudent ;

I should not won-
der if he were to try to precipitate mat-

ters, and that would involve discussions.

Now I never could bear discussions,
even when my nerves were stronger than

they are
;
I think they grow worse every

day. If you promise, I shall have noth-

ing of this sort to fear. You will not

refuse me this, because it looks like a

selfish request ?"

I have the pleasure of knowing very

slightly a Companion of the Order of

Valour, who carried the colours of his

regiment at the Alma it was his "
bap-

tism of fire." At the most critical mo-
ment of the day, when the troops were

struggling desperately up
" the terrible

hill side," somewhat disordered' by the

vineyards and broken ground; when
the Guards were reeling and staggering
under the deadly hail that beat right in

their faces
;
the man I speak of turned

to the comrade nearest to him and re-

marked :

" Do you suppose they always shoot

as fast as this, Charley? I dare
say^its

the correct thing, though."

They say his manner was as listless

and unconcerned as usual, with, just a

shade of diffidence and doubt, as if he

had been consulting a diplomatic friend

on some point of etiquette at a foreign
court. I have the happiness of know-

ing very well an officer in the sister

service who has received a medal

scarcely less glorious, for rescuing a

sailor from drowning in the Indian Sea.

They had had a continuance of bad

weather, and worse was coming up all

round
; great lead-coloured billowr

s wel-

tered and heaved under the lee foam-

wreaths breaking here . and there, to

show where the strong ship had cloven

a path through the sullen surges; there

was the chance, too, of encountering
one of two sharks which had been

haunting them for days; but I have

heard that on Cis Hazelwood's face

when he went over the bulwarks, there

was the same expression of cheery
confidence as it might have worn when
he was diving for eggs at The Weirs.

Now it is fair to presume, that both
these men were endowed with courage
and coolness to an exceptional degree ;

but I very much doubt if, in perfect ex-

emption from moral and physical fear,

and in contempt for danger either in

this world or the next
(if

the said peril
stood in her path), Lady Mildred might
not have matched the pair. When the

Vavasours were travelling in Wales, soon

after their marriage, something broke
as they were descending a long steep

hill, and the horses bolted; it was a

very close question between life and

death, till they were stopped by a cou-

ple of quarrymen just at the spot where
the road turned sharp to the left over a

high narrow archway; no carriage

going that pace could have weathered

that corner, and the fall was thirty feet

clear. The poor Welshmen certainly
earned their rich reward, for they both

went down, and were much bruised in

the struggle, and one got up wifch a

broken collar-bone. When the horses

first broke away, "my lady" deigned to

lay aside the book she was reading, but

showed no other sijjn of interest to. the
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training, before cither is brought out for

the last grand match against Time. Shall

we suggest to Amoret the bride that

Fidelio's affections, since they first gush-
ed out from the remote fountain-head,

have rippled and murmured not un-

musically through a dozen lovelets at

least, caressing on the way several fra-

grant water-lilies and delicate lady-ferns,

before they poured a full undivided vol-

ume into the one deep channel, through
which (let us hope) they will flow on

peacefully for evermore ? And then,
shall we hint that she ought rather to

rejoice thereat than chafe or complain ?

It were boldly it were rashly done.

However respectable our antecedents

if we could bring testimonials to charac-

ter signed by ten responsible housewives

(which I very much doubt if Sir Gala-

had himself could have obtained) the

lady would infallibly inscribe our name,

foremost, on the Black List of those

dangerous and detrimental acquaintances
who were the bane of the Beloved's life,

before she came another Pucelle to

the rescue ; thenceforward we should

certainly
" have our tea in a mug,"

whenever these fair hands had to pour
it.

Yet, Madonna, if you would deign to

look at the subject dispassionately, yon
could scarcely help perceiving that the

very guilelessness and simplicity which
make a First Love so charming and ro-

mantic, detract somewhat from its actual

value. It is a very pleasant and chari-

table frame of mind, which "
hopeth all

things and believeth all things ;" but it

involves a certain deficiency in discrimina-

tion and, I think, in appreciative power.
The Object may possibly be superlative
in beauty, goodness, or talent

;
but what

is our opinion worth, if we have had no

practical experience of the other two

degrees ? Unless the paired doves take

flight at once to some uncolonized island

in the Pacific,

And there securely build, and there

Securely hatch their young

each must stand comparison, in aftertime,

with other birds, tame and wild, whose

plumage glistens with every gorgeous

variety of colour, whose notes sink and
swell through all the scales of harmony.
Then it is the old story over and over

again. Madame Ste. Colombe does not
care so much for modest merit, and con-

sidersmeekness rather a tame and insipid
virtue, since the keen black eyes of

haughty, handsome Count Aquila told

her a flattering tale
;

sober drab and
fawn no longer seem a becoming apparel
since Prince Percinet (the Duchess's
favourite lory) dazzled her with his

Court suit of crimson and gold. Her
innocent consort never dreams, of course,
of repining ;

but he confesses to an in-

timate friend that cooing does sometimes
sound rather monotonous : he heard a
few days ago, for the first time, Lady
Philomelle sing. Surely it were better

to endure loneliness a little longer ay,
even till "black turns grey" -than to

discover that we are unworthily or un-

suitably matched, when to change our
mate would be a double sin. There are

matrimonial mistakes enough, Heaven

knows, made as it is
; but, if every one

were to marry their first love, a decade
of Judges more untiring than Sir Cress-

well would be insufficient to settle the

differences of aspirants to dis-union.

This is the "
wrong side of the stuff,"

of course
;

it would be easy to quote
thousands of opposite instances of the

Anderson type where no shadow of

discontent has clouded a long life of

happiness. Still, the danger remains :

you can no more ignore it than you can

any other disagreeable fact, or public
nuisance

;
but it will probably be lessen-

ed if one or both of the contracting par-
ties have had practical experience enough
to enable them to know their own minds
once for all. The wise old Stagyrite,
after discussing different sorts of cour-

age, places high that of 'Eu7Tpm : shall

we not, too, honour and value most the

Love which has been matured and edu-

cated by a course of preliminary and

lighter experiments ?

Ifwe have wandered for, through many
gardens finding in each flowers fragrant
and beautiful, but never a one worthy to

be placed in our breast do we lovelier

less, when we choose her at last our

own Provence Rose ? Was it not well
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that we should review and admire other

fair pictures wrought by the Great Art-

ist, before we bought what we hold to

be His masterpiece, at the price of all

our life's treasure? Had we not ac-

quired some cunning of the lapidary, by
studying the properties of less precious

gems, could we value your pure perfec-
tions aright, O Margarita, pearl of

pearls ?

(In spite of that last sentimental sen-

tence, which, I swear, was elaborated

solely as a peace-offering to Them, I feel

a comfortable conviction of having left

the prejudices of every feminine reader

in precisely the same state as I found

them when we broached the subject.)
If you disagree entirely with these

premises, you will hardly allow that Miss

Vavasour's frame of mind was either

correct or justifiable on this same August
morning. It would be difficult to con-

ceive any human being more thoroughly
and perfectly happy. Yet it -was not
the bliss of ignorance, nor even of un-

conscious innocence. In some things
demoiselle was rather advanced for her

years : she could form opinions of her

own, for instance, and hold to them,

pretty decidedly. Some of our maiden-

recruits contrive to acquire a tolerable

knowledge of their regiment and its

proceedings before they actually join :

they have probably several friends who
have passed their drill

;
and these are by

no means loth to communicate any in-

telligence likely to instruct or amuse the

aspirant. So, though Helen had not yet
been presented, few of the historiettes of

the last two seasons (fitted for ears polite
and virginal) had failed to reach her,

directly or circuitously. In more than

one of these Alan Wyverne's name had

figured prominently. Lady Mildred had
not spoken unfairly or untruly when she

characterized her daughter's tempera-
ment as somewhat jealous and exacting ;

but the jealousy was not retrospective.
Helen decided, very wisely, to bury
the past, with its possible peccadilloes,
and to accept her present position frank-

ly, without one arri&re pensee.
It seemed rather a pleasant position,

too, as she sate in the deep, cushioned

recess of one of the oriel windows of

the picture-gallery ;
the play of light

through the painted panes falling fit-

fully on the grand masses of her glossy

hair, and lending a brighter flush to her

fair cheek than even happiness could

give it; her clasped hands resting on

her cousin's shoulder, as he half reclined

on the black-bear skin at her feet

(Alan was decidedly Oriental in his

choice of postures) her head bent for-

ward and low, so as to lose not one of

many murmured words. Would it have

been better if a suspicion had crossed

her mind, just then, that the voice she

listened to was indebted possibly to

long practice in similar scenes for the

dangerous melody of its monotone ? I

think not
;
there is no falser principle

than judging from results.

The line of demarcation between the

cousin and the lover is proverbially

faint, so much so, indeed, as sometimes

to become quite imaginary. There is

one advantage about this, certainly;
the transition into the affianced state is

not so abrupt as to make either of the

parties feel awkward or shy; while on
the other hand, their transports are

probably more moderate and rational.

In the present case there was not much

danger of extravagance in this way.

Wyverne, as a rule, was the personifica-
tion of tranquillity, and Helen though
impulsive and quick tempered enough
herself held demonstrative damsels in

very great scorn. Still it would be

difficult, if not impossible, to transcribe

their conversation that morning, up to

a certain point.

Fortunately, one is not expected to

do anything of the kind. Where the

story is meant to be melo-dramatic, it

is necessary sometimes to give a good
strong scene of passion and temptation,
in which either guilt or innocence tri-

umphs tremendously ;
but the male

writers of the present day seem pretty
well agreed that it is best to leave

domestic love passages (where every-

thing is said and done under parental

sanction) quite alone. An odd au-

thoress or so does now and then at-

tempt to give us a sort of expurgated
edition, which is about as much like

the reality as the midnight sun glim-
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mering faintly over the North Cape
resembles that which blazes over Sa-

hara. You will observe, that even those

dauntless and unscrupulous French ro-

mancicrs of the physiological school

rather shirk these scenes.

Perhaps occasionally a curious mel-

ancholy feeling mingles with this our

masculine reserve. It may be that

Mnemosyne (she can be stern enough,
at times, you know)stancls on the thresh-

old of the half-open door and warns

us back with uplifted ringer ;
it may be

that of all in the book, we should have

to draw hardest on our imagination for

this particular chapter. In either case

it would not be a very attractive one to

have to begin. There is something-

dreary in sitting down to an elaborate

description of luxuries or riches that

have passed away from us long ago, or

which have hitherto eluded us alto-

gether. I am not inclined to laugh
much at Mr. Scrivener's enthusiasm

(he writes the "
high-life" tales for the

Dustpan and other penny periodicals)
when he dilates on the splendours of

Lady Hermegild's boudoir, hung with

mauve velvet and silver, or on the glo-
ries of the Duke of Devorgoil's ban-

quet, where everything is served on the

purest gold profusely embossed with

diamonds. He lingers over the details

with an extraordinary gusto, and goe
into minutiae which

(if they were not

grossly incorrect) would imply an in-

timate personal acquaintance with the

scenes he describes. Now, Mr. Scriv-

ener's father is a very meritorious gro-

cer, in the Tottenham Court-road, and

the most aristocratic assembly Jack

ever attended was a party at Hack-

ney, where (unfortunately for his pru-

dence) he met his pretty little wife

But I know that he composes these

gorgeous ,chapters in a close stifling

room, not much bigger or better fur-

nished than that of Hogarth's poet, with

the same wail of sickly children in his

ears (the walls are like paper in those

suburban lodgings) and with the notice

lying on the mantelpiece that the ac

ceptance comes due on Monday, which ht

must mortgage his brains to meet. I thinl

the incongruity is too sad to be absurd

Do you see the parallel? Velvet
nd gold are comfortable and costly,
>ut they are not the most precious
rifles that a man may lose or win

;

ills are very stubborn inconveniences,
ut there are debts yet harder to meet,
n which we pay heavier usury.
Whether that pair in the picture-

gallery made themselves in anywise
idiculous, either by word or deed, in

he course of the morning, is a ques-
ion between themselves and their con-

.ciences
;
for the only witnesses were

,he members of their ancestry on the

vails, who looked down on the pro-

ceedings with the polite indifference of

>vell-bred people who have seen a good
deal of that sort of business in their

ime, and have found out that "
this,

oo, is vanity." At the moment when
we intrude on the tete-d-tete, its com-
ponent parts were in a very decorous

and rational condition
;

in fact they
lad resolved themselves into a sort of

committee of supply, and were discuss-

ng the financial affairs of the future.

It was delightful to observe the perfect

gravity and good faith with which they

approached the subject; though it would
have been difficult to decide which of

the two was most hopelessly and abso-

lutely ignorant of all matters pertaining
to domestic economy. Wyverne was

especially great on the point of re-

trenchment, as far as his own personal

expenses were concerned.
" You have no idea how much I shall

save by giving up hunting," he was

saving ;

"
I don't care nearly so much

for it as I did, so it is hardly a sacri-

fice" (he really thought he was speak-

ing the truth) ;

"
my present stud is

too small to be of much use, and I hate

being mounted. So that's settled. I

shall have no difficulty in getting rid

of my horses ; Vesey will give me four

hundred for Red Lancer any day ;
and

Cuirassier ought to fetch three. Only
fancy, Helen, what one will be able to

do with seven hundred sovereigns !

You must have a brougham to yourself,

even if we stay at the great house in

town, and it will be useful in the conn-

try, for I suppose people will want us

to dine with them sometimes. We
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must have our saddle-horses of course

Maimouna carries you beautifully al-

ready I shall never let you give up
riding, if only for the memory of yes-

terday afternoon
;
and that will be all,

besides the ponies that Uncle Hubert

gave you on your last birthday."
"
But, dear Alan," his cousin ob-

jected, "it seems to me, all those horses

will cost more to keep than your hunt-

ers do now; for, you know, you always

stay somewhere throughout the season,

where they get board and lodging."
" Don't entangle yourself in calcula-

tions, child," Wyverne answered
;

"
you

haven't an idea how expensive hunting
from other people's houses is

; sending
on, costs a fortune. I should like you
to see my accounts for last season" (he
said this with intense gravity, just as if

he had kept them regularly) ;
"I am

certain I shall save two hundred a-year
at the lowest computation. Yes, we
can do it easily. I saw Harry Conway
the other day (he married that pretty
Kate Carlyon two years ago) ;

he began
telling me of his rectory in Hereford-

shire, what a lovely garden his wife had,
and how all the country admired the

Welsh ponies she drove. Now, I know
their income does not touch six hundred

pounds. We can double that, at all

events, cousin, cautious beyond your
years !"

The part of Dame Prudence was in

reality so entirely foreign to Miss Vava-
sour's nature and habits, that it amused
her very much to play it, so she still

tried to look solemn, but the laugh
would not be dissembled in her eyes.

" An Abbey is a more expensive resi-

dence than a rectory, M. le Financier,
even if the Lady Abbess should not be
enthusiastic about flower-gardens. Have

you formed any plans as to our life in

the North ? I mean to make Mrs. Grant
teach me housekeeping ;

and I shall be
so severe about the weekly bills ! I can

fancy the butchers and bakers trembling
when they bring up their little red

books to be settled."

"Certainly, il fut vivre ; I quite
admit the necessity of that. I have no
doubt we shall do wonderfully well. I

shall slay a good number of creatures,

finned, furred, and feathered, and one
does not get tired of game easily. We
must riot have any one to stay with us,

except in the shooting-season ; though
I believe the chief cost of guests is the

claret they drink
; fortunately there is a

Red Sea of that in the cellars. And
now, my Helen, prepare to open your
great eyes very extensively ;

I mean to

annihilate your scruples with my last

idea in economy. When the present
stock is exhausted

(it's
not large) the

supply of champagne at the Abbey will

be cut off until I come into another

inheritance."

He enunciated the words rather sen-

tentiously and solemnly, evidently feel-

ing the confidence and self-satisfaction

that might be pardonable in a Chancel-

lor of the Exchequer who has thought
of a new and productive tax that can-

not possibly hurt or offend anybody, or

in a calculator who has elaborated a
scheme for materially reducing the

national debt. This time Miss Vava-
sour's musical laugh was not repressed.

"Don't go any further, Alan; Pru-

dence owns herself vanquished by that

last tremendous retrenchment. I begin
to think we shall manage perfectly ;

perhaps there is no danger of absolute

penury. Whenever I find the larder is

empty, and that there are no means of

filling it, I shall bring in the Spur in

the Dish with my own hands ; you
were born near enough the Border to

know, then, that you and your lances

must go out on the foray."
" That's right," Wyverne said

;

"
they

say nothing stimulates one to exertion

like appreciation, and I've got an exer-

tion before me this morning, in the

shape of letter-writing, that I don't

much fancy. It's a question of Bernard
Ilaldane. (I can never call him and

your father ' uncle' in the same breath,

but he did marry my aunt, you know.)
He must be absurdly rich by this time

;

and, when I did not in the least want

it, I believe I was to have been his heir.

So I might still have been, they tell me,
if I had been utterly and irretrievably

ruined, and had come to him in the

form of the pauper. But he never for-

gave the poor little salvage out of the
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wreck which made me independent of

his bounty. Very odd old man, that, and

intensely disagreeable, I own
;
but still

I wish, now, you two had met. I do

believe you would have melted the mis-

anthrope, and a very trifling thaw in

that quarter would be of material ad-

vantage to us just at this juncture."
Miss Vavasour's haughty lip curled

perceptibly ;
her face did not care to

conceal some aversion and disdain.
"

I should certainly spare myself the

annoyance of writing that letter, if I

were you, Alan. I don't think mendi-

cancy would suit you at any time, and
it is rather early to begin the trade. /
should hardly succeed better, even if I

had the chance of trying. If I have

any fascinations, I think I will keep them
for some other subjects than odd, dis-

agreeable, old men."

Wyveroe was not in the least inclined

to chafe at her tone
;
in truth, admira-

tion left no place for anger ;
it would

have been hard to quarrel with her, she

looked so handsome in her scorn. He
knew, too, that her pride was only half

selfish, and that she would have dreaded

humiliation for his sake, more than for

her own. So he smiled quite pleasantly,
as he answered,
"0 Queen, let your imperial mind

be set at rest. Your bond-servant had
no intention of making obeisance to any
other tyrant. Do I look like one of

'the petitioners who will ever pray?'

(He certainly did not at that moment.)
I only meant to convey a piece of sim-

ple intelligence, which perhaps Mr. Hal-

dane is entitled to in courtesy, and leave

him to think and act as he would. But
I told you I disliked doing even this

;

and I hesitated till I consulted your
mother on the point after breakfast,

She decided at once that I ought to do

so. I own her look, as she said it,

would have puzzled me, if I had not

given up long ago trying to decipher

'my lady's' countenance. I imagine
she expects not much will result. I'm

sure / don't. But if Plutus were only
to part with a poor thousand, it would

help me to furnish two or three rooms

prettily at the Abbey for you and your
friends. My pet, you will look like Nell

in the Curiosity Shop, in that dismal

grey house, with its faded old-fashioned

furniture."

Helen was accusing herself already of

having been unjust and unkind. Her
conscience smote her yet more keenly
as her cousin spoke these last words.

When she laid her hand on his mouth
to stop him, it was half meant as a caress.

Wyverne pressed the lithe white fingers

against his lips, and made them linger
there not unwillingly ;

but his mood,
usually so equable and gay, had become

strangely variable since yesterday. The
dark hour came on suddenly now. His
face seemed to gather anything but

light from the bright loveliness on which
he gazed. Helen's hand was dropped
almost abruptly, and he went on mut>-

tering low to himself, as if unconscious
of her presence.

" Esau was wiser than I. He sold

his birthright at all events : I gave mine

away. God help us ! Instead of these

miserable shifts and subterfuges, I ought
at this moment to be talking about the

fresh setting of my mother's diamonds.

I wonder who wore them at the last

drawing-room ? I took my own ruin

too lightly. I suppose that is why it

stands out so black and dismal, when I

have brought another down to share

it. Ah me ! If the struggle and the re-

morse begin so early, what will the end
be?"

She broke in quickly, her fingers

trembling as she twined them in his,

and her cheeks glowing with her pas-
sionate earnestness.

"
Alan, how can you speak so ? Do

you want to make me feel more selfish

than I do already ? I might have known
what it would come to when you pro-

posed selling Red Lancer, and I ought
to have resisted then. You would sac-

rifice all your own pursuits and pleasures
to me and my fancies, and you take

nothing in return except" (the word-

music could scarcely be heard here)
"
except my dear love. See, / do not

fear or doubt for one instant. Am I to

teach you courage you that I have

always heard quoted for daring since I

was a little child ?"

We have read in the Magic Ring
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liow the draught mixed by Gerda, the

sorceress, for Arinbiorn, before the great

sea-king went forth to fight, doubled

the strength of his arm and the sway
of his battle-axe. Glamour more potent

yet may be drawn from brilliant dark

eyes, whose imperial light is softened,

not subdued, by tears that are destined

never to fall. A tamer spirit than Wy-
verne's would have leapt up, ready for

any contest, under the influence of

Helen's glance, when she finished speak-

ing. Very scanty are the relics that

abide with us of the old-time chivalry ;

but our dames and demoiselles still play
their part as gallantly and gracefully as

ever. Even " Sir Guy of the Dolorous

Blast," when bound to the battle, will

scarcely lack a maiden to brace on his

armour.

Alan rose to his feet and leant over

his cousin where she sate. He forgot
to be ashamed of his own weakness; he

felt so proud of his beautiful prize, as lie

wound his arm round her delicate waist

and drew her close to his side, till the

little head nestled on his shoulder and
his lips touched her ear as they whis-

pered,

"My own brave darling! you shall

never have to revive me again. The
dead past may bury its dead; my last

moan is made; henceforward will we
not hope, even against hope."

In spite of his newly-born confidence,
he scarcely repressed a start and a shiver,

as, looking up during the happy silence

that ensued, he seemed to be answered

by the earnest melancholy eyes of the

last Baron Vavasour.

There are certain pictures, you know,
whose gaze always follows you, however
often you may change your position.
This portrait was one of such. It ought
to have been exlcepted from the other

ancestors, when we spoke of the uncon-

cern with which they regarded the pro-

ceedings of their descendants. It was a

very remarkable face, as I have said be-

fore, and by far the most peculiar feature

in it were those same eyes. Notwith-

standing their soft beauty, there was

something dark and dangerous about

them, as if the devil that lurked in their

languid depths would look out some-

times. They were just the eyes from
which an Italian would dread the jetta-

tura, seeming to threaten not only evil

to others, but misfortune to their owner.
In Fulke Vavasour's life certainly both

promises were amply fulfilled. If those

scornful lips could have spoken now,
one might have guessed at the import
of the words.

"No change since my time. Those
old commonplaces about faith and hope
and love are not worn out yet; but it

amuses me to hear them again now and
then not too often. I could repeat
them glibly enough myself once, and

perhaps I believed in them a little. I

am wiser now, and so will you be, beau

cousin, before you have done. I had

my romance, of course. You know how
that was cut short one cold morning on

Tower-hill; but you dorit know where

yours will end."

Some ideas like these shot across

Wyverne's mind, but he had no time to

give them form or distinctness, even if

he had wished to indulge in such ab-

surdity, for one of the doors of the gal-

lery opened just then, and though the

drawing aside of the heavy portiere

gave them a moment's grace, the cousins

had scarcely time to resume an erect

and decorous posture before their tete-

a-tete was ended.

CHAPTER VII.

MATED, NOT MATCHED.

THE new-comer was an elderly man,
in a clerical dress. His figure, origin-

ally massive and powerful, had thickened

and filled out of late years till little of

fair proportion or activity remained.

In his walk and general bearing there

was the same lassitude and want of

energy which spoilt his face. The fea-

tures could never have been regularly
handsome

; they were too weakly mould-
ed for any style of beauty; but their

natural expression was evidently meant
to be kindly and genial. This, too, had

changed. There was a nervous, worried
look about him, as of a man exposed to
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many vexations and annoyances. It

was not grave enough to suggest any

great sorrow. Geoffry Knowles's story
is very soon told. He was three or four

years the Squire's senior; but they had

been great friends at college. Few of

their old set were left when Geoffry
went up to keep his "master's term;" so,

unluckily, he was a good deal thrown

on his own resources. His evil genius
lured him one day to a certain water-

paty, where he met Laura Harding, the

handsome, flashy daughter of an Oxford

attorney in large and very sharp prac-

tice, who speedily entangled him irre-

trievably. If Hubert Vavasour had been

in the way, it might have been prevent-
ed. His thoroughbred instincts would

have revolted from the intense vulgarity
of the whole family, and the great influ-

ence he possessed over his friend's facile

mind would all have been exerted to

free the latter from a connexion which

could only prove disastrous and unhap-

py. Geoffry Knowles himself, the most

indolent and unobservant of men, saw

from the first that the fair Laura's en-

tourar/e was most objectionable; and

certain incongruities (to use a mild term)
in the lady's own demeanour and dialect

struck him now and then painfully, as

they would have done any other man
well-bred and well-born. But, though
conscious of going down hill, he was too

idle to try to struggle back again; and

when the moment for the final plunge

came, he took it resignedly, if. not

contentedly, expecting no countenance

from any of his friends, as he had not

sought their counsel. Perhaps, after all,

retractation would have been worse than

vain. The wily lawyer might have said

with the Sultan,

Dwells in my court-yard a falcon imhooded,
And vt hat he once clutches he never lets go.

Though Knowles was of an impover-
ished family and rather an extravagant

turn, Mr. Harding knew he had power-
ful friends, first and foremost of whom
was the Squire of Dene; so far he judged

rightly. Hubert Vavasour not only dis-

liked "
hitting a man when he was down,"

but never would let him lie there with-

out trying to help him up. So, in spite

of the connexion which he thoroughly

disapproved, as soon as the rectory of

Dene fell vacant, he did not hesitate to

offer it to his ancient comrade: it was
one of those great family livings that

are almost as valuable as a fat priory or

abbey might have been; and thenceforth

its rector wanted no comforts that afflu-

ence could supply. When this event

occurred the Squire had been married
about three years: he took the step
without consulting his wife, or in all

probability Lady Mildred would have
interfered to some purpose. It was

part of her creed never to waste either

lamentations or reproaches on what was

irrevocable; so she accepted the fact

quite composedly, determining to judge
for herself as to the feasibility of asso-

ciating with the new-coiner, and to act

accordingly.
Neither the Squire's nor the rector's

wife ever forgot the first evening they met.

Truth to say, "my lady" had prepared
herself for a certain amount of vulgarity;
but the reality so far transcended her

expectations, that the shock was actually
too much for her. She could not re-

press a slight shiver and shrinking some-

times, as Mrs. Knowles's shrill, highly-

pitched voice rattled in her ears, and
her trained features did not always con-

ceal wonder and aversion at certain

words arid gestures that grated horribly
on her delicate sensibilities. The other's

sharp eyes detected every one of these

unflattering signs, and she never forgot
them: though long years had passed
and a reckoning-day had never come,
the debt still remained, written out as

legibly in her memory as Foscaro's in

Loredano's tablets. That evening, when
the visitors had taken their departure,
the fair hostess leaned back wearily on
her sofa and beckoned her husband to

her side. When he came she laid her

hand on his arm and looked up into his

eyes rather plaintively, but not in the

least reproachfully.
"Dear Hubert !" she said, "I fancy

Mr. Knowles very much, and I hope he

will come here whenever he likes. He
may bring his wife four times a year

(when you have some of those constit-

uency dinners, you know) ; but, at

any other time or place, I absolutely
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decline to entertain that fearful woman

again !"

There was not a shade of anger, or

even disdain, on the placid face, but he

must have been a bolder man than Va-
vasour who would have argued the

point with her then. Hubert knew
that the fiat just issued by those beau-

tiful lips, ever so little set, was irrevo-

cable.
" She is an awful infliction !" he

assented, gravely; "I can't call you
unjust, dear Mildred. Indeed, I almost

regret having brought her so near you.
I must manage it with Geoffry as best

I can
;

I should not like to lose his

society. Poor fellow ! I was very
wroth when I first heard of his deroga-
tion but I can do nothing but pity
him now. If she affected us so disa-

greeably this evening, think/ what i1

must be to have to live with her all the

year round! It is no use saying,
' He's

used to it.' There are some nuisances

one never gets indifferent to."

Lady Mildred shrugged her round
white shoulders slightly, as though to

intim.ate that Mr. Knowles's domestic

Nemesis was essentially his concern;
and so the matter ended.

It was not long before that worried,
nervous expression, to which I have

alluded, became the habitual one of

poor Geoffry's face, lie never spoke
of his troubles, even to Hubert Vava-
sour

;
but they must have been heavy,

and almost incessant. His wife had

captured him simply as a measure of

expediency : she would have married
him just as readily if he had been

elderly and repulsive when she first saw
him

;
she very soon got tired of keep-

ing up affectionate appearances ;
in-

deed, that farce scarcely outlasted the

honeymoon. The last phantasm of ro-

mance had ceased to haunt the dreary
fireside, years and years ago. Laura's

sharp tongue and acid face were

enough to scare away a legion of such
sensitive elves. As soon as she found that

their income was far more than suffi-

cient for their wants she took severely to

parsimony, and " screwed" to an extent

scarcely credible. There never breathed
a more liberal and openhanded man

I than Geoffry Knowles it must have
been a poor satisfaction to him to

know that about thirty pounds per
annum were saved by economy in beer

alone, and that his servants'-hall was a

t byword throughout the county. The
wives of the squirearchy had been very
kind and civil to her at first, and
were not all inclined to follow the
lead of the grande dame at Dene;
but they couldn't stand her long,
and one by one they fell off to a

ceremonious distance, doing out their

visits and invitations by measure and
rule. This did not improve the lady's

temper, which was exacting and suspi-
cious to a degree : she never would
allow that she ever lost a friend or

failed to make one by her own fault
;

though she had a pleasant habit of

abusing people savagely to their near-

est neighbours, so that it was about
ten to one that every syllable came
round to them. They had one child

a son who might have been some
comfort to the Rector if his mother
would have let him alone : but she

asserted her exclusive right to the child

even before he was christened, insisting
on calling him by her own family's
name "Harding" (some one said,
"

it was to commemorate an incom-

plete victory over the aspirates") ;
and

maintained her ascendency over his

mind by the simple process of abusing
her husband to and before the boy, as

soon as he was old enough to under-

stand anything ;
it is needless to say

there was always more distrust than

sympathy between father and son.

So, you see, Geoffry Knowles had a

good deal to fight against, and very
little to fall back upon. His one con-

solation was, his neighbourhood to

Dene : he clung fast to this, and would
not let it go, in spite of incessant sar-

casms levelled at his meanness of spirit
for "always hanging

1 about a house where
his wife was not thought good enough
to be invited :" (she never missed one

of those quarterly dinners, though). It

was inexpressibly refreshing to get out

of hearing of the shrill dissonant voice

ever querulous when not wrathful,
and to share
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The delight of happy laughter,

The delight of low replies,

which one could always count on find-

ing at Dene when its mistress or her

daughters Avere to the fore. Those

visits had the same effect on the un-

lucky rector, in calming and bracing
his nerves, as change of air will work

on an invalid who moves up from the

close dank valley to the fresh moun-

tain-side, where the breeze sweeps

straight from the sea over crag, and

heather, and tarn. Lady Mildred liked

him perhaps pitied him a little in

her own cool way, and the Squire was

always glad to see him
;
so he came

and went pretty much as he chose, till

it would have been hard to say to

which family he really most belonged.
Helen was very fond of him

;
it would

have been strange had it been otherwise,

for he had petted her ever since he held

her in his arms at the font, and, indeed,

had lavished on her all the father-love

of a kindly nature, which he was de-

barred from giving to his own child.

As her loveliness ripened from bud to

blossom under their eyes, no one could

have said which was the proudest of

their darling the Rector or the Squire.

It rather"" spoils the romance of the

thing but, truth to say, there were

other and much more material links in

the chain that bound Geoffry Knowles

so closely to Dene. He had always
been of a convivial turn, and, from

youth upwards, not averse or indiffer-

ent to the enjoyment of old wine and

fat venison : of late years he had be-

come ultra-canonical in his devotion to

good cheer. I do not mean to imply
that he drank hard or carried your-

mandise to excess; but certainly not

one of Vavasour's guests, whose name

was legion, savoured more keenly the

precious vintages that never ceased to

flow from his cellars, or the master-

strokes of the great artist who deigned
to superintend" the preparation

of his

banquets. Was it a despicable weak-

ness? At all events, it was not an un-

common one. The world has not grown

weary of trying that somewhat sensual

anodyne, since Ulysses and his com-

rades revelled on the island-shore till

the going down of the sun

dcLLVvnevoi K.pea r' daTrera KOL ^6v rjdv

a few hours after he crept out of the

Cyclops' cave, leaving the bones of six

of his best and bravest behind
; many

bond-slaves since Sindbad, as the jo-

cund juice rose to their brain, have

forgotten for awhile that they carried a

burden more hideous and heavy than

the horrible Old Man of the Sea.

I have lingered much longer than I

intended over the antecedents of the

Rector
;
but as one or two members of

his family play rather an important part
in the story afterwards, there is some

excuse for the interruption.
When Mr. Knowles entered the pic-

ture-gallery, he was evidently unaware

that it held other occupants; he had

advanced half way up its length, before

Miss Vavasour's gay dress, looking

brighter in the strong sun-light, caught
his eye ;

even then he had to resort to

his glasses before he could make out

who sat in the deep embrasure.
" This is a new whim, Helen," he

said, as he turned towards them
;

" I

never found you here in the morning
before. Can you tell me where the

Squire is ? I want "

He stopped abruptly, for he was near

enough now for the fair face to tell its

tale, and, short-sighted as he was, the

rector saw the state of things instantly.

A few steps very different from his

usual slow, deliberate pace brought
him into the oriel

;
he stooped and

kissed Helen on her forehead, and then

griped Wyverne's hand hard, his lips

moved twice before he could say, un-

steadily and huskily,
" I am so very,

very glad !"

It was a simple and hearty congratu-
lation enough, but it was the first that

the fair fiancee had had to encounter,

and it threw her into considerable con-

fusion, coming thus brusquely. To

speak the truth, she "arose and fled

away swiftly on her feet,'
1

covering her

retreat with some indistinct murmur
about going to find the Squire, and left

her ally to bear the brunt of the battle
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alone. The Rector was not in the

least vexed at her flight ;
he knew his

pet too well to think that she could be

ungracious ;
he only looked after her

with a smile of pride and fondness as

she glided away and disappeared

through the curtained door, and then

turned again to Alan.
" I have always dreamt of this," he

said
;

" but so few of my good dreams

come true that I scarcely hoped there

would be an exception here. I am
certain you will take all care of her

;

and how happy she will make you !

And how long has this been going on ?

You have kept your secret well, I own,
but I am so blind that it is very easy
to keep me in the dark."

There was a faint accent of melan-

choly, and a half reproach in the last

few words, which did not escape Wy-
verne's quick ear.

"
My dear Rector, don't be unjust.

What do you mean by suspecting us of

keeping secrets from you ? You won't

give one time to tell you. We were all

perfectly sober and sane till yesterday

afternoon, when I lost my head riding
in the Home Wood

;
and everybody

has been following my lead ever since,

for I ought to be, crashed on the spot
instead of encouraged. You see I'm

like other maniacs
; they always know

their companions are mad, and tell you
so don't they?"

"
Imprudent, perhaps, but not insane,"

the other said, heartily ;

" and is
'

my
lady' as bad as the rest of you ?"

"
Well, not exactly ; for, though she

refused nothing, she was wise enough to

stipulate that the time of our marriage
should not be fixed until a year had

passed. I believe Aunt Mildred likes

me, but I don't think her partiality

quite blinds her to my disadvantages."
It would have been hard to decide

from Wyverne's face, whether he spoke
in earnest or irony; but there was
no mistaking the expression of the

Rector's; disappointment was written

there very legibly.
" You could hardly expect unreserved

consent there" he said
;

" but it is a

long delay before anything is actually
fixed too long. Alan, trust me. You

don't mind my speaking frankly ? Helen
comes out next season, you know

;
and

even if your engagement is announced,

nothing will prevent half the *

eligibles'

in London going wild about her. It

will be fearfully tantalizing to 'my
lady's' ambition, and I doubt if her

good faith will last out the year. If

that once fails, you will have a hard
battle to fight and a dangerous one

;

none can say what a day may bring
forth, and few of Lady Mildred's are

wasted when she has determined to

carry anything through. Surely you
tried to shorten the probation-time ?"

Wyverne bit his
lip, frowning

slightly.
"
My triumph is great, I own, but

really I don't require to be reminded
that lam mortal. Of course there are

risks and perils without end, but I have

counted them already, Rector; don't

trouble yourself to go through the list

again. No, I did not remonstrate or

resist, simply because I think it wiser

to husband one's strength than to waste

it. I might say to you as Oliver said

to Sir Henry Lee ' Wearest thou so

white a beard, and knowest thou not

that to refuse surrendering an indefen-

sible post, by the martial law deserves

hanging ?' My position at the moment
was not quite so strong, numerically, as

the Knight of Ditchley's, for he had two
' weak women' in his garrison, and, I

fancy, I had only one brave girl.
We

can count on the Squire's good will to

any extent, but he would be the merest

reed to lean upon if matters went wrong.
It is much the best plan to trust till you
are forced to distrust; for it saves

trouble, and comes to about the same

thing in the end
; pondering over your

moves don't help you much when your

adversary could give you a bishop or a

castle. So for the present I believe in

Aunt Mildred coute qui coute. You
are right though there will be a fair

crop of rivals next spring; but I am
vain enough to think that, with such a

long start," I may hold my own past the

post."
Alan threw back his head rather

haughtily, as he spoke these last words,
and once again encountered the eyes of



62 BARREN HONOUR.

Fulke Vavasour. He turned quickly
to his companion, before the latter could

reply.
" An ominous neighbourhood to make

love in, is it not ? especially considering
the resemblance. You have remarked

it?"

Geoffry Knowles started visibly, and
his countenance fell more than it had

yet done.
"
I wish you had not asked me. Yes,

I have seen it coming out stronger

every month for the last year ;
it was

never there before. I have always
avoided looking at that picture since I

was forced to confess that the family
likeness to Helen is far stronger than in

her own brother's portrait that hangs
there. If the Squire had only some
excuse for putting it away ! Such coin-

cidences are common enough, of course,
but I wish to God the features of the

worst of her race had not been repro-
duced in our darling."

" Not the worst, I think," Wyverne
answered, decidedly, "though he was
wild and reckless enough in all con-

science. It's an odd thing to say, but

I've liked him better since I heard how
and why he sold himself to Satan. I

dare say you don't know that version

of the story. Percie Ferrars, who is

always hunting out strange family

legends, told it me the other day. He
found it in some book relating to the

black art, written about fifty years after

the Baron's death. It seems that he

had always been meddling with magic,
but he never actually came to terms

with the fiend till the night of his arrest.

He signed and sealed the contract within

an hour after he entered his cell, on the

condition that certain papers then at the

Dene should be in his hands before the

dawn
;
so he saved a woman's honour

from being dragged through the mire

of a public trial, and perhaps a delicate

neck from the scaffold. This is how
the horseman came along at midnight,

bearing the Baron's signet-ring, when
the arrest was not two hours old

;
and

this is why the pursuivant, who started

before the prisoner was in the Tower,
and never drew bridle on the way ex-

cept to change his horses, found no-

thing but empty drawers and rifled

caskets, with a mark here and there,

they say, as if hot coals had been

dropped on them. The author brings
the case forward in a very matter-of-

fact way, to show for what a miserably
small consideration men will sometimes
barter their souls, for he observes that

Vavasour could not even obtain for

himself safety of life or limb. Perhaps
he did not try ;

he came of the wrong
sort to stand chaffering over a bargain
when he was in no position to make
terms. I don't mean to deny that
Fulke was very guilty; I don't mean
to assert that a man has any right to

sell his soul at all
;
but I am not pre-

pared to admit the absurd smallness of
the value received. The Baron himself,
it appears, revealed the infernal contract
to one man, his cousin and dearest
friend. When the confidant, rather

horror-stricken, asked *
if he did not

repent ?' he only answered ' What is

done is well done' and thenceforward
would answer no question, declining to

the last the consolations of religion or
the visits of a priest. But every one

knows, that at his trial and on Tower-
hill he bore himself as coolly and brave-

ly as if he had been a martyred bishop.
Let him rest in peace if he may ! If

he erred, he suffered. For the sake of
that last wild deed, unselfish at least,
I will cast no stone on his grave."

His quiet features lighted up, and his

eyes gleamed, just as they would do if

he were reading some grand passage in

prose or rhyme that chanced to move
him strongly. No enthusiasm answered
him from the other's face. The Rector

evidently could not sympathize.
"

It's a dark story," he said,
" which-

ever way you look at it, and your
version does not make me dislike that

picture the less. But I'm not a fair

judge. If I ever had any romance,
it has been knocked out of me years

ago. I won't argue the point. I'm

only sorry that our talk has got into

such a melancholy groove. It is my
fault entirely. First I spoil your tete-d-

tete by blundering in here, where I had
no earthly business, and then I spoil

your anticipations with my stupid
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doubts and forebodings. Just like me,
isn't it?"

Wyverne's gay laugh broke in before

the Rector's penitence could go further.
" Not at all like you," he answered

cheerily; "and don't flatter yourself
that either prophecy or warning will

have the slightest effect. Ecclesiastes

himself would fail if he tried to preach

prudence to us just now. I told you
we had all gone out of our sober minds

up here. For mv part I don't care how

long the Carnival lasts. We must keep
the feasts in their order, of course

; but,

by St. Benedict, we will not anticipate
Lent by an hour."

Geoffry Knowles looked wistfully into

the speaker's frank, fearless eyes, till his

own brow began to clear, and a hearty,

genuine admiration shone out in his face.
"
I do envy that hopeful geniality of

yours, more than I can say, Alan. I

have a dim recollection of having been

able to * take things easy,' once upon a

time
;
but the talent slipped away from

me, somehow, just when it would have

served me best. It was acquired, not

natural, with me, I suppose. I doubt
if I could translate without blundering,
now Dum spiro, spero. I am glad,
after all, that I caught you first, and got
rid of my

' blue' fit before I saw the

Squire. He would not have taken it so

well, perhaps, as you have done."
" I don't know about that," Alan said;

" Uncle Hubert is pretty confident, and

you would most likely have been carried

away helplessly by the stream
;
he put me

to shame last night, I can tell you. You'll

find him in his room by this time
;
and

I can't stay here any longer. I've let-

ters to write, and I mean to have Helen
in the saddle directly after luncheon. I

must make the best use of my chances

now, for, unless the gods would

Annihilate both Time and Space
To make two lovers happy,

(as the man in the play wanted them to

do), and cut out the shooting season

from the calendar, there would be no
chance of keeping Dene clear of guests.

They will be coming by troops in less

than a fortnight. There is no such.

thing as a comfortable causer ie, with
keen eyes and quick ears all around you.
Ay de mi ! one will have to intrigue for

interviews as if we were in Seville. I

shouldn't wonder if we were driven to

act the garden-scene in the Barbiere
some night. Even if I wanted to mo-

nopolize Helen, then (which I don't, for

it's the worst possible taste), I know
*

my lady' would not stand it. Well,
thank you for all you have said yes,
all. I shall see you at luncheon ?"

From the Squire's radiant face, when
he came in with the Rector, it might bo

presumed that the latter comported
himself during their interview entirely
to his friend's satisfaction.

It was no vain boast of Wyverne's
when he said that neither omen nor

foreboding would affect his spirits mate-

rially that afternoon. Few people ever

enjoyed a ride more thoroughly than
the cousins did their very protracted
one. They would not have made a bad

picture, if any one could have sketched
them during its slow progress. Alan on
the Erl-King, a magnificent brown
hunter of Vavasour's:; Helen on the

grey Arab, Maimouna, whom she

mounted that day for the fourth time.

The one so erect and knightly in his

bearing; the other so admirably lithe

and graceful both so palpably at

home in the saddle
;
even as they lounged

carelessly along through the broad

green glades, apparently lost to every-

thing but their own low, earnest con-

verse, at the first glance one could have

recognised the seat and hand of the

artist.

If one must be locomotive, when
alone with the ladye of our love (not a

desirable necessity, some will say), I

doubt if we can be better than on horse-

back. A low pony-carriage, with a very

steady animal in the shafts, has its ad-

vantages ;
but I never yet saw the man

who could accommodate himself and
his limbs to one of these vehicles with-

out looking absurdly out of his place ;

bis bulk seems to increase by some ex-

traordinary process as soon as he has

:aken his seat, till ten stone loom as

arge as fourteen would do under ordi-

nary circumstances. The incongruity
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cannot always escape one's fair com-

panion, and, if her sense of the ridi-

culous is once moved, our romance is

ruined for the day: perhaps the best

plan, on turning into a conveniently se-

cluded road (always supposing that

"moving on" is obligatory), would be,

to get out and walk by her side, leaving
the dame or demoiselle unrestricted

scope for the expansion of her feelings
and her drapery. On the whole, I

think one is most at ease en chevauchant.

But then both steeds must be of a pleas-
ant and sociable disposition not pull-

ing and tearing at the reins, till they
work themselves and their riders into a

white heat, whenever a level length of

greensward tempts one irresistibly to a

stretching gallop; nor starting perversely
aside at the very moment when, in the

earnestness of discourse, your hand rests

unconsciously (?)
on your companion's

pommel ;
but doing their five miles an

hour steadily, with the long, even,

springy gait that so few half-breeds ever

attain to, alive, in fact, to the delicacy
of the position and to their own resposi-
bilities as sensible beasts of burden.

Maimouna was a model in this respect :

she could be fiery enough at times, and

dangerous if her temper was roused;
but she comported herself that after-

noon with a courtesy and consideration

for others worthy of the royal race from

which she sprang

Who could trace her lineage higher
Than the Bourbon can aspire,
Than the Ghibelline or Guelf,
Or O'Brien's blood itself.

It was pretty to see her, champing
the bit and tossing her small proud
head playfully, or curving her full,

rounded neck to court the caress of

Helen's gauntlet ;
with something more

than instinct looking all the while out

of her great bright stag's-eyes, as if she

understood everything that was going
on and approved it thoroughly : indeed,
she seemed not indisposed to get up a

little mild flirtation on her own account,

for ever and anon she would rub her

soft cheek against the Eri-King's puis-
sant shoulder, and withdraw it suddenly
as he turned his head with a coy, mutine

grace, till even tnat stately steed unbent
somewhat of his dignity, and conde-

scended, after a superb and sultanesque
fashion, to respond to her cajoleries.

Altogether they made, as I have said,
a very attractive picture, suggestive of
the gay days when knights and paladins
rode in the sweet summer-weather

through the forest-tracks of Lyonnesse
and Brittany, each with his fair para-
mour at his side, ready and willing to

do battle for her beauty to the death.

Wyverne's proportions were far too

slight and slender to have filled the

mighty harness of Gareth or Geraint;
but Helen might well have sat for Iseult

in her girlhood before the breath of sin

passed over the smooth brow before
the lovely proud face was trained to dis-

semble before King Mark's unwilling
bride drank the fatal philtre and subtler

poison yet from her convoy's eyes, as

they sailed together over the Irish Sea,

Yes no doubt

It was merry in good greenwood,
When mavis and merle were singing;

when silvered bridles and silvery laughs

rang out with a low, fitful music
;
when

the dark dells, whenever a sun-beam
shot through, grew light with shimmer
of gold and jewels, or with sheen of

minever and brocade
;
when ever and

anon a bugle sounded discreetly dis-

tant not to recall the lost or the lag-

gards, but just to remind them that they
were supposed to be hunting the deer.

Pity that almost all these romances
ended so drearily ! We might learn a

lesson, if we would
;
but we " hear and

do not fear." The modern knight's

riding suit is russet or grey perhaps,
at the richest, of sable velvet; a scarlet

neck-ribbon or the plumes of a tropical
bird are the most gorgeous elements in

his companion's amazonian apparel ;
but

I fear the tone of their dress is about

the only thing which is really sobered

and subdued. People will go on linger-

ing till they lose their party, and look-

ing till they lose their hearts, and whis-

pering till they lose their heads, to the

end of time
; though all these years have

not abated one iota of the retribution
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allotted those who "love not wisely but

too well ;" though many miserable men,
since Tristram, have dvvincd away un-

der a wound that would never heal,

tended by a wife that they could never

like, thirsting for the caress of " white

hands beyond the sea," and for a whis-

per that they heard never, or only in

the death-pang; though many sinners,

since Launcelot, have grovelled in vain

remorse on the gravestone of their last

love or their first and firmest friend.

Certainly none of these considera-

tions could trouble the cousins' pleasant
ride

;
for every word that passed be-

tween them was perfectly innocent and

authorized
; they had, so to speak, been

" blessed by the priest" before they
started. When Helen came down (rather

late) to dinner, her face was so changed
and radiant with happiness that it made
u
my lady's" for the rest of the evening

unusually pensive and grave. Some
such ideas shot across her as were in

the cruel step-mother's mind, when she

stopped those who bore out the seeming

corpse to its burial, saying

Drap the het lead on her breast,
And drap it on her chin :

For mickle will a maiden do,

To her true love to win.

CHAPTER VIII.

CROESUS COMETH.

WE have been comfortable in our

country-houses for centuries. Even in

those rough-and-ready days when the

hall was strewn with rushes, and the

blue wood-smoke hung over the heads

of the banqueters like a canopy, and the

great tawny hounds couched at their

master's feet, gnawing the bones as they
fell from the bare oak tables, and the

maids of Merry England recruited their

roses with steaks and ale in the early

morning I believe the Anglo-Saxon
squire had a right to be proud of his

social privileges, and to contrast them

favourably with the short-comings of his

Continental neighbours. But it looks as

if we had only begun of late years thor-

5

oughly to appreciate those advantages;
now there is hardly a tale or a novel

written, which does not sound a note

or two of triumph on the subject. In

truth, it is hardly possible to praise too

highly this part of our social system.

Nevertheless, in a few of these favoured

mansions, there springs up something
bitter from the midst of the fountain of

delights which, to the minds of many
of us, poisons the perfection of hospi-

tality. Sometimes the officer in com-
mand is rather too exact and exacting
about his morning-parade, insisting upon
his company being

"
all present and

correct" within a certain time after the

warning gong has sounded. Punctual-

ity is an immense virtue, of course ; but
our frail and peccant nature will not

endure even virtues to be forced upon
it against the grain, without grumbling;
and there are men sluggish if you will,

but not wholly reprobate who think

that no amount of good shooting or

good cookery can compensate for the

discomfort of having to battle with a

butler for the seisin of their grill, or

being forced to keep a footman at fork's

length, while they hurry over a succu-

lent "bloater" should they wish to

break their fast at a heterodox and un-

sanctified hour. There is some sense

in the objection, after all. If you want
to enforce regularity with Spartan stern-

ness, it is better to be consistent, and
not tantalize one with contrasts, but

recur to the old black-broth and barley-
bread form

;
choose your system and

stick to it : it never can answer to mix

up Doric simplicity with Ionian luxury.
So few things were done by line and

measure at Dene, that it would have

been strange if breakfast had formed

the solitary exception to the rule of

Fais ce que voudras. The general hour

was perhaps
" a liberal ten ;" but if any

o-uest chanced to be seized with a fit of

laziness, he could indulge his indolent

genius without fear of having to fast in

expiation. 'At whatever hour he might

appear, a separate breakfast equipage
awaited him, with the letters of that

post laid out thereon, decently and in

order, and the servants seemed only too

glad to anticipate his appetite.
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The Squire himself was tolerably

early in his habits, and kept his times

of starting very well in the shooting or

hunting season : he would never wait

beyond a reasonable time for any one

making no distinction of persons but

would start with those who were ready,

leaving the laggards to follow when they
would. There was a want of principle,

erhaps, about the whole arrangement,
ut it answered admirably ;

even those

who were left behind on such occasions

never dreamt of being discontented^or
discomfited

; indeed, it was not a very

heavy penance to be condemned to

spend a home-day at Dene with the

feminine part of its garrison. There

were few houses that people were so

glad to come to, and so sorry to

leave.

Wyverne was very capricious and un-

certain as to the hours of his appear-

ance, except when any sport by flood or

field was in prospect : he was never a

second behind time then. If the day
chanced to be very tempting, it was even

betting that he would be found saunter-

ing about some terrace that caught the

fresh morning sun, before the dew was
off the flowers

;
but it would have been

dangerous to lay odds about it
; taking

the average of the year, the balance was

decidedly in favour of indolence.

When he came down on the sixth

morning from that on which this story

began, the Squire and Helen were lin-

gering over their breakfast nearly finish-

ed, that Alan might not have to eat his

in solitude. Nobody ever thought of

apologizing for being late at Dene
; so,

after the pleasant morning-greetings
were over, Wyverne sat down to his

repast with his usual air of tranquil,

appreciative enjoyment ;
he did not seem

in any particular hurry to grapple with

the pile of letters that lay beside his

plate.
Have you ever observed the pretty

flutter that pervades all the womanhood

present when the post-bag is brought in

how eyes, bright enough already, begin
to sparkle yet more vividly with impa-
tient anticipation, and how little tremu-

lous hands are stretched out to grasp as

much of the contents as their owners

can possibly claim ? We of the sterner

sex-take the thing much more coolly
of course because we are so much graver
and better and wiser than they are : when
a man "

plunges" at his letters, you may
be quite sure he has a heavy book on an

approaching race, or is a partner in some

thriving concern, commercial or ama-

tory; in such a contingency the specu-
lator is naturally anxious to know if his

venture is likely to prove remunerative.

Where no such irritamenta malorum

(or bonorum, in exceptional cases) exist,

we are apt to acceptwhat the post brings
us with resignation rather than with

gratitude, reflecting moodily, that all

those documents must not only be read

through, but answered at what expense
of time, money, or imagination, it is im-

possible at present to say.
Some years ago I heard of a female

Phoenix \vise and fair, too, beyond her

fellows who actually wrote to a very
intimate friend ten consecutive letters,

each containing, besides more confiden-

tial and interesting matter, all sorts of

news and scandal, with the recording

angel's comments annexed. They were

model epistles, I believe witty, but not

too wicked
; frank, without being too

demonstrative
;
and to not one of the

brilliant decade did the writer expect an
answer. That was understood from first

to last, for circumstances made silence,

on one side, imperative. I hope her

correspondent appreciated that rare crea-

ture, then : I am very sure he did, the

other day, when he sat down to his writ-

ing-table with a weary sigh and the re-

mark that " of all fond things vainly

imagined, a second post was the most
condemnable." If charity covers a

multitude of sins, surely such repeated
acts of unselfish benevolence ought to

cloak most of that poor Rose's little

faults and failings. Speaking quite. dis-

interestedly (for I scarcely knew her by
sight), I think she deserves a statue as

a marvel of the Post-office better than

Rowland Hill : if I were bound to take

a pilgrimage, I would pass by the shrine

of Saint Ursula, and go a thousand miles

beyond it, to the green Styrian hills

where She withered and died the only
woman on record who could persist, for
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three whole months, in amusing- a silent

correspondent without proximate hope
of recompense.

Wyverne's letters were not very nu-

merous that morning, nor did they appear
to interest him much

;
for he took up

one after the other, at intervals, and after

just glancing at the contents put them

aside, without interrupting a pleasant

desultory conversation with his compan-
ions. At last only two remained un-

read.

The envelope of one was of thick

blue-wove paper ;
the direction was in a

large, strong, upright hand
;

the seal

square, and solemnly accurate such a

seal as no man dare use unless he were

in a position to set the world at defiance.

If you or I, amigo, were to risk it, how-

ever numerous and unblemished our

quarterings, we should lay ourselves open
to all the penalties attendant on lese-ma-

jeste : the very crest was a menace a

mailed arm, with a mace in its gripe. If

any possessor of that truculent coat-of-

arms had put it on the outside of a love-

letter, all passionate pleading must have

been neutralized
;
the nymph to whom

it was addressed would have fled away,

swiftly as Arethusa of light-footed mem-

ory, or a " homeless hare."

The other letter was of a widely dif-

ferent type ;
it bore no seal, but a scar-

let monogram so elaborately involved as

to be nearly illegible ;
after careful study

of its intricacies, with a certain amount
of luck, you might have made out the

initials N. K. L. There was a mignar-
dise about the whole thing quite in keep-

ing with the handwriting slender, slop-

ing, and essentially feminine
;

at the

same time there was a good deal of

character about it
;
without much prac-

tice in graphiology, one guessed at once
that those lines had been traced by
fingers long, lithe, and lissome fingers
that either in love or hate would close

round yours pliant and tenacious as

the coils of a Java serpent fingers apt
at weaving webs to entangle men's senses

and souls.

Alan took these letters up in the

order in which we have named them.
The first was evidently very brief; as he
read it, an odd smile came on his lip,

not altogether of amusement, but rather

bitter and constrained
; just such a

smile as one might put on to mask a

momentary discomfiture, if, in a contest

of polite repartee, one had received a

home thrust, without seeing exactly how
to riposter. The other envelope con-

tained two full note-sheets, one of which

(of course) was crossed. Wyverne just

glanced at the first page arid the last

few lines, and then, putting it back into

its cover, laid it down with the rest
;

it

was quite natural that he should thus

defer the perusal, for, however well he

might have known the handwriting, ten

minutes of undivided attention could

scarcely have carried him through it. A
very close observer might have detected

just then a slight darkening and con-

traction of his brows
;
but the change

lasted not five seconds, and then his

face became pleasant and tranquil as

ever.
"
Well, that is over, or nearly so," he

said, drawing rather a long breath.
" Did anybody ever see such a day for

riding ? I feel the Tartar humour on

me, Helen do you sympathize ? If so,

we'll let our correspondence take thought
for the things of itself / don't intend

to put pen to paper to-day and go
forth on a real pilgrimage, trusting to

fate for luncheon. There's not an atom
too much sun, and the breeze might
have been made to order."

Perhaps the movement of Alan's arm,
which pushed two or three of his letters

off the table, was quite involuntary ;
and

perhaps quite unintentionally, when he

picked them up, he placed the last un-

dermost : but the eyes of Lynceus were
not keener-sighted than those dark lan-

guid orbs, held by many to be the

crowning glory of Helen Vavasour's

beauty. Neither the change in her

cousin's face, nor one detail of the ap-

parent accident escaped her
;
and it is

possible that she drew from them her

own conclusions. Probably they were

not very serious ones, and perhaps his

careless tone contributed to reassure her;
at any rate, nothing could be brighter
than her face as she answered

"I should enjoy it, of all things, Alan.

On a day like this I believe Maimouna
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would tire before I should. I never

knew what it was to feel rested while

riding fast, till I mounted her. Don't

be jealous if she begins to know me
better than you ; you never heard of my
visits to the stable, under old Donald's

escort, on purpose to pet her. You may
order the horses as soon as you please.
I must see mamma before we start

;
but

would you like to bet that I am not

ready first ?"

Alan's reply was on his lips, when
the door opened softly, and, gliding in

with her usual quiet grace, Lady Mil-

dred joined the party. It was rare

indeed that the mistress of Dene
favoured the world with her presence
before noon. At intervals, upon state

occasions, she condescended to preside
at breakfast

; but, as a rule, took her

chocolate and its accessories in her own

apartments, and got through the busi-

ness of her day in solitude. Her let-

ters were always impounded, as soon as

the letter bag was opened, by her own
maid a placid, resolute person a sort

of cheap edition of her mistress who
had held her place for many years, and
was supposed to know more of the

secrets of the boudoir than any crea-

ture alive. Women of Lady Mildred's

calibre rarely change their confidential

servants.
" My lady

" was seemingly in a

charming humour that morning ;
she

greeted every one most affectionately,
and listened to the plan of the long
ride with a gentle approval, and even

some show of interest. But all the

three felt certain that she had good rea-

son for her early appearance. They
were not kept long in suspense.

"
I had a letter from Max, this morn-

ing," Lady Mildred remarked. " Hel-

en, dear, he says all sorts of kind

things about you and Alan, but he

reserves most of his congratulations, as

he hopes to see you so soon. You know
he has been shooting with Lord Clydes-

dale, in Perthshire, Hubert ?

"

Be-
fore this news came, he had asked him
and Bertie Grenvil to come here for the

early part of September; but if you
don't wish the engagement to stand,

you have only to let him know at once."

His astute helpmate could hardly
refrain from smiling at the queer embar-

rassed expression of the Squire's frank

face she read his feelings so well !

Indeed poor Hubert was the worst dis-

sembler alive. He looked wistfully at

his
,

two confederates, but there was
small chance of succour from that quar-
ter. Helen's glance met her mother's

for a second, and she bit her scarlet lip

once, but remained perfectly silent.

Alan was brushing away a stray crumb
or two from the velvet sleeve of his

riding-coat, with a provoking air of

absolute unconcern. Vavasour was so

intensely hospitable, that he would just
as soon have thought of stabbing a

guest in his sleep, as of grudging him

entertainment, besides there was no

earthly reason why either of the names

just mentioned should be distasteful to

him, or to any one else present; if he

felt any real objection, it was more like

a presentiment impossible to put into

words. Nevertheless there was an

unusual gravity in his voice, as he re-

plied
" Rather an unnecessary question of

Max's, dear Mildred. He ought to

know, by this time, that his friends are

quite as welcome here as my own. As
it happens, we have ample room for

those two guns during the early (the
word was marked) part of September.
So many anxious parents will be con-

tending for the possession of Clydes-

dale, that he will scarcely waste his

golden time here beyond a fortnight.

Few men are fonder of being perse-
cuted with the attentions of your sex

than that very eligible Earl. I believe

he thinks it is no use being the parti of

England if you don't reap its advan-

tages, before as well as after marriage.
I dare say Bertie will stay longer; the

mothers, at all events, don't hunt him.

I hope he will, for there's no pleasanter

boy in a house, and his detrimentalism

won't hurt us here. Will you write at

once and say that we shall be charmed
to see them"all?"

Those last words were spoken with

rather an unnatural distinctness; it seem-

ed as though it cost the Squire an

effort to utter them, and he left the
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room almost immediately, muttering

something about "people waiting for

him in his study." After a few min-

utes more of insignificant conversation

not worth recording, the cousins, too,

went out to get ready for their ride.

Lady Mildred stayed her hand for a

moment she was crumbling bread into

cream, carefully, for the Maltese dog's
luncheon and looked after them with

a pensive expression on her face, in

which mingled a shade of pity. Just

so much compassion may have softened,

long ago, the rigid features of some

abbess on her tribunal, when after pro-

nouncing the fatal Va.de in pace, she

saw an unhappy nun led out between

the executioners, to expiate her bro-

ken vows.

Whatever might be Miss Vavasour's

failings, dilatoriness in dressing was

certainly not one of them
;
she would

have won her wager that morning ;
and

yet it would have puzzled the severest

critic to have found a fault of omission or

commission in her costume, as she stood

in the recess of one of the windows of

the great hall, waiting for the horses

and her cousin. He joined her almost

immediately, though, and Helen's eyes

sparkled more brilliantly, as she re-

marked a letter in his hand.
'*

I always quote you and Pauline,"

\Vy verne said,,
" when people keep

their horses at the door for an hour bv

Shrewsbury clock
;
but you have out-

done yourselves to-day. You deserve

a small recompense la vo/Id. It must
be a satisfaction to a minor prophetess
to find her prediction perfectly realized.

My beautiful Sybil ! I don't grudge you
your triumph, especially as I did not

contradict you on the point. The oldest

and ugliest of the sisterhood never made
a better guess at truth. Read that. I

shall give
*

my lady' the sense of it
;

but I don't think I shall show it her."

It was Bernard Haldane's answer,
and it ran thus :

My dear Alan, I thank you for your
letter, because I am sure it was courte-

ously meant, and, I believe, disinter-

estedly too
; though, as you are my

nearest male relation, it might naturally

be expected that I should do or promise

something on an occasion like this. I

wish you to understand plainly, and
once for all, that, in the event of your
intended marriage taking place, you
need anticipate no assistance whatever

from me, present or future, before or

after iny death. I think it best to

enter into no explanations and to give
no reasons, but simply to state the fact

of my having so determined. I have

given up congratulating people about

anything; but, were it otherwise, I

should reserve such formalities for some
more auspicious occasion. Neither am
I often astonished

;
but I had the hon-

our of knowing Lady Mildred Vava-

sour slightly many years ago, and I own
to being somewhat surprised at her

sanctioning so romantically imprudent
an engagement. I will not infiict any
sermon upon you ;

it is only to their

heirs that old men have a right to

preach. It is unlikely that we shall

meet or correspond often again. After

what I have written, it seems absurd to

say,
" I wish you well." Nevertheless

it^is so.

Believe me,

Very faithfully yours,
BERNARD HALDANE.

There was disappointment certainly
on the beautiful face, but it sprung from

a very different cause from that to

which Wyverne naturally assigned it.

Helen had expected the perusal of a

more delicate handwriting. The quaint

cynical letter did not interest her much
under the circumstances

;
however she

read it through, and as she gave it

back, there was a smile on her proud

lip partaking as much of amusement as

of disdain.
" Let us give credit where credit is

due," she said.
" I believe it cost Mr.

Haldane some pains to compose that

answer, short as it is. If you ever

speak to him about it, will you say that

we considered it very terse and straight-

forward, and rather epigrammatic?
Don't show it to mamma, though. I

wonder when she knew Mr. Haldane ?

Is it not odd that she never alluded to

it when his name has been mentioned ?
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All, there arc the horses at last. Alan,
do you see Maimouna arching that

beautiful neck of hers ? I am certain

she is thinking of me. I defy the

Grossest of uncles to spoil my ride to-

day. Will he yours ?''

'Every shade of bitterness had passed

away, and the sunniest side of Helen's

nature wayward and wilful at times,

but always frank and honest and affec-

tionate showed itself before she fin-

ished speaking.
Reader of mine, whether young or

old suppose yourself, I beseech you, to

be standing, with none to witness your
weakness, by the side of the Oriana of

the hour
;

let the loveliest of dark eyes
be gazing into yours, full of provocative

promise, till their dangerous magnetism
thrills through brain and nerve and vein,

and then tax your imagination or your

memory for Alan Wyverne's answer.

You will write it out better than I, and

it will be a charity to the printer ; for,

were it correctly set down, it would be

so curiously broken up as to puzzle the

cleverest compositor of them all.

Alan and his cousin enjoyedtheir%
ride

thoroughly, without one arriere pensee.

Thus far there was not a shadow of sus-

picion on one side, not the faintest con-

sciousness of intentional concealment on

the other; nevertheless, there was already
one subject on which they could not

speak quite openly and freely. It was

early, too early, to begin even a half re-

serve. When such a sign appears in

the "
pure ?ether" so soon after the

dawning of love, however light and

small and white the cloudlet may be,

the weatherwise foretell a misty noon

and a stormy sunset.

CHAPTER IX.

THE LONG ODDS ARE LAID.

A MAX must be very peculiarly con-

stituted indeed, there must be some-

thing wrong about his organization if

lie does not entertain a certain partiality
f >r his female cousins, even to the third

and fourth generation. But the same

remark by no means applies to the

brothers of those attractive kinswomen.
Your male cousin either stands first

and foremost on the list of your

friends, or you are absolutely uninter-

ested in his existence. There are in-

stances of family feuds, of course, but.

these, now-a-days, are comparatively
rare. The intercourse between Alan

Wyverne and Max Vavasour had never

gone deeper than common careless cour-

tesy. It was not to be wondered at.

Both were in the best society, but they
lived in different sets, meeting often,

but seldom coming in actual contact.

Just so, they say, the regular passengers

by the parallel lines of rail converging
at London-bridge recognise familiar faces

daily as they speed along side by side,

though each may remain to the other

"nameless, nameless evermore." Be-

sides this, the tastes of the cousins were

as dissimilar as their characters ; for the

mere fact of two men being extravagant

by no means establishes a real sympa-
thy between them.

Alan's favourite pursuits you know

already. Max was lady Mildred repro-

duced, with the exception of her great

talents, which he had not fully inherited;

but he had the same cool calculating

brain, with whose combinations the

well-disciplined heart never interfered.

This, added to a perfect unscrupulous-
ness of thought and action, many diplo-
matists besides Vavasour have found to

be a very fair substitute for unerring

prescience and profound sagacity. Both

morally and physically he was wonder-

fully indolent, and, doing most things

well, rarely attempted anything involv-

ing the slightest exertion. His shoot-

ing was remarkably good ;
but two or

three hours of a battue about the time

of the best bouquets, or a couple of

turnip-fields swarming with birds, round

which the stubbles had been driven for

miles, were about the extent of his pa-
tience or endurance. As for going out

for a real wild day after partridges, or

walking a quaking bo<r after snipe, or

waiting for ducks at "
flight time," he

would ju^t as soon have thought of

climbing the Schreckhorn. He rode

gracefully, and his hand on a horse was
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perfection ;
but he had not hunted since

he was eighteen, and his hacks, all

thoroughbreds with good action, were

safe and quiet enough to carry a Pre-

mier. He especially affected watching
other men start for cover on one of those

raw drizzling mornings which sometimes

turn out well for hunting, but in every
other point of view are absolutely de-

testable. It was quite a picture to see

him return to his breakfast, and dally
over it with a leisurely enjoyment, and
settle himself afterwards into the easiest

of lounging chairs, close to the library

fire, with a pile of French novels within

reach of his hand. Occasionally, dur-

ing the course of the morning, he would

lay aside his book, to make some such

reflective remark as
" Pours still, doesn't it ? About this

time Vesey's reins must be thoroughly
soaked and slippery. I wonder how he

likes riding that pulling mare of his.

And I should think Count Casca has

more mist on his spectacles that he quite
fancies. It's a very strongly enclosed

country, I believe, and the ditches are

proverbially deep. He must have '
left

all to his vife' before this."

And then he would resume his read-

ing, with a shrug of his shoulders, inti-

mating as plainly as words could speak,
intense self-congratulation, and contempt
for those who were out in the weather.

Yet it was not nerve in which Max was
deficient. Twice already he was

scarcely twenty^ix his life had been
in mortal peril ;

once at Florence, where
he had got into a bad gambling quarrel,
and again in a fearful railway accident

in England. On both occasions he had
shown a cool, careless courage, worthy
of the boldest of the valiant men-at-

arms whose large-limbed effigies lined the

galleries at Dene. In thews and stature

and outward seeming he was but a de-

generate descendant of that stalwart

race, for he was scarcely taller than his

sister, and had inherited his mother's

smooth dark complexion and delicate

proportions. That same indolence, it

must be owned, told both ways, and
went far to neutralize, for evil as well as

for good, the effect of the calculating

powers referred to. He had a certain

obstinacy of will, and was troubled with

a few inconvenient scruples, but wanted

initiative energy to entangle himself or

others in any of those serious scrapes
which are not to be settled by money.
So far, Max Vavasour's page in the

Chronique Scandaleuse was a blank.

The heir of Dene and his friends ar-

rived so late, that they had barely time

to dress for dinner. No private con-

ference took place, apparently, between

the mother and son that evening ;
but

the latter joined the others very late in

the smoking-room. It is scarcely to be

presumed that the doffing of la, grande
tenue and the donning of an elaborately
embroidered suit of purple velvet, would
consume forty-five minutes ;

so that hall

an hour remained unaccounted for, dur-

ing which interval probably the boudoir

was witness to a few important confi-

dences.

Max was rather fond of his sister, after

his own fashion, and never vexed or

crossed her if he could help it; so when

they spoke of her engagement on the

following morning, he not only forbore

to reproach her with its imprudence,
but expressed himself hopefully and

kindly enough to satisfy Helen's modest

expectations. She knew her brother

too well to anticipate expansiveness or

enthusiasm from that quarter. To Alan
he was, naturally, much less cordial in

his
congratulations ; indeed, it was only

oy courtesy that they could be called

congratulations at all. Max had a soft,

quiet way of saying unpleasant things
truths or the reverse that some people
rather liked, and others utterly abhorred.

On the present occasion he did not

scruple to confess frankly his opinion as

to the undesirability of the match, to

which the other listened with at least

equal composure.
"I wish I had not gone to Scotland,"

Vavasour went on, reflectively.
"

I do
believe 1 could have stopped it, if I had

only been on the spot, or forewarned.

I needn't say, I have no prejudices

against you personally nobody has

any such weaknesses nowadays" (how
very old the young face looked as he
said it) ;

" but it's a simple question of

political expediency. I may be very
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the match-makers of Great Britain have

been Lard on his trail
;
and his move-

ments, as chronicled in the Post, are

watched with a keener interest than at-

taches to the "
progress

"
of any royal

personage. He is so terribly wealthy
that even the great city financiers speak
of his resources with a certain awe

; for,

independently of his vast income, then?

are vague reports of accumulations,

varying from a quarter to half a million.

His father died when the present Earl

was in his cradle.

There is nothing very remarkable,

outwardly, about the other man. 1 1 an 1-

ing Knowles has rather a disappointing-
face : you feel that it ought to have been

handsome, and yet that is about the last

epithet you would apply to it. The
features individually are good, and there

is plenty of intellect about them, though
the forehead is narrow

;
but the general

expression is disagreeable something
between the cunning and the captious.
There is a want of repose, just now,
about his whole demeanour a sort of

fidgetty consciousness of not being in

his right place ;
he is always changing

liis position restlessly, and his hands arc

never still for a moment. He had been

Clydesdale's
" coach" at Oxford for two

or three terms, mid had acquired a cer-

tain hold on the lattcr's favour, chiefly

by the exercise of a brusque, rough flat-

tery, which the Earl chose to mistake

for sincerity Jind plain speaking.
No parasite can be perfect, unless he

knows when to talk and when to hold

his tongue. Knowles had mastered that

part of the science, thoroughly. On the

present occasion he saw that the silent

humour possessed his patron, and was

careful not to interrupt the lordly medi-

tations
; only throwing in now and then

a casual observation requiring no par-
ticular answer. No one dreams of deep

drinking nowadays in general society ;

but the Earl has evidently taken quite
as much claret as \\.is good for him

enough to make him obstinate and sav-

age. That pair at the piano seem to

fascinate him strangely. He keeps
watching every movement of Wyverne's
lips, and every change in Helen's colour,

as if he would guess the import of their

low eainest words. A far deeper feel-

ing than mere curiosity is evidently at

work. It is well that the half-closed

fingers shade his eyes just now, for they
are not good to meet hot and blood-

shot, with a fierce longing and wrathful

envy. Not an iota of all this escaped
Harding Knowles

;
but he allowed the

had hrutal nature to seethe on sullenly,
till he deemed it was time to work the

safety-valve.
" A pretty picture," he said at last,

with rather a contemptuous glance in

the direction of the lovers Clydesdale
gound out a bitter blasphemy between
his teeth

;
but the other went on as if

he had heard nothing
"
Yes, a very

pretty picture ;
and Sir Alan Wyverne

deserves credit for his audacity. But I

can't help feeling provoked, at such a

rare creature being so perfectly thrown

away. If ever there was a woman who
\\as horn to live in state, she sits there;
and they will have to be pensioners of

the Squire's, if they want anything be-

yond necessaries. It's a thousand pities."
u You mean she might have made a

better match ?" the other asked : he
felt he must say something, but he
seemed to speak unwillingly, and his

voice, always harsh and guttural, sound-

ed thicker and hoarser than usual.
"
Yes, I am sure she might have made

a 1 ett.er match : I think she might have
made the best in England."

Knowles spoke very slowly and de-

liheratelv, almost pausing between each

of the last words. His keen steady gaze
fastened on Clydesdale, till the Karl's

fierce blue eyes sank under the scrutiny,

and the flush on his cheek deepened to

crimson.
" What the d 1's the use of talking

about that now?" he grumbled out,
" now that it's all over and settled ?"

"
Settled, but not all over. I'm not

fond of betting as a rule; but I should

like to take long odds very long odds,

mind, for Wyverne's dangerous when he

is in earnest that the engagement never

comes off."

Lord Clydesdale paused quite a min-

ute in reflection. There was a wicked

crafty significance in the other's look

that he could not misunderstand.
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" I don't know wliat you call long

odds," he said at last,
" but I'll lay you

five thousand to fifty that it is not broken

off within the year."
There are men, not peculiarly irascible

or punctilious, who would have resented

those words and the tone in which they
were spoken as a direct personal insult

;

but Knowles was not sensitive when it

was a question of his own advantage or

advancement, and had sucked in avarice

with his mother's milk.
"

I'll book that bet," he answered,

coolly.
"

I take all chances in. Sir

Alan might die, you know, before the

year is out
;
or Miss Vavasour might

come to her senses."

So he wrote it down carefully on his

ivory tablets, affixing the date arid his

initials. They both knew it he was

signing a bond, just as effectually as if

it had been engrossed on parchment
and regularly witnessed and sealed. But
neither cared to look the other in the

face now. In the basest natures there

lingers often some faint useless remnant
of shame. I fancy that Marcus rather

shrank from meeting his patron's glance,
when he went out from the Decemvir's

presence to lay hands on Virginius's

daughter.
\Vhile this conversation was going on,

Max Vavasour had roused himself from
his easy chair, and strolled over towards
the piano. It is probable that he had

got his orders from "
my lady's" eloquent

eye. As he came near, Wyverne draw-

back
slightly, with a scarcely perceptible

movement of impatience, and Helen

stopped playing. They both guessed
that her brother had not disturbed him-
self without a purpose.

"
It's a groat shame to interrupt you,

Alan," Max said
;

" but one has certain

duties towards one's guests, I believe ;

and you might help me very much, if

you would be good-natured. You see,

all this isn't much fun for Clydesdale
1

;

and I want to keep him in good humour,
if I can never mind why. lie's mad
after ecarte just now, and he has heard
that you are a celebrity at it. He asked
me to-day if I thought you would mind

playing with him ? I would engage him

myself with pleasure ;
but it would be

no sport to either party. He knows,

just as well as you do, how infamously
I play."

Wyverae very seldom refused a rea-

sonable request, and he was in no mood
to be churlish.

" What must be, must be," he replied,
with a sigh of resignation.

"
If the

Great Earl is to be amused, and no other

martyr is available, thy servant is ready,

though not willing. I thought I had
lost enough in my time at that game. It

is hard to have to lose, now, such a

pleasant seat as this. Tell him I'll come

directly. I suppose he don't want to

gamble ? He has two to one the best

of it, though, when he has made ine

stir from here. Helen, perhaps you
would not mind singing just one or two

songs ? I am Spartan in my tastes so

far : I like to be marshalled to my death

with sweet music."

So the two sat down at the ecarte

table. Clydesdale betrayed an eager-
ness quite disproportionate to the occa-

sion when Max Vavasour summoned
him to the encounter. He suggested
that the stakes should be a "

pony" on
the best of eleven games : to this Alan
demurred.

"
I have given up gambling now," he

said; "but, even when I played for

money, I never did so with women in

the room. A pony is a nominal stake

with you, of course : with me, it is

different. You may have ten on, if

you like. I only play one rubber."

The other assented without another

word, and the battle began. The Earl

was far from a contemptible adversary ;

but he was palpably over-matched

\Vyverne had held his own before this

with the best and boldest of half the

capitals in Europe. He played care-

lessly at first, for his thoughts were

evidently elsewhere
;
but got interested

as the game went on, and developed all

the science he possessed : it carried

him through one or two critical points

against invariably indifferent cards. At
last they were five games all, and were

commencing
" la belle." Max, Harding

Ivnowles, and Bertie Grcnvil (who never

could keep away from a card-table, un-

less some extraordinary potent counter-
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excitement were present) had been

watching the match from the beginning ;

the last" having invested 11 10 on

AVyverne taken by Clydesdale eagerly.

The cards ran evenly enough. By dint

of sheer good play Alan scored three

to his opponent's two. As he was

taking up his hand in the next deal,

Miss Vavasour came up softly behind

him, and leant her arm on the high
carved back of his chair. She felt sure

that her cousin would win, and wanted

to share even in that trivial triumph.
I wonder how often in this world

women have unconsciously baulked the

very success they were most anxious to

secure? Alan held the king and the

odd trick certain
; but, if his life had

depended on the issue, he could not

have helped looking up into the glorious
dark eyes to thank them for their sym-

pathy. At that moment his adversary

played first, and Wyverne followed suit,

without marking. It was one of those

fatal coups that Fortune never forgives.
The next deal Clydesdale turned up the

king, and won the vole easily.

Even Max Vavasour, who knew him

well, and had seen him play for infi-

nitely larger stakes, was astonished at

the excitement that the Earl displayed ;

he dashed down the winning card with

an energy which shook the table, and

actually glared at his opponent with a

savage air of exultation, utterly absurd

and incomprehensible under the circum-

stances.

Alan leant back in his chair, regard-

ing the victor's flushed cheek and quiv-

ering lips with an amused smile, not

wholly devoid of sarcasm.
" On my honour, I envy you, Clydes-

dale," he said quietly ;

" there's an

immense amount of pleasure before

you. Only conceive the luxury of be-

ing able to gratify such a passion for

play as yours must be, without danger
of ruin ! I never was so interested

about anything in my life as you were

about that last hand < and bad cards for

ten years, at heavy stakes, would only

get rid of some of your superfluous
thousands."

The exultation faded from the Earl's

face, and it began to lower sullenly. He
felt that he had made himself ridiculous,
and hated Wyverne intensely for having
made it more apparent.

" You don't seem to understand that
we were playing for love," he muttered.
" I had heard so much of your play,
that I wanted to measure myself against
it, and I was anxious to win. It ap-

pears that the great guns miss fire some-

times, like the rest of us."
" Of course they do," Wyverne an-

swered, cheerfully.
" Not that I am

the least better than the average. But
we are all impostors from first to last."

The party broke up for the night
almost immediately afterwards. Alan

laughed to scorn all his fair cousin's

penitential fears about " her having in-

terrupted him just at the wrong mo-
ment." It is doubtful if he ever felt

any self-reproach for his carelessness,
till Bertie Grenvil looked up plaintively
in his face, as the two were wending
their way to the smoking-room.

"
Alan, I did believe in your ecarte"

he said.

There was not much in the words,
but the Cherub uttered them with the

air of a man to whom so wonderfully
few things are left to believe in, that

the defalcation of one of those objects
of faith is a very serious matter in-

deed.

Yet Wyverne was wrong, and did his

adversary in some sort injustice, when
he supposed that the spirit of the

gambler accounted altogether for the

hitter's eagerness and excitement. Other
and different feelings were working in

Lord Clydesdale's heart when he sat

down to play. One of those vague
superstitious presentiments that men are

ashamed to confess to their dearest

friends shot across him at the moment.
.He had said within himself "

It is

my luck against his, not only now, but
hereafter. If I win at this game, I shall

beat him at others at r/7/." So you
see, in the Earl's imagination, much
more was at issue than the nominal

stakes
;
and there was a double mean-

ing in his words " We were playing

for love."
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CHAPTER X.

" A shiny ni^ht,
In the season of the year."

IT WHS the third evening after that

one recorded in the last chapter ;
the

party at Dene remained the same,

though a large reinforcement was ex-

pected on the morrow. Only the

younger Vavasour was absent
;
he had

gone out to dine and sleep at the house

of a country magnate, with whom a

Russian friend of Max's was staying.

Lady Mildred and her daughter had just
left the drawing-room it was close upon
midnight Wyverne followed them into

the hall to provide them with their ta-

pers, and had not yet succeeded in light-

ing Helen's there never was such an ob-

stinate piece of wax, or such an awkward

7TVp<f)6pog. It is possible he would
have lingered yet longer over the opera-

tion, and some pleasant last words, but

he suddenly caught sight of the chief

butler standing in the deep doorway
that led towards the offices. The emer-

gency must have been very tremendous

to induce that model of discretion to

intrude himself on any colloquy what-

ever
;

he evidently did not intend to

do so now
;
but an extraordinary intel-

ligence and significance on the grave

precise face, usually possessed by a

polite vacuity, made Alan conclude his
"
good-nights" rather abruptly ;

he

guessed that he was wanted.
" What is it, Hales ?" he said, as soon

as he came within speaking distance.

The butler's voice was mysteriously
subdued as he replied

"
My master wishes to see you in his

stuxly immediately, if you please, Sir

Alan. Mr. Somers is with him."

The said Somers was born and bred

in Norfolk, but had been head keeper
at Dene for fifteen years a brave,

honest, simple-minded man, rather blunt

and unceremonious with his superiors,
and apt to be surly with his equals and

subordinates; but not ill-conditioned or

bad hearted au fond ; a really sincere

and well-meaning Christian, too, though
he would swear awfully at times. He
had only one aim and object in life the

rearing and preservation of game ;
we

should be lucky, some of us, if we car-

ried out our single idea as thoroughly
well.

The Squire was looking rather grave
and anxious, as his nephew entered.

" Tell Sir Alan at once what you
have been telling me, Somers," he said.
" There is no time to lose, if we mean
to act."

The keeper's hard, dark face, grew
more ominous and threatening, as he
muttered "

Acting ! I should hope
there's no doubt about that : there

never was such a chance." And then
in his own curt, quaint way, he gave
Wyverne the sum of his intelligence.

It appeared that the neighbourhood
had been infested lately by a formidable

poaching gang, chiefly organized and
directed by a certain "

Lanky Jem ;"

their head quarters were at Newman-
ham, and they had divided their patro-

nage pretty equally, so far, over all the

manors in a circle of miles round. They
had done a good deal of harm already ;

for they first appeared in the egging
season, and had netted a large number
of partridges and hares, even before the

first of September, since which day they
had been out somewhere every night.
Of course it was most important to

arrest their depredations before they
could get at the pheasants. The gang
had been seen more than once at their

work
; but their numbers were too for-

midable they mustered quite a score

for a small party to buckle with; and
to track them home was impossible ;

they had carts always near, artfully con-

cealed, with really good trotters in the

shafts
; so, when they had secured as

much as they could carry, they were

able to ensure their retreat, and dispose
of their booty. In Newmanham they
took the precaution of changing their

quarters perpetually, which made it

more difficult to catch them " red-

handed."

That very day, however, one of the

lot, partly from revenge, partly on the

certainty of a rich reward, had turned

traitor. Somers was in possession of

exact information as to time and pla<M> :

about catching the poachers that night



BARREN HONOUR.

there was no doubt whatever holding
them was another question ;

for "Lanky
Jem" had made no secret of his inten-

tion to show fight if driven into a

corner
;
indeed it was supposed that he

would not be averse to having a brush,
under favourable circumstances, with

his natural enemies, the guardians of

the game.
"
They terms him Lanky Jem," the

head-keeper explained; "'cause he comes
from Lankyshire. lie's a orkard cus-

tomer in a row, they say, wery wenture-

some and wery wenomous
;
he's taught

his gang what they calls the '

rough-
and-tumble game ;'

all's fair in that

style they says, and if they gets you
down, you may reckon on having their

heel in your mouth before you can

holler. I don't think that chap would
have split, only he had words with Jem ;

he knocked two of his teeth out, and

roughed him dreadful, by the looks on

him. You'll see our man with the rest

on 'em to-night, Sir Alan, and don't

you go to hit him
;

he'll have a spotted
hankercher half over his face, and. won't

be blacked like the others, that's how

you'll know him. I've taken the lib-

erty already of letting Sir Gilbert's folks

know
;
we shall muster a score or there-

abouts, and I don't see no fear about

matching 'em. The moon won't be

down these two hours, and they won't

begin much afore that. They 11 come
back through Ilaldon-lane, arid I thought
of lining it, Sir Alan, and nipping down
on 'em there, if it's agreeable to you ;

the banks are nicely steep, and they
won't get out of that trap in a hurry."
The Squire could not help smiling at

the quiet way in which the old keeper
took his nephew's presence and per-
sonal aid for granted.
"You have not asked Sir Alan if he

means to go out with you," he re-

marked.
"

I should think not," Wyverne in-

terposed.
" Somers knows me too well

to waste words in that way. What a

piece of luck, to be sure ! Ilaldon-lane

is the very place for an ambush
;

if we

manage well we ought to bag the whole
batch of them. You shall be general,
Somers I see your baton's all ready

I'll do rny best as second in command.
I think I ought to let the other men
know, Uncle Hubert ? I shall be ready
in ten minutes, and so will thev, I'll

answer for them. If you've anything
to do before we start, you had better

see about it at once, Somers. We'll all

meet in the servants' hall in a quarter
of an hour."

The keeper indulged in a short, grim
laugh of satisfaction and approval.

"
I like to hear you talk, Sir Alan," he

said
;

"
you always comes to the point

and means business. Everything's ready
when you are; but we needn't start fora

good half hour yet. My men are stanch

enough, I reckon
;
but it's no good

keeping' em too long, sitting in the cold."

The Squire laid his hand kindly on
his nephew's shoulder, and stood for a

second or two looking into his face,

with a hearty affection and pride.
"

I can't tell you how glad I am you
are here, Alan. Even if Max had been
at home, I think I would have asked

you to go out to-night. I am too old

for this sort of thing now ;
but some-

body must be there that I can trust

thoroughly. There will be wild work
before morning, I fear, and coolness

may be needed as much as courage.
There has been no bloodshed, for the

game, in ray time, that the village-doc-
tor could not stanch

;
and it would

grieve me bitterly you can guess why
if any one were dangerously hurt

now. We have had no fray so serious

as this promises to be. You will take

care, Alan, will you not ? I am very
anxious about it

;
I half wish I were

going out myself."
"

I'll take every care, Uncle Hubert,"
the other answered, cheerily.

" But I

don't the least apprehend any grave ac-

cident
;

it isn't likely they will have

guns with them, as they are out netting,
and don't dream of being waylaid. I

must go and tell the others, and g

ready. I shall see you before we sta

and when we come back, perhaps, wi

our prisoners."
It was very characteristic of those

two, that Vavasour never hesitated to

expose his nephew to peril, nor of ex-

cusing himself for not going out to
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share it
;
while Wyverne accepted the

position perfectly, simply, and naturally.

It was evidently a plain question of ex-

pediency ;
the idea that it was possible

to shrink from mere personal danger
never crossed either

of their minds.

Lord Clydesdale and Bertie Grenvil

decided at once on joining the expedi-
tion

; though it must be confessed that

the alacrity displayed by the former

hardly amounted to enthusiasm : it had
rather the appearance of making the

best of a disagreeable necessity.
Alan had nearly finished his brief

preparations when there came a low

knock at his door; when he opened it

Lady Mildred's maid was on the thresh-

old. "'My lady' wished to speak to

him particularly: she was in her bou-

doir, and would not detain him a mo-
ment."

There Wyverne found her. It struck

him that her cheek was a shade paler
than usual, but the effect of contrast,

produced by her peignoir of deep pur-

ple and her dark hair braided close

round her small head, may have helped
to deceive him. There was an accent

of annoyance in her voice as she said
"
Alan, what is this I hear about your

going out with the keepers ? How can

you be so rash ? What on .earth are

those people paid for if it is not to take

poachers? Surely they know their own
business best, and can do it alone."

* Not on an occasion like this, Aunt
Mildred : heads as well as hands are

useful sometimes. Even as Venice used

to send- out a pacific civilian to watch

the conduct of their generals, so am I

deputed to-night to control the ardour

of the faithful Somers and his merry-
men all. I hope to do myself credit as

a moderator."
" I wish you would be serious for

once. Even if you must go out, which
I am certain there is no necessity for

there can be no reason for those other

two accompanying you. Of course, ]

don't suppose there is danger of life ;

but it is quite dreadful to think of thai

poor delicate Bertie a,ux prises witf

some drunken ruffian
;

and if Lore

Clydesdale were to meet even with *

slight hurt or disfigurement, I am sure he

would detest Dene for ever and ever.

Alan, do try what you can do to stop

lie laughed within himself as he mut-

ered, under his breath,
u
Enjin, je te

<<>is arriver y" but his manner was quite

asy and unsuspicious as he answered
ler

"I'm not much afraid for the Cherub;
can take good care of himself any-

vhere. You all pet him so much that

do injustice to his pluck. You
never seem to remember that lie is a

oldier. lie may have to guard his

tead in sharp earnest one of these days.
3ut you are quite right about Clydes-
dale. I had much rather he 'stayed
)ehind

;
but I fear it would be useless

,o try to dissuade him now. Aunt Mil-

Ired, you don't quite understand these

hings. He must go. But you may
deep in peace. Not a hair of that au-

gust head shall be harmed if I can help
t. You have read your Maid of Perth?

Well, your unworthy nephew and other

etainers of the house will do duty as a

Dody-guard, like Torquil and his eight
sons. The word for the night is, Bas
air son Eachw. I only hope the par-
allel won't quite be carried out. All

the nine fell, you remember, and then

the young chief ran away. I must
not stay another second. Dear Aunt

Mildred, give us your good wishes. You

may be easy, if you will only trust to

me?'

He kissed her hand before she was

aware, and was gone before she could

reply. When Alan came into the ser-

vants' hall, he found the whole party

mustered, with the exception of the

Earl, who joined them almost imme-

diately. The latter had evidently be-

stowed some pains on his equipment.
He wore rather an elaborate cap, with

a black cock's feather in the band,
white breeches, and boots coming above

the knee
;

but the most remarkable

feature was a broad belt of untanned

leather, girdino* the shooting-coat of

black velvet. From this was suspended
a formidable revolver, balanced by a

veritable couteau-de-chasse.

Wyverne scanned him from head to

foot with a cool critical eye, and then
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took Clydesdale aside a little from the

rest.
"

It's a picturesque
'

get up,'
" he

said
;

" a little too much in the style of

the bold smuggler, but that's a matter

of taste. May I ask what you intend

to do with these ?

He touched the weapons with the

point of his finger.

"Do with them? Use them, of

course," the earl replied, flushing angri-

ly.
" I made my fellow load the revol-

ver afresh, while I was dressing.
There's no fear of its missing fire."

The other laughed outright.
" Did you mean to ftt all those bar-

rels off, and then go in and finish the

wounded with that terrible hanger ? I

give you credit for the idea
; but, my

dear Clydesdale, we are. not in Russia

or the Tyrol, unluckily. A man's life

is held of some account here, you know,
and there's a d 1 of a row if you mas-

sacre even a poacher. You must be

content with the primeval club. See,
there's a dozen to choose from. The

Squire allows- no other weapons. Ask

him, if you like. Here he comes."

Vavasour, when appealed to, spoke
so decisively on the subject, that the

Earl had no option but to yield. He
did so, chafing savagely, for he was

unused to the faintest contradiction,

and registered in his sullen heart an-

other grievance against Alan Wyverne.
After a few words of caution and en-

couragement, addressed by the Squire
to the whole party, they started. He
griped his nephew's hand hard as the

latter went out, and whispered one word
" Remember."
When they had gone a few hundred

yards from the house, Wyverne fell

back to the rear of the column and

took Grenvil by the arm.

"Look here, Bertie," he said, grave-

ly.
" I'm rather sorry I didn't go out

alone on this business. We shall meet
a roughish lot in an hour's time. Now,
don't be rash and run your head against

danger unnecessarily. I shall not be

able to look after you ;
I've got a big-

ger baby in charge to-night. I should

hate myself for ever if your beauty was

spoiled."

The Cherub laughed carelessly and

confidently. The burliest Paladin that

ever wore a beard was not more utterly
fearless than he. He could use those
little hands of his (he was in the habit
of exchanging gloves with his favourite

partners) as neatly and as prettily as he
did everything else, and in sooth was.
no contemptible antagonist tor a light-

weight.
"Don't bother yourself about me,

Alan," he answered. "
I'll look after

my face, you may rely on it. I've been

very diligent in my practice lately, and
if I get hold of an extraordinarily small

poacher, perhaps I may astonish him
with what the Pet calls the ' London
Particular.'

"

They met Sir Gilbert Nevil's men by
the way, and when they reached the

place of ambush, numbered twenty-two
stalwart fighting men. The spot was

admirably adapted for the purpose ;
a

narrow deep lane passed just there

through the crest of a small hill, and
the brushwood on the steep banks was
sufficient to hide a larger party. The
rest nestled down there as comfortably
as they could, while Alan and the head-

keeper climbed the ridge to look out
over the champaign lying beneath them.

They had not long to wait before two

lights
**

appeared on the plain below,

moving quickly within a foot or so of
the ground, and every now and then

becoming stationary. They were lan-

terns fastened round the necks of the

steady pointers quartering the stub-

bles.

The keeper gave vent to a suppressed
groan, ending in a growl.

" There they are, d n 'em," he mut-
tered. " The very beat I meant you to

take to-morrow, Sir Alan. They won't

be long in filling that ere blasted bag
of theirs. I see five coveys on that

forty-acre bit this arternoon. We'll

take our change out of 'em before we

sleep, or my name ain't Ben Somers."

Wyverne shook his head warningly.
" Your blood's hotter than mine, I

do believe," he said,
"
though you are

old enough to be my father. But

mind, there is to be no unnecessary
violence to-night. I've passed my word
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to the Squire, and von ought to help
me to keep it. If they show fight, it's

another matter, and they may take the

consequences."
"

I'll pound it, they fight," the other

grumbled ;

"
it comes more nateral to

Jem than running, 'specially as he/11

find hisself in a middlin' tight trap.
We may get back to cover, sir; they'll
not be long now

;
I reckon they'll

finish in that stubble close agin' the

lane."

So they rejoined their companions.
The ambush was thus disposed. Eight
men, including Somers, Wyverne, and
Lord Clydesdale, took post, four on

either bank, at a certain spot ;
six

others, similarly divided, were left about

forty yards in the rear Bertie Grenvil

was with this lot the others concealed

themselves at short intervals along the

vacant space : the signal was not to be

given till the poachers had got well

into the space between the two main
bodies

;
that in advance was rather the

strongest, as it was expected the ma-
rauders would try to force their way
into the high road, where carts were
sure to be awaiting them. So, without

a movement of tongue or finger, they
were to bide their time.

Unless one is gifted with exceptional
nerves, that time of suspense before

action is very trying. To compare
great things with small, I heard one of

the best and bravest of all who went up
to the Redan, confess, the other day,
that he never felt so uncomfortable as

during those long minutes when the

men stood in their ranks waiting for the

last orders, and that it was an unspeak-
able relief when the word was given for

the stormers to advance.

Lord Clydesdale evidently liked his

position less and less every moment.
"
Cursedly cold, isn't it?" he muttered,

at last, and in truth his teeth were chat-

tering audibly.
"
Pocket-pistols are not interdicted,

if other fire-arms are," Wyverne whis-

pered, good-humouredly. "Take a pull
at mine, and wrap my plaid round you;
I reallv don't want it, I'm better clothed
for this work than you are, I fancy ;

I've been at it before."

The Earl took the plaid, and half

drained the flask without a word of

thanks
;
he was still brooding sulkily

over the rebuff he fancied he had met
with before starting ; besides this, the

world had spoilt him so long, that self-

sacrifice on the part of his fellow-men

for the convenience of Lord Clydesdale,
seemed to him the most natural condi-

tion of things imaginable ; he accepted
such tributes affably or morosely, ac-

cording to his humour, but invariably
as his proper due.

Alan interpreted his companion's feel-

ings pretty correctly, and smiled con-

temptuously to himself in the darkness.

"You amiable aristocrat!" he mut-
tered between his teeth

;

"
if it were not

for vexing Aunt Mildred, and for my
promise to her, would I not let you look

out for yourself this cold morning? I

wonder if a thoroughly good thrashing
would improve your temper ;

it were a

good deed to allow the experiment to

be tried. I do believe the most invete-

rate ruffian we shall meet, has more
natural courtesy than has fallen to your
share."

But the momentary bitterness soon

passed away. Alan as is the wont of

his kind never felt so benevolent to-

wards mankind in general as when the

moment of danger approached, which
was to bring him into conflict with

certain units, of the species. Surely
that perfect physical fearlessness is an

enviable, if not a very ennobling qualifi-

cation
;

it enables you to charge a big
fence or a big adversary, with compara-
tive comfort to yourself; in neither case,

unfortunately, will it ensure you against

a bad fall; but unless quite disabled,

you rise up and go on again, as cheer-

fully as Antrcus, and are at all events

spared any pains of anticipation. An
interval of silence which seemed very

long, ensued. Suddenly Wyverne laid

a firm, steady grasp on Lord Clydes-
dale's arm.

" Take off that plaid," he said, in the

lowest and quietest of whispers ;

"
you'll

be warm enough in five minutes. They
are in the next stubble now."

The ear of the practised deer-stalker,

accustomed to listen for the rattle of a
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hoof far up the comes, had already

caught certain faint sounds imperceptible
to his companions. Somers heard them,

though, nearly as soon
; they could just

see him through the black darkness,

stretching his brawny limbs, and twist-

ing round his wrist the thong of his

bludgeon.
The fall of footsteps came nearer and

nearer, more and more distinct, as the

poachers crossed the low fence one by
one, and got on to the harder ground ;

they were evidently very numerous.

They did not come on in detached

straggling parties, but appeared to wait

till all were in the lane, and then ad-

vanced in something like a regular

column, in the centre of which four men
carried, in two nets made for the pur-

pose, the night's spoil ;
as this entirely

consisted of birds, the weight was over-

whelming, though the result had been

extraordinarily successful.
" Get on, two of ye, as soon as we top

the hill," a deep, hoarse voice said, from
the midst of the poachers ;

" and mind

you see all clear."

The slightest touch of Wyverne's
arm, and the discreetest chuckle, testi-

fied to Somers' intense appreciation of

the impending
"

sell." The gang ad-

vanced with their habitually stealthy

tread, but evidently quite unsuspi-

ciously, till they were hemmed in by
the divisions of the ambush. Then a

whistle sounded shrill and ominous as

Black Roderick's signal, and a dozen

port-fires blazed out at once, casting a

weird, lurid glare over the crowd of

rugged blackened faces, working with

various emotions of wonder, rage, and
fear.

In the pause that ensued, while the

assailed were still under the influence

of the first surprise, and the assailants

were waiting for orders, Wyverne's
voice was heard, not raised by one in-

flection above its usual tone, and yet
the most distant ear caught every sylla-

ble.
" Will you surrender at once ? It. is

the best thing you can do."

The same voice answered which had

spoken before hoarse and thick with

passion.

" Surrender be d d ! Here's the

chance we've been wanting ever so long.
Stick together, lads, and be smart with

those bludgeons : there's enow of us to

cut the keepers to rags."
Alan spoke again ;

and the curt, stern,

incisive accents clove the still night-air
like points of steel.

" Stand fast in the front : close up
there in the rear. It is our own fault

if a man gets through : we'll have all

or none."

He had only time for a hurried whis-

per
"
Somers, whatever happens, look

after Lord Clydesdale ;" for Bertie and
his men came on with a rush and a

cheer. The port-fires were cast down
and trampled out instantly, and so

darkly and sullenly the melee began.
It was likely to be an equal one

;
the

poachers had the disadvantage of the sur-

prise and the attack being against them,
but they were slightly superior in num-

bers, and their bludgeons were of a

more murderous character than those

carried by the keepers, shod with iron

for the most part, and heavily leaded.

For a minute or two the struggle went
on in silence, only broken by the dull

sound of heavy blows, by hard, quick

breathings, and by an occasional curse

or groan. Lord Clydesdale had drawn

slightly aside, and so, avoiding the first

rush of the poachers, remained for

awhile inactive. Suddenly, as ill-luck

would have it, he found himself face to

face with the most formidable of all the

gang. "Lanky Jem" had forced his

way to the front, partly because safety

lay in that direction, partly because he

fancied that there fought
u the foemen

worthiest of his steel;" he had his wits

perfectly about him, and was viciously
determined to do as much damage as

possible, whether he escaped or no. He
saw the figure standing apart from the

rest, taking no part in the conflict, and

instantly guessed that he had to do

with a personage of some condition and

importance : keepers are rarely contem-

plative or non-combatants at such a

moment.
" Here's one of them swells !"

he growled.
" Come on, d n ye ! I'll

have your blood, if I swing for it."
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Clydesdale was not exactly a coward
;

if any ordinary social danger had pre-
sented itself, he would scarcely have

quailed before it. For instance, I be-

lieve lie would have faced a pistol at

fifteen paces with average composure.
But it so happened (he had not been at

a public school) that in all his life he

had never seen a blow stricken in anger.
The aspect of his present adversary

fairly appalled him. Independently of

the poacher's huge proportions and evi-

dently great strength, there was a cool,

concentrated cruelty about the bull-dog
face the white range of grinded teeth

showing in relief against the blackness

of his sooty disguise which made him
a really terrible foe. The Earl looked

helplessly round, as though seeking for

succour; but all his party seemed to

have already as much as they could do.

He saw the grim giant preparing for a

spring, and all presence of mind utterly
deserted him

;
he drew hastily back

without lifting his hands to defend him-

self; his heel caught in a projecting

root, and he fell supine, with a loud,

piteous cry.
"
Lanky Jeni" was actu-

ally disconcerted by such absolute non-

resistance
;
but the brutal instinct soon

reasserted itself, and he was rushing in

to maim and mangle the fallen man,
after his own savage fashion, when a

fresh adversary stood in his path, be-

striding Clydesdale where he lav.

Wyverne had been engaged with a

big foundry-man, who chanced to come
across him first

;
but evejti in the fierce

grapple, where pluck and activity could

scarcely hold their own against weight
and brute strength, he had found time

to glance repeatedly over his shoulder.

He saw the Earl fall, and extricating
himself from his opponent's gripe with
an effort that sent the latter reeling

back, he sprang lightly aside, just in

time to intercept the Lancashire man
from his prey. But the odds were

fearfully against him now ; for his origi-
nal adversary had recovered himself,
and made in quickly to help his com-
rade. Both struck at Alan savagely
at the same instant. He caught one
blow on his club, but was obliged to

parry the other with his left arm : the

|

head was saved, but the limb dropped
to his side powerless. He ground his

teeth hard, and threw all the strength
that was left him into one bitter blow

;

it lighted on the temple of the man
who had disabled him, and dropped
him like a log in his tracks. But, be-

fore Wyverne could recover himself,
the terrible Lancashire bludgeon came
home on his brows, crushing in the low,
stiff crown of his hat like paper, and

beating him down, sick and dizzy, to

his knee. He lifted his club mechani-

cally, but it hardly broke the full sway
of another murderous stroke, which
stretched him on his face senseless. It

looked as if he had remembered his

promise to the last; for he fell right
over Clydesdale, effectually shielding
the latter with his own body.

Alan's life and this story had well

nigh ended there and then. Such an

abrupt termination might possibly have
been to his advantage as well as to yours,
reader of mine. But it was not so to be.

Just as Jem was bracing his great mus-
cles for one cool, finishing stroke on the
back of Wyverne's unprotected skull, a
lithe active form lighted on his shoulders,
and slender, nervous fingers clutched
his throat till they seemed to bury them-
selves in the flesh

;
and as he fell back-

ward, gasping and half-strangled, a voice,

suppressed and vicious as a serpent's
hiss, muttered in his ear three words in

an unknown tongue "jBasta, basta, ca-

rissimof"

The poacher's vast strength, however,
soon enabled him to shake off his last

assailant, and he was rising to his feet,

more dangerous than ever, when a tre-

mendous blow descended right across

his face, gashing the forehead and crush-

ing the bones of the nose in one fearful

wound. The miserable wretch sank down
all his limbs collapsing without a

groan or a struggle, and lay there half

drowned in blood.

The old head keeper stooped for a

moment to examine his ghastly handi-

work, and then, lifting his head, re-

marked with a low fierce laugh
"

I gives you credit for that move,
Master Bertie, it wur wery neatly done."

The poachers had been getting the
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worst of it all through ; they were so

hemmed in in the narrow way that their

numbers helped them but little; indeed,
some in the centre of the crowd never

struck a blow. Their leader's fall decided

the fray at once
;
some voice cried out

" Don't hit us any more
;
we gives in :"

and they threw down their bludgeons,
as though by preconcerted signal.

So ended the most successful raid

that had been heard of in that country
for years; they talk of it still. Out of

twenty-six men, only three escaped, and

one of these was the informer. Neither

was any one mortally or even danger-

ously hurt, though there were some hide-

ous wounds on both sides
; but, if you

bar gunpowder, it takes a good deal to

kill outright a real tough
"
shires-man*"

Even "
Lanky Jem" recovered after a

Avhile from Somers' swashing blow,

though they were obliged to carry him
back to Dene. The permanent disfigure-
ment which ensued, made his repulsive
countenance rather more picturesque in

its ugliness, so that it was an improve-
ment after all. He quitted those parts,

though, as soon as he got out of gaol,
and never returned.

Of all the wounded, perhaps Wyverrie
was the most seriously hurt

; but, though
his senses came back slowly, he was able

to stagger home, leaning heavily on Ber-

tie Grenvil's shoulder. You must imagine
the satisfaction with which the Squire
welcomed the conquerors and their cap-
tives.

Unwounded from the dreadful close,

But breathless all, the Earl arose.

Even his overweening self-esteem

could not prevent Clydesdale's feeling
nervous and uncomfortable. He was

conscious of having betrayed a very dis-

creditable pusillanimity ;
and he could

not guess how many might be in the

secret of his discomfiture. There was

nothing in the mere fact of his coming
out of the fray scathless, for Grenvil had

not a scratch or a bruise
;
but it struck

him as rather odd, that nobody asked
"

if he were hurt in any way." He was

so perturbed in spirit, as hardly to be

able to display a decent amount of so-

licitude about Wyverne's injuries, or to

sympathize, with a good grace, in the

triumph of the rest of the party. There
was one man, at all events, that he could

never look in the face again, without an

unpleasant feeling of inferiority and obli-

gation. Poor Alan ! He meant well ;

but he did not make a very good night's
work of it, after all. He got one or

two hard blows, and changed Clydes-
dale's previous dislike into a permanent
and inveterate hate. Virtue is always
its own reward, you know.

Perhaps the Earl's largesse to every
one concerned in the capture would not

have been so extravagantly liberal, if ho

had guessed how thoroughly the old

keeper appreciated the real state of af-

fairs. When Somers alluded to the sub-

ject which he did once a month for

the rest of his natural life he generally
concluded in these words :

"
It wur the prettiest managed thing

ever I see
;
but we wery near got mud-

dled at one time, all along of that there

helpless Lord."

CHAPTER XI.

DIAMONDS THAT CUT DIAMONDS.

HELEN VAVASOUR came of a race

whose women, if tradition speaks truth,

could always look, at need, on bat-

tle or broil without blenching; but

it is probable she would hardly have

slept so soundly that night, had she

guessed at what was going on under the

stars. She heard nothing of the prepa-

rations; the bustle was confined to those

remote regions where a Servile War
inio-ht have been carried on without the

patricians wotting of it; the furlongs of

passage and corridor in the vast old

manoir swallowed up all ordinary sounds.

Pauline would of course have enlight-
ened her mistress, but Wyverne chanced

to " head" her before she could " make
her point." The quick-witted Parisian

saw that he meant what he said, when he

begged her not to open her lips on the

subject, 'and kept silence through the

nijrht, though it was pain and grief to

her. That sentimental soubrette kept
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for Alan the largest share of a simple

hero-worship, and she lay awake tor

hours listening and quaking, arid inter-

ceding perpetually with her favourite

Saint for the safeguard of her favourite

Paladin. Judge if she indemnified her-

self for her reticence, when she woke
Miss Vavasour on the following morn-

ing ! She had got a perfect Romance
of the Forest ready, wherein Wyverne's

exploits transcended those of Sir Bevis,

and the physical proportions of his foes

cast those of Colbrand or Ascapart into

the shade.

Making all allowances for her hand-

maiden's vivid imagination, Helen

came down to breakfast in a great tur-

moil of curiosity and anxiety. She had

to wait for authentic particulars, till she

got fevered with impatience. The

Squire, quite determined on doing his

share of the business thoroughly, had

followed the prisoners, already, to the

neighbouring town, where they were to

answer their misdeeds before himself

and other magistrates. Helen had no

reason to believe that her mother was

better informed than herself, and "
my

lady's" morning meditations were not

likely to be disturbed
;
no one else had

shown any sign of life so far. At last,

Bertie Grenvil lounged into the break-

fast-room. His appearance was some-

what reassuring ; there was not a trace

of conflict or even of weariness on the

fair face; indeed, the Cherub was so

used to turn night into day, that late

hours and sleeplessness were rather his

normal state. His answers to Helen's

string of eager questions were rather

unsatisfactory ;
much in the style of old

Caspar's reminiscences about Blenheim :

" Why that I cannot tell," quoth he :

" But 'twas a famous victory."

Perhaps there was no real reserve or

affectation about it
;
one's waking recol-

lections of a midnight fray are apt to

be strangely distorted and vague.
" I've seen Alan, this morning," Ber-

tie remarked at length casually.
" He's

wonderfully well, all things considered,
and means to show at luncheon

;
but

I fear they've spoiled his shooting for

some time; he won't be able to use that

left arm for a fortnight."
Miss Vavasour's cheek lost its colour

instantly, and her hand shook so that it

could hardly set down the cup it held.
" You don't mean that Alan is seri-

ously hurt ?" she said.
" And they

never told me. I have never even sent

to ask after him. It is too cruel."

She rose quickly, and rang the bell, be-

fore Grenvil could anticipate her.
" What an idiot I am !" Bertie in-

terjected, actually flushing with a real

self-reproach.
"

I thought you had
heard that x\lan had met with two or

three hard blows, or I would not have

mentioned it so abruptly. Don't be

frightened ;
on my honour, they are

nothing worse than bruises
;
he will tell

you so himself in an hour's time."

Helen forced a smile, and recovered

her composure immediately. But she

did not seem comfortable till she had
sent Pauline to bring a report of her

cousin's state from his own lips. The
soubrette had been kept in equal igno-
rance with her mistress as to Wyverne's
hurts, and when she came back to re-

peat his cheerful message, her voice

was trembling, and her bright dark

eyes were dim with tears.

The whole party with the exception
of the Squire met at luncheon

;
for

Max Vavasour returned in the course of

the morning. The latter congratulated

everybody very pleasantly on the suc-

cess of the night's expedition ; and, it is

possible, congratulated himself quite as

sincerely on having been out of the

way ;
at all events, he affected no re-

gret at having missed his share of peril
and glory. Alan Wyverne came in the

last. With the aid of a scientific valet,

he had contrived to dissemble very suc-

cessfully the traces of the fray ;
the

dark thick hair swept lower than usual

over his brows, and almost concealed

the spot where the first blow had fallen;

the second had left no visible mark,

lie seemed in the best possible spirits,

and his gay, pleasant laugh came as

readily MS ever, without an appearance of

being forced or constrained
;
but his

face was very pale, and his^ left arm

hung helplessly in its sling.
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The worst of Lord Clydesdale's ene-

mies already he had made not a tew

might have been satisfied at the state of

the Earl's feelings, as he sat there, brood-

ing sullenly over the recollection of

his own discomfiture, and watching the

empressment which everybody seemed

determined to manifest towards his

unconscious rival. Miss Vavasour, as

we have before said, was never "
gush-

ing" or demonstrative; but she consid-

ered it the most natural tiling in the

world that her cousin should be petted
and tended under the circumstance*.

So she sat by his side, anticipating and

ministering to his wants with the tact

and tenderness that only a woman
and a loving one can display, utterly

ignoring the savage blue eyes that kept

glaring at her from beneath their bushy
brows. Clydesdale muttered curse af-

ter curse under his breath, and drained

glass after glass of the .strong brown

sherry that stood close to his hand
;
the

rich liquor seemed to be absorbed with

no better effect than a genial rain pro-
duces falling on a quicksand.

It was rather remarkable that no one

seemed disposed to question him much
about last night's adventure. Possibly,

Lady Mildred knew something of the

truth though not all and had taken

Max into confidence; for her maid

might have been seen in close colloquy
with one of the keepers, early in the

morning; and it is probable that model
of austere and dignified propriety would

not so far have derogated without good
cause. However this might be, her

manner towards Alan Wyverne Was

kind and affectionate to a degree; when
she spoke to Lord Clydesdale, ;i verv

close observer might have detected a

certain coldness in the perfect courtesy.

"My lady" was only a woman, after

all; and the instincts of her sex, though
tamed and trained, would assert them-

selves sometimes. She looked at the

Earl as he sat there swelling with

sulky self-importance; ruddy, certain-

ly perhaps unpleasantly so but not

"of a cheerful countenance;" then she

looked across at Wyverne, just as a

bright, grateful smile lighted up all his

wan face, and tlianked Helen for some

trifling act of kindness. The contrast

was too much for Lady Mildred; for

once, the cold diplomatist yielded
to a real frank impulse and forgot,

her cunning. 'When she rose with the

others, she crossed over to where
Alan sat, and leant over him, on pre-
tence of settling his sling, till her lips
toiiehed his hair. Even Helen, who was
so near, did not catch the whisper

"Ah, so many thanks ! Who can help
loving you always braver and better

than your word ?"

Neither ever alluded to the events of

that night again, but they understood
each ether perfectly ;

and to the end of

his days, Wyverne considered his ser-

vices over-paid. In truth, it was no
mean triumph to have made "

my lady,"
for more than a hundred seconds,

thoroughly honest and sincere.

That -lay brought a large influx of

fresh guests to J >cne
;
but only four de-

serve special mention, and perhaps
these might be reduced to three.

(^race Beauclerc was Alan's only sister.

There was a strong likeness between

them, not only in features, but in char-

acter. She had the same quiet thor-

ough-bred face, that no one ever called

beautiful, but every one felt was in-

tcnsrly loveable; the same slender,

graceful proportions; the same soft,

winning manner; the same power of

attraction and retaining the affection of

men and women. The resemblance ex-

tended still further to their fortunes.

fJrnc.e had not ruined herself, certainly
with the exception of a few fair specu-
lators of whose daring The Corner and

Capel Court are conscious, they gene-

rally leave that luxury to us but she

had gone as near the wind as possible,

by contracting the most imprudent of

alliances. How the Beauclercs lived,

was a mystery to their nearest and
dearest friends. The crash had not

come at Wyverne Abbey when the

marriage took place, and Alan had then

settled 400 a year on his sister; but

this, added to the interest of her own
small fortune, and the pay of a clerk of

nine years' standing in the Foroign Office,

hardly carried their income beyond the

hundreds. A cipher had represented
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Algernon Bcauclerc's own personal
assets long before lie married. Yet

they lived apparently in great comfort,

went out everywhere, gave occasionally
the nicest entertainments, at home, on

a very tiny scale, that you can conceive
;

and, it was said, were wonderfully little

in debt. It was a great social problem,
in its way, and one of those that it is

not worth while puzzling oneself to solve.

But though Grace's husband had been

very extravagant, and was still far from

self-denying, he was weak neither in

mind nor principle ;
he loved his wife

and his children, after his fashion, far

too well to involve himself in any serious

scrape ;
and contrived to utilize his

amusements to a remarkable degree. He
was passionately fond of whist, and had
attained an exceptional intelligence in

that fascinating game. His plan was to

set aside a certain sum each year to risk

on its chances: the profits went to the

account of menus plaisirs, in which

Grace had more than her share
;

if the

card-purse was emptied, nothing would
induce him to play again till the time

arrived for replenishing it. Algy Beau-

clerc hardly knew how to be angry, even

with an incorrigibly careless or stupid

partner, and the world in general found

it impossible to quarrel with him. In

appearance, he was a curious contrast to

his wife broad and burly, with a bluff,

jovial face, half shrouded in a forest of

blonde beard, and large, light, laughing

eyes. Prince Percinet and < Jraciosa never

got on better together than did that ap-

parently ill-matched couple. The set in

which they lived, though neither vicious

nor reckless, was decidedly fast; look-

ing at Grace's quiet, rather pensive lace,

one could not help fancying that she

must have felt sometimes uncomfortably
out of her element

;
but she had a sin-

gular power of adapting herself to cir-

cumstances, without being deteriorated

thereby. Presiding over one of those

post-operatic r&unions, where cigars, and

even cigarettes, were not interdicted

or playing with her children, as she

would do for hours of a morning she

always seemed perfectly and placidly

happy.
Of a very different stamp were the

other pair that remain to be noticed.

Not only her intimate friends, and the

men with whom she had flirted more or

less seriously they would have made a

fair second-battalion to any regiment
but the whole of London opened won-

dering eyes when handsome, daring
Maud Dacres married Mr. Brabazon, a

pillar of the Stock Exchange, five-and-

twenty years her senior, after an ac-

quaintance of seven weeks, begun at

Boulogne, where for reasons cogent,

though temporary her father was then

residing. It was not that she was more

unlikely than another to make a money-
match

;
but every one was surprised at

her selecting that particular millionaire.

Richard Braba/on was not only glar-

ingly under-bred in form, feature, mind,
and manner, but he was popularly con-

sidered one of the most "aggravating"
men alive. He had a knack of hitting

upon the topic most disagreeable to his

interlocutor or to the company in gene-

ral, and of introducing the same at the

most inappropriate moment, always in a

smooth, plausible way, which made it

more irritating. Even when he wished

to be extraordinary civil, there was an

evident affability and condescension

about him that very few could stand.

His slow, measured, mincing way of

speaking pronouncing cfs like e's

affected one's ear like the hum of a mos-

quito ;
and his plump, smug, smooth-

shaven face was intensely provocative,

inspiring people, otherwise calm and

pacific, with a rabid desire to leap up
and smite him on the cheek. This

laudable and very general propensity
had never yet been gratified ;

for Richard

Brabaxon was far too cunning ever to

give a chance away. Many men would
have given large monies for an oppor-

tunity of taking overt offence, but they
waited still in vain.

It was a marvel how his wife high-

spirited and quick-tempered to a fault

contrived to live with him, without oc-

casionally betraying annoyance or aver-

sion. It is probable that several bitter

duels had in fact taken place; but the

antagonists kept their own secret; and

it was a perfect neutrality now, though
an armed one. The principle of non-



88 BARREN HONOUR.

interference was thoroughly established,

and the contiguous powers did not even

take the trouble to watch each other's

frontier. Sometimes the spirit of aggra-
vation would tempt Brabazon to launch

a taunt or a sarcasm in the direction of

his wife or her friends
;
but it was gene-

rally met by an imperial and absolute

indifference at rare intervals, by a re-

tort, not the less biting because it was
so very quietly put in. He would do it,

though he knew he should get the worst

of it, just as Thersites could not refrain

from his gibe, though his shoulders were

shaking already in anticipation of the

practical retort of Ajax or Odysseus.

Lady Mildred was goodnatured enough
never to cross the plans or pleasures of

her friends unless they interfered with

hers
; indeed, she would further them as

far as was consistent with her own credit

and convenience
;
but even in her bene-

volence some malice was mingled. She
was rather glad to give Grenvil an op-

portunity of following out his love-

dream, especially as she felt certain no
harm would come of it; but, in men-

tioning to him the expected guests, she

had purposely omitted the Brabazons.

Bertie had been indulging in an ante-

prandial siesta, and only came down the

great staircase as the others were filing

past in to dinner
;
he was in time to see

Maud Brabazon sweep by, more inso-

lently beautiful, he thought, than ever.

She just deigned to acknowledge his

presence with the slightest bend of her

delicate neck, and the sauciest of smiles.

That wily Cherub could feign innocence

right well when it served his wicked

ends
;
but only one visible sign really

remained to testify that he had once

been guileless perhaps it was a mere
accident of complexion he had not

forgotten how to change colour. Lady
Mildred watched the meeting. She
saw Bertie's cheek flush brightly as a

girl's might do who hears the first love-

whisper and then grow pale almost to

the lips.
"
My lady" laughed under her

breath, in calm appreciative approba-
tion, just as some scientific patron of the

Arena may have laughed, when the net

of the Retiarius glided over the shoulders

of the doomed Secutor.

Any one interested in such psycho-

logical studies and, to some people, a

really well-managed flirtation is a very

interesting and instructive spectacle
would have been much amused that

evening watching the "
passages" of

Bertie's love. It was rather a one-

sided affair, after all
;

for the Cherub
was so hard hit as to forget his cunning
of fence, and timidity for once was not

in the least assumed. The lady was

thoroughly at her ease, as women ever

are who play that perilous game with

their head instead of their heart.

Maud Brabazon was just on the shady
side of thirty; but such a pleasant
shade it was ! The sunniest year in the

lives of her many rivals looked dull and
tame by comparison. She was rather

below the middle height, and rather

fuller in her proportions than was con-

sistent with perfection of form
;
but no

one was ever heard to hint that her

figure could have been improved upon.

Large bright brown eyes were matched

by soft abundant hair of a darker shade
;

a slightly aquiline nose, a delicately
chiselled mutine mouth, and the ripest
of peach-complexions, made up a pic-
ture that every one found fascinating,

many fatally so.

She was a very queen of coquetry,

understanding and practising every one

of its refinements. You always saw the

most attractive elements of any com-

pany converging to the spot where she

sat, like straws drawn in by an eddy.
Where was the secret of her power ?

Men who had been led captive at her

chariot-wheels asked themselves that

question in after days, when freedom

was partially regained, and got puzzled
over it, as one does over the incidents

of a very vivid dream. It was a fair

face, certainly, but there were others

more brilliant in their beauty, more

winning in their loveliness. Her frank

boldness of speech dazzled you at first

with its natural, careless verve she

kept for special occasions the tender

confidential tones that lingered in your
ears through many sleepless night-
watches but several of her beaten

rivals had really thrice her wit and

cleverness, and, as conversationalists,
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could have distanced her easily. Maud
Brabazon seemed to diffuse round her

an atmosphere of temptation. Cold-

blooded men, of austere morals and

rigid propriety, felt irresistibly impelled
to make love to her on the shortest

acquaintance, not wildly or passionately,
but in an airy, light-minded fashion,
which left no remorse, hardly a regret,
behind. It was strange that she had

never yet got entangled in any of the

toils she wove so deftly : for the bitterest

of friends or foes had never dared to

impute to her any darker crime than

consummate coquetry. One who knew
her well when the subject was being
discussed, thus expressed himself in the

figurative language of the turf, of which
he was a stanch supporter :

"Yes, she can win, when she's in

front all the way. Wait till you see

her collared; they've never made her

gallop yet.'
1 ''

Thereby intimating his opinion that

the Subducr was still in the future, by
whom Maud's peace of mind was to be

imperilled.
All things considered, it seemed

likely that poetical justice was going to

assert itself in the shape of merited re-

taliation impending over the Cherub's

graceless head; a state of things so

perfectly satisfactory that we may as

Avell leave them there for the present.

Pressing affairs called Lord Clydes-
dale away from Dene on the following

day. He had probably reasons of his

own for cutting his visit short rather

abruptly. He thought that whatever
interests he might have at stake would
be advanced fully as well in his absence,
for the present. Somehow or another,
before he went, Max Vavasour was
made aware of the wager with Harding
Knowlcs. On the occasion of a great

robbery

"When the knowing ones, for once, stand in

"With some dark flyer meant at last to win

and the owners of one or two dangerous
horses are put on, a "

monkey to no-

thing," I believe they go through the

form of registering it as a bet
;
so we

may as well dignify the Earl's compact
by that convenient name. It is more

than likely that Clydesdale made the

confession himself. He had little del-

icacy in such matters when he knew
his man

;
and no Oriental despot could

be more insolent in his cynicism. If

he had thought he could do so safely, he

would have offered money to her nearest

relation, _to
serve him in his pursuit of

any woman he might fancy, without the

faintest scruple or shame.

However the revelation was made,
Max Vavasour never betrayed to

Knowles his consciousness of the con-

federacy by word or sign ;
but he would

look at the latter occasionally with a very

peculiar expression in his cold dark

eyes. There was something of curiosity
in that look, more of dislike and con-

tempt. The wily schemer would accept

readily the aid of any instrument, how-
ever repulsive, that would serve hi^

purpose, ;
but they never were stifled

for one moment the instincts of patri-
cian pride. Harding was no favourite

of Lady Mildred's; and her manner
towards him could not be said to be
cordial now

;
but there certainly was a

shade more of courtesy and attention.

She suggested now and then that his

name should be added to the dinner-

list, which she had never done before
;

and honoured him at times with a fair

share of her evening's conversation.

There was nothing strange in this.

Knowles was evidently a rising man;
and "

my lady" made a point of being
at least civil to such people, though she

would just as soon have thought of

asking a real Gorilla to her house, as

any living celebrity soldier, priest,,

lawyer, or literate simply because he
chanced to be the lion of the day.

CHAPTER XII.

RUMOURS OF WARS.

HARDING KNOWLES had never been

a hard-working man. Very little more

reading would have turned a good
Second in classics into an easy First,

and this was so well known at Oxford

that he might have had as many pupils
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as lie liked during the year that he re-

sided there after taking his degree. He
would only take two or three "just to

have something to do in the morning,"
he said; atid these were all of the

Clydesdale stamp men whose con-

nexion was worth a good deal, while

their preparation cost no sort.of head-

work or anxiety. He had been called

to the bar since then, but had never

pretended to folloAv up the profession.
There was not a trace of business about

his chambers in the Temple ;
no face of

clerk or client ever looked out at the

chrysanthemums through those pleasant

windows, the sills of which were framed

and buried in flowers. He could write

a clever article, or a sharp sarcastic

critique, when the fit seized him, and
made a hundred or so every year thus

in an easy desultory way : the Rector's

allowance was liberal, so that Harding-
had more than enough to satisfy all his

tastes, which were by no means extrav-

agant; in fact, he saved money. But
he was avaricious to the heart's core,

and could be painstaking and patient

enough when the stake was really worth
his while to win. He did not tarry

long at Dene after Clydesdale's depar-
ture long enough, though, to have

another incentive to exertion in the

latter' a cause. Personal pique was
added now to the mere greed of gain.
The merest trifle brought this about,
and you would hardly understand it

without appreciating some anomalies in

Knowles's character.

There never was a more thorough-

going democrat. From his birth his

sympathies and instincts had all taken

the same direction, and these had been

strengthened and embittered by his

mother's evil training. He disliked the

patrician order intensely ;
but their

society seemed to have a strange fasci-

nation for him, judging from the per-

tinacity he displayed in endeavouring to

gain and confirm a footing there. He
would intrigue for certain invitations in

the season as eagerly as a French dep-

uty seeking the red ribbon of honour.

Yet he was always uncomfortable when
his point was gained, and he found him-

self half way up -the much-desired stair-

case. The mistress of the mansion

greeted him probably with the self-same

smile that she vouchsafed to nine-tenths
of the five hundred guests who crowded
her rooms

;
but Knowles would torment

himself with the fancy that there was

something compassionate or satirical

in the fair dame's look, as if she pene-
trated a truth, of which he was himself

conscious that he had no business to

be there. He felt that, if he got a fail-

start, he could talk better than the

majority of the men around him
;
but

he felt, too, that he had no chance

against the most listless or languid of

them all. They were on their own
ground, and the intruder did not care

to match himself against them there
;

his position was far too constrained, his

footing too insecure. How he hated

them, for the indolent nonchalance and
serene indifference that he would have

given five years of life to be able to

assume ! A wolfish ferocity would rise

within him as he watched a beardless

Coldstreamer dropping his words slowly,
as if each were worth money and not

lightly to be parted with, into the deli-

cate ear of a haughty beauty from whom
Knowles scarcely dared to hope for a

recognising bow. The innocent object
of his wrath was probably only sacri-

ficing himself to the necessities of the

position, while his thoughts reverted

with a tender longing to the smoking
room of his club, or anticipated the

succulent chop that Pratt's was bound
to provide for him before the dawning.

In all other respects, Harding was as

little sensitive as the most obstinate of

pachyderms. He did not know what
shame meant, and an implied insult

that would have roused another savagely
would scarcely attract his notice. You
have seen one instance of this already.
But he was nervously and morbidly
alive to the minutest point affecting his

position in society. After assisting at

one of those assemblies of the haute

volee, he would review in his memory
every incident of the evening, and
would be miserable for weeks after-

wards if he thought he had made him-

self ridiculous by any awkwardness of

manner or any incongruity of word or
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deed. If the choice had been forced

upon him, he would have committed

a forgery any day, sooner than a

gauchcrie.
I suppose everybody is sensitive

somewhere, and it is only a question
whether the shaft hits a joint in the

harness, and so some go on for years,

or for ever, without a scratch or a

wound. Sometimes the weak point is

found out very oddly and unexpectedly.
There is now living a man whom,

till very lately, his friends used to quote
as the ideal of impassibility. Even in

his youthful days, when he was "
gal-

loper
1 '

occasionally to General Levin,

war-worn veterans used to marvel at

and envy the sublime serenity with

which he would receive a point-blank

volley of objurgation, double-shotted

with the hoarse expletives for which

that irascible commander is world-re-

nowned. I have seen him myself ex-

posed to the " chaff" of real artists in

that line. He only smiled in com-

placent security, when " the archers

bent their bows and made them ready,'
1

and sat amidst the banter and the

satire, unmoved as is Ailsa Craig by the

whistle of the sea-bird's wings. It was

popularly supposed that no sorrow or

shame which can befall humanity would

seriously disturb his equanimity, till in

an evil hour he pi-tinged into print. It

was a modest little book, relating to a

Great War, in which he had borne no

ignoble part ;
so mild in its comment

and so meek in its suggestions, that the

critics might have spared it from very

pity. But unluckily he fell early into

the hands of one of the most truculent

of the tribe, and all the others followed

suit, so that poor Courtenay had rather

a rough time of it. They questioned
his facts and denied his inferences,

accusing him of ignorance and partiality
in about equal degrees, and, what was

harder still to bear, they anatomized
his little jokes gravely, and made a

mock at his pathetic passages, stig-

matizing the first as "flippancy," the

last as "fine writing." Ever since that

time, le Beau Sabrenr has been subject
to fits of unutterable gloom and de-

spondency. Only last summer, we

were dining with him at the "I>ellona."

The banquet was faultless, and the

guests in the best possible form, so tlut

the prospects of the evening were con-

vivial in the extreme. It chanced that

there was One present who had also

written a book or two, and had also

been evil entreated by the reviewers.

A peculiarly savage onslaught had just

appeared in a weekly paper, imputing
to the author in question every species
of literary profligacy, from atheism

down to deliberate immorality. The
man who sat next to him opened fire

on the subject. It so happens that this

much maligned individual as a rule,

quite the reverse of good-tempered is

stolidly impervious to critical praise or

blame. This indifference is just as

much a constitutional accident, of

course, like exemption from nausea at

sea, but one would think he must find

it convenient at times. He joined in

the laugh now quite naturally, and only
tried to turn the subject, because its

effect on our host was evident. His

kind, handsome face became overcast

with a moody melancholy. The allu-

sion to his friend's castigation brought
back too vividly the recollection of his

own. The cruel stripes were scarcely
healed yet, and the flesh -would quiver
at the remote sound of the scourge.

Courtenay's fellow-sufferer would fain

have cheered him. The first flask of
"
Dry" had just been opened (it

was
una de multis, face nupiiali diyna a

wine, in truth, worthy to be consumed
at the marriage-feasts of great and good
men), he took the brimming beaker in

his hand, before the blight beads died

out of the glorious amber, and spoke
thus, sententiously

"
Oh, my friend, let us not despond

overmuch; rather let us imitate Socrates,

the cheery sage, when he drained his

last goblet. Do me right. Lo ! I drink

to the judge who hath condemned us

Tovro TO) tfa/lw Kpma.
Courtenay did drink to do him jus-

tice, he will always do that but his

smile was the saddest thing I ever saw;
and it was three good hours before his

spirits recovered their tone, or his

great golden moustaches, which were
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drooping sympathetically their martial

curi.

If you realize Harding Kriowles's ex-

cessive sensitiveness on certain points,

you will understand how Alan Wyverne
fell under his ban.

The cousins were starting for their

afternoon's ride. Knowles had lunched

at Dene, but was not to accompany
them. He chanced to be standing on

the steps when the horses came up, and
Miss Vavasour came out alone. Some-

thing detained Alan in the hall for a

minute, and when he appeared, Harding
was in the act of assisting Helen to

mount. Now that "
mounting" is the

simplest of all gymnastics, if you know
how to do it. and if there exists between

you and the fair Amazon a certain sym-

pathy and good understanding; in de-

fault of these elements of concord, it is

probable that the whole thing may come
to grief. Harding was so nervously
anxious 'to acquit himself creditably,
that it was not likely he would succeed.

He "
lifted" at the wrong moment, and

too violently, not calculating on the

elasticitjr of the demoiselle's spring, even

though she was taken unawares. No-

thing but great activity and presence of

mind on Helen's part saved a danger-
ous fall. She said not one word as she

settled herself anew in the saddle
;
but

the culprit caught one glance from the

depths of the brilliant eyes which

stopped short his stammered apology.
It was not exactly angry worse a thou-

sand times than that; but it stung him
like the cut of a whip, and his cheek

would flush when he thought of it years
afterwards.

While Knowles was still in his con-

fusion, he felt a light touch on his

shoulder, and, turning, found Wyverne
standing there. Nothing chafed Alan
more than an exhibition of awkward-
ness such as he had just witnessed

;

besides this, he had never liked Hard-

ing, and was not inclined to make ex-

cuses for him now. The pleasantness
had quite vanished from his face ;

and

when he spoke, almost in a whisper, his

lip was curling haughtily and his brows
were bent.

"Fiat experimeatum in corpore vili"

he said.
" Your classical reading might

have taught you that much, at all

events. You want practice in mount-

ing, decidedly ;
but I beg that you will

select for your next lesson a fitter sub-

ject than Miss Vavasour."
Knowles was ready enough of retort

as a rule
;
but this time, before he could

collect himself sufficiently to find an

answer, Wyverne was in the saddle,

And lightly they rode away.

The animosity was not equally allot-

ted, for Alan engrossed far the bitterest

share of it
;
but thenceforward both the

cousins might fear the very worst from
an enemy capable of much stratagem,
recoilino- from no baseness, whose' ha-

tred, if it were only for the coldness of
its malignity, might not safely be defied.

.For some days after Kriowles's depart-
ure, everything went on pleasantly at

Dene; and nothing occurred worthy of

note, unless it were a slight,
j
>assa<re-of-

arms between Bertie Grenvil and Mr.

Brabazon. The latter was so rarely
taken at fault, that it deserves to be
recorded.

The financier was perfectly aware of

the flirtation in progress between his

wife and the Cherub
;
but he never dis-

quieted himself about such trifles; and
it was simply his "

aggravating" instinct

which impelled him one day, after din-

ner, to select the topic which he guessed
vould be most disagreeable to both.

A certain Guardsman had just come to

threat grief in money matters, and had
been forced to betake himself in haste

to some continental Adullavi. He was
a favourite cousin of Maud's, a great
friend of Grenvil's, and in the same
battalion. It was supposed that the

herub was to a certain extent involved

in his comrade's embarrassments, hav-

ing backed the latter almost to the

xtent of his own small credit. On the

present occasion, Mr. Brabazon was

good enough to volunteer a detailed

account of the unlucky spendthrift's

difficulties, which he professed to have

received in a letter that morning, add-

.M.<JJ his own strictures and .comments
thereon. No one interrupted him,
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though Lady Mildred had the tact to

give the departing signal before he had

quite finished. Mr. Brabazon felt that

he had the best of the position, and

determined to follow up his triumph.
When the men were left alone, his

plump, smooth face became more su-

perciliously sanctimonious, till he looked

like Tartute intensified.

"There is one subject I would not

allude to," he said, "till they had left

us. I have heard it hinted that Captain

Pulteney's ruin was hastened by his

disgraceful profligacy. It is said that

lie lavished thousands on a notorious

person living under his name in a villa

in St. John's Wood. Mr. Grenvil per-

haps knows if my information is cor-

rect ?"

Brabazon wished his words unsaid as

Bertie's bright eyes fastened on his face,

glittering; with malicious mirth.

"Yes; I know something about it,"

he replied ;

" but I don't see that I'm

called upon to reveal poor Dick's do-

mestic secrets to uninterested parties.

You don't hold any of his paper, I sup-

pose ? N"o you're too prudent for that.

Not quite prudent enough, though. I

wouldn't say too much about St. John's

Wood, if I were you. You've heard

the proverb about 'glass houses?' I

believe there's a conservatory attached

to that very nice villa in Mastic Road,
to which you have the entree at all

hours. Have you got the latch-key in

your pocket ?"

If Richard Brabazon valued himself

on one possession more than another, it

was his immaculate respectability : in

fact, an ostentatious piety was part of

his stock-in-trade. For once, he was

fairly disconcerted. Ilis face grew
white,, and actually convulsed with rage
and fear as he stammered out, quite for-

getting his careful elocution

"I don't pretend to understand you;
but I see you wish to insult me."

" Wrong again, and twice over," the

other ans-.vered, coolly. "I never in-

sulted anybody since [ was born. And

you will understand me perfectly, if

you will take the trouble to remember
a very warm mMnio'ht last spring, when
the cab:iri:i could not give you change

for a sovereign and you had to send

him out his fare. You were in such a

hurry to go in, that you never saw the

humblest of your servants, about fifteen

yards off, lighting his cigar. I don't

wonder at your impetuosity. I got a

good look at the sonbrette when she

came out with the change ; and, if the

mistress is as pretty as the maid, your
taste is unimpeachable whatever your
morals may be."

The great drops gathered on Bra-

bazon's forehead as he sat glaring

speechlessly at his tormentor, who at

that moment appeared intent on the

selection of some olives, all the while

humming audibly to himself, "The

Young May Moon."
"
It is an atrocious calumny," he

gasped out, "or a horrible mistake.

I wish to believe it is the last."
" You wish us to believe, you mean,"

the other retorted. " But I won't *
ac-

cept the composition,' (that's the cor-

rect expression, isn't it?) There was
no mistake about it. I saw you that

night, just as plainly as I did the morn-

ing before, going into Exeter Hall to

talk about converting the Pongo Island-

ers only you were in your Brougham
then. Quite right too. Never take

your own carriage out on the war-trail :

it only makes scandal, and costs you a

night-horse. I always tried to beat so

much economy into poor Dick Pulte-

ney. If he would have listened to me,
he might have lasted a month or two

longer. I assure you I watched the

whole thing with great interest. One
dosen't see a finnnc'n'r en bonne fortune

every day ;
and the habits of all animals

are worth observing at certain seasons.

A Frenchman wrote such a pretty trea-

tise the other day about the " Loves of

the Moles !"

Many men would have derived much
refreshment from the spectacle pre-
sented just then by their ancient enemy.
You cannot fancy a more pitiable pic-

ture of helpless exasperation, nor more

complete abasement. Even with his

usual crafty reserve, he would scarcely
have held his own against the cool inso-

of his opponent thoroughly con-

fident of his facts, and mercilessly de-
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termined to use them to the uttermost.

If the Squire had been present, the

skirmish would not have lasted so long ;

but he was presiding at a great agricul-
tural "dinner miles away. Max Vava-

sour, who sat in his father's place, was
not disposed to interrupt any perform-
ance which amused him. Neither he

nor any other man present felt the faint-

est sympathy with, or compassion for,

the victim. Brabazon appreciated his

position acutely. He was only reaping
as he had sown

;
but some of those

same crops are not pleasant to gather
or garner. He rose suddenly, and mut-

tering something about " not staying
another instant to be insulted," made a

precipitate retreat, leaving not a shred

of dignity behind. Max Vavasour did

rouse himself to say a few pacifying
words of deprecation, but they did not

arrest the fugitive, nor did the speaker
seem to expect they would do so.

When the door closed, Wyverne
looked at Bertie with an expression
which was meant to be reproachful, but

became, involuntarily, admiring.
" What a quiet, cruel little creature

it is," he said.
"
Fancy his keeping

that secret so long, and bringing it out

so viciously just at the right time. Is

it not a crowning mercy, though, that

the Squire's
'

agricultural' came oif to-

night? He would have stopped sport
for once in his life. I wonder whether
Brabazon is a 'bull' or a 'bear' on

'Change? Whichever he is, he was
baited thoroughly well here; and, I

think, deserved all the punishment he

got. Cherub, I shall look upon you
with more respect henceforth, having
seen you appear as the Bold Avenger."

They soon began to talk of other

things. A reputation fostered by years
of caution, outward self-restraint, and

conventional observances, had just been

slain before their eyes ;
but those care-

less spirits made little moan over the

dead, and seemed to think the obsequies
not worth a funeral oration. Having
once accepted his position, Brabazon, to

do him justice, made the best of it.

He made no attempt at retaliation, as

he might easily have done, by removing
himself and his belongings abruptly

from Dene
; indeed, during the remain-

der of a protracted visit there, he com-

ported himself in a manner void of of-

fence to man or woman. The Squire,
who knew him well, remarked the

change, and congratulated himself and
others thereupon ;

but they never told

him of the somewhat summary process

by which the result had been achieved.

It was simple enough, after all. Some
horses will never run kindly till you take

your whip up to them in earnest.

Though Sir Alan Wyverne had no

property left worth speaking of, he still

had "
affairs" of one sort or another to

attend to, from time to time, and of
late it had become still more necessary
that these be kept in order. Before

very long, he too was obliged to go up
to town on businsss He was only to

be absent three or four days; but he
seemed strangely reluctant to leave Dene.
In good truth, there was not the slight-
est reason for any gloomy presentiment ;

but Helen remembered in after years,
that during the last hours they spent to-

gether then, her cousin made none of

those gay allusions to their future that

he was so fond of indulging in; and
that though his words and manner were
kind and loving as ever, there was some-

thing sad and subdued in their tender-

ness. So far as Alan knew,, it was a

simple case of business which called him

away ;
more than once afterwards he

thought it would have been better if he
had died that night, with the music of

Helen's whisper in his ears, the print of

her ripe scarlet lips on his cheek, the

pressure of her lithe twining fingers still

lingering round his own.

Many men, before and since, have
tli ought the same. It is, perhaps, the

most reasonable of all the repinings that

are more futile than the vainest of re-

grets. Two lifetimes would not unravel

some tangles of sorrow and sin, that are

cut asunder, quite simply, by one sheer

sudden stroke of Azrael's sword. Be
sure, the purpose of God's awful mes-

senger is often benevolent, though his as-

pect is seldom benign. The legend of

ancient days bears a sad significance still.

His arm is
" swift to smite and never to

spare ;" black as night is the plumage
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of his vast shadowy wings ;
his linea-

ments are somewhat stern in their severe

serenity; but in all the hierarchy of

Heaven the Rabbins say is found no

more perfect beauty than in the face of

the Angel of Death.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE FIRST SHELL.

So Wyverne went on his way not

rejoicing ;
and Helen would have been

left
"
sighing her lane," if she had been

at all given to that romantic pastime.
But they were not a sentimental pair ;

and did not even think it necessary to

bind themselves under an oath to corre-

spond by every possible post a com-

pact which is far more agreeably feasible

in theory than in practice. However, a

long letter from Alan made his cousin

very happy on the third day after his

departure. It was a perfect epistle in

its way at least, it thoroughly satisfied

the fair recipient ;
to be sure, it was her

first experience in that line. Two lines

evidently written after the rest said

that his return must be deferred four-

and-twenty hours. Helen did not hear

again from her cousin
;
but on the morn-

ing of the clay on which he was expect-

ed, the post brought two strange letters

to Dene which changed the aspect of

tilings materially. One was addressed

to Lady Mildred, the other to her

daughter. Both were written in the

same delicate feminine hand, and the

contents of both were essentially the

same, though they varied slightly in

phrase.
"
My lady's" communication

may serve as a sample:
" When Alan Wyverne returns, it

might be well to ask him three simple

questions : What was the business that

detained him in town ? Who was his

companion for two hours yesterday in

the Botanical Gardens (which they had

entirely to themselves) ? Where he spent
the whole of this afternoon ? I would

give the answers myself, but I know him

well, and I am sure he will not refuse to

satisfy your natural curiosity. As my

name *will never oe known, I need not

disguise my motive in writing thus. I

care not serving you, or saving your
daughter ;

I simply wish to serve my own
revenge. I loved him dearly, once, or I

should not hate him so heartily now. If

Alan Wyverne chooses to betray so soon
the girl to whom he has plighted faith,

I do not see why one of his old loves

should engross all the treachery."
Helen's letter was to the same purport,

but at greater length, and more consid-

erately and gently expressed, as though
some compassion was mingled in the

writer's bitterness.

I should very much like to know the

fiancee who would receive such a com-
munication as this with perfect equa-

nimity supposing, of course, that her

heart went with the promise of her hand.

Miss Vavasour believed in her cousin to

a great extent, and her nature was too

frank and generous to foster suspicion ;

but she was not such a paragon of

trustfulness. She was thoroughly mis-

erable during the whole of the day.
There was very little comfort to be got
out of her mother

(it
was decided that

the subject should not be mentioned, at

present, to the Squire) ;

"
my lady" said

very little, but evidently thought that

matters looked dark. When she said
" Don't let us make ourselves unhappy
till you have spoken to Alan

;
I am cer-

tain he can explain everything" it was

irritatingly apparent that she really took

quite an opposite view of the probabili-

ties, and was only trying to pacify Helen's

first excitement, as a nurse might humour
the fancies of a fever-patient. Neverthe-

less, the demoiselle bore up bravely ;
not

one of the party at Dene guessed that

anything had occured to raffle her
;
and

there were sharp eyes of all colours

amongst them.

Mrs. Fcrnley was there the most se-

ductive of "
grass-widows" whose hus-

band had held for years some great post

high up in the Himalayas, only giving

sign of his existence by the regular
transmission of large monies, wherewith

to sustain the splendour of his consort's

establishment. There, too, was Agatha
Drummoncl whose name it is treason

to introduce thus episodically, for she
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deserves a story to herself, and has noth-

ing whatever to do with the present one

a beauty of the grand old Frankish type,
with rich fair hair, haughty aquiline fea-

tures, clear, bold blue eyes, and long
elastic limbs such as one's fancy as-

signs to those who shared the bed of

Merovingian kings* She passed the

most of her waking hours in riding,

waltzing, or flirting; seldom or ever

read anything, and talked, notwithstand-

ing, passing-ly well
;

but for daring,

energy, and power of supporting fatigue
in her three favourite pursuits, you

might have backed her safely against

any woman of her age in England. Both
were very fond of Helen, and would

have sympathized with her sincerely had

they seen cause
;
but their glances were

not the less keenly inquisitive ; and,

under the circumstances, she deserved

some credit for keeping her griefs so en-

tirely to herself.

I have heard grave, reverend men,
with consciences probably as clear and

correct as their banking books, confess

that they never returned home, after a

brief absence during which no letters

had been forwarded, without a certain

vague apprehension, which did not en-

tirely subside till they had met their

family and glanced over their corre-

spondence. I will not affirm that some

feeling of the sort did not cross Wy-
verne's mind as he drove up the long
dark avenue to Dene. He arrived so

late that almost every one had gone up
to dress, so he was not surprised at not

finding Helen downstairs
;

it is possible
that he was slightly disappointed at not

encountering her somewhere by chance
of course in gallery or corridor. When

they met, just before dinner, Alan did

fancy that there was something con-

strained in his cousin's vslcome, and

unusually grave in his aunt's greeting
but he had no suspicion that anything
was seriously amiss, till Helen whispered,
as she passed him on leaving the dining-
room ' Come to the library as soon as

you can. I am going there now." You

may guess if he kept her waiting long.
Miss Vavasour was sitting in an arm-

chair near the fire
;

her head was bent

low, leaning on her hand
;

even in the

uncertain light you might see the slen-

der fingers working and trembling ;
there

was a listless despondency in her whole

bearing, so different from its usual proud
elasticity, that a sharp conviction of

something having gone fearfully wrong,
shot through Wyverne's heart, like the

thrust of a dagger. His lips had not

touched even her forehead, yet, but he

did not now attempt a caress
;
he only

laid his hand gently on her shoulder

so light a touch need not have made her

shiver and whispered
" What has vexed you, my own ?"

For all answer, she gave him the letter,

that she held ready.
He read it through by the light of the

shaded lamp that stood near. Helen
watched his face all the while with a

fearful, feverish anxiety ;
it betrayed not

the faintest shade of confusion or shame,
but it grew very grave and sad, and, at

last, darkened, almost sternly. When
he came to the end he was still silent,

and seemed to muse for a few seconds.

But she could bear suspense no longer.
Yet there was no anger in the sweet

voice, it was only plaintive and plead-

ing
"
Ah, Alan, do speak to me. Won't

you say it is all untrue ?"

Wyverne roused himself from his rev-

erie instantly; he drew nearer to his

cousin's side, and took her little trem-

bling hand in his own, looking down
into her face lovelier than ever in its

pale, troubled beauty with an intense

love and pity in his eyes.
" The blow was cruelly meant, and

craftily dealt," he said,
" but they shall

not part us yet, if you are brave enough
to believe me thoroughly and implicitly,

this once. I will never ask you to do

so again. Yes, the facts are true don't

draw your hand back I would not hold

it another second if I could not say the

inferences are as false as the Father of

lies could make them. A dozen words

answer all the questions. I was with

Nina Lenox, in the Gardens
;
and yes-

terday afternoon I staid in town on her

business, not on my own. There is the

truth. The lie is the insinuation that

I had any other interest at stake than

serving a rash unhappy woman in her
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hard need. That unfortunate is doomed
to be fatal, it seems, even to her friends

she has right few left now to ruin.

Darling, try to believe that neither she

nor the world have ever had the right
to call me by any other name."

Mrs. Rawson Lenox was one of the

celebrities of that time. Her face and

figure carried all before them, when she

first came out; and even in the first

season they set her up as a sort of stan-

dard of beauty with which others could

only be compared in degrees of inferi-

ority. She married early and very un-

happily. Her husband was a coarse,

rough-tempered man, and tried from the

first to tyrannize over his wayward im-

petuous wife who had been spoilt from

childhood upwards just as he was wont

to do over the tenants of his broad

acres, and his countless dependents. Of
course it did not answer. Years had

passed since then, each one giving more
excuse to Nina Lenox for her wild ways
and reckless disregard of the proprie-
ties

;
but not excuse enough. Men

fell in love with her perpetually ;
but

they did not come scathless out of the

fire, like the admirers of Maud Braba-

zon. The taint and smirch of the fur-

nace-blast remained
;
well if there were

not angry scars, too, rankling and refusing
to be healed. Mothers and mothers-in-

law shook their heads ominously at the

mention of Nina's name
;
the first, trac-

ing the ruin of their son moral or

financial the last, the domestic discom-

fort of her daughter, to those fatal lans-

quenet-parties and still more perilous

morning ttte-d-t&tes.

Was it not hard to believe that a man,
still short of his prime, and notoriously

epicurean in his philosophy, could be in

the secret of the sorceress without hav-

ing drunk of her cup? That he could

serve her as a friend, in sincerity and

innocence, without ever having de-

scended to be her accomplice ? Yet
this amount of faith or credulity call

it which you will Wyverne did not

scruple to ask from Helen, then.

It may not be denied that her heart

seemed to contract, for an instant, pain-

fully, when her lover's lips pronounced
so familiarly that terrible name. But it

7

shook oft' distrust before it could fasten

there. She rose up, with her hand in

Alan's, and nestled close to Ins breast,

and looked up earnestly and lovingly
into his eyes.

"
My own my own still," she mur-

mured,
"
I do believe you thoroughly,

now, even if you tell me not another

word. But do be kind and prudent,
and don't try me again soon, it is so

very hard to bear."
" If I had only guessed"
That sentence was never finished, for

reasons good and sufficient
;
such deli-

cious impediments to speech are unfor-

tunately rather rare. The kiss of for-

giveness was sweeter in its lingering

fondness, than that which sealed the

affiancement under the oak-trees of the

Home Wood.
" Sit here, child," Wyverne said, at

last.
" You shall hear all now."

He sank down on a cushion at her

feet, and so made his confession. Not
a disagreeable penance, either, when ab-

solution is secured beforehand, and a

delicate hand wanders at times, with

caressing encouragement, over the peni-
tent's brow and hair.

It is quite unnecessary to give the ex-

planation at length. Mrs. Lenox had in-

volved herself in all sorts of scrapes, of

which money-embarrassments were the

least serious. Things had come to a

dangerous crisis. She had been foolish

enough to borrow money of a man
whose character ought to have deterred

her, and then to offend him mortally.
The creditor was base enough to threaten

to use the weapons he possessed, in the

shape of letters and other documents,

compromising Nina fearfully. She heard

that Wyverne was in town, and wrote

to him to help her in her great distress.

She preferred trusting him, to others on

whom she had a real claim, because she

knew him thoroughly ; and if there was

no love-link between them, neither was
there any remorse or reproach. She
was heart-sick of intrigue, for the mo-

ment, and would try what a kind honest

friend could do. It was true. Their

intimacy had been always innocent.

These things are not to be accounted

for
; perhaps Alan never cared to offer
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sacrifice at an altar on which incense

from all kingdoms of the earth was

burned. Mr. Lenox's temper had be-

come of late so brutally savage, that

Nina felt actual physical fear at the idea

of his hearing of her embarrassments.

This was the reason why she had met

Wyverne clandestinely in the Botanical

Gardens. Her husband was absent the

whole of the next day ;
so that she had

received him at home. It was a diffi-

cult and delicate business ; but Alan
carried it through.

' He got the money
first- -not a very large sum found out

the creditor with some trouble, and sat-

isfied him, gaining possession of every

dangerous document. It was a stormy
interview at first

;
but Wyverne was not

easily withstood when thoroughly in

earnest; and his quiet, contemptuous
firmness fairly broke the other down.
You may fancy Nina's gratitude : in-

deed, up to a certain point, Alan had

congratulated himself on having wrought
a work of mercy and charity without

damage to any one. You have seen

how he was undeceived. He did not

dissemble from Helen his self-reproach
at having been foolish enough to meddle
in the matter at all.

" Some one must be sacrificed at such

times," he said
;

"
but, my darling, it

were better that all the intrigant's in

London should go to the wall, than that

you should have an hour's disquiet
Trust me, I'll see to this for the future.

I am sure Mrs. Lenox would not be a

nice friend for you ;
and it is better to

if the connexion before you can be

brought in contact One can afford to

be frank when one has done a person a

real service. I'll write her a few lines

you can correct them, if you like to

say that this affair has been made the

subject of anonymous letters ; and that

I cannot, for your sake, risk more mis-

construction ; so that our acquaintance
must be of the slightest henceforward."

So peace was happily restored. We
need not go into a minute description of

the "
rejoicings" that ensued. One

thought only puzzled and troubled Alan

exceedingly.
'

I can't conceive who can have writ-

ten that letter," he said,
" or got it writ-

ten. The hand of course proves no-

thing, nor the motive implied, which is

simply not worth noticing. It is just
as likely the work of a man's malevo-
lence as of a woman's. Helen, I own
frankly I would rather it were the first

than the last. But I thought I had not
made an enemy persevering enough to

watch all my movements, or cruel

enough to deal that blow in the dark."

It was evident that the shock to his

genial system of belief in the world in

general affected him far more more than
the foiled intent of personal injury.
When Lady Mildred saw her daugh-

ter's face, as the latter re-entered the

drawing-room alone, she guessed at once
the issue of the conference, and knew
that it would be useless now to cavil at

an explanation which must have been

absolutely satisfactory. She was not in

the least disappointed ; indeed, the

most she had expected from this first

shock to Helen's confidence was a slight

loosening of the foundations. From the

first moment of reading the anonymous
letter, she detected fraud and misrepre-
sentation ; and argued that the Truth
would this time prevail. So, when
Alan had audience of her in her bou-

doir late that evening, he found no dif-

ficulty in making his cause good.
' Mv

lady" did just refer to something she

had said on a former occasion, and quite
coincided in Wyverne's idea, that this

was one of the dangerous acquaintances
that it was imperative for him to give

up : indeed, she was very explicit and
decided on this point Otherwise, she

was everything that was kind and con-

ciliatory ; and really said less about the

imprudence in meddling with such an

affair at all, than could have been ex-

pected from the most indulgent of aunts

or mothers. Just before he left the

boudoir, Alan read the letter through
that "

my lady" had ^iven him lie had

scarcely glanced at it.before. When he

grave it back his face had perceptibly

lightened, though his lip was curling

scornfully.
" I'm so glad you showed me that

pleasant letter, Aunt Mildred," he said.
*'

My mind is quite easy now as to the

sex of the informer. No woman, I dare
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swear, to whom I ever spoke words of

more than common courtesy could have

written such words as those. Perhaps
I may find out his name some day. and

thank him for the trouble he has taken."

Lady Mildred did n-t feel exactly
comfortable just then. She would have

preferred the whole transaction being
now left in as much obscurit

ble. She knew how determined and
obstinate the speaker could be when he

had real cause to be unforgiving. She
knew that he was capable of exacting
the reckoning to the uttermost farthing,

.lenient was ever so loner

delayed. On the whole, however, she

-itisfied with the aspect of affairs

as they remained. She had ^ood rea-

son to be so. Doubt and distrust may
seem to vanish : but they generally
leave behind them a slow, subtle, poi-
sonous influence, that the pure-'
strongest faith may not defy. Of all

hose are the most dangerous,
which linger in the system when the

cure is pronounced to be perfect.
I knew a man well who p

through the Crimean war untouched by
steel or shot, though he was ever in the

front of the battle. Even the terrible

trench-work did not seem to affect him.

He would come in, wet but not weary,

sleep in his damp tent contentedly, and
rise up in his mi;jht rejoicing'.

V.

quite at the end of the war. :

tacked by the fever, no one :'

alarm. We supposed that Ken-
neth MeAlpine could shake off any or-

dinar ss as eas:

did the Philistine's cy vc*. In truth, he
did appear to recover very speedily ;

and, when he returned to England,
seemed in his usual health again. But

he be^an to waste and pine away
without any symptoms of active i

:

-

Xone of the doctors could reach the

seat of the evil, or even define it<

-lie time to sap tlr

strength fairly away : but month by
month the doom came out more plainly
on his face, and the end has come at

r Kenne:' will be as

green as the rest of them, next spring,
when tht jins to grow.

the sepulchre of I

r L"ve, or I '.ve dared look

\

back we might find it hard to remem-
;
ber when and where the first seeds of

j decay were sown, though we do not for-

miserabl

that preceded the sharp death-agony/

CHAPTER XIV.

THE LETTERS OF BELLEROPHOW.

'S valedictory Mrs,

Lenox, though kindly and cour
was brief and decisive enouof:.

Helen perfectly. The answer came in

due course : there was no anger or even

vexation in its tone, bat rather a sad

humi :it all what might have
been expected from the proud, pas-

sionate, reckle who kept her

sauciest smile for her bitterest foe, and

scarcely ever indulged the dearest of

her friends with a si^h. A perpetual
warfare was waged between that beauti-

ful Free Companion and all regular
: hough often worsted and

forced, for the moment, to give ground,
she had never yet lost heart or s".

sign of submission; the poor little Ama-
zonian target was sorely dinted, and its

gay blazonry nearly effaced, but the

dauntless motto was still legible as ever

L*Empire c'est la guerre.
So for awhile there was peace at

Dene, and yet, not perfect pea
:e of mind was by no

means satisfactory ; thongh it seemed,

at the time, to recover perfectly from

the sharp shock, it really never regained

i:s healthy elastic tone. Miserable mis-

givings, that could hardly be called

suspicions, would haunt her, though
she tried hard not to listen to their

irritating whispers, and always hated

herself bitterly afterwards for her weak-

thought how unwise it would

be to show herself jealous or

yet she could hardly bear Alan to be

out of her sight, and when he was away,
had no rest, even in her dreams. Her
unknown correspondent, in a nice cyni-
cal letter, congratulated Helen on her

good-nature and long-suffering, and
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siastic or unreserved in her trustfulness,

and, indeed, hinted her doubts and fears

and general disapprobation, much more

plainly than she had hitherto done.

She believed Alan now, of course, but

she could not help thinking that the re-

lations between him and Mrs. Lenox
must have been far more intimate than

she had had any idea of. It would
have been much more satisfactory if he

could have opened the letter and shown
it to Helen. So he had written to say
what he had done ? That was right, at

all events. (What made "my lady"
smile so meaningly just then

?)
But

every day made her more fearful about

the future.
" I ought to have been firmer at first,

darling," she murmured.
The look of self-reproach was a study,

and the penitential sigh rightly executed

to a breath.
"
It is not that I doubt Alan's mean-

ing fairly ; indeed, I believe he does his

best
;
but when a man has lived that

wild life, old connexions are very diffi-

cult to shake off; sometimes it is years
before ho is quite free. You don't un-

derstand these things; but I do, my
Helen, and I know how you would suf-

fer. You are not coldblooded enough
to be patient or prudent. Even now,
see how unhappy you have been at

times lately. I was very weak and very

wrong."
It is not worthwhile recording Helen's

indignant disclaimer and eager profes-
sion of faith, especially as neither in

anywise disturbed or affected the person
to whom they were addressed. "

My
lady" kissed the fair enthusiast, with in-

tense fondness, but not in the least sym-

pathetically or impulsively, and went on
with her scruples and regrets and fat are

intentions as if no interruption had oc-

curred. There ensued a certain amount
of desultory discussion, warm only on
one side, it is needless to say. Lady Mil-

dred did not actually bring maternal

authority to the front, but she was very
firm. At last it came to this. "My
lady" was understood to have taken up
a fresh position, and now to disapprove

actively ;
but she consented to take no

offensive step, nor even to mention the

changed state of her feelings to the

Squire or Alan Wyverne, till some fresh

infraction of the existing treaty should

justify her in doing so. Then, the cri-

sis was to be sharp and decisive. This
was all Helen could gain after much

pleading, and perhaps it was as much
as could be expected. The Absent,
who are always in the wrong, don't

often come off so well.

The instant her daughter left her,

Lady Mildred rang for her own maid,
and said a dozen words to the attentive

Abigail ; though they were alone in the

boudoir, she whispered them. All out-

ward-bound letters at Dene were placed
in a certain box, which was kept locked
till they were transferred to the post-

bag. The confidential cameriste carried

on her watch-chain several keys, one of

which fitted the letter-box with curious

exactness. It was not often used
;
but

in the dusk of the evening a small slight

figure with a footfall soft and light as

the velvet tread of a cheetah, might
have been seen

(if she had not chosen
her time so well) flitting through the

great hall, and tarrying for a few sec-

onds in that special corner.

That day there were two letters burnt

at Dene, both with their seals unbroken.

Though all was not bitter in her re-

collections of the last twenty-four hours

those few minutes in the picture-gal-

lery told heavily on the right side

Miss Vavasour's state of mind, when she

woke on the following morning, was
none of the pleasantest or calmest.

Her mother's overt opposition did not

dismay or discourage her much; for,

after the grateful excitement of the first

interview had passed away, she had en-

tertained in spite of herself certain mis-

givings as to the duration, if not the gen-
uineness of "

my lady's" favour, or even

neutrality. But the demoiselle coul.d

not deny to herself though she had de-

nied it to her mother that the hit-

ter had spoken truly with regard to

her own present unhappiness, and

wisely as to the perils of the future.

Helen's heart, brave as it was, sank

within her as she thought of what it

would be if she were destined to experi-
ence for years the wearing alternations
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of hope and fear, pleasure and pain,

that had been her portion only for a

few weeks. She did believe in her

cousin's good faith almost implicitly

(there was a qualification now), but she

did not feel sure that he would always
resist temptations ;

and even with hex-

slight knowledge of the world, she

guessed that such might beset his path

dangerously often. New enemies to her

peace might arise any day ;
and Nina

Lenox's pertinacity showed plainly

enough how loth Alan's old friends

were to let him go free. Could she

wonder at their wishing to keep him at

all risks, so as at least to hear the sound

of his voice sometimes she, who could

never listen to it when softened to a

whisper, without a shiver and a tingle
in her veins ?

" Nina !"

As she uttered that word aloud, and
fancied how he might have spoken it,

and might speak it again, black drops
of bitterness welled up in the girl's

heart, poisoning all its frank and gener-
ous nature; she set her little white

teeth hard, and clenched her slender

fingers involuntarily, with a wicked

vengeful passion. If wishes could kill, I

fear Nina Lenox would have been found

next morning dead and cold. Helen
had seen her fancied rival once at the

great archery-meeting of the Midland
shires and even her inexperience had

appreciated the fascinations of that

dark dangerous beauty. She remem-

bered, right well, how one man after

another drew near the low seat on
which Mrs. Lenox leant back, almost re-

clining, and how the lady never deigned
to disturb her queenly languor by an

unnecessary look or word, till one of

her especial friends came up : she re-

membered how the pale statuesque
face brightened and softened then : how
the rosy lips bestirred themselves to

murmur quick and low; and how from
under the long heavy eyelashes glances
stole out, that Helen felt were eloquent,

though she could not quite read their

meaning. She remembered watching
all this, standing close by, and how the

thought had crossed her heart, How
pleasant it must be to hold such power.

Do you suppose that, because Miss
Vavasour did perhaps more than justice
to the charms of the woman she had

lately learned to hate, she was uncon-

scious of her own, or modestly disposed
to undervalue them ? It was not so.

Helen was perfectly aware that she

herself was rarely lovely and unusually

fascinating. If she had been cool

enough to reason dispassionately, she

would probably have acknowledged
that the comparison might safely be de-

fied. Both flowers were passing fair;
but on the one lingered still the dewy
bloom and scented freshness of the

morning ;
the other, though delicate in

hue and full of fragrance still, bore
tokens on her petals, crisped here and
there and slightly faded, of storm-show-
ers and a fiery noon

; nor, at her best

could she ever have matched her rival

in brilliancy of beauty.

But, supposing that Miss Vavasour
had over-estimated herself and under-

estimated her enemy to such a point as

to imagine any comparison absurd, do

you imagine it would have lightened
one wrhit her trouble, or softened her
bitterness of heart ? I think not.

Feminine jealousy is not to be judged
by the standard of ordinary ethics; you
must measure it by the " Lesbian rule,"
if at all, and will probably, even so, be

wrong in your result. Not only is the

field more vast, its phases more varied,
but it differs surely in many essentials

from the same passion in our sex.

Don't be alarmed
;
I have no intention

of writing an essay on so tremendous a

subject. The pen of Libyan steel, that

the old chroniclers talk about, would be
worn down before it was exhausted.

Take one distinction as an example.
I suppose it is because we have more of

conceit, pure and simple ;
but when we

once thoroughly establish the fact, that

the man preferred before us is really
and truly our inferior in every way, it

helps materially to soften the disap-

pointment. Comfortable self-compla-

cency disposes us to be charitable,

compassionate, and forgiving ;
we try

(not unsuccessfully) to think, that the

bad taste displayed by the Object is

rather her misfortune than her fault;
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nor do we nourish enduring malice

even to him who bears away the bride.

Remember the story of Sir Gawaine.
When the huge black-browed carle

would have reft from him his dame by
force, he bound himself to do battle

to the death
;
but when the lady had

once made her choice, the Knight of

the Golden Tongue thought no more of

strife, but rode on his way, resigned if

not rejoicing. With our sisters it is

not so. Let a woman realize ever so

completely the inferiority of her rival,

moral, physical, and social it will

not remove one of her suspicious fears,

nor dull the sting of discomfiture when
it comes, nor teach forgetfulness of the

bitter injury in after days.
When wild Kate Goring created uni-

versal scandal and some surprise by
eloping with that hirsute riding-master,
Cecil Hamersley was intensely disgust-
ed at first, but did not nurse his griefs
nor his wrath long ;

when the unlucky
couple came to the grief which was in-

evitable, Kate's jilted lover pitied them
from the bottom of his great honest

heart, and seemed to think it the most
natural thing in the world, that he

should help them to the utmost of

his power. It was entirely through
Cecil, that Mr. Martingale was enabled

to start in the horse-dealing business,
which he has conducted with average

honesty and fair success ever since.

Take a converse example. Ivor Mon-

tressor, for the last year or more, has

been laying his homage at the feet of

Lady Blanche Pendragon, and it has

been accepted, not ungraciously; at the

end of last season, it was understood that

it was nearly a settled thing. But the

wooer has not displayed intense eager-
ness since in pressing on the prelimina-
ries. There is a certain Annie Fern,

whose duty it is to braid the somewhat

scanty gold of Lady Blanche's tresses

Ov
fjiev Orjv Keiv7]g ye

Ov 6[iag, ovdt- (frvrjv,

Qvrjrag addvaryoi

O gentle Goddess ! would your kind-

ly heart have been most pained or

pleased, if you could have guessed how

ample was the final retribution ? You

the most captivating little witch imagin-
able, with the most provoking of smiles,
that contrasts charmingly with her long,

pensive, dark-grey Lancashire eyes. She
is prettier a thousand-fold, and pleas-

anter, and really better educated, than
the tall, frigid, indolent descendant of

King Uther, whom she has the honour
to serve

;
but that is no excuse, of

course, for Ivor's infatuation. A dread-

ful whisper has got abroad, of late, that

he admires the maid above the mistress.

Lady Blanche is supposed to be not un-

conscious of all this
; but, if she guessed

it, she would not deign to notice it in

any way, or even to discharge her fat all v

attractive handmaid. Let us hope that

the vagrant knight will be recalled to a

sense of his duty, and, remembering
that he is a suitor nearly accepted,

" act

as such." However it may turn out,
let us hope, for Annie's sake (she has

been absolutely innocent of intriguing

throughout), that it will never happen to

her "to be brought low even to the

ground, and her honour laid in the

dust ;" in such a case, I know who will

be the first to set the heel of her slender

brodequin on the poor child's neck, and

keep it there, too.

No
;
that conscious superiority does

not help them at all. As it is now, so

it was in the ancient days. Did it much
avail Calypso, that in

Jier
realm there

was wealth of earth's fairest fruits and

flowers, while in Ithaca it was barren

all that ages passed over her own di-

vine beauty, leaving no furrow on her

brow, no line of silver in her hair, while

with every .year the colour faded from
the cheek, and the fire dried out of the

eyes of her mortal rival if her guest
still persisted in repining ? Be sure she

never felt more wretched and hapless
than when, wreathing her swan's neck

haughtily, she spoke those words of

scorn :

evai,
ov -nuc; ovde ZOIKSV

not eldog epi&iv.

never knew how often wearied by pet-

ty public broils, worried by Penelope's
shrill shrewish tongue, overborne by the

staid platitudes of the prim, respectable
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Telemachus your ancient lover strode

over bleak rocks and gusty sandhills,

till his feet were dipped in the seething

foam, and he stood straining his eyes

seaward, and drinking in the wind that

he fancied blew from Ogygia the island

to which no prow of mortal ever found

the backward track. You never knew
how often his thoughts rushed back,
with a desperate longing and vain re-

gret, to the great cave shrouded by the

vine heavy with clusters of eternal

grapes, deep in the greenwood where

the wild birds loved to roost, girdled by
the meadows thick with violets where

cedar and frankincense burned brightly
on the hearth, making the air heavy
with fragrance where the wine, that

whoso drank became immortal, mantled

ever in unstinted goblets where you
bent over your golden shuttle, singing a

low sweet song where your dark di-

vine eyes never wearied in their wel-

come.

I have always thought that, of all

men alive or dead, of all characters in

fact or fiction, Odysseus, in his declining

years, must have been the most intensely
bored. But then, you know, though

passing wise in his generation, he was

wholly a pagan and half a barbarian.

Far be it from me to insinuate, that any
Christian and civilized Wanderer, when
once reinstated in his domestic com-

forts, ever wastes a regret on a lost love

beyond the sea.

CHAPTER XV.

PAVIA.

IT is said, that when a man is struck

blind by lightning, he never forgets af-

terwards the minutest object on which

his eyes rested when the searing flash

shot across them. Even so, when the

crash of the great misfortune is over,
and we wake from dull, heavy insensi-

bility to find the light gone out of our

life for ever, we remember with unnatu-

ral distinctness the most trivial incidents

of the last hours of sunshine ; we actu-

ally seem to see them over again some-

times, as we g"ope our way, hopelessly
and helplessly, through the darkness

that will endure till it is changed into

night ;
for it may be, that from our

spirit's eyes the blinding veil will never

be lifted, till they unclose in the dawn
of the Resurrection.

Both the cousins had good cause to

treasure in their memories everv word
and gesture that passed between them
on one particular evening; for it was
the last the very last of pure, unal-

loyed happiness that either of them ever

knew. Years afterwards, Wyverne could

have told you to a shade the colour of

the ribbons on Helen's dress, the fashion

of the bracelets on each of her wrists,
the scent of the flowers she wore. She,

too, remembered right well his attitude

when they parted ;
she could have set

her foot on the very square of marble
on which his was planted ;

she could
recall the exact intonation of his gentle

voice, as he bade her farewell on the

lowest step of the great staircase, for he
was to start very early the next morn-

ing. She remembered, too, how that

night she lingered before a tall pier-

glass, passing her hands indolently

through her magnificent hair, while the

light fell capriciously on the dark shin-

ing masses, rejoicing in the contempla-
tion of her surpassing loveliness; she

remembered how she smiled at her im-

age in saucy triumph, as the thought
rose in her heart that Nina Lenox's

mirror held no picture like this.

Ah, Helen, better it were the glass
had been broken then

;
it may show

you, in after years, a face disdainful of

its own marvellous beauty, or tranquil
in its superb indifference, according to

your varying mood
;
but a happy one

never any more.

The Squire had to go to town for a

few days, and Alan, who had also busi-

ness there, accompanied him. They
were to be back for Christmas-day the

last in that week. Wyverne got through
his affairs quicker than he had antici-

pated, so he determined to return a day
sooner, without waiting for his uncle.

His evil Genius was close to his shoulder

even here
; for, if Hubert Vavasour had

been present, it is just possible, though
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not probable, that things might have

gone differently.

Alan started -by an early train, so that

he arrived at Dene soon after midday.

Perhaps it was fancy, but he thought that

the face of the Chief Butler wore rather a

curious and troubled expression ;
if it

were possible for that sublimely vacuous

countenance to betray any human emo-

tion, something like a compassionate
interest seemed to ruffle its serenity.
The letters of expected visitors were

always placed on a particular table in

the great hall. Again on the top of

the pile waiting for Alan, lay one in the

well-known handwriting of Nina Lenox.

This time it was placed naturally, with

the seal downwards.
The first, the very first imprecation

that had ever crossed Wyverne's lips in

connexion with womankind, passed them

audibly, when his eye lighted on the

fatal envelope. He knew right well that

it held the death-warrant of his love;
but even now the curse was not levelled

at the authoress of his trouble, but at

his own evil fortune. As he took up
the letters, he asked, half mechanically,
where his aunt and cousin were. The
answer was ominous :

" My lady was exceedingly unwell,

and confined to her room. Miss Vava-

sour was somewhere in the Pleasance,
but she wished to be sent for as soon

as Sir Alan arrived." He had written

the night before, to say he was coming.

Wyverne walked on into the library
without another word. For the mo-
ment he felt stupid and helpless, like a

man just waking after an overdose of

narcotics. He sat down, and began

turning the letter over and over as if he

were trying to guess at its contents.

From its thickness it was evidently a

long one two or three note-sheets at

least. A very few minutes, however,

brought back his self-composure entire-

ly, and he knew what he had to do. It

was clear the letter could not be burnt

unopened, this time. He drew his

breath hard once, and set his teeth

savagely ;
then he tore the envelope

and began to read deliberately.
Alan once said, when he happened

to be discussing feminine ethics
"

I

can conceive women affecting one with

any amount of pain or pleasure ;
but I

don't think anything they could do
would ever surprise me." Rash words
those perhaps they deserved confuta-

tion
; at any rate the speaker was thor-

oughly astounded now. He knew that

no look or syllable had ever passed be-

tween himself and Nina Lenox that

could be tortured into serious love-

making ; yet this letter of hers was

precisely such as might have been writ-

ten by a passionate, sinful woman, to

the man for whom she had sacrificed

enough to make her desertion almost a

second crime. There was nothing of

romance in it nothing that the most

indulgent judge could construe into

Platonic affection it was miserably
practical from end to end. No woman
alive, reading such words addressed to

her husband or her lover, could have

doubted, for a second, what his rela-

tions with the writer had been, even if

they were ended now. Griselda her-

self would have risen in revolt. It is

needless to give even the heads of that

delectable epistle. Mrs. Lenox acknow-

ledged that she wrote in despite of

Alan's repeated prohibition ;
but

c'etait plus fort qu'elle, and all the rest

of it. One point she especially insisted

on. However he might scorn her, surely
he would not give others the right to do
so ? He would burn the letter, she

knew he would, without speaking of it,

far less showing it to any human being ;

she suffered enough, without having her

miserable weakness betrayed for the

amusement of Miss Vavasour.

Every line that Alan read increased

his bewilderment. Was it possible that

dissipation, and trouble, and intrigue
had told at last on the busy brain, so

that it had utterly given way ? Such

things had been
;
there was certainly

something strange and unnatural in the

character of the writing, sometimes
hurried till the words ran into each

other, sometimes laboured and con-

strained as if penned by a hand that

hesitated and faltered. He knew that

Nina was rash beyond rashness, and
would indulge her sudden caprices at

any cost, without reckoning the sin or
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even the shame, bnt he could not be-

lieve in such a wild velleite as this.

" She must be mad."

Wyverne spoke those words aloud
;

they were answered by a sigh, or rather

a quick catching of the breath, close to

his shoulder; he started to his feet, and

stood face to face with Helen Vavasour,
who had entered unobserved while he

sat in his deep reverie.

Helen was still in her walking-dress ;

a fall of lace slightly shaded her brow
and cheeks, but it could not dissemble

the bright feverish flush that made the

white pallor of all the lower part of the

face more painfully apparent ;
the

pupils of her great eyes were con-

tracted, and they glittered with the

strange serpentine light which is one of

the evidences of poison by belladonna;
but neither checks nor eyes bore trace

of a tear. She had schooled herself to

speak quite deliberately and calmly ;

the effect was apparent, not. only in the

careful accentuation of each syllable,
but in her voice neither harsh nor

hollow, yet utterly changed.
"
Mad, Alan ? Yes, we have all been

mad. It is time that this should come
to an end. You think, so, too, I am
sure."

Wyverne had known, from the first

moment that he saw the letter, how it

would fare with him
;

but the bitter

irritation which had hardened his heart

on a former occasion was not there

now
;

he could not even be angry with

those who had brought him to this

pass ;
all other feelings were swallowed

up in an intense, half-unselfish sorrow.
" Dear child, it is more than time

that you should be set free from me
and my miserable fortunes. We will

drift away, alone, henceforth, as we

ought always to have done. It was

simply a *in, ever to have risked drag-

ging you down with the wreck
;

it

must founder soon. Ah, remember, I

said so once, and you never mind that

I'll make what amends I can
;

but I

have done fearful harm already. Three
months more of this, wrould wear you
out in mind and body ;

even now they
will tell in your life like years. We
must part now. Darling, try to forget,

and to forgive, too for you have much
to forgive."
He stopped for a moment, but went

on quickly, answering the wild, hag-

gard question of her startled eyes ;
she

had understood those last words wrong-

" No not that ;" he struck the let-

ter he still held, impatiently, with a

finger of the other hand. "
I told you

once, I would never ask you to believe

me again as you did then. I don't ask

you to act as if you believed, now.

But, Helen, you will know one day
before we die, whether I have been
sinned against or sinning in this thing;
I feel sure of it, or I should doubt the

justice of God."
The soft, sad voice quite broke down

the calmness it had cost Helen so much
to nssume

;
she could not listen longer,

and broke in with all her own impetu-
osity

"
Ah, Alan ! don't ask it

;
it is not

right of you. You know I must be-

lieve whatever you tell me, and I dare

not do you hear I dare not, now.
It is too late. I have promised

" and
she stopped, shivering.

Wyverne's look was keen and search-

ing; but it was not at her that his

brows were bent. He took the little

trembling hand in his own, and tried

to quiet the leaping pulses, and his

tones were more soothing than ever.
"

I know it all, darling ;
I know how

bravely you have tried to keep your
faith with me

;
I shall thank you for it

to my life's end, not the less because

neither you nor I were strong enough
to fight against fate, and Aunt Mil-

dred. I cannot blame her: if I could,

you should not hear me. She was right
to make you promise before you came
here. It was unconditionally, of

course ?"

The girl's cheek flushed painfully.
" There was a condition," she mur-

mured under her breath;
u but I hardly

dare. Yes; I dare say anything to

you. Mamma sent for me when th;it

letter came, or I should never have

heard of it. She did not say how she

knew. You cannot think how deter-

mined she is. I was angry at first;
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bat when I saw how bard she was, I

was frightened ; and, Alan, indeed, in-

deed I did all I could to soften her.

At last she said that she wool

insist on . _ you up, if!:
would sli

what have / done f"

>ped her hand before

she ended, and stood looking at her

with an expression that she had never

dreamt could dwell in his eyes repel-
lant to the last ci<

.nptuous for anger. It toftened,

!i, in a second or two at the sighl

"Did you doubt wbat my answer
would be? I am very sure your
mother never doubted: she knew me

No answer; but she bowed
beautiful head till it could rest on his

arm; a stormy sob or two made her
slender frame quiver down to th f -

and then, with a rush like that <

dine's unlocked well, the pent-up tears

came. The passion-gust soon passed

away ; and her cousin kept silence till

Helen was calm again; then he spoke
very gently and gravely.

me
;
I did not mean to

be harsh.

I know
;
but it was

your lips
utter it Child, look up at

ind listen. I need not. tell

am speaking God's truth you
You know what I ha \ f

> stop
these accursed letters. I belie

writer to be mad
;
but that will n

us. I think I won
irned at t

have been before her, if

I could keep your lo -if I

knew, that by this (>. make

you my very own, so that r

could part us I

.

A- hioh

justify th unhappy
wom;<

.'

as well

:>Ut, SU' 1

.;.

. 1 tO

it*. I know that

casting, this moment, my life's K

ness a .en see my hand does
not tremble."

He tossed the letter as he spoke into

Ah, Alan the wood fire blazing beside th<-

dropped _-s, and, just
* for a -second, mingled with
f ashes.

id will appear
jny absurdly Quixotic, and some

will think it deserves a harsher name

folly.
I decline to argue

seeais t D one
states fairly at t tory,
"that it li riteris by

ana called m
:,tify him-

self with the sentiments of his principal

character, much le-in to defend '

hold up Alan

as a model or a warn-
He stem fiat he is

not particularly wise or

virtuous or. immaculate, but frank

nate by nat
;

i to enah!-- ntly
him.

particular
reader may settle d *or> grit 1'urely
on the Sility, I would

sugge- lavesacri:

quite as visionary.
Puttir .ives that

doubtful

honour,
itted

not

u. vourite th

r wrong?

ss; yet a

j;m plead
be an incom-

triljiinal. V mtly say

.

linit that

Jlels.

or

i:''n. H"!'Tj Vavasour was not

proud

ir message,
tab to hear

persec y would
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of her lover than at that moment when

his own act had parted them irrevo-

cably. She was not of the "weeping
willow" order, you know ; the tears still

hanging on her eyelashes were the first

she had shed since childhood in serious

sorrow. Quick and impetuous enough
in temper, she was so unaccustomed to

indulge any violent demonstration of

feeling, that she felt somewhat ashamed

of having yielded to it now. But the

brief outbreak did her good ; it light-

ened her brain and brought back elasti-

city to her nerves. There is nothing
like a storm for clearing the atmosphere.

Nevertheless, the haughty, bold spirit

was for the moment thoroughly beaten

down. There was something in her

accent piteous beyond the power of

words to describe, as she whispered half

to herself,
'' Yes, we must pail ;

but it is too,

too hard."
" Hardest of all." he said,

" to part
on a pretext like this. There is either

madness or magic, or black treachery

against me, I swear. Some day we

shall know. ]>ut, darling, sooner or

later it must have come. I have felt

that for weeks past, though I tried hard

ude myself. I must say good bye
to Dene in an hour. "When shal

the dear old house retrain I am so

sorry for Uncle Hubert, too. If he bad

been here no, perhaps it is best so

there would have been more wounded,
and we could never have won the day."

"Don't go yet: ah, not yet" the

sweet voice ph-aded all its dangerous

melody had stolen back to it now, and

lithe fingers twined themselves round

Alan's, as though they would never set

him free.

r>ut AVyverne was nware that the

self-control which had carried him

through so far. was nearly exhausted.

He had to think for both, you
it was the more trying, because the part
of Moderator was so utterly new to

him ; nevertheless, he played it honestly
and bravely.

"1 dare not stay. I must see Uncle-

Hubert before 1 sleep ; and it is only

barely possibl:-, if 1 :ie in half

an hour. Listen, my Helen : I am not

saying good-bye to you, though I say it

to our past. I lose my wife ; but I do

I

not intend to lose my cousin. I will see

; you again as soon as I can do so safely.
A great black wall is built up now,
between the future, and all that we two
have said and done : I will never try to

pass it again by thought or word. You
will forget all this. Hush, dear. You
think it impossible at this moment, but

/ know better. You will play a grand
part in the world one of these days, anil

perhaps you may want a "friend a real

friend. Then you shall think of me. I

will help you with heart and hand as

long as life lasts
;
and I will do so in all

truth and honour as I hope to meet

my dead mother, and Gracie, and you,
in heaven/'

She did not answer in words. The
interview' lasted about a hundred sec-

onds longer, but I do not feel called

upon to chronicle the last details.

Writers, as well as narrators, have a

ri^ht to certain reser

Alan Wyverne was away from Dene
before the half hour was out : but he

left a sealed note behind him for his

aunt. "
My lady" wa* waiting the issue

somewhat anxiously ; it is needless to

say, her health was the merest pretext.
She read the note through, calmly

:h : but, when she opened her

escritoire to lock it up safely, her hands

shook like aspen-leaves, and she drank

off eagerly the strongest dose of " red

lavender' ''that had passed her lips for

many a dl

Does not that, decisive interview seem

absurdly abrupt and brief? It is true

that I have purposely omitted many
insignificant words and gestures ; but

if all these had been chronicled, it would

still have been disappointingly matter-

of-fact and mea_
Nevertheless believe it to build

up a life's happiness is a work of time

and labour, aided by great good for-

tune : to ruin and shatter it utterly is a

question of a short half hour, even

where no ill luck intervenes. It took

months of toil to build the good ship

Hesperus, though her timbers were

seasoned and ready to hand; it took

hours of trouble to launch her when
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thoroughly equipped for sea; but it

took only a few minutes of wave-and-

wind-play, to shiver her into splinters,

when her keel crushed down on the reef

of Norman's Woe.

CHAPTER XVI.

MISANTHROPOS.

ON the morning after the most dis-

astrous of all his bad nights at hazard,

Charles Fox was found by a friend who

called, in fear and trembling, to offer

assistance or condolence, lying on his

sofa in lazy luxury, deep in an eclogue
of Virgil. The magnificent indifference

was probably not assumed, for there

was little tinsel about that large honest

nature, and he was not the man to in-

dulge in private theatricals. Since I

read that anecdote, I have always won-

dered that the successes achieved by the

great Opposition leader were not more

lasting and complete. Among the

triumphs of mind over matter, that

power of thoroughly abstracting the

thoughts from recent grief or trouble,

seems to stand first and foremost. Such
sublime stoicism implies a strength of

character and of will, that separates its

possessor at once from his fellows :

sooner or later, He must rule, and they
must obey.
Alan Wyverne was not so rarely gifted.

The bustle of the heavy journey from

Dene to the railroad, and the uncer-

tainty about catching the train, helped
him at first

;
but when all that was over,

and he was fairly on his way to town,
he was forced to think, whether he

would or no. Anything was better than

brooding over the past ;
he tried des-

perately to force his thoughts into the

immediate future to imagine what he

should say to his uncle, and how the

Squire would take the heavy tidings.
The effort was worse than vain. The

strong stream laughed at the puny at-

tempts to stem it, sweeping all such ob-

stacles away, as it rushed down its ap-

pointed channel. All the plans he had
talked over with Helen, even to the

smallest details of their proposed do-

mestic economy, came back one by one
;

he remembered every word of their last

playful argument, when he tried to per-
suade her that certain luxuries for her
boudoir at Wyverne Abbey were neces-

sities not to be dispensed with
;

he re-

membered how they had speculated as

to the disposal of the money, if his soli-

tary bet on the next Derby, 1000 to 10
about a rising favourite should by any
chance come off right ;

how they had

weighed gravely the advantages of three

months of winter in Italy against the

pleasures of an adventurous expedition
whose turning-point should be the Le-

banon. What did it matter now who
won or lost ? Was it only yesterday
that he had an interest in all these things?

Yesterday between him and that word
there seemed already a gulf of years.

Yesterday, he had felt so proud in an-

ticipating the triumphs of his beautiful

bride; now, he could only think of her

certain success with a heavy sinking of

the heart, or a hot fierce jealousy; for

she was all his own treasure then
;
one

night had made her the world's again.
That miserable journey scarcely lasted

four hours
;
but when it ended, Wyverne

was as much morally changed as he

might have been, physically, by a long
wasting sickness.

Does it seem strange that a man, who

up to this time had met all reverses with

a careless gaiety that was almost pro-

voking, should go down so helplessly
now before a blow that would scarcely

stagger many of our acquaintance ? A
great deal, in such cases, depends on the

antecedents. Human nature, however
elastic and enduring, will only stand a

certain amount of "
beating." When

Captain Lyndon is in good luck and

good funds, he accepts the loss of a hun-

dred or two with dignified equanimity,
if not with chirping cheerfulness

;
but

supposing the bad night comes at the

end of a long evil
" vein" when finan-

cial prospects are gloomier than the yel-
low fog outside when the face of his

banker is set against him, as it were a

millstone when that reckless soldier

"Would liever mell with the fiends of hell,

Than with Craig's Court and its band.
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0, my friend ! I marvel not that a mut-

tered imprecation shot out from under

your moustache, last night, when the

Queen of Hearts showed her comely
face your adversaries having the deal,

at three.

Now Alan Wyverne had been playing
for his last stake, so far as he knew : he

had put it down with some diffidence

and hesitation, and it had followed the

rest into the gulf, leaving him without

a chance of winning back his losses.

Under the circumstances some depres-

sion, surely, was not wholly despicable.

Remember, he was not so young as he

had been : though still on the better

side of middle age, he had in many ways

anticipated his prime, and had not much
left to look forward to.

Qu'on est bien dans un grenier

Quand on a vingt ans 1

So sings Beranger, well, if not wisely.
But add another score of years or so

what will the lodger say of his quarters?
Those seven flights of stairs are dark

and steep ;
the bread is hard and taste-

less
;
the wine painfully sour and thin

;

the fuel runs short, and it is bitter cold,

for Lisette is no longer there to hang her

cloak over the crazy casement, laughing
at the whistle of the baffled wind.

Wyverne saw his uncle that night.
The Squire was equally provoked and

grieved ;
the intelligence took him com-

pletely by surprise, for he had never

guessed that anything was going wrong;
he would not allow at first that the en-

gagement was irrevocablybroken off, and

wished to try what he could do to re-

cement it
;
but Alan was so hopelessly

firm on the point that Hubert was forced

to yield. He believed in his nephew
implicitly, and acquitted him of blame
from first to last

;
but he was completely

puzzled by Mrs. Lenox's strange con-

duct
;
he only dropped the subject when

he saw how evidently it pai;ied Alan to

pursue it.

"
I shall not write, even to reproach

her," the latter said.
"

I am too heart-

sick of her and her caprices. I suppose
she will explain herself if we ever meet,
and I have patience to listen."

When they parted, the Squire clasped

Wyverne's hand hard, looking wistfully
into his face.

"
I I did my best, boy," he said,

huskily.
The old genial light came back for an

instant, only an instant, into the other's

weary eyes, and he returned the gripe

right cordially.
" Do you think I don't know that ?"

he answered
;
"or that I shall ever for-

get it ? We all did our best
;
but Aunt

Mildred has her way, after all. Take
care of Helen

;
she will need it. And

if you would write soon to tell me the

truth about her, it would be so very
kind."

The next morning Alan started for

the North, alone. If the Christmas-

tid'e was dreary at Wyverne Abbey, it

was not a "
merry" one at Dene. The

Squire did not seek to disguise his dis-

content, though he said little on the

subject of the broken engagement, either

to his wife or Helen. There was a

gloomy reserve in his manner towards
the former, that showed that he more
than suspected her of unfair play ;

to

the latter he was unusually gentle and
considerate. Miss Vavasour bore up
bravely. No one looking at the girl's

pale proud face would have dreamt of

the dull, heavy pain coiled round her

heart, like the serpent round Don Roderic
in the tomb. She accepted her father's

caresses gratefully, and her mother's

with placid indifference. No words of

recrimination had passed between these

two
;
but there is an instinct of distrust

as well as of love or fear
;
the last few

days had slain sympathy outright, and
even the tough sensibility of the cool

diplomatist Was not always unmoved as

she realized the utter estrangement. So
even "

my lady," though the game was

won, did not feel in vein for the festivi-

ties of the season. Her conscience had

long ceased to trouble her, when it was
a question of expediency ;

she compas-
sionated the sorrows of her misguided

daughter about as much as a great sur-

geon does the sufferings of a patient
who has just passed under his knife;
but she was not quite philosopher

enough, wholly to disbelieve in Retri-



112 BARREN IIOXOUR.

bution. Her dreams of a brilliant fu-

ture for Helen were sometimes disturbed

by a vision of sad earnest eyes, pleading

only that truth might be met by truth

she had answered their appeal so well !

It was an odd sort of life that Wy-
verne led at the Abbey. He took to

shooting over his broad manors, with

a dogged determination that rejoiced
the hearts of his keepers and tenants

and every one interested in the preserva-
tion of his game. He went out always

early in the morning, and never returned

till darkness set in
;
then he slept for a

couple of hours, dined late, and sat

smoking and musing far into the night.
But it did him good in every way : the

strong exercise and the keen north-

country air stirred up the iron in his

blood, and braced his nerves as well as

his sinews. I believe that permanent
melancholy implies a morbid condition,

not only of the mind but the body. I

believe be it understood this is only a

theory, so far that a man will not mope
in the Queen's Bench, though he may
hate himself occasionally, and find the

position irksome, if he sticks to cold

water and rackets. The genial hopeful-
ness which had resisted so many rude

shocks, was dead in Alan for ever and

aye ;
but it was not in his nature to be-

come sullen and saturnine
;
he rejoiced

simply and sincerely when his uncle's

letter brought good news of Helen
;
he

was not selfish enough to quarrel with

his lost love because her wreath was not

always ostentatiously twined of the

willow. Some men are never satisfied

unless they leave more than half the

misery behind them.

Wyverue had been at the Abbey
about a month, when he got a letter

which surprised him not a little. Mr.

Haldane wrote, to beg his nephew to

visit him, for a single night, and pressed
it on the ground that his health was

failing.

Castle Dacre was situated far up in

the hills, thirty miles or so from the

Abbey. They had nicknamed it
" Cas-

tle Dangerous" through the country-side,
for the roads all round it were so infa-

mous as to be sometimes impassable.

Very few, of late years, had found it

worth their while to encounter such

perils. It was a huge dreary pile a tall

grey keep in the centre, dating back to
the time of the Danes : round this long
low ranges of more modern buildings
were grouped, all in the same pale gaunt
granite. The trees clustering about the
castle in clumps, and thickly studded
over the bleak park, hardly took away
from the bare desolate effect

;
some of

them were vast in the trunk and broad
in the top, but it seemed as if the bitter

north wind had checked their growth,
though it could not waste their strength.
You shivered involuntarily when you
looked at the house from the outside

;

the contrast was the more striking when

you entered. The whole of the interior

was almost oppressively light and warm
;

great fires blazed in huge grates in the
most unexpected corners, and brio-lit

lamps burned in the remotest nooks'of

passao-e, and hall, and corridor. ABel-

pruvian establishment might have been
maintained for a whole season at the

cost of the coals and oil consumed in

Dacre Castle
;
but such was the whim

of its eccentric and autocratic master.

Alan Wyverne arrived very late, and
did not see his uncle "till they met at

dinner. Mr. Haldane must always have
been small and slight of frame

;
he was

thin, now, to emaciation
;
there was not

a particle of colour in the face or the

delicate hands
;
the articulations in the

last were so strongly marked as almost

to spoil the perfection of their shape.
His features might have been handsome

once, and not disagreeable in their ex-

pression, but evil tempers and physical

suffering had left ruinous traces there
;

the thin lips had forgotten how to smile,

though they were meaning enough when

they curled sardonically ;
he had a cu-

rious way of perpetually drawing himself

together, as if struck with a sudden
chill

He was just the sort of man you
would have set down as a great judge of

pictures and collector of curiosities. So
it was. The whole house was overflow-

ing with the choicest productions of

nature and art, gathered from every

quarter of the known world. A long

gallery was completely filled with the



BARREN HONOUR. 113

rarest specimens of china that the last

three centuries could display. Some of

our connoisseurs would have sold their

souls for the plundering of that one

chamber.

The dinner was simply perfection. You

might have feasted for a whole season

at half the best houses in London, and
have missed the artistic effects which
awaited you in that lonely castle of the

far North. The wines of every sort

were things to dream of. Mr. Ilaldane

drank nothing but Burgundy. Even
Alan Wyverne, accustomed as he was to

witness deep wassail, felt wonder ap-

proaching to fear, as he saw his host

drain glass after glass of the strong rich

liquor without betraying a sign of its in-

fluence, either by the faintest flush on
his thin parchment cheek, or a change
of inflection in his low monotonous
voice. It seemed as if he were trying
to infuse some warmth into his veins, in

defiance of a curse laid upon him to

remain frozen and statuelikc forever.

While dinner lasted, the conversation

went languishing on, never coining to a

full stop, but never in the least animated.

It was evident that the thoughts of both
often wandered far away from the sub-

ject they were talking of. At last they
drew their great arm-chairs up to the

fire, one on each side of the horse-shoe

table, with a perfect barricade of glass
between them in the shape of decanters

and claret-jugs. For the first ten min-
utes after they were left alone the host

kept silence, leaning forward and spread-

ing his hands over the fierce fire
; they

were so thin and white that the light
seemed to pass through them as it does

through transparent china. He raised

his head suddenly and glanced aside at

his companion, who was evidently mus-

ing, with an expression half inquisitive,
half satirical, in his keen grey eyes.

" So everything is at an end between

you and Helen Vavasour. I am very
glad of it, and not the least surprised."

It is never pleasant to have one's

reveries abruptly broken
;
the nerves are

agcices, if nothing worse. Besides this,

both words and manner grated on Alan's

sensibilities disagreeably. He did not

fancy those thin cynical lips pronounc-
8

ing that name with such scant ceremony;
so his tone was anything but concilia-

tory.
" Thank you. I don't seem to care

much about being congratulated, or con-

doled with, either
;
and I cannot con-

ceive what interest the subject can have
for you. You ignored it pretty decisively
some months ago. Perhaps you Avill be

good enough to do so now."
The look on his face, that had been

simply listless before, grew hard and de-

fiant while he was speaking. If Bernard
Ilaldane was inclined to take offence, he

certainly controlled his temper wonder-

fully. He filled a great glass to the

brim with Chambertin, held it for a

minute against the blaze, letting the

light filter through the gorgeous pur-

ple, and drained it slowly before he

replied
"
I am not surprised at your engage-

ment being broken off, because I know

right well with whom you had to deal.

I am glad, because I have always taken

an interest in you, Alan. You don't

believe it
;
but it is true nevertheless

;

and I do so still. I would sooner see

a man I cared for dead, than married
to Mildred Vavasour's daughter."

AVyvcrne's anger ceased, as soon as

he saw that the old man had some

reason, real or fancied, for his strange
conduct

;
but he spoke coldly still.

"
Strong words, sir. I suppose you

have strong provocation to justify them?"
Bernard Ilaldane drew a folded letter

from his breast-pocket, and put it into

the other's hand, silently. The paper
was yellow with age, the ink faint and

faded
;
but Alan knew the handwriting

instantly. His astonishment deepened
as he read on. Was it possible that

his cool, calculating, diplomatic aunt

could have penned such words as these

words in which passion seemed to

live and vibrate still, untamed by pas-

sage through thirty years ?

Mr. Ilaldane drained two glasses in

rapid succession while the letter was

reading. There was no thickness or

hesitation in his voice when he spoke

again, but it was hard and hoarse, as if

his throat were dust-dry in spite of all

the Burgundy.
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" That is her last letter the last of

forty or more. I have them all still,

and I think I know them all by heart.

You may laugh out if you like
;

I shall

not be angry. She wrote once more
not a letter, only a note to break all

off, without a word of remorse for her-

self or pity for me. A fresh fancy or a

better match came across her, so she

turned me adrift like a dog she was
tired of. She would have given me a

dog's death, too, if she could, I dare

say ; for, till she was married, she never

felt safe. Do you wonder now, or

blame me, for what I have said and
done or not done ?"

Six weeks ago such a story as this

would have won hearty sympathy from

Alan Wyverne; but he had suffered

too lately himself, to be moved by a

tale of wrong thirty years old. He
could not forget Bernard Haldane's an-

swer to his own letter, and the idea

would haunt him that in some way or

other it had materially affected his mat-

rimonial prospects.
"I neither wonder nor blame," he

said, wearily.
" If any one is right in

visiting the sins of the mothers on the

children, I suppose you were. Cer-

tainly, 'my lady' has a good deal to

answer for. I understand her look

now, when I mentioned your name.

Yes, I do wonder at one thing. I don't

understand why you married my fa-

ther's sister."

The old man glanced darkly at the

speaker from under his strong grey

eyebrows.
" I hope my poor wife never knew

the lie I uttered at the altar; or, if she

did, that she forgave me before she

died. But God knew it, and punished
it. Alan you are my nearest heir."

After those significant words there

was silence for some minutes, only
broken by a faint tinkle and gurgle, as

the host filled his glass repeatedly, and
his guest followed the example in more
moderate fashion. At last Mr. Haldane

spoke again.
"
Alan, I wonder what would be

your line, if you came into this inheri-

tance ? Do you know, it is larger than

the one you threw away ?"

A few weeks ago, when Wyverne's
fortunes were bound up Avith Helen

Vavasour's, such a speech as that would
have sent a hot thrill of hope through
all his being : he heard it now with an
indifference Avhich was not in the least

assumed.
"

It would be a hazardous experi-

ment," he answered, carelessly. "They
say there is a great pleasure in hoard-

ing, when you have more money than

you know what to do with. I never
tried it

; perhaps I should take to ava-

rice for a change. But I might take to

playing again : it's just as likely as not
;

and then everything would go, if my
present luck lasted the pictures and
the gems, and the china, and the mo-
saics. It would be a thousand pities,
too ; I don't believe there's such an-

other collection in England."
Bernard Haldane seemed determined,

that night, not to be provoked by any-

thing that his nephew could do or say.
He was so accustomed to be surrounded

by helpless dependents, bowing them-
selves without remonstrance or resist-

ance before his tyrannical temper, that

he had got weary of obsequiousness.
Alan's haughty nonchalance, though it

evidently proceeded from dislike or

displeasure, rather refreshed the old

cynic than otherwise.

"You are honest at all events," he
muttered

;

"
it's no use trying to bribe

you into forgetting injuries ;
if you will

bear malice, there's an end of it. We
won't speak of inheritances : they put
unpleasant thoughts into a man's head,
whose health is breaking faster every
day."
Once more a shiver ran through the

speaker's emaciated frame, as it cow-
ered and shrunk together; and once
more the thin white hands spread them-
selves eagerly to the blaze. After a

pause he rose, evidently to go, and
there was something actually approach-
ing to cordiality in his manner.

"
It is hardly fair to ask you to stay

on in this dreary place; but it would

please me very much if you would

spare me a few days. They tell me
the covers are full of game, and you
can have a hundred beaters at half an
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hour's notice. You will be nearly as

much alone here as at the Abbey, for I

never appear till dinner-time, and I go
to bed very early, as you see. The

Burgundy is a good sleeping-draught,
but it must be humoured. You will

stay over to-inorrow, at least? I am

glad of that. Perhaps you would like

to see the keeper? Give any orders

you please, not only about this, but

about anything you may fancy : I can

answer for their being promptly obeyed.

Good-night."
His step, as he left the room, was

slow and feeble; but not the slightest

uncertainty or unsteadiness of gait gave
token of the deep incessant draughts of

fiery liquor that would long ago have

dizzied any ordinary brain. Every
family of ancient name, besides its

statesmen and soldiers, preserves the

moist memory of some bacchanalian

Titan, whose exploits are inscribed

on bowl, or tankard, or beaker. We
may not doubt that there were

giants in those days ;
but the prowess

of the mightiest of all those stal-

wart squires would have been hardly
tried, if he had " drunk fair" that night
with the little, wan, withered hypo-
chondriac.

CHAPTER XVII.

A WISE MAN IN THE EAST.

DAY succeeded day, and Alan "VVy-
verne still lingered at Dacre Castle. He
could hardly have told you what kept
him there. The shooting certainly was
a great attraction, for, though the sea-

son closed in the first week "of his stay,
there were snipe and wild-fowl enough
to have found work for half a dozen

guns ;
but it was not the only one.

The truth was, that a sort of liking had

sprung up between the cynical host and
his quiet guest. No amount of deep
drinking could warm Bernard Haldane
into an approach to conviviality ;

but
his morose, moody temper decidedly
softened during the few hours that he

spent each evening in Alan's societv.

There was no sympathy perhaps,

strictly speaking, between these two,
but there was a certain affinity of

suffering. The same soft white hand
had stricken them both sorely, though
one wound was yet green, and the other

had been rankling more than a score of

years. After that first night, neither

made the faintest allusion to the sub-

ject ;
but ever and anon, when they

were talking about pictures or other

things in which both took an interest,

the conversation would drop suddenly,
and a silence would ensue as if by mu-
tual consent; then, each felt conscious

that his companion's thoughts were

wandering in the same direction as his

own, and with equal bitterness. After,

a few minutes you might have seen

each break from his reverie, with the

same half angry impatience, as if de-

spising himself for the weakness of

such idle musing, knowing all the

while that the return of the dreaming-
fit was as much a certainty and a ques-
tion of hours as the rising of the mor-
row's sun.

Wyverne's visit would probably nave

been still farther prolonged, if an invi-

tation had not come one morning, suit-

ing his present humour so exactly, that

he accepted it without a moment's hesi-

tation. An old comrade of Alan's was
on the point of starting in his yacht for

a roving cruise round the shores of

Greece and Syria, with an intention

of penetrating as far as the hunting-

grounds that lie westward of the lower

spurs of the Caucasus: indeed, there

was a charming indefiniteness about the

whole thing ;
the limitp of their wan-

derings and the time of their return

were to depend entirely on circum-

stances and the fancy of the travellers.

Raymond Graham had heard of his

friend's late disappointment, though he

made no allusion to it in his letter,

only enlarging on the sporting pros-

pects of the expedition and the attrac-

tions of a very pleasant party. He

thought it would be just the proposal
to tempt Wyverne, and he guessed

right.
None of the new-fashioned remedies

beat some of the old ones, after all.
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Change of climate and change of scene

enable the sufferer to make a stand

against sickness of body or mind just
as effectually as they did four thousand

years ago.
Hot blinding tears stream down

Dido's stricken face as she steals on
board her galley in the harbour of

Tyre ;
for nights she will not close her

heavy eyes, lest a dead man should

stand by her couch pointing to the

gash of Pygmalion's dagger; the boldest

of her true friends and leal vassals dares

not trouble with a word of comfort that

great hopeless sorrow. But see the

headlands of Cyprus are yet blue in the

leeward distance, and the rich blood

.Jhas begun to colour the pale cheek

again ;
when the dark lashes lift, men

see that the divine light is not quenched
in the glorious eyes ; nay, the sweet

lips .do not dissemble a faint, sad smile

as she hears Bitias boasting loud of

the bride he will win before sundown.
Of a truth, I think the fair Queen's
dreams will cease to be spectre-haunted,
before her prow touches ground in the

sands of Bagradas.

They are more definite now as to the

seasons of donning and doffing their

weeds, and will not set their tresses free

a day too soon; but, O Benedict, my
friend, are you sanguine enough to be-

lieve that so long a voyage would be

needed, to replace despairing grief by
decorous woe, in the desolate bosom of

your widow, or mine ?

Remember, we have been speaking
of creatures, many of whom must find

a certain pleasure in a mild languid

melancholy.
"
They would not, if they

could, be gay." Wyverne's tempera-
ment, though it contained womanlike
elements of gentleness and tenderness,
was essentially masculine. He was, in-

deed, stouter of heart and stronger in

will than most of the rough-and-ready

Stryver sort, who cannot argue without

blustering or advise without bullying ;

who, neither in love nor war, ever lay

aside the speaking-trumpet. The battle

of life had gone hard against him of

late
;
but he did not therefore conclude

that there was nothing left worth living
for. The example just then before his

eyes was not without a significant warn-

ing. Alan felt that absence from Eng-
land would suit him best for awhile

;

but he had no idea of banishing him-
self indefinitely. The proposed expe-
dition would have tempted him at any
period of his life, and he looked forward
to it now with a real interest and an

honest determination to make the best

of everything.
Bernard Haklane did not attempt to

alter his nephew's purpose ; indeed, he

approved ox it thoroughly ;
but he sat

much later than usual on the last eve-

ning, and seemed loth to say good-bye.
"If I am alive when you return, you

will come here, I hope," he said at last.
" If 1 am o,'one, I am sure you will, for

good reasons. Your programme promi-
ses well so well that it would be a

pity not to carry it out thoroughly.
Don't let money stop you. Where you
have to deal with semi-barbarians, it's

often a mere question between silver

and steel
;
the first saves an infinity of

trouble, and, I think, it's the most mor-
al argument of the two. So take my
advice, and bribe Sheikhs and chiefs to

any extent. I have written to-day to

my bankers, to give you unlimited cred-

it there. Now, don't annoy me by
making objections. You know perfect-

ly well that / sacrifice nothing. If I

did, my generosity would still begin
very late too late, I fear. It would
be the falsest delicacy if you were to

refuse
; for, though we have been al-

most strangers hitherto, through my
fault, Alan you are my nephew, after

all."

He laid his hand gently, almost timid-

ly, on Wyverne's as he finished speak-

ing, and the thin white fingers quivered
with his nervous eagerness, though they
remained always deadly cold.

It must be a very mortifying and hu-

miliating time when an old man, who
has started in life with exceptional ad-

vantages of intellect and fortune, is

compelled to admit the probability of

the whole thing having been a mistake

from first to last
;
unless there is some

grievous sin to be acknowledged and

repented of, I think it would be more

satisfactory to go blundering on uncon-
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sciously to the end. To such a frame

of mind Mr. Haldane had been coming
gradually for days past. He quite re-

alized the fact that, in default of a son.

he would have chosen Wyverne out of

all England as the heir to his broad

lands and great possessions. He knew

enough of Alan's character to feel sure

that no more than common kindness in

earlier days would have been needed to

win his affection and keep it
;

but he

had held him at arm's length with the

rest till it was too late to do anything
better than change dislike into indiffer-

ence. For thirty years he had sat

alone,
"
nursing his wrath to keep it

warm," fancying that he could make
the many suffer for the crime of one.

He had succeeded perhaps in discomfit-

ting a few miserable dependents, and in

disappointing or disgusting a few rela-

tives and friends
; but he had never

ruffled a rose-leaf in the couch of the

fair
"
enemy who did him that dishon-

our." Who had been the real sufferer,

after all? The unhappy misanthrope al-

most gnashed his teeth as he answered
the question, and acknowledged the

childish impotence of his rancour. If

he had only had the courage at first, to

look his wrongs and griefs fairlv in the

face, they might have been easily kept
at bay ;

it was too late to strive for the

mastery when they had become a part
of his morbid being. He saw all this

clearly enough now. The old, old sto-

ry theory perfected, when to work it

out is physically impossible the al-

chemist just grasping the Great Arca-

num, without a stiver left to buy pow-
der for the crucible or coal for the fur-

nace.

Nevertheless, that inveterate habit of

looking at things au noir rather misled

Bernard Haldane as to the state of Wy-
verne's feelings. It would be too much
to say that he had begun to conceive a

real affection for his uncle
;
but he was

not insensible to the change in the lat-

ter's demeanour. He felt that the old

man was trying, after his fashion, to

make some amends for the past, and
rather reproached himself for not having
met such advances more cordiallv. Day
by day the wall built up between them

1 had been crumbling, and this last act

of generosity made the breach quite

practicable. An orthodox hero would,
of course, have taken the "pale and

haughty" line, and have rejected the

golden olive-branch, preferring sublime

independence to late obligation. Alan
was much more practical and prosaic

I in his ideas
;
he accepted without hesi-

I

tation, and did not scruple to express

j

his gratitude warmly, though not de-

j

monstratively. It is needless to say
1

that he did not intend to work the
carte blunche unreasonably hard. So
those two parted, in all amity. Ber-
nard Haldane knew that he would be
alone again on the morrow, and that in

all probability he saw his nephew's face

for the last time
;

but he drank less

and slept better, that night, than he
had done for years.

Wyverne wrote to tell Hubert Vava-
sour of his plans as soon as they were
fixed. He got a very characteristic

answer, full of kind wishes and prophe-
cies of great success to the expedition.
In truth the Squire rather envied any
one who at that juncture could get well

clear of England, home, and beauty.
He spoke cheerfully about Helen, but
his hopes for her seemed about the

brightest of his domestic prospects.

Evidently he thought that the crash

could not be much longer averted, and
that the close of the current year would
find wrack and ruin at Dene. None
the less, from the bottom of his honest

heart, he wished his nephew good-
speed.
A fortnight later, strong, healthy ex-

citement tingled in Alan's veins, as he
stood on a wet sloping deck, his arm
coiled through the weather-rigging, and
looked ahead, through spray driving
thick and blindly, over a turmoil of

black foam-flecked water, betting with

himself as to when the next sea would
come tumbling in board. The Goshawk
was a stout schooner, measuring two
hundred liberal tons

;
there was no

handier or hon ester craft in all the Royal

squadron ;
but she had to do all she

knew that afternoon, fighting her way'
foot by foot and tack by tack against a

boisterous south-wester, with Cape
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Finisterre frowning on her lee. We
have not to follow in the track of the

outward-bound; our business is, no\v,

with the girls they left behind them.

CHAPTER XVIII.

A STAR IN THE WEST.

THE season opened early, and promised

brilliantly. There was an unusually

good entry of " maidens ;" but among
these one held easily, from the first, an

undisputed pre-eminence. They would
have made a favourite even of a protegee
of Lady Mildred Vavasour's

; you may
guess what prestige attached to her

only daughter. In truth, the demoiselle

could have won upon her merits
;
before

that first drawing-room when, it was said,

Royal eyes lighted upon her kindly and

admiringly, the triumph was secured.

Such a success had not been achieved

within the memory of the oldest inhabi-

tant of White's. Hardly any one had

heard of her brief engagement, and those

who did know, only looked upon it as a

childish, cousinly folly, entailing no seri-

ous consequences. Certainly, there was

nothing in Helen's demeanour suggestive
of regret or repining. Most people
would have laughed incredulously, it

they had been told that the superb head,
which carried itself so imperially, had

ever been bowed down hopelessly and

helplessly, or that the lustre of the

glorious eyes had ever been drowned in

miserably unavailing tears. She seemed

generally in good spirits, but they were

not equable ;
her humour was cruelly

capricious, and it was impossible to cal-

culate upon her temper ;
she would be

dangerously captivating one evening,

and, the next morning, absolutely inac-

cessible. They very soon found out

that she would sometimes be moved to

serious anger on absurdly slight pretexts,
or none at all.

To speak the truth, Miss Vavasour
was by no means insensible to the ad-

miration she commanded, and appre-
ciated homage thoroughly. It was very

pleasant to keep the best men in town

en faction near the Statue, looking eager-

ly for her appearance in Rotten-row
;

and to know, at a ball, that her rivals

were waiting with blank tablets, till her

own was filled up to the cotillon. She
was strictly impartial at first, and the

sharpest eyes could not detect the

shadow of a preference ;
she made it a

rule not to indulge the best of her part-
ners with more than his one regular
turn. There was surprise, if not scandal,

throughout Babylon, when Bertie Gren-
vil engrossed her almost entirely on a

certain evening. The Cherub was not

disposed to undervalue his advantages
of any sort : so he never confided to the

world that he had received in the

morning a long letter from Alan Wy-
verne, and had discussed it with Helen,
line by line.

Almost all our old acquaintances are

in town. Max Vavasour has returned

from Northern Italy, where some mys-
terious attraction had detained him since

last November, and signalizes himself

by an exemplary attention -to his do-

mestic duties
;
he sacrifices readily all

the early part of his evenings whenever
"
my lady" requires his attendance, and

breaks his morning sleep, without a

murmur, to chaperon his sister in her

rides. Such virtue deserves to be re-

warded
;
and it is possible that Max sees

the glitter of a rich compensation not

far off in futurity. There is Maud
Brabazon, you see more perilously

provocative than ever
;

her coquetry
seems to have blossomed with the spring

flowers; she is still disporting herself

mischievously with Bertie GrenviFs

facile affections, who has not gained a

foot of ground since we left them at

Dene. The Cherub begins to acknowl-

edge that he is getting very much the

worst of it; but finds, apparently, a cer-

tain satisfaction in the maltreatment,
and submits to cruelty and caprice with

an uncomplaining docility worthy of a

better fate and a better cause. Hard-

ing Knowles, too, has opened the cam-

paign with unusual prodigality and

splendour ;
he rides the neatest of hacks,

is profusely hospitable in luncheons at

his chambers and suburban dinners, and

speaks always with bated breath and
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in the strictest tete-a-tete familiarly of.
"
Clydesdale." He is to be seen at all

'

Lady Mildred's parties, who treats him
with marked consideration ;

but he

keeps clear of her daughter, for the

recollection of that discomfiture at Dene
still rankles bitterly.

Before long, diffidence and despond-

ency showed themselves in the circle of

Miss Vavasour's assiduous admirers ;

the Detrimentals drew back in fear and

trembling, and even the best of the Eli-

gibles stood aloof, for a season, watching
how things would go. The Great Earl

had come to the front, evidently in seri-

ous earnest.

Such reserve is, surely, most just and

natural. Shall we be ruder than the

lower animals, who by their example
teach us a proper respect of persons ?

See a company ot" beautiful bright-

eyed antelopes are drinking at their

favourite pool, deep in the green heart

of the jungle; the leopards have tracked

them, and steal nearer and nearer, till a

few seconds more will bring the prey
within clutch of their spring; suddenly
the ravenous beasts cease to trail them-

selves forward, crouching lower and

lower till their muzzles seem buried in

the ground ;
there they lie, rigid and

motionless, showing no sign of life,

even by a quiver of the listening ear
;

the sounds close by are significant

enough to them, though the poor little

antelopes hear nothing a soft, heavy
footfall a deep breath drawn long and

savagely a smothered rustle, as though
some huge body were forcing stealthy

passage through the tangled jungle-

grass : the leopards know, right well,

that the King of the Forest is at hand,
and famished as they are, will not betray
their presence even by a growl, till their

Seigneur shall have chosen his victim

and satiated his appetite. Could the

most patient and discreet of courtiers

or parasites act more decorously ?

The simile is not altogether inappo-
site, I fancy, nor very new either

;
nev-

ertheless, O fairest reader ! I do pray

you to pardon the truculence of that

carnivorous comparison.

Clydesdale did not seek to dissemble

his admiration
; indeed, he seemed de-

sirous to afficlier it as much as possible,
for he knew that it was the surest way
of keeping the ground clear, and that

was precisely what he wanted. If it had
been possible he would have liked, when
he wascallingin Guelph-crescent, to have

left some visible token of his presence
outside, to warn oft' the vulgar and pro-
fane, even as the Scythian chiefs used

to plant their spear at the door of the

tent wherein dwelt the favourite of the

hour. From the moment that he heard,
with a fierce throb of exultation, of the

breaking off of Helen's engagement, the

Earl had made up his resolve, and
never doubted as to the event. Alan's

departure made him still more confi-

dent
;
he felt that the last barrier had

been taken away : he had nothing to do
now but to sit still and win. He was

doggedly obstinate in his attentions,

yet by no means demonstrative
;
he

seldom tried to secure more than two
of Miss Vavasour's waltzes in an evening,
but these were the only ones in which
he deigned to exhibit himself; when
she was dancing with any one else, he

would stand watching her swift grace-
ful movements, with a critical com-

placency on his broad sensual face, that

was enough to aggravate even an indif-

ferent spectator the conscious pride
of proprietorship was so very evident.

With just that same expression, the

chief of a great stable watches the Oaks
favourite as she sweeps past him, lead-

ing the string of two-year-olds so

easily with her long sweeping stride.

Lord Clydesdale was always sparing of

his conversational treasures, if he pos-
sessed any ;

nor did he lavish them even

on the woman whom he delighted to

honour. His eyes ought to have been

more expressive, for they had a good
deal of duty to do

;
his pertinacious

o;axe scarcely left Helen's face when he

was in her presence, and he seemed to

consider this homage quite sufficiently

expressive, without translating it ver-

bally. Riding by her rein in Rotten-

row, lounging in Lady Mildred's draw-

ing-room for hours of an afternoon the

moody suitor was always the same silent,

sulky, self-satisfied statue of Plutus. If

the real truth had been known, I be-
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lieve he would have preferred doing all

the wooing by proxy.
No amount of coldness on Miss Va-

vasour's part would have checked the

Earl in his obstinate determination to win

her; but it must be confessed that he

did not meet with much discouragement.
If a purely conventional marriage

had been proposed to Helen, some
months ago, she would probably have

rejected it with much indignation and

scorn; but things were altered now.

Women, as well as men, turn readily
to ambition never so readily as

when love has just been thwarted

and the demoiselle, though proud as

Lucifer, was not too proud to be ambi-

tious. The little she had seen of her

admirer had not impressed her very fa-

vourably ;
but no active dislike was work-

ing the other way. She knew how

eagerly matrons and maidens had striven

and schemed to attain the Clydesdale
coronet it was, in truth, better worth

wearing than some Grand Ducal crowns
there was a certain triumph in the

consciousness that she had only to

stretch out her little hand to place it

on her brows.
" There's nothing like competition,"

they say ;
the maxim holds good in

other things beside commerce and Civil

Service examinations. I believe that

there is hardly any folly, short of sin

let us be generous, and make that pos-
sible exception to which a woman may
not be tempted, if she is once thoroughly
imbued with the spirit of rivalry. There,

is no end to the absurdities that they
will commit, when this emulous devil

possesses them. I have seen a most
excellent young person, ordinarily a

model of demure propriety, attempt to

vault over high timber, and come thereat

to grief absolutely unutterable, sooner

than be beaten by a companion better

versed in gvmnastics, who had just per-
formed the feat safely and gracefully,
amidst general applause. I have known
a fair dame maturer, it is true, in at-

tractions than in years utterly ignore
her habitual prudence, and compromise
herself gravely by waltzing thrice al-

most consecutively with the same part-

ner, simply because she ulone could in-

duce that languid hussar to break an

antiterpsichorean pledge which he had
entered into for no earthly reason but
laziness

; yet, on her purity of principle
and honesty of intention, I would peril
the residue of my life or, what is more
to the purpose of my patrimony.
The Apple may be crude or withered,

and scarcely worth the plucking; but
if the fatal legend be once visible on its

rind, you will see divine eyes glitter
with something more than eagerness ;

and even chaste, cold Pallas may not

repress a jealous pang, when the prize
is laid in Aphrodite's rosy palm.

If it had been a question of keeping
faith with Alan Wyverne, Miss Vavasour
would not have wasted one thought or

one regret on the present triumph or

the splendid future
;
but knowing that

they were separated for ever and ever,
she was inclined to try if

" the pomps
and vanities of this wicked world" could

not make some amends for what she had
lost. She would not suppose it possi-
ble that a new affection could ever re-

place the passionate love that had been
crushed and thwarted, but which would
not die. There was her great mistake.

It is in our early years that we ought
to be patient ;

but we never recognize
this till we are old : we hope while we
are young, but we will not wait. So
Helen accepted Clydesdale's saturnine

devotion, on the whole 'rather gracious-

ly ;
her haughty, wayward temper,

which would break out at times, rather

attracted than repelled him.

It soon began to be noised abroad

that the Great Fish was firmly hooked,
if not landed. Certain astute chaperons

acknowledged, with a sigh, that it was

time to desist from a futile pursuit, and
to seek humbler and more available vic-

tims. Dudley Delamere, the Earl's heir

presumptive, who had nourished wild

hopes of succession, on the strength of

his cousin's notorious habits of self-in-

dulgence, came down to the Foreign
Office, two mornings running, with whis-

kers uncurled, thereby intimating pros-
tration and despair as plainly as if he

had rent his perfect garments, or scat-

tered ashes on his comely head.
" I won't fight any longer," he said,
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plaintively ;

" the lack's too dead against

me. Throw up the sponge ;
the Begum

has won it fairly."

Those profligates were wont thus ir-

reverently to designate a certain elderly

Indian widow very stout, good hu-

moured, and dark complenoned, with

rather more thousands in the funds than

she had years on her head who, for

the last two seasons, had manifested an

unrequited attachment to the ungrateful
but not unconscious Delamere. It must

have been the attraction of contraries

that made her bow down so heb

before that slim, golden-haired Ir,

ble. He rather avoided her than other-

wise ; made a merit of coming to her

artistic dinners, and treated her, when

they met, with cruelly cold courtesy :

but the impassioned Eurasian still kept

hoping and worshipping on; pursumtr
the reluctant Adonis with pertinacious

blandishments, with broad benevolent

smiles that terrified him inexpressibly,
and with glances out of her great black

that sent a shiver through his sensi-

tive organization. Patient fidelity was

rewarded at last. When Dudley had

once made up his mind to the dire ne-

cessity, he accepted the position in a

manly and Christian-like spirit, and sac-

rificed himself for the benefit of his

country and his creditors, with a calm,

chivalrous bravery worthy of Regains or

Smith O'Brien. They say it is a very
comfortable menaqe, on the whole

;
cer-

tainly, the Begum's smiles are more op-

pressively radiant than ever, and I should

think she has gained about two stone in

weight, since the day that crowned her

constancy as it deserved.

Nevertheless, though Lord Cyldes-
dale's attentions were so marked, and

his intentions so evident, the season

ended without his coming to the point
of a formal proposal. It would be rath-

er hard to define his reasons for the

delay. Possibly, holding the game in

his hand, he chose to dally over his tri-

umph, and play it out to the last card.

My, too, when a man's bachelor-

life comprises every element of comfort

and luxury, he lingers with a fond re-

luctance over its close. Besides this,

the Earl appreciated the advantages of

his position thoroughly ;
it pleased him

to be the centre-point at which the

machinations of mothers and the fascina-

tions of marriageable virgins were lev-

elled : he had observed of late not
without regret a manifest slackening
in these assiduities, and, vain as he was,
he felt that it would be rather unsafe to

rely on his personal attractions for se-

curing such pleasant homage, after his

future was once decided irrevocably.

Absolutely unalloyed selfishness will

make even the dullest of intellects cal-

culating and crafty. But Clydesdale
did not vacillate in his set purpose for

an instant. His last words, both to

Lady Mildred and her daughter, before

he left town for Scotland, were per:

significant and satisfactory.
"
My lady'' had shown herself through-

out worthy of her fame as a consum-
mate tactician. The cunning mediciner
was always at hand to give aid if aid

was required, but she was far too wise

to interfere with Nature when it was

working favourably. She guessed aright
as to the state of her daughter's feel-

: she could understand how bitter

memories were perpetually conflicting
with ambitious hopes in the poor child's

troubled breast; but she knew that a

certain order and harmony must inevita-

bly succeed, ere long, the chaos and dis-

cord; so she waited for the event in

quiet confidence,without irritating Helen

by consolation, or advice, or surmises.

With Clydesdale, Lady Mildred was

equally cautious and reserved
;
she was

always charmed to receive him, of

course, and ready to accept his attend-

: but her bitterest enemy could not

have accused her of betraying any un-

due eagerness to attract or monopolize
it. The accomplished dissembler could

afford to despise affectation ; when the

Earl's marked attentions showed that he
was thoroughly in earnest, she did not

pretend unconsciousness, but accepted
them with a composed courtesy, as if

such homage was only her daughter's
due. She bore herst-lf somewhat like a

monarch of olden days, receiving the

fealty of a mighty vassal evidently

gratified by the tribute, yet by no means

overpowered by the honour. She did
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not attempt to conceal her approval,
but she would not derogate from Im-

position one step; she was ready to

conciliate, not to concede. The suitor

soon understood that his position did

not entitle him to follow his own fashion

of wooing, or to dictate his own terms;
he could not claim a single privilege
that had not been granted from time

immemorial to such as were worthy to

aspire to a Vavasour of Dene. Do not

suppose that "my lady's" demeanour
ever expressed this too plainly; digni-

fied stiffness or majestic condescension

were utterly out of her line
;
her man-

ner never lost the gentle caressing lan-

guor which made it so charming. The
tacit way in which the understanding
was established showed the perfection
of the art. The engine would not have

been complete, if soft quilted velvet had

not masked the steel springs so thor-

oughly.

Lady Mildred was not in the least

vexed or disappointed when Clydesdale
left town without bringing matters ac-

tually to a crisis. She knew right well

it was the simplest question of time.

When the Karl spoke, rather eagerly,
about meeting

'

the Vavasours again

very soon, she. only replied "that she

hoped they might do so
;
but that her

own summer arrangements were scarce-

ly fixed yet. They would be at Dene

in the autumn, certainly, and would be

very happy to see him, if lie could spare
them a week in the shooting season."

Her coolness quite disconcerted

Clydesdale; he bit his
lip,

and looked

for a moment as if lie were going to be

angry; but lie checked himself in time,

only giving
" mv lady" a look before he

went, that, if she had been at all dis-

quieted, would have set her mind effec-

tually at rest.

It is rather an humiliating confession

to make ab< ut one's Prima Donna

but, 1 am afraid, Helen was really more

disconcerted than her mother at the

abeyance in which affairs just then re-

mained. It is not certain if she had

made up h< i r mind to accept Lord

C'lydesdale at once.; but it /.v certain

that sin 1 would have liked to have had

the option of refusing him. In truth

there were other disagreeable incidents,
besides a passing mortification of vanity.
Miss Vavasour's marvellous beauty had
not in anywise palled upon public admi-

ration; men gathered round her, wherever
she appeared, just as eagerly as at tho

beginning of the season, and the candi-

dates for inscription on her card were

numerous and emulous as ever; but
there was a marked reserve and re-

ticence in their homage. When a

damsel is once resigned, by general con-

sent, to a high and puissant seignior,
even though no contract shall have been

signed, a certain wall of observance is

built up around her, that few care

seriously to transgress, except those

incorrigible reprobates who make a

mock at all social and conventional

obligations, and never see a fence with-

out wanting to "lark" over it. Perhaps
it 2s rather aggravating, to be obliged to

conform to all the constraints of alli-

ancement, without having so far reaped
its solid advantages.

I am perfectly aware that poor Hel-

en's market-value as a heroine will have

gone down about fifty per cent, in this

chapter. .But what would you have?
The ancient answer to the question
" What does Woman most care for?"

holds good still. We can solve the

riddle, now, without the Fairy's help,

affirming boldly that is Power.

CHAPTER XIX.

HOW WOLVES AND FOXES DIE.

ONE of our characters need trouble

us no more. The summer passed, and

autumn came on quickly ;
but Bernard

Ilaldane never saw the leaves change.
Life had been flickering within him,

fitfully, for some time past ;
it went out

suddenly at last : the mortal sickness

did not endure through forty-eight
hours. He betrayed no fear or impa-
tience when he heard that his end was

approaching rapidly; only muttering
under his breath "There is time

enough for all I have to do." He paid
no sort or attention to the remon-

strances of the physician, but caused
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himself to be carried at oncer into his

library where he remained locked in

for nearly two hours, with a servant

whom he could trust thoroughly. 1'aper
after paper was examined and burned
a packet of yellow faded letters, first

of all
;

and Mr. llaldane retained

throughout a perfect intelligence and

self-possession. He leant back in his

chair when all was done, and closed his

eyes with a sigh of satisfaction, but

roused himself from the. stupor that was

creeping over him, to write, with groat

difficulty, a few lines to Alan Wyverne;
the signature was scarcely legible, and

as he was trying to direct the envelope,
his head fell forward heavily on the

table. AVhen they got him hack to his

room, lie, was almost too weak to speak,

though he rallied somewhat after taking
st.ro no- restoratives,

The rector of the parish a meek,

single-minded, conscientious man

thought it his duty to offer what comfort

and succour he could, though he feared

the case was nearly desperate. What

doubts, and misgivings, and repining
entered into the system of Bernard Hal-

dane's dark cynical philosophy, <od

only can tell; he never tried to make
a proselyte. As regards any commu-
nion with the Church, or outward ob-

servance of her ceremonies, he might
have been the veriest of infidels; but

he had never shown himself her overt

antagonist, lie listened now to all that

the, priest had to say, quite patiently
and courteously, but with an indiffer-

ence painfully evident, \Yhen asked

"if he repented ?" he answered, "Yes,
of many things." Then came the ques-

tion,
" Are you in peace and charity

with all the world ?" No word of reply

passed the firm white lips, but they
curled with a terribly bitter smile; and
the skeleton hand that lay on the cov-

erlel was elen, -lied, as though the long
filbert-nails would pierce its

p.
aim.

The good rector felt utterly disheart-

ened ; he had not nerve enough to cope
with that intractable penitent; it would
have been a sinful mockery to sp<-ak of

Sacrament, then ; so lie did the best he

could praying long and fervently, even

against hope, for the troubled soul t'nt

was so near its rest. The sick man lay

quite still, watching the movements of

the priest, at first with mere curiosity,
soon with a growing interest; at last it

seemed as if his eyes would fain have
thanked the kindly intercessor

;
but

they waxed dimmer every moment, till

the heavy lids closed slowly and wearily,
not to bo lifted again.
The physician standing by bent down

his ear to the lips that still kept moving.
lie caught one word "Mildred'' and
some other syllables absolutely unin-

telligible. The frown on thi) brow and
the contraction of the features, just then,

surely did not come from pain. So

murmuring a farewell, that savoured, I

fear, rather of ban than blessing died
Bernard llaldane more tranquilly and

serenely than saints and martyrs' have

died, who bore uncomplainingly all the
burden ami h<>at, and shrank from no
self-sacrifice that could benefit their

kind,

The bitter face changed and sof;

strangely, they say, before the corp.se
was cold, till it settled into intense

sadness, and ten years seemed taken
from the dead man's ago. That grave,

pensi\e expression perhaps was a nat-

ural one, before the keen morbid sensi-

bility was so cruelly warped and with-

ered. It may be that he did repent
heartily at last, though he could not

forgive; thinking of the poverty all

round him that he had never stretched

a hand to help, of the honest affection

that he may have haired out when he
shut himself up in his arid misanthropy.
If he did once thoroughly reali/e this,

and his utter impotence, to make any
amends, be sure the latest pang of his

life was the sharpest of all. That is the

worst of all philosophy -Epicurean or

Stoic, seductive or repellant; it will

often fail just at the critical time of

trial. The tough, self-reliant character,
that meets

%
misfortune savagely and

defiantly like a personal foe, holds its

own well for a while; but, if there be

not Faith enough to teach humble,

hopeful endurance, I think it fare-

in the end with the, hearts that ar

only broken.

Mr. Haldane's will was very brie
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though perfectly explicit and formal.

Every one who had ever suffered from

his temper or caprices found themselves

over-paid beyond their wildest expecta-
tions. These legacies accepted, he left

all that he possessed, without fetter or

condition, to his nephew.
There was great exultation among

the many who knew and loved Alan

Wyverne well, when they heard of his

goodly heritage. Bertie Grenvil, on

guard at the Palace on the Sunday
when the news came to town, called

his intimates around him to rejoice
over the "

pieces of silver" that his

friend had found, and presided at a

repast such as Brillat-Savarin might
have ordered if he had served in the

Household Brigade. Algy Beauclei-c

lost heavily at the club that night, for

he was tied, after the Mezentian fash-

ion, to a partner who never played the

right card even by accident
;
but he

laughed a great honest laugh, and told

the incorrigible sinner, when the pen-
ance was over, that " he would make a

very fair player in time, if he would

only sit still and take pains." The

Squire appeared at dinner radiant and

triumphant, as if there were no such

thing as mortgages or Jews on this side

of eternity. Lady Mildred looked de-

lighted and vaguely sympathetic, as if

she would like to congratulate some one

on the spot, but did not quite see her

way. Helen Vavasour's cheek flushed

for an instant and then grew very pale ;

her lip trembled painfully, as she whis-

pered to herself,
" Too late ah me !

too late !"

The Goshawk was lying off Beyrout
when "the good news from home" came
out. Wyverne received them with a

placidity approaching to indifference,

which exasperated his companions in-

tensely ;
but he left the party immedi-

ately, and returned alone by the next

steamer. When he landed in England,
he went straight to Castle Dacre. The
first paper that he opened was Bernard

Haldane's letter. It ran thus :

" My dear Alan, I wish I could

have seen you once more, though I have

little to say besides farewell Think as

kindly of me as you can
;
but don't try

to persuade yourself, or others, that you
are sorry I am gone. I leave no chief

mourner. If a clog howls here to-night,
it will be because the moon is full. It

is but common justice that we should

reap as we have sown
; nevertheless,

these last hours are rather dreary. I

have left everything undone that I

ought to have done for thirty years
and more, bu-t I have tried to make
amends at least to you. You are

young enough to enjoy this second
inheritance thoroughly, and wiser thari

when you lost your own. I will not

attach to my bequest even the shadow
of an implied condition; yet I pray you
to keep the old house and its contents

together as long as you can. You said

yourself it would be a pity to part them.

I would leave you my blessing if I

dared
;

but it would be a sorry jest,

and might turn out badly. I do wish

you all the good luck that can be found

in this mismanaged world. I wish it

even if you persuade her mother to

allow Helen Vavasour to shape your
altered fortunes. I am too tired to

write more. It has been a long, rough
journey, and I ought to sleep soundly.
Good night.

Yours, in all kindness,
BERNARD HALDANE."

It would be absurd to say that Wy-
verne felt deep sorrow for his uncle's

death; but an intense pity welled up in

his honest heart as he read that strange
letter, and fancied the lonely old man

tasking the last of his strength to trace

the weak wavering lines; in trutfi, the

characters seemed still more hazy and

indistinct, when he laid the paper down.

By my faith it is somewhat early
in the day to become funereal. Let us

pass over two or three months and

change the venue entirely.
It is a soft grey December morning,

with a good steady breeze, cool bat not

chilly. The Grace-Dieu hounds are

about to draw Rylstone Gorse for the

first time this season. It is a favourite

fixture, and no wonder sufficiently

central to let the best men in of two

neighbouring packs, yet sufficiently re-
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mote from town and rail to keep the

profane and uninitiate away. There

is a brook, too, in the bottom, over

which the fox is sure to go ;
not very

wide, but deep enough to hold a regi-

ment, which always weeds the field

charmingly. The meet is in a big pas-
ture hard by : while the ten minutes'

law allotted by immemorial courtesy to

distant comers is expiring, it may be

worth while to mark a few of the " no-

tables."

There, leaning over the low carriage-

door, and doing the honours of the

meet to Lady Mildred, stands the Duke
of Camelot. There is nothing obmoryue
or reserve in the character or demeanour
of that mighty noble, but his manner is,

in spite of himself, somewhat superb
and stately. Wherever he appears,
there is diffused around an ambrosial

atmosphere savouring of the ancien

regime. Nature never meant him for

a vvarrrior or statesman. His mission

through life has been to poser before

the world, unconsciously, as a perfect

type of his order
; you see it in every

movement of the long taper limbs, in

the carriage of the patrician head, in

the peculiar sweep and curl of the am-

ple grey whisker, in every line of the

clear-cut prominent features, in the

smile which intended to be genial and

benevolent is simply condescending
and benign. What his mental capaci-
ties may be, it is impossible to say ;

he has never tried them. But in his

own country he hath great honour;
the peasantry believe him to be omnis-

cient and omnipotent, if not omnipres-
ent. Were the fancy to seize him to

rebel against the powers that be, I

fancy the stalwart yeomen would mus-

ter strong round the ancient banner,
in defiance of the claims of Stuart or

Guelph. Nevertheless, the Duke is,

on the whole, a very good-natured and
convivial potentate; when no state-

party is in question, he loves to gather
round him pleasant people who suit

each other and suit him, without re-

gard to their pride of place or order of

precedence. He brings, in one way or

another, more than twenty guests to

the meet to-day, including, besides the

family from Dene, the Brabazons and
Lord Clydesdale.
The Master had just fallen to the

rear, after a brief conference with the

huntsman. He sits there, you see,

with a listless indifference on his dark
handsome face, as if henceforth he had
no earthly interest in the proceedings ;

but in reality he is watching everything
and everybody with keen, inevitable

eyes. Lord Roncesvaux is a cold, stern

man, born with tact and talent enough
to have made him great in his genera-
tion, if he had not devoted both exclu-

sively, together with half his fortune, to

the one favourite pursuit. He speaks
seldom in society never in the senate

;

but if a thrusting rired gets a step too

forward at the gorse, or presses on his

hounds to-day, you will hear that well

shaped mouth open very much to the

purpose.
A little to the left, with a clear space

round him, is Clydesdale, looking hot

and savage, even this early hour. The
horse would be quiet enough if the

rider would only let his month alone
;

but the P^arl has a knack of bullying
his dependents, equine as well as hu-

man; so "
Santiago's" temper is getting

fast exasperated, and his broad brown
chest is already flecked with foam.

Do you mark that lithe erect figure,
on the wicked-looking bay mare, mov-

ing from one group to another in the

foreground ? Everybody seems glad to

see him, and he has a jest or a smile

ready for each successive greeting. That
is Major Cosmo Considine, who began
life as a Guardsman, and has served

since in a more Irregular corps than he

now chooses to remember. The habit-

ual expression of the face is gay and

pleasant enough, but sometimes the fea-

tures look strangely haggard and worn,
as if the past was trying to tell its tale

;

and the thin lips,
under cover of the

hnwe blonde moustache, will set, as

though in anger or pain. Redoubtable

in battle dangerous, they say, in a bou-

doir he is especially hard to beat when
hounds are running straight and fast

;

no matter how big the fencing may be,

if it is a real good thing, Satanella's

lean eager head will be seen creeping to
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the front
;
and once there, like her mas-

ter on certain other occasions,
" she is

not to be denied."

Major Considine married a wife,

wealthy and fair, some three years ago,
and has ever since been purposing,

gravely but vaguely, to become steady
and respectable. The pious intentions

have not been carried out with uniform
success. The weak mind of his unhap-
py spouse is supposed to oscillate al-

most daily between furious jealousy and

helpless adoration
;
but the silver tongue

of the incorrigible Bohemian is still se-

ductive as when, in spite of relatives'

advice and warning, it won him his

bride
;
about twenty minutes' persua-

sion always reduces her to the dreamy,
devotional phase, in which she remains
till the next offence awakes her. To do
Cosmo justice, his aberrations are much
more harmless than the world gives
him credit for

;
nor does he often seek

now to illustrate his theories practically.
There is Nick Gunstone, the great

stock-breeder and steeple-chaser, expa-

tiating to a knot of true believers on the

merits of a long, low, raking five-year-

old, with whom he expects to pull off a

good thing before next April. The

young one looks wild and scared and

fretful, and evidently knows little of his

business yet; but his rider has nerve

enough for both, and a hand as light as

a woman's, though his muscles are like

steel. When the hounds are well away
you will see the pair sailing along in

front, quite at their ease : a "
crumpler"

or so is a moral certainty; but Nick
Gunstone is all wire and whalebone, and
seems to rebound harmlessly from the

earth, if he hits it ever so hard
;
he be-

lieves religiously that "
nothing steadies

a young one like a heavy fall," on which

principle he generally sends them at the

strongest part of the fence, and the stiff-

est bit of timber. He is in rather a bad
humour to-day, for objections have just
been made and sustained to his receiv-

ing the aristocratic
" allowance" in fu-

ture
;
and Mr. Gunstone's sensitive soul

chafes indignantly at the injustice of

course on account of the diminution of

his dignity, not in the least because of

the addition to his weight!

The Amazonian division muster in

great force, displaying every variety of

head-gear, coquettish and business-like.

There is one of the number far in the

background, with a solitary attendant

that even a stranger would single out

instantly, but with an instinctive feeling
that his glance ought not to rest there

long. To be sure, her horse is well

worth looking at
;

for if shape and
" manners" go for anything, Don Juan
must be a very cheap three hundred

guineas' worth. But the rider's appear-
ance is still more remarkable. It would
be rather difficult to define exactly why.
There jfe nothing particularly eccentric

or "
fast" in her demeanour, or so far

as one can judge while she is in repose;
her equipment and appointments, though
faultless in every respect, are perfectly

quiet and unobtrusive
; only a very stern

critic would remark that the miraculous

habit fits her superb bust a shade too

well. You see a frank fearless face, at

times perhaps a trifle too mutinously
defiant; a broad, brent, white forehead;

clear, bold blue eyes, Hashing often in

merriment, seldom in anger; and thick

coils of soft gold-brown hair, braided

tightly under the compact riding-hat.
It is not exactly a pretty picture, though
its piquancy might be attractive to such

as admire that peculiar style.

The solitary horseman who never

loaves her side is Mr. Lacy, the profes-
sional artist, who has reduced riding
over fences to a science. In considera-

tion of large monies, perfect mounts,
and unlimited claret and cigars, he con-

sents to act as mentor and pioneer to

the reckless Heine des Ribaudes : the

office is no sinecure, and the wages are

conscientiously earned. There is a look

of grave anxiety on his pale intellectual

face to-day, such as may well become a

brave man who estimates ari^it the im-

portance and perils of a task set before

him, and prepares to encounter them
without reluctance or fear. Of a truth,

in a country like this, where, as a

stranger, she rides " for her own hand,"
and means going, it is no child's-play to

chaperon Pelagia.
One other personage remains to be

noticed I venture to hope you are not
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tired of him yet Alan Wyverne
;
look-

ing- thinner and browner than when we
saw him last, but in very fair plight not-

withstanding, who had just come down
into the Shires, with a larger stud than

he ever owned in the old days. He had

no idea of the Vavasours being in the

neighbourhood, or perhaps even Ryl-
stone Gorse would not have tempted
him to ride the score of miles that lay
between the fixture and his hunting

quarters. He has got over the meeting
with his uncle most successfully; how
cordial it was, on both $ides, you may
easily imagine. But he has so many
friends to greet, and congratulations to

answer, that he has not found time, yet,

to approach the carriage in which Lady
Mildred is reclining. Alan has nothing
in his stable, so far, that he likes so

well as his ancient favourite
;
he rides

him first-horse to-day. In truth, Red
Lancer is a very model of a fast weio-ht-

carrier
; you cannot say whether blood

or bone predominates in the superb

shape and clean powerful limbs, and all

his admirers allow " that he is looking
fitter than ever." He is apt to indulge
in certain violent eccentricities in the

first five minutes after he is mounted,
but he has settled down now, and bears

himself with a quiet, stately dignity ;

nevertheless, there is a resolute look

about his head, implying obstinacy to

be ruled only by a stronger will.

The ten-minutes' la\v has more than

expired, and, at an imperceptible signal
from the Master, the pack moves on

slowly towards the gorse. We will not

wait to witness the certain find, but get
forward a mile or two, to a point that

the fox is almost sure to pass; being
invisible we can do no harm, even if we
do cross his line.

Did you ever see a more truculent

fence than that on your right, which
stretches along continuously for twelve

hundred yards or more, on theRylstone
side of the road on which we are stand-

ing? The double rails, both sloping
outwards, are much higher and wider

apart than usual, and the charge of a

squadron would hardly break the new

tough oak timber
;
to go in and out is

impossible, for there is a deep ditch in

the middle fringed by meagre, stunted

quick-set ;
and on the landing side there

is actually another trench, vast enough
to swallow up horse and rider, if by any
chance they got so far. The only out-

let is through double gates, with a

bridge of treacherous planks between
them. There was malice prepense in

the mind that contrived that fearful bar-

rier. The owner of the farm is a morose,
hard-fisted Scotch prcsbyterian, who re-

gards all sport as a snare and device of

the Evil One, and acts according to his

narrow light, viciously. When he came
into the country a year ago, he was
afraid to warn the hounds oft* his land,
but went to a considerable expense to

stop them, as he thought, quite as effect-

ually. The pleasant innovation of wir-

ing the fences was unknown in those

days (soon, I suppose, they will strew

calthrops along the headlands, and con-

ceal spring-guns cunningly, to explode
if you hit the binders); but David Mac-
ausland did his worst after the fashion

of the period ;
and so sat down behind

his entrenchments with the grim satis-

faction of a consummate engineer, wait-

ing for the enemy to come on.

You know the occupants of that low

phaeton that sweeps round the corner

so smoothly and rapidly, pulling up
within a hundred yards of us ? Miss
Vavasour's ponies are too fiery to be
trusted in a crowd, so she has listened

to Maud Brabazon's suggestion that

they should take their chance of seeing

something of the run, instead of going
to the meet yielding the more readily
because her own fancy, to-day, inclines

to comparative solitude. There they
are, left entirely to their own devices,
with only a staid elderly groom to keep
them out of mischief.

The Mr adventuresses have not to

wait
;

before they have been posted
five minutes, a symphony and crash of

hound-music comes cheerily down the

wind, and a dark speck, developing it-

self into shape and colour as it ap-

proaches, steals swiftly down the fifty-

acre pasture. Fortunately they are not

forward enough to do any harm
;
even

the restless ponies stand still, as if by
instinct, while a big dog-fox crosses the
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road, quite unconscious of the bright

eyes that are following him; he whisks

the white tag of his brush knowingly,

just as he clears the fence, evidently

thinking it will prove a "
stopper," at

least to his human foes. Two minutes

more, and the pack sweeps compactly
over the crest of the rising ground ;

a

little in the rear, on either flank, come
the real front-rankers the ambitious

spirits who, wherever they go, will as-

sert their pride of place; the very flower

of science and courage; the best and

boldest of England's Hippodamastce.
Do you think the whole world could

show you such another sight as this ?

There is Cosmo Considine, sending
Satanella along as if he had another

spare neck at home, in case of acci-

dents, and a if she had ten companions
in the stable (instead of a brace) to re-

place her if she comes to grief. There

is Lord Roncesvaux, riding as jealous
as any of them, though he would scorn

to confess such a weakness
;
there is a

fierce light now in his broad black eyes,

though the listlessness has scarcely left

his face. There is Nick Gunstone, hold-

ing his own gallantly, discreet enough
to give

" the swells" a widish berth.

And there, in the van of the battle, flut-

ters the bright-blue habit, and gleams
the soft golden hair.

" How very fortunate !" Helen Vava-

sour cried.
" We are just in the right

place ; they must cross the road, and we
shall see all the fencing."

Mrs. Brabazon was more experienced
than her companion, and, indeed, had

been no mean performer over a country
in her day. She shook her pretty head

negatively, as she answered
" I am afraid not, dear, unless there

is an unusual amount of chivalry out

to-day. I have been looking at that

place, and I believe it is simply im-

practicable. They must get round it

somehow, and the hounds will leave

them here."

The old groom, standing at the ponies'

heads, touched his hat, in assent and

approval.
" You're quite right, my lady," he

said. " There's no man in these parts
as would try that fence

;
no more there

didn't ought to. It's hard on a thirty-
foot fly, let alone the drop ;

and it's a

broken neck or back if you falls short,
or hits a rail."

The impasse is evidently well known,
and the leaders of the field appear to be

very much of the speaker's opinion ;
for

instead of following the hounds down
the middle of the pasture, they began
to diverge on either side, the huntsman

setting the example. Will Darrell takes

fences as they come, very cheerfully, in

an ordinary way; but a great general
has no business to risk his life like a

reckless subaltern
;
and the idea of be-

ing laid up with a broken limb so early
in the season is simply intolerable.

With Lord Roncesvaux's servants duty
stands first of all

; they know that no
credit won by mere hard riding would
excuse a fault of rashness, or soften the

implacable Master's anger. Cosmo Con-
sidine acknowledges the necessity of a

compromise, growling out an impreca-
tion in some strange outlandish tongue ;

and Pelagia's pilot, after a hurried word

exchanged with the Major, for whom he
has a great respect and esteem, follows

him to the right, utterly disregarding
the remonstrances of his impetuous
charge. Even Xick Gunstone thinks

that this will be rather too strong ar

illustration of his favourite theory, ana
reserves the young one's steadying les-

son for a more convenient season.

A few sceptics determine to judge for

themselves, and ride right down to the

fence; but one glance satisfies them,
and they gallop along it in both direc-

tions, rather losing ground by their ob-

stinacy than otherwise. Amongst these

is Lord Clydesdale. Perhaps the Earl

is aware of the proximity of the pony-

carriage ;
at any rate, he thinks it neces-

sary to make a demonstration; so he
takes a short circuit, and pretends to

charge the fence, with much bluster

and flurry. Santiago behaves with a

charity and courtesy very amiable, con-

sidering the provocation he has under-

gone, and tries to save his master's

honour by taking on himself the odium
of a decisive refusal. But the sham is

Baring to deceive tl^c veriest nov-

ice
;
Maud Brabazon's smile is mar-
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vellously meaning, and Miss Vavasour's

curling lip does not dissemble its scorn.

Hail" a minute later, Maud happened
to be looking in an opposite direction

;

an exclamation from the groom, and a

low cry, almost like a inoan, from her

companion, made her turn quickly.

Helen had dropped the reins; her hands

were clasped tightly, as they lay on the

bearskin-rug, and her great eyes gleamed
brio-lit and wild with eagerness and ter-

ror
; they were riveted on a solitary

horseman, who came down at the fence

straight and fast.

Alan Wyverne had been baulked at

the brook by some one's crossing him,

and the pace was so tremendous that

even Red Lancer's turn of speed had

not yet quite enabled him to make up
lost ground. It so happened, that he

had ridden along that double on his

way to the meet, and though he fully

appreciated the peril, he had then de-

cided that it wras just within his favour-

He's powers, and consequently ought to

be tried.

Truly, at that moment, the pair would
have made a superb picture. Alan was

sitting quite still, rather far back in the

saddle
;
his hands level and low on the

withers, with hold enough on Red Lan-

cer's mouth to stop a swerve, but giving
the head free and fair play; his lips

slightly compressed; but not a sign of

trepidation or doubt on his quiet face.

The brave old horse was, in his way,

quite as admirable
;

like his master, he

had determined to get as far over the

fence as pluck and sinew would send

them; so on he came, with his small ears

pointing forward dago;er-w
r

ise, momently
increasing his speed, but measuring every
stride, and judging his distance, so as to

take off at the proper spot to a line.

They were within thirty yards of the

rails now, and still Helen Vavasour

gazed on steadfast and statue-like

without a quiver of lip or a droop of

eyelash. Maud Brabazon's nerves were

better than most women's, but 'they
failed her then. She felt a wild desire

to spring up and wave Alan back
;
but

a cold faint shudder came over her,
and she could only close her eyes in

helpless terror.

9

There came a rush of hoofs sounding
on elastic turf a fierce snort as Red
Lancer rose to the spring and then a

dull smothered crash, as of a huge body's

falling.

Maud felt her companion sink back

by her side, trembling violently : then

she heard a hoarse exclamation from
the groom of wonderment and applause ;

then Wyverne's clear voice speaking to

his horse encouragingly, and then she

opened her eyes just in time to see the

further road-fence taken in the neatest

possible style.

There had been no fall after all. Red
Lancer's hind hoofs broke away the

outer bank of the , ditch, and he
" knuckled" fearfully on landing ;

but a

strong practised hand recovered him

just in time to save his credit and his

knees.

Negotiations were entered into soon

afterwards with Mr. Macausland, and

powerful arguments brought to bear

upon his cupidity; the austere Presby-
terian compromised with the unright-
eous Mammon, so far as to suppress the

obnoxious middle ditch and render the

fence barely practicable. But they

point out the spot still, as a proof of the

space that a perfect hunter can cover,
with the aid of high courage and strong

hind-quarters, if he is ridden straight
and fairly. The elderly groom, who is

saturnine and sceptical by nature, prone
to undervalue and discredit the exploits
of others, when one of his fellows speaks
of a big leap, always quells and quenches
the narrator utterly, by playing his

trump-card of the great Rylstone
double.

It is almost an invariable rule if a

man by exceptional luck or pluck
" sets" the field the hounds are sure to

throw up their heads within a couple of

furlongs. Fortune, as if tired of perse-

cuting Alan Wyverne, gives him a rare

turn to-day.
There was a scent, such as one meets

about t\vice in a season. The field,

spread out like a fan, begins to converge

again, and the front rank are riding like

men possessed to make up their lost

ground. All in vain nothing without

wings would catch the "
flying bitches,"
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now, as they stream over the broa

pastures without check or stay, drinkin,

in the hot trail through wide up-turne<

nostrils, mute as death in their savag
thirst for blood. It was a trivial tri

umph, no doubt, hardly worthy of

highly rational being ;
but the hunting

instinct is one of the strongest in ou

imperfect nature, after all
;

I believe tha

it falls to the lot of very few to enjo
such intense, simple happiness as Wy
verne experienced for about eighteen

minutes, as he swept on, alone, on th

flank of the racing pack, rejoicing ii

lied Lancer's unfaltering strength. Sticl

a tremendous burst must necessarily b

brief. As Alan crashes through the

rail of a great
"
oxer," an excited agri

culturist screams :

" He's close afore

you.
1 '

Close the hounds know tha

better than you can tell them. Look
how the veterans are straining to the

front. Suddenly, as they stream along
a thick bullfinch, old Bonnibelle wheels

short round and glides through the fence

like a ghost ;
her comrades follow

best they may ;
there is a snap a crash

of tongues and a savage worry. Alan

Wyverne, too, turns in his tracks ; and

driving Red Lancer madly through the

blackthorn, clears himself from the fall-

ing horse, just in time to rush in to the

rescue, and with the aid of a friendly

carter, who uses whip and voice lustily-

to save from sharp wrangling teeth

rather a mutilated trophy.

Now, is not that worth living for ?

Wyverne could answer the question

very satisfactorily, as he loosens Red
Lancer's girth and turns his head to the

wind, pulling his small ears, and strok-

ing his lofty crest caressingly. Nearly
five minutes have passed, and the hounds
arc beginning to wander about in a de-

sultory, half-satisfied way, as is their

wont after a kill, before Lord llonces-

vaux, and the huntsman, and three or

four more celebrities, put in a discomfited

appearance.
It speaks ill for our chivalry that we

should have left the pony-carriage to

itself all this time
;
but that " cracker"

over the grass was too strong a tempta-
tion

;
we were bound to see the end of

it.

Mrs. Brabazon was the first to speak,

breathing quick and nervously.
"
Oh, Helen, was not that magnifi-

cent? But were you ever so fright-
ened ?"

The wild look had passed out of the

girl's eyes, yet they were still strangely

dreamy and vague.
u

It was very fearful," she said
;
"but

I ought not to have been frightened.
There is no one like him no one half

so cool and brave. I have known that

for so many years !"

Maud's keen glance rested on the

speaker's face for a second or two.

What she read there did not seem

greatly to please her.
"

I think we had better be turning
homewards," she said, gravely ;

" I feel

tired already, and I am sure we shall see

nothing more to-day."
From Miss Vavasour's flushing cheek,

and the impatient way in which she

gathered up the reins and turned her

ponies, it was easy to guess that she did

not wish her thoughts to be too closely
scanned just then. But before they
had driven three hundred yards, she

was musing again. At last her lips

noved involuntarily. Maud Brabazon's

quick ear caught a low, piteous whis-

per
"

I don't think he even saw me"
and then a weary, helpless sigh. In

just such a sigh may have been breathed

dying despair of that unhappy
Scottish maiden, who pined so long for

;he coming of her lover from beyond
he sea, and whose worn-out heart

)roke when he rode in under the arch-

way without marking the wave of her

verchicf, or looking up at her window.

It was a very silent drive homewards.
3ne of those two had good right to be

ensive. Last night, Lord Clydesdale,

itterly vanquished and intoxicated by
icr beauty, spoke out, right plainly.
?he day of grace that Helen claimed

or reflection is half gone already, and

he irrevocable answer must be given to-

norrbw.

Shall we say as they said in olden

imes to criminals called upon to plead
So God send you good deliverance ?"

Vuly it was a kindly, courteous formula

nough; but I fancy it carried little
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meaning to the minds of the judge or

jury, and little comfort to the heavy
heart of the attainted traitor.

Throughout the country side that

night men seemed unable to talk long
about anything, without recurring to the

morning's run and the feat which had

made it so singularly remarkable. Even

Clydesdale did not venture to dissent

or show discontent when Wyverne's
nerve and judgment were praised up to

the skies
;
he only swelled sulkily, and

indulged under his breath in a whole

string of his favourite curses, registering
another involuntary offence against the

name he hated so bitterly. Red Lancer

came in for his full share of the glory ;

they discussed his points and perfections
one by one, till you might have drawn

his portrait without ever having seen

him. He was as famous now, as that

mighty war-horse of whom the quaint
old ballad sings

So grete he was, of back so brode,
So wight and warily he trode,

On earth was not his peer ;

Ne horse in laud that was so tall
;

The knight him cleped
"
Lancivall,"

But lords at board and grooms in stall

Cleped him " Grand Destrere."

In the servants'-hall at Beaupre
Lodge, the witness of the feat thus ex-

pressed himself, an honest admiration

lighting up for once his hard, rough-
hewn face

"
It's very lucky I ain't a young

'oman of fortun" (signs of unanimous

adhesion from his audience, especially
from the feminine division).

"
Ah, you

may laugh. If I was, I'd follow Sir

Alan rinrht over the world, without his

asking of me, if it was only for the

pleasure of blacking his boots."

After this, who will say that "deering-
do" is not still held in honour, or that

hero-worship has vanished out of the

land ?

CHAPTER XX.

QUAM DEUS VULT PERDERE.

THE noon of night is past, and Helen
Vavasour is alone in her chamber, with-

out a thought of sleep. In truth, the
damsel is exceeding fair to look upon
though it is a picture over which we
dare not linger as she leans back, half

reclining, on the low couch near the
hearth

;
a loose dressing-robe of blue

cachemire faced with quilted white

satin, draping her figure gracefully,
without concealing its grand outlines :

her slender feet, in dainty velvet slip-

pers broidered with seed-pearl, crossed
with an unstudied coquetry that dis-

plays the arched instep ravishino;ly ;
a

torrent of shining dark hair falling over

neck and shoulder; a thin line of pearly
teeth showing through the scarlet lips
that are slightly parted; the light of

burning embers reflected in her deep
eyes, that seem trying to read the

secrets of the Future in the red recesses

and the fitful flames.

She had been musing thus for many
minutes, when a quick step came across

the corridor
;
there was a gentle tap at

the door, and it opened to admit Mrs.

Brabazon.
"
I thought I should find you up,"

she said. "I'm strangely wakeful to-

night, Helen, and very much disposed
to talk. Do you mind my staying
here till you or I feel more sleepy ?"

Miss Vavasour assented eagerly ;
in-

deed, she was rather glad of an excuse

for breaking off" her " maiden medita-

tion ;" so she established her visitor in

the most luxurious chair she could find,

not without a caress of welcome.

Nevertheless, in spite of their conver-

sational inclinations, neither seemed in

a particular hurry to make a start
; and,

for some minutes, there was rather an

embarrassed silence. At length Mrs.

Brabazon looked up and spoke sud-

denly.
"
Helen, what answer do you mean

to give to the Great Earl to-morrow ?

Don't open your eyes wonderingly ;
I

drew my own conclusions from what I

saw last night. Besides, Lady Mildred

is perfectly well informed
; though she

has not said a word to you, she has

spoken to me about it, and asked me
to help the good cause with my counsel

and advice, if I could find time and oc-

Shall I begin?"casion.
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She spoke lightly; but the grave

anxiety on her face belied her tone.

Miss Vavasour's . thoughts had been

devoted so exclusively to one subject,
that its abrupt introduction now did

not startle her at all. Her smile was
cold and somewhat disdainful, as she

replied
" Thank you, very much. But it is

hardly worth while to go through all

the advantages of the alliance
;

I have

had a full and complete catalogue of

them already. They chose Max for an

ambassador, and I assure you he dis-

charged his duties quite conscientiously,
and did not spare

- me a single detail
;

he was nearly eloquent sometimes; and
I never saw him so near enthusiasm as

when he .described the Clydesdale dia-

monds. He made me understand too,

very plainly, that the fortunes of our

family depended a good deal upon me.

Did you know that we are absolutely

ruined, and have hardly a right, now,
to call Dene ours ?"

Ah, woe and dishonour! Is it Helen's

voice that is speaking? Have twelve

months changed the frank, impulsive

girl into a calculating, worldly woman,
a pupil that her own mother might be

proud of? For all the emotion or in-

terest she betrays, she might be a prin-

cess, wooed by proxy, to be the bride

of a king whom she has never seen.

Some such thoughts as these rushed

across Maud Brabazon's mind, as she

listened
; great fear and pity rose up in

her kind heart, till her eyes could scarce-

ly refrain from tears.
"

I had heard something of this," she

said, sadly ;

"
though I did not know

things were so desperate. There are a

hundred arguments that would urge

you to say Yes, and only two or three

to make you say No. It is absolutely
the most brilliant match in England.
You will have the most perfect estab-

lishment that ever was dreamt of, and

we shall all envy you intensely ;
it has

been contemplated for you, and you
have expected the proposal yourself for.

months; I know all that. Yesterday
I should not have thought it probable
you could hesitate

; to-day I do beg
ind pray you to pause. I think you

will be in great danger if you marry the

Earl. Have you deceived yourself into

believing that you love him ?"
" I don't deceive myself; and I have

never deceived him. He is ready and

willing to take what I can give, and ex-

pects no more, I am certain. I do not

love Lord Clydesdale; and I am not
even sure that we shall suit each other.

But he is anxious to make the trial, and
I am content. I know that I shall try

honestly to do my duty as his wife, if

he will let me. That is all. Time
works wonders, they say ;

it may do

something for us both."

Still the same slow, distinct utter-

ance; the same formal, constrained

manner
;
as if she were repeating a les-

son thoroughly learnt by rote. Maud
Brabazon was only confirmed in her

puq>ose to persevere to the uttermost
in her warning.

"
I have no right to advise," she

said; "and moral preaching comes with
an ill grace, I dare say, from my foolish

lips. But indeed indeed I only speak
because I like you sincerely, and I would
save you if I could. One may deceive

oneself about the past, as well as the

future.
' Are you sure that you can

forget? Are you sure that an old

love has not the mastery still ? Helen,
if I were your mother I would not trust

you."
The girl's cheek flushed brightly

less in confusion than in anger.
" You need have no false delicacy,

Maud. If you mean that I shall never

love any one as I have loved Alan, if

you menu that I still care for him more
than for any living creature, you are

quite right. But it is all over between

us, for ever and ever. We shall always
be cousins henceforth no more; he

said so himself. If a word could make
us all we once were, I don't think I

would speak it; I am sure he never

\voald. But, my dear, it does surprise
me beyond everything, to hear you

arguing on the romantic side. You
never could have worshipped Mr. Bra-

bazon, before or after marriage; and

yet you amuse yourself better than any
one I know."

.Miss Vavasours quick temper al-
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ways impatient of contradiction was

in the ascendant just then, or she would

scarcely have uttered that last taunt.

She bitterly repented it when she saw

the other cower under the blow, bow-

ing her head into her clasped hands,

humbly and sorrowfully.
When Maud looked up, not one of

the many who had admired and loved

her radiant face would have recognised
it in its pale resolve.

" You only spoke the truth, Helen.

Don't be penitent; but listen as pa-

tiently as you can. At least, my ex-

ample shall not encourage you in

running into danger. I will tell you a

secret that I meant to carry to my
grave. You incur a greater risk than

ever I did; see, how it has fared with

me. It is quite true that I did not

love my husband when I accepted
him

;
but I had never known even a

serious fancy for any one else. I im-

agined I was hardened enough to be

safe in making a conventional marriage.
And so so it went on well enough for

some years; but my falsehood was

punished at last. They say, it is sharp

pain when frozen blood begins to circu-

late
; ah, Helen trust me it is wrorse

still, when one's heart wakes up. I

cannot tell you how it came about with

me. He never tried to make me flirt, like

the rest of them
;
but when he spoke

to me, his voice always changed and
softened. He never tried to monopo-
lize me, but wherever I went, he was
sure to be; and, some nights, when I

was more wild and mischievous than

usual, I could see wonder and pity in

his great melancholy eyes : they began
to haunt me, those eyes; and I began
to miss him and feel disappointed and

lonely, if an evening passed without our

meeting. But I never betrayed myself,
till one night Geoffrey told me, sud-

denly, that he was to sail in four days
for the coast of Africa. I could not

help trembling all over, and I knew
that my face was growing white and
cold

;
I looked up in his just for one

second and I read his secret, and con-

fessed mine. He had mercy on my
weakness God rewarded him for it !

he only asked for a flower that I wore,

when I would have given him my
life or my soul

;
for I was wicked and

mad, that night. It was so like him : I

know he would never tempt me : he

would save me from going -wrong if it

cost him his heart's blood. Fevers and
horrors of all sorts beset them on that

coast : I might read Geoffrey's death in

the next Gazette, and yet his lips
have not touched my hand. You say
I amuse myself. Do you know, that I

must have light, and society, and ex-

citement, or I should go mad ? I dare

not sit at home and think for an hour.

I have to feed my miserable vanity, to

keep rny conscience quiet. I am pure
in act and deed, and no one can whisper

away my honour
;
but in thought I am

viler than many outcasts treacherous,
and sinning every day, not only against

my marriage vow, but against him. I

often wish I were dead, but I am not

fit to die."

She had fallen forward as she spoke,
and lay prone with her head buried in

Helen's lap a wreck of womanhood in

hei abasement and self-contempt. The

wind, that had been rising gustily for

hours past, swelled into fury just then,

driving the sleet against the casements

like showers of small-shot, and howling

savagely through the cedars as though
in mockery of the stricken heart's wail.

Maud Brabazon shivered and lifted up
her wild scared face

"Do you hear that?' said she, "I
never sleep when a gale is blowing.
The other night Bertie Grenvil was

pleading his very best; I answered at

random, and I daresay I laughed ner-

vously ;
he fancied it was because his

words had confused me. I was only

thinking what the weather might be

on the Western coast, for a gust like

that last was sweeping by. Ah, Helen,

darling ! do listen and be warned in

time; if you don't see your danger, pause
and reflect, if only for my sake. Have I

made my miserable confession in vain."

Miss Vavasour's expression was set

and steadfast as ever, though tears

swam in her eyes ;
she leant down and

clasped her soft white arms round Maud
Brabazon' s neck, and pressed a pitiful

tender kiss on the poor humbled head.
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" Not in vain, dearest !" she whis-

pered ;

" I shall always love and trust

you henceforth, because I know you
thoroughly. But I cannot go back.

It is too late now, even if I would. I

hope I shall be able to do my duty ;
at

least I need not fear the peril of ever

loving again. I must accept Lord

Clydesdale to-morrow."

Maud drew quickly out of tho close

embrace, and threw herself back, bury-

ing her face in her hands once more
;

when she uncovered it, it was possessed

by nothing but a blank white despair.
"The punishment is coining!" she

said
;

"
I can do harm enough, but I can

do no good, if I try ever so hard that

is clear. I will help you always to the

uttermost of my power; but we will

never speak of this again."
She rose directly afterwards, and

after the exchange of a long caress

somewhat mechanical on one side

quitted the room with a vague uncer-

tain step. So Helen's very last chance

was cast away, and she was left to the

enjoyment of her prospects and her

dreams.

The decisive interview came off on

the following morning. There was not a

pretence of romance throughout. Lord

Clydesdale manifested a proper amount
of eagerness and empressement ; Helen

was perfectly cool and imperial ;
never-

theless, the suitor seemed more than

satisfied. The
negotiation

was laid in

due form before the Squire and Lady
Mildred in the course of the day. To
do the Earl justice, he had never been

niggardly or captious in finance, and his

liberality now was almost ostentatiously

magnificent. By some means or other

he had been made perfectly aware of

the state of affairs at Dene. Besides

superb proposals of dower and pin-

money, he offered to advance, at ab-

surdly moderate interest, enough to

clear off all the encumbrances on the

Vavasour property; and the whole of

the sum was to be settled on younger
children in default of these, to be

solely at Helen's disposal.
The poor Squire, though not taken

by surprise, was fairly overwhelmed.

The temptation of comparatively free-

ing the dear old house and domain
would have proved nearly irresistible

even to a stronger mind and will ; still,

he felt far from comfortable. He did

try to salve his unquiet conscience by
requiring an interview with his daugh-
ter, and seeking therein to arrive at the

real state of her heart. It was an hon-

est offer of self-sacrifice, but really a

very safe one. Helen did not betray
the faintest regret or constraint; so

Hubert Vavasour resigned himself, not

unwillingly, to the timely rescue. I

have not patience to linger over Lady
Mildred's intense undemonstrative tri-

umph.
It was settled that the marriage

should take place early in the spring.
All the preliminaries went on swiftly
and smoothly, as golden wheels will

run when thoroughly adjusted and
oiled. Miss Vavasour behaved admira-

bly ;
she accepted numberless congratu-

lations, gratefully and gracefully ;
in the

intercourse with her fiance, she evinced

no prudery or undue reserve, but

nevertheless contrived to repress the

Earl's enthusiasm within very endura-

ble limits.

Only one scene occurred, before the

wedding, which is worth recording ;
it

is rather a characteristic one. Perhaps
you have forgotten that, in the second

chapter of this eventful history, there

was mentioned the name of one

Schmidt, a mighty iron founder of

Newmanham, who had bought up all

the mortgages on Dene? His inten-

tion had been evident from the first
;

and just about the time of the last

affiancement, his lawyers gave notice

that he meant to call in the money or

foreclose without mercy.
Now the Squire, though he naturally

exulted, as a Gentile and a landed pro-

prietor, in the discomfiture of the He-
brew capitalist, would have allowed

things to be arranged quietly, in the

regular professional way. But this,

Lord Clydesdale, when consulted on

the subject, would by no means suffer.

He begged that the meeting of the

lawyers mi^ht take place at Dene; and

that, if it were possible, Ephraim
Schmidt should be induced to attend
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in person : the paying off of the mort-

gages was not to be previously hinted

at in any way. The whims of great
men must be sometimes humoured,
even by the law; and this was not

such a very unreasonable one after all.

"
I wouldn't miss seeing the Jew's

face if it cost another thousand ?" the

Earl said, with a fierce laugh ;
so that

it was settled that he was to be pres-
sent at the interview.

Mr. Schmidt and his solicitor arrived

punctually at the appointed hour
;
there

was no fear of the former's absenting
himself on so important an occasion.
"
Nothing like looking after things

yourself" was one of his favourite max-

ims, enforced with a wink of intense

sagacity. He was absolutely ignorant
of legal formalities, but not the less

convinced that such could not be prop-

erly carried out without his own su-

perintendence.
The financier's appearance was quite

a study. He had for some time past
affected rather a rural style of attire,

and his costume now was the Newman-
ham ideal of a flourishing country squire.
He chose with ostentatious humility,
the most modest of his equipages to

take him to Dene
;
but he mounted it

like a triumphal car. Truly there was

great joy in Israel on that eventful

morning, for all his family knew the

errand on which their sire and lord was

bent, and exulted, as is their wont,

unctuously.

Ephraim Schmidt was a short bulky
man, somewhat under fifty ; fris heavy,
sensual features betrayed at once his

origin and the habits of high-living to

which he was notoriously prone. His

companion was a striking contrast.

There was rather a foreign look about

Morris Davidson's keen handsome face,

and those intensely brilliant black eyes
are scarcely naturalized on this side of

the Channel but the Semitic stamp
was barely perceptible. His manner
was very quiet and courteous, but never

cringing, nor was there anything obse-

quious about his ready smile. He was
choice in his raiment, but it was al-

ways subdued in its tone, and he wore
no jewels beyond a signet key-ring, and

one pearl of great price at his neck.

He was the type of a class that has

been developed only within the last

half century the petit-maitre order of

legalists whose demeanour, like that

of the Louis Quinze Abbes, is a per-

petual contradiction of their staid pro-

fession, but who nevertheless know
their business thoroughly, and follow it

up with unscrupulous obstinacy. When
Mr. Davidson senior died (who had

long been Ephraim Schmidt's confiden-

tial solicitor), men marvelled that the

cautious capitalist could entrust his

affairs to such young and inexperienced

hands; in truth he had at first many
doubts and misgivings, bat these soon

vanished as he began to appreciate
Morris's cool, pitiless nature, and iron

nerves. The wolf-cub's coat was sleek

and soft enough, and he never showed
his teeth unnecessarily ;

but his fangs
were sharper, and his gripe more fatally

tenacious, than even his gaunt old sire's.

So, through the clear frosty morning,
the two Jews drove jocundly along, be-

guiling the way with pleasant anticipa-
tions of the business before them. The

lawyer had heard of Lord Clydesdale's

engagement to Miss Vavasour, and

thought it just possible that under the

circumstances some compromise might
be attempted. But to this view of the

case his patron would in nowise incline,

and he discreetly forbore to press it.

They passed through the double towers

flanking the huge iron-gates; and the

broad undulating park stretched out be-

fore them, clumps of lofty timber stud-

ding the smooth tuif, while grey turrets

and pinnacles just showed in the dis-

tance through the leafless trees. The
Hebrew's heart swelled, almost pain-

fully, with pride and joy. He had been

wandering for many a year not unhap-

pily or unprofitably, it is true through
the commercial Desert, and now, he

looked upon the fair Land of Promise,

only waiting for him to arise and take

possession, when he had once cast out

the Amorite. When they drove up to

the great portico, he was actually per-

spiring with satisfaction, in spite of the

cold. He grasped his companion's arm,

|

and whispered, hoarsely
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"
Mind, Morris, they'll ask for time :

but we won't give them a day ! not a

day."
The chief butler received the visitors

in the hall, and ushered them himself to

the library. Ephraim Schmidt, in the

midst of his unholy triumph, could not

help being impressed by the grave dig-

nity of that august functionary. He

began to think if it would not be possi-

ble, by proffer of large monies, to tempt
him to desert his master's fallen for-

tunes, and to abide in the house that

he became so well. A pleasant, idle

dream ! Solomon made the Afreets

and Genii his slaves
; but, if the Great

King had been revived in the pleni-

tude of his power, he would never

have tempted that seneschal to serve

him, while a Gentile survived on the

land.

The family solicitor of the Vavasours

was sitting before a table overspread
with bulky papers, with his clerk close

by his side. He was thin, and white-

haired, with a round withered face,

pleasant withal, like a succulent Rib-

stone pippin ; his manner was very

gentle, and almost timid, but no lawyer
alive could boast that he had ever got
the best of a negotiation in which Mr.

Faulkner was concerned. He greeted
the capitalist very courteously, and Mr.

Davidson very coldly, for, he had
seen him before. There was one other

occupant of the library a tall man,

lounging in the embrasure of a distant

window, who never turned his head

when the new-corners entered: it seemed
as though the bleak winter landscape
outside had superior attractions. Ephra-
im Schmidt hardly noticed him; but

Davidson felt a disagreeable thrill of

apprehension as he recognised the figure
of Lord Clydesdale. It is needless to

enumerate the verifications and com-

parisons of many voluminous documents
that had perforce to be gone through.
The mortgagee got very impatient be-

fore they were ended.
"
Yes, yes," he kept repeating, nerv-

ously,
"

it is all correct
;
but come to

the point to the point."
Mr. Faulkner was perfectly imper-

turbable, neither hurrying himself in

the least, nor making any unnecessary
delay.

"
I believe every tiling is quite cor-

rect," he said, at last.
"
Now, Mr.

Davidson, may I ask you what your
client's intentions are? Is there any
possibility of a compromise ?"

"
I fear, none whatever," was the

quiet answer. "We have given ample
notice, and the equity of redemption
cannot be extended. My client is anx-

ious to invest in land, and we could

hardly find a more eligible opening
than foreclosure here would afford us."

"
Exactly so," the old lawyer re-

torted. "I only asked the question, be-

cause I was instructed to come to an

explicit understanding. It does not
much matter

;
for we are prepared to

pay off every farthing."
The small thin hand seemed weighty

and puissant as an athlete's, as he laid

it on a steel-bound coffer beside him,
with a significant gesture of security
too tranquil to be defiant.

Cool and crafty as he was, Davidson
was fairly taken unawares. He recoiled

in blank amazement. Ephraim Schmidt
started from his chair like a maniac, his

eyes protruding wildly, and his face

purple-black with rage.

"Pay off everything?" he shrieked.
" I don't believe it : it's a lie a swin-

dle. Not have Dene ? I'll have it in

spite of you all !" The churned foam
flew from his bulbous lips, as from the

jaws of a baited boar.

The silent spectator in the window
turned round, then, and stood contem-

plating the group, not striving to re-

press a harsh, scornful laugh. That
filled up the measure of the unhappy
Israelite's frenzy. He made a sort of

blind plunge forward, shaking off the

warning fingers with which Davidson

sought to detain him.
" D n you, let me go," he howled

out. " Who is that man ? What does

he do here ? I will know."
The person addressed strode on slow-

ly till he came close to the speaker, and
looked him in the face, still with the

same cruel laugh on his own.
"

I'll answer you," he said.
"

I was

christened Raoul Delamere, but they
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call me Lord Clydesdale now ; and I

hope to many Mr. Vavasour's only

daughter. I am here because I am
infidel enough to enjoy seeing a Jew
taken on the hip. I wouldn't have

missed this to clear oft' the biggest of

your mortgages. So you fancied you
were going to reign at Dene ? Not if

you had had another hundred thousand
at your back. If we only have warn-

ing, the old blood can hold its own,
and beat the best of you yet. Mr.

Faulkner, don't you think you had bet-

ter pay him, and let him go ?"

The change of tone in those last

words, from brutal disdain to studied

courtesy, was the very climax of insult.

It was an unworthy triumph, no doubt,
but a very complete one. The Earl re-

mained as much master of the position
as ever was Front de Boeuf. The Jew
was utterly annihilated. To have come
there with the power of life and death

in his hand, and now to be treated as

an ordinary tradesman presenting a

Christmas bill ! He staggered back

step by step, and sunk into a chair,

dropping his head, and groaning heavi-

ly. Davidson had recovered himself by
this time. The elder lawyer only sat

silent, and scandalized, lifting his eye-
brows in mute testimony against such

unprofessional proceedings.
" We can hardly conclude such im-

portant business to-day," Morris said.
"
My client's excitement is

^a
sufficient

excuse. We know your intentions now,
Mr. Faulkner, and there is ample time

to settle everything. I will call upon
you at any time or place you like to

name."

So, after a few more words, it was
settled.

Ephraim Schmidt went out, like a

man in a dream, from the house that

he had hoped to call his own; only

moaning under his breath, like a van-

quished Shylock "Let us go home,
let us go home." The chief butler (who
had been aware of the state of affairs

throughout) dealt him the last blow in

the hall, by inquiring with exquisite

courtesy,
" If he would take any lunch-

eon before he went?" The miserable

Hebrew quivered all over, as a victim

at the stake mi^ht shrink under the last

ingenuity of torture. Truly, the mean-
est of the many debtors who had sued
him in vain for mercy, need not have

envied the usurer then.

O dark-eyed Miriam, and auburn-

haired Deborah ! lay aside your golden
harps, or other instruments of music
that your soul delights in : no song of

gladness shall be raised in your tents

tonight ; it is for the daughters of the

uncircumcised to triumph.
When the Squire heard an account

of the morning's proceedings, he by no
means shared in Clydesdale's satisfac-

tion, and rather failed to appreciate the

point of the jest. Hubert's thorough-
bred instincts revolted against the idea

of even a Jew usurer's having been

grossly insulted under his roof, when
the man only came to ask for his own

;

j

besides this, he understood the feeling

j

that had been at work in the Earl's

I breast, and despised him accordingly.
The difference in social position was too

overwhelming to make the match a fair

one
;
but in other respects the antagon-

ists were about on a par. It was just
this a phase of purse-pride vanquished
by another and a more potential one.

Such a victory brings little honour.
The transformed rod of the Lawgiver
swallowed up the meaner serpents ;

but
it was .only a venomous reptile, after all.

Wyverne felt neither wrath nor de-

spair when the news of Helen's engage-
ment came

;
he had quite made up his

mind that she would marry soon
;
but

he was sad and pensive. He did not

change his opinions easily, and he had
formed a very strong one about Clydes-
dale's character: he thought the Earl

was as little likely as any man alive to

rule a high-spirited mate wisely and
well. Nevertheless, Alan indited an

epistle that even Lady Mildred could

not help admiring : it was guarded, but

not in the least formal or constrained
;

kind and sincerely affectionate, without
a tinge of reproach, or a single allusion

that could give pain. He saw "my
lady" twice, Helen once, before the

latter's marriage, and was equally suc-

cessful with his verbal congratulations.
Of course the interviews were not tete-
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d-tetes: all parties concerned took good
care of that. Wyverne and his aunt

displayed admirable tact and sangfroid ;

but the demoiselle cast both into the

shade : her manner was far more natu-

ral, and her composure less studied.

Truly, the training of the Grande Dame

progressed rapidly, and the results

promised to be fearfully complete.
Alan did intimate an intention of

being present at the wedding ;
but I

fear he was scarcely ingenuous there.

At all events, urgent private affairs took

him abroad two days before the cere-

mony, no one knew exactly where
;
and

it was three weeks before he appeared
on the surface of society again.

Io, Hymenoce ! Scatter flowers, or

other missile oblations, profusely, you
nubile virgins. choir of appointed

youths ! Roll out, I beseech you, the

Epithalamium roundly : let not the

fault be imputed to you, if it sounds

like a requiem.

So, we bid farewell to Helen Vava-

sour's maiden history not without

heaviness of heart. Henceforth it befits

us to stand aside, with doffed beaver

and bated breath, as the Countess of

Clydesdale passes by.

CHAPTER XXI.

MAGNA EST VERITAS.

FIFTEEN or sixteen months are come
and gone, and the faces of people and

things are but little changed. Yes, one

of our dramatic personages is a good
deal altered for the worse Alan Wy-
verne. He became sadder and wiser in

this wise.

I forgot to tell you that. the delicate

state of Mrs. Rawdon Lenox's health,

and of her affairs, had made a lengthen-
ed Continental tour very desirable. She

remained abroad nearly two years, and

did not return to England till the sum-

mer immediately following the Clydes-
dale marriage. It was late in the autumn

when she and Alan met. If the latter

had been forewarned of the rencontre, it

is probable he would have avoided it by

declining the invitation to Guestholme

Priory; but when he found himself

actually under the same roof with the
" Dark Ladye" (so some friend or ene-

my had re-christened her), he felt a

certain satisfaction in the idea of clear-

ing up a mystery that had never ceased

to perplex and torment him. Their

first greeting was rather cold and con-

strained on both sides
;
but things could

not remain on this footing long. Nina
had no fancy for an armed neutrality
witli an ancient ally, and always brought
the question of war or peace to an issue

with the least possible delay.
When Alan came into the drawing-

room after dinner, Mrs. Lenox's look

was a sufficient summons, even without

the significant movement of the fan,

which she managed like a Madrilena.

He sat down by her side, his pulse

quickening a little with expectation ;

but curiosity was the sole excitement.

For awhile they talked about their trav-

els and other indifferent subjects. The

lady got tired of that child's-play first,

and broke ground boldly.
"

I suppose the interdict is taken off

now ?" she said.
" Will you believe,

that I am really sorry that there is no

longer a cause for your avoiding me ?

Will you believe, that no one regretted

it, and felt for you more than I did,

when I heard your engagement was
broken off? Do tell me, that neither I

nor my unfortunate affairs had anything
to do with it. I have been worrying

myself ever since with the fancy that

your great kindness to me may have

cost you very dear."

Wyverne was gifted with coolness

and self-control quite exceptional, but

both as nearly as possible broke down
at that moment. He certainly deserved

infinite credit for answering, after a

minute's silence, so calmly,
" Then it would be a satisfaction to

you to know this ? Have you any
doubts on the subject ?"

"
Well, I suppose I ought not to

have any," Nina said, frankly. "The

engagement lasted for months after

those wretched anonymous things were

written, and I am sure I did all I could

to set matters straight. My letter was
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everything that is meek and quiet and

proper, was it not ? And it was honest

truth, too, every word of it."

" Your letter ? Yes, of course the

letter you wrote in answer to mine;
but the other the other ?"

He spoke absently and almost at

random, like a man half awake.
" What on earth are you talking

about ?" Mrs. Lenox said, with manifest

impatience.
" What other letter ? Did

you suppose me capable of writing one

other line beside that necessary reply ?

What have you suspected ? I will

know. Alan, I believed you more gen-
erous. You have , right to think light-

ly of me, and to say hard things, but

not not to insult me so cruelly."
There were tears in the low, tremu-

lous voice, but none in the deep dark

eyes that had dilated at first wondering-

ly, and were now so sad in their pas-
sionate reproach that Wyverne did not

dare to meet them. He knew that Nina

was capable of much that was wild and

wicked, but that very recklessness made
dissimulation with her simply impossi-
ble. If .she had been pure and cold as

St. Agnes, Alan would not have felt more
certain of the truth and sincerity of her

meaning and words. The fraud, that

he had vaguely suspected at the time,

stood out black and distinct enough
now. He hated himself so intensely
that for the moment all other feelings
were- swallowed up in self-contempt
even to the craving for vengeance on the

conspirators who had juggled him, which

ever afterwards haunted him like an

evil spirit. Wyverne had always cher-

ished, you know, a simple, generous
faith in the dignity of womanhood

;
if

his chivalry had carried him one step
further if, in despite of the evidence of

his senses, he had refused to believe

in womanhood's utter debasement it

would have been perhaps the very folly
of romance

;
but he might have defied

the forger. He took the wisest course

now, by telling Nina the whole truth, as

briefly and considerately as possible.
" You sec, I did you fearful wrong,"

lie said.
"
Though I have paid tor it

heavily already, and shall suffer to my
life's end, that is no reason why you

should forgive me. I don't even ask

you to do so."

Mrs. Lenox was, indeed, bitterly in-

censed. A perfectly immaculate matron

might have laughed such a conspiracy

against her fair fame to scorn : Nina
could not afford to be maligned unjustly.
Nevertheless all her indignation was
levelled at the unknown framer of the

fraud
;
not a whit rested on Alan. She

had been used to see people commit
themselves in every conceivable way,
and make the wildest sacrifices, for her

sake
;
but she had learned to appreciate

these follies at their proper worth.

Strong selfish desire and the hope of

an evil reward was at the bottom of them
all. Truly, when a man ruins himself

simply to gratify his ruling passion, the

lover deserves little more credit than the

gambler. But the present case was

widely different. She had not a shadow
of a claim on Alan's service or forbear-

ance. Though he seemed to see no
merit in a single act of duty, she knew

right well what it had cost him to de-

stroy the supposed evidence of her

shame
;
and now, instead of expecting

thanks, he was reproaching himself for

having misjudged her while believing his

own eyes. As she thought on these things,
Nina's hard battered heart grew fresh and

young again. Not a single unholy ele-

ment mingled in the tenderness of her

gratitude ; but, if time and place had
not forbidden, she would scarcely have

confined her demonstrations to a covert

pressure of Wyverne's hand.
"
Forgive you ?" she said, piteously.

"
It drives me wild to hear you speak

so. I would give up every friend I have

in the world to keep you. The best

of them would not have done half as

much for me. And we can never bo

friends really. My unhappy name has

dragged you down like a millstone;

don't attempt to deceive yourself; yot
must hate the sound of it now and al

ways. Ah, do try to believe me. 1

would submit to any pain, or penance,
or shame, and not think it hard measure,
if I could only give you back what you
have lost through me."

In despite of his exasperation, the

sweet voice fell soothingly on Alan's ear.
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A man need not greatly glorify himself

for having simply acted up to his no-

tions of right and honour
; nevertheless,

appreciation in the proper quarter must
be gratifying to all except the very su-

perior natures. Many are left among
us still who " do good by stealth," but

the habit of "
blushing to find it known"

is antiquated to a degree.

So, as he listened, Wyverne's mood
softened ;' and he began quite naturally
to play the part of consoler, trying to

prove to Nina that she had been an in-

nocent instrument throughout, and that

if the conspirators had been foiled in

this instance, they would surely have

found some other engine to work out

the same result.
" But it was such base, cruel treach-

ery," she said, trembling with passion.
" Will you not try to trace it, for my
sake if not for your own ? You must
have some suspicions. If I were a

man, and could act and move freely, I

should never sleep soundly till I was re-

venged."

Wyverne answered very slowly, and,
as he spoke, his face hardened and dark-

ened till it might have been carved in

granite.
" You may spare the spur ;

there is no

fear of my sleeping over it. I'm not

made of wax or snow, to be moulded
like this into a puppet for their profit or

pleasure, and I owe you a vengeance be-

sides. Yes, I have suspicions; I'll

make them certainties, if I live. Your
never having got my note, telling you
of my burning the first of the two let-

ters, gives me a clue. They may dou-

ble as they like, they won't escape, if I

once fairly strike the trail. Now, we
will never speak of this again till I

give you the name.'
1 ''

The change of Alan's character dated

from that night ;
most of his friends no-

ticed it before long. He was never mo-
rose or sullen, but always moody, and

absent, and pre-occupied ; without ex-

actly avoiding society, he found himself

alone, unwontedly often, and solitude

did him far more harm than good. To

speak the truth, his credit as a pleasant

companion began sensibly to decline.

A Fixed Idea, ev^n if it be as rosy as

Hope, interferes sadly with a man's so-

cial merits
;

if it chance to be sombre
or menacing in hue, the influence is

simply fatal to conviviality.
But autumn and winter passed, and

it was spring again, before Wyverne
could set his foot on more solid ground
than vague surmises. He felt certain

that Lady Mildred had countenanced, if

not directed, the plot the note having
miscarried from Dene was strong evi-

dence but he was equally sure that

her delicate hands were clear of the soil

of actual fraud. Who had been the

working instrument ? For a moment
his thoughts turned 'to Max Vavasour,
but he soon rejected this idea, remem-

bering that the latter was not in Eng-
land that Christmas-tide

;
besides which,

he could not fancy his cousin superin-

tending the practical details of a vulgar

forgery ;
he would far sooner have sus-

pected Clydesdale, but there was not the

faintest reason, so far, to connect the

Earl with foul play. So he went grop-

ing on, for months, in the twilight,
without advancing a step, growing more

gloomy and discontented every day. It

was a curious chance that put him on
the right scent at last.

An Inn of Court is not exactly the

spot one would select for setting a "
trap

to catch a sunbeam ;" a wholesome
amount of light and air is about as

much as one can expect to find in such

places ; heavy, grave decorum pervades
them, very fittingly; but it may be
doubted if any quarter of a populous
city, respectable in its outward seeming,
has a right to be so depressingly dull

and dingy, as is the Inn of Gray ;
the

spiders of all sorts, who lurk therea-

bouts, had best not keep the flies long
in their 1

, webs, or the victims would
scarce be worth devouring.
Some such thoughts as these were in

Wyverne's mind as he wandered through
the grim quadrangle, one cold evening
towards the end of March, looking for
"
Humphrey and GliddonV chambers.

The firm had an evil name
;
men said,

that if it was difficult to find out their

den, it was twice as hard to escape from
it without loss of plumage. Alan's

temper had certainly changed for the
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worse, but his good-nature stood by him

still
; so, when a comrade wrote from

the country, to beg him to act as proxy
in a delicate money transaction with the

aforesaid attorneys, he assented very

willingly, and was rather glad to have

something to employ his afternoon. He
had just come up from his hunting

quarters, where the dry, dusty ground
rode like asphalte, and scent was a recol-

lection of the far past.

After some trouble he lighted on the

right staircase. Raw and murky as the

outer atmosphere might be, it was pure
aether compared to that of the low-

browed office into which the visitor hrst

entered
;

at any hour or season of the

year, you could fancy that room main-

taining a good, steady, condensed dusk

of its own, in which fog, and smoke,
and dust, had about equal shares. Two
clerks sat there, writing busily. The
one nearest the door a thick-set, sullen

man, past middle age looked up as

Alan came in, and stretching out a grimy
hand, said, in a dull, mechanical voice,

" Your card, sir, if you please Sir

Alan Wyverne wishes to see Mr. Hum-

phrey."

*

It was evidently the formula of recep-
tion in that ominous ante-chamber.

The other clerk had not lifted his head

when the door opened ;
but he started

violently when he heard the name, so as

nearly to upset the inkstand in which he

chanced to be dipping his pen, and

turned round with a sort of terror on
his haggard, ruined face. It might have

been a very handsome face once, but the

wrinkled, flaccid flesh had fallen away
round the hollow temples and from un-

der the heavy eyes; the complexion
was unhealthy, pale, and sodden

;
the

features pinched and drawn, to de-

formity ;
the lines on the forehead were

like trenches, and the abundant dark
hair was, not sprinkled, but streaked

and patched, irregularly, with grey.

But, at the first glance, Wyvrne re-

cognised the face of a very old friend
;

he recognised it the more easily because,
when he saw it last, it wore almost the

same wild, scared look on the memora-
ble Derby day when " Cloanthus" swept

past the stand, scarcely extended, the

two leading favourites struggling vainly
to reach his quarters.

All his self-command was needed to

enable him to suppress the exclamation

that sprang to his lips ;
but he rarely

made a mistake when it was a question
of tact or delicacy. He followed his

conductor into the next room, silently ;

it chanced to be vacant at that moment
;

then Alan laid his hand on the clerk's

shoulder, as he stood with averted eyes,

shaking like an aspen, and said, in tones

carefully lowered

"My God! Hugh Crichton you
here?"

"
Hush," the other answered, in a

lower whisper still; "that's not my name
now. You wouldn't spoil my last chance,
if you could help it ? If you want to

see me, wait five minutes after you leave

this place, and I'll come to you in the

square."
"

I'll wait, if it's an hour," Wyverne
said, and so passed into the inner room
without another word. His business

was soon done
;

even Humphrey and

Gliddon could find no pretext for de-

taining clients who came with money in

their hand. Alan did not exchange a

glance with either of the occupants of

the clerks'-room as he went out
;

he

breathed more freely when he was in

chill March air again. As he walked

up and down the opposite side of the

square, which was nearly deserted, his

thoughts were very pitiful and sad.

Hardly a year passes without the ap-

pearance of one or more comets in so-

ciety ;
none of these have sparkled more

briefly and brilliantly than Hugh Crich-

ton. Everybody liked, and many admired

him, but the world had hardly begun to

appreciate his rare and versatile talents,

when he shot clown into the outer dark-

ness. He had friends who would have

helped him if they could, but all trace

of him was lost, and none could say for

certain whether he lived or no.

Wyverne had not waited many min-

utes, when a bent, shrunken figure came

creeping slowly, almost stealthily, to-

wards him, keeping well in the shadow

of the buildings. In another moment,
Alan was oraspino; both his ancient com-

rade's hands, with a cordial, holiest
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gripe, that might have put heart and

hope into the veriest castaway.
" Dear old Hugh ! how glad I am to

light on you again, fliough you arft so

fearfully changed. Why, they said you
had died abroad."

" No such luck," the other answered,
with a dreary laugh.

"
I did go abroad,

and stayed there till I was nearly
starved

;
then I came back. London's

the best hiding place, after all
;
and if

you have hands and brain, you can

always earn enough to buy bread, and

spirits, and tobacco. I've been in this

place more than a year ;
I get a pound

a week, and I think of *

striking' soon

for an advance of five shillings. They
won't lose me if they can help it

;
I

save them a clerk, at least
;
old Gliddon

never asked me another question after

he saw me write a dozen lines. My
work is all indoors, that's one comfort

;

they haven't asked me to serve a writ

yet; my senior you saw him the

man with a strong cross of the bull

about the head does all that business,

and likes it. But the firm don't trust

me much, and they would be more un-

pleasant still, if they knew '

Henry Car-

stairs' was a false name. No one has

much interest now in hunting me down
;

it's old friends' faces I've always been

afraid of meeting. But I did think that

none of our lot would ever have set foot

in that den, and I had got to fancy my-
self safe. You didn't come on your
own affairs, Alan, I know. I had an

extra grog the night I heard you had

fallen in for Castle Dacre. I rather

think I am glad to see you, after all."

He jerked out the sentences in a ner-

vous, abrupt way, perpetually glancing

round, as if he were afraid of being
watched

;
he was so manifestly ill-at-ease

that Wyverne had not the heart to keep
him there; besides it was cruelty to ex-

pose the emaciated frame, so thinly clad,

a minute longer than was necessary, to

the keen evening air.

"
Why, Hugh, of course you're glad to

see me," Alan said, forcing himself to

speak cheerily ;

" the idea of doubting
about it! But it's too cold to stand

chattering here. I'm staying at the

Clarendon : you'll come at seven, sharp,

won't you ? We'll dine in my rooms,

quite alone, and have a long talk about
old days, and new ones, too. I'll have

thought of something better for you by
that time, than this infernal quill-driv-

ing."

Hugh Crichton hesitated visibly for a

few seconds, and appeared to make up
his mind, with a sudden effort, to some-

thing not altogether agreeable.
" Thank you : you're very good, Alan.

Yes, I'll come, the more because I've

something on my mind that I ought to

tell you ;
but I should never have had

the pluck to look you up, if you had
not found me. I hope your character

at the Clarendon can stand a shock
;

it

will be cprnpromised when they hear

such a scare-crow ask for your rooms.

I can't stay a moment longer, but I'll

be punctual."
He crept away with the same weak,

stealthy step, and his head seemed bent

down lower than when he came.

Nevertheless, when, at the appointed
hour, the guest sat down opposite his

host, the contrast was not so very strik-

ing. The office-drudge was scarcely

recognisable ;
he seemed to freshen and

brighten up wonderfully, in an atmos-

phere that had once been congenial.
Kven so, those bundles of dried twigs
that Eastern travellers bring home, and
enthusiasts call "Roses of Sharon" (such

Roses!), expand under the influence of

warmth and moisture, so as to put forth

the feeble semblance of a flower. The
black suit was terribly threadbare, and

hung loosely round the shrunken limbs,

but it adapted itself to the wearer's form,

with the easy, careless grace for which

Ilujvh Crichton's dress had always been

remarkable
;
his neck-tie was still artistic

in its simplicity, and the hair swept over

his brow with the old classic wave
;
his

demeanour bore no trace of a sojourn in

Alsatia, and a subtle refinement of man-

ner and gesture clung naturally to the

wreck of a gallant gentleman. Some

plants you know not the meanest nor

the least fragrant flourish more kindly
in the crevices of a ruin than in the

richest loam.

It was a pleasant dinner, on the

whole, though not a very lively one ;
for
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Alan had too much tact to force con-

viviality. Crichton ate sparingly, but

drank deep; he did not gulp down his

liquor, though, greedily, but rather

savoured it with a slow enjoyment, suf-

fering his palate to appreciate every
shade of the flavour; the long, satisfied

sigh that he could not repress as he set

down empty the first beaker of dry

champagne, spoke volumes.

They drew up to the fire when the

table was cleared, and they were left

alone. Wyverne rose suddenly, and

leant over towards his companion with

a velvet cigar-case in his hand, that he

had just taken from the mantelpiece.
" You must tell me your story for the

last few years," he said
;

" but put that

case in your pocket before you begin.
There are some regalias in it, of the

calibre you used to fancy, and a couple
of hundreds, in notes, to go on with.

You ,dear, silly old Hugh ! Don't

shake your head and look scrupulous.

Why, I won thrice as much of you at

ecarte in the week before that miserable

Derby, and you never asked for your

revenge. You should have it now if

either you or I were in cue for play.

Seriously I want you to feel at ease

before you begin to talk
;

I want you to

feel that your troubles are over, and
that you never need go near that awful

ffuet-d-p&is again. I've got a permanent
arrangement in my head, that will suit

yon, I hope, and set you right for ever

and a day. Hugh, you know if our

positions were reversed, I should ask

you for help just as frankly as I expect

you will take it from me."
Crichton shivered all over, worse than

he had done out in the cold March
eveninof.

" Put the case down," he said

hoarsely.
"

It will be time enough to

talk about that and your good intentions

half-an-hour hence. I'll tell you what
I have been doino;, if you care to hear."

Now, though the story interested

"Wyverne sincerely, it would be simple

cruelty to inflict it on you ; with very
slight variations, it might have applied
to half the viveurs that have been ruined

during the last hundred years. Still,

not many men could have listened un-

]

moved to such a tale, issuing from the

mouth of an ancient friend. When he
had come to a certain point in his story,
the speaker paused abruptly.

" Poor Hugh !" Alan said.
" How

you must have suffered. Take breath
now

;
I'm certain your throat wants

moistening, and the claret has been

waiting on you this quarter of an hour.

It's my turn to speak ;
I'm impatient to

tell you my plan. The agent at Castle

Dacre is so wonderfully ohd and rheu-

matic, that it makes one believe in

miracles when he climbs on the back of
his pony. I would give anything to

have a decent excuse for pensioning him
off. I shall never live there much, and
the property is so large, that it ought
to be properly looked after. If you
don't mind taking care of a very dreary
old house, there's 800 a year, and un-

limited lights and coals, (they used to

burn about ten tons a week, I believe,)
and all the snipe and fowl you like to

shoot, waiting for you. I shall be the

obliged party if you'll take it
;
for it

will ease my conscience, which at present
is greatly troubled. The work is not so

hard, and you've head enough for any-

thing."
Not pleasure or gratitude, but rather

vexation and confusion showed them-
selves in Crichton's face.

" Can't you have patience ?" he mut-

tered, irritably.
" Did'nt I ask you to

wait till you had heard all ? There's

more, and worse, to tell
; though I

don't know, yet, how much harm was
done."

He went on to say, that about the

time when things were at the worst
with him, he had stumbled upon Har-

ding Knowles ; they had been cotempo-
raries at Oxford, and rather intimate.

Harding did not appear to rejoice much
at the encounter

; though he must have

guessed at the first glance the strait to

which his old acquaintance was reduced,
he made no offer of prompt assistance,

but asked for Crichton's address, ex-

pressing vague hopes of being able to

do something for him
; Hugh gave it

with great reluctance, and only under a

solemn promise of secrecy. He did not

the least expect that Knowles would re-
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member him, and was greatly surprised
when the latter called some five or six

weeks afterwards. Hoarding's tone was
much more cordial than it had been at

their first meeting; he seemed really

sorry at having failed, so far, in finding

anything that would suit Crichton, and

actually pressed him to borrow 10

or more if it was required to meet

present emergencies. An instinctive

suspicion almost made Hugh refuse the

loan
;
he felf as if he would rather be

indebted to any man alive than to the

person who offered it
;
but he was so

fearfully -'hard up" that he had not the

courage to decline. Knowles came

again and again, with no ostensible ob-

ject except cheering his friend's solitude,

and each time was ready to open his

purse.
" We must get you something

before long, and then you can repay
me," he would say. Crichton availed

himself of these offers more than once,

moderately ;
he began to think that he

had done his benefactor great injustice,

and looked for his visits eagerly ;
in-

deed, few causeurs, when he chose to

exert himself, could talk more pleasantly
than Knowles.

One evening the conversation turned,

apparently by chance, to old memories

of college days.
" That was the best managed thing

we ever brought off," Harding said at

last,
" when we made Alick Drumrnond

carry on a regular correspondence with

a foreign lady of the highest rank, who
was madly in love with him. How did

we christen the Countess? I forget.

But I remember the letters you wrote

for her
;
the delicate feminine character

was the most perfect thing I ever saw.

Have you lost that talent of imitating

handwriting ? It must have been a

natural gift ;
I never saw it equalled."

" Write down a sentence or two,"

Hugh replied ;
"I'll show you if I have

lost the knack."

He copied them out on two similar

sheets of paper, and gave the three to

Knowles after confusing them under the

table: the latter actually started, and

the admiration that he displayed was

quite sincere : the fac similes, indeed,

were so miraculously like the original,

that it was next to impossible to dis-

tinguish them.
"
I can guess what is coining," Alan

whispered softly, seeing the speaker

pause.
" Go on straight and quick to

the end, for God's love, and keep
nothing back. Don't look at me."
The white working lips had no need

to say more : the other saw the whole
truth directly. He clenched his hand
with a savage curse, but Alan's sad

deprecating eyes checked the passionate
outbreak of remorse and anger. Sul-

lenly and reluctantly like a spirit
forced to reveal the secrets of his prison-
house Hugh Crichton went through
all the miserable details.

Knowles had represented himself as

being on such very intimate terms with

Wyverne, as fully to justify him in at-

tempting a practical joke.
" Alan's the best fellow in the world,"

he said, airily,
" but he believes that it

is impossible to take him in about
womankind. There's the finest possible
chance just now, and it can be managed
so easily, if you will only help me."

Hugh's natural delicacy and sense of

honour, dulled and weakened by drink

and degradation, had life enough left to

revolt suspiciously. But the other

brought to bear pretexts and arguments,

specious enough to have deluded a

stronger intellect and quieted a keener

conscience : he particularly insisted on
the point that the lady's character could

bear being compromised, and that the

secret would never go beyond Alan and
himself. Hugh had to contend, besides,

against a sense of heavy obligation, and
the selfish fear of offending the only
friend that was left to back him. Of

course, eventually he consented. The
next morning Harding brought a

specimen of the handwriting a long
and perfectly insignificant note, with the

signature torn off (he was a great col-

lector of autographs) : he was also pro-
vided with paper and envelopes, both

marked with a cypher, which he took

pains to conceal. Crichton could not

be sure of the initials, but he caught a

glimpse of their colour a brilliant

scarlet. The tone of the fictitious let-

ter, though the expressions were guard-
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edly vague, seemed strangely earnest for

a mere mystification ; certainly an inti-

mate acquaintance was implied between

the writer and the person to whom it

was addressed. The copyist was more

than half dissatisfied
;
he grumbled a

good many objections while employed
on his task, and was very glad when it

was over. The signature was simply
"
N.," an initial which occurred more

than once in the specimen note, so that

it was easy to reproduce a very peculiar

wavy flourish. The imitation was a

masterpiece, and Knowles was profuse
of thanks and praises.
He did not allude to the matter more

than once during the next few weeks,
and then only to remark, in a careless,

casual way, that the plot was going on

swimmingly. This struck Crichton as

rather odd
;

neither the pleasure of

Kriowles's society nor the comparative
luxuries which liberal advances supplied,
could keep him from feeling very un-

comfortable at times. One morning,
late in December, a note came, begging
him to dine with Harding that night in

the Temple ;
the writer " was going

into the country almost immediately."
It was a very succulent repast, and poor

Hugh, as was his wont, drank largely;

nevertheless, when, late in the evening,
Knowles asked him to repeat his cali-

graphic feat, and showed the draft of a

letter, it became evident, even to his

clouded brain, that something more than

"merry mischief" was intended
;
at first

he refused flatly and rudely. Indeed, any
rational being, unless very far gone in

drink or self- delusion, must have sus-

pected foul play. Not only was the tone

of the letter passionate to a degree, but

it contained allusions of real grave im-

port ;
and one name was actually men-

tioned Helen Vavasour's. Knowles
was playing his grand coup, and neces-

sarily had to risk something. He was
not at all disconcerted at the resistance

he encountered
;
he had a plausible ex-

planation ready to meet every objec-
tion.

" He was going down to Dene the

next day, on purpose to enjoy the de-

nouement ; it would be such a pity to

spoil it now. Miss Vavasour was a

cousin who had known Alan from her

10

nfancy ;
she would appreciate the trick

is well as any one
; but, of course, she

was never to know of it. This was the

very last time he would ask his friend's

tielp." So the tempter went on, al-

ternately ridiculing arid cajoling Hugh's
scruples, all the while drenching him
with strong liquor : at length he pre-
vailed.

Crichton was one of those men whose
hand and eye, often to their own detri-

ment, will keep steady when their brain

is whirling. He executed his task with

a mechanical perfection, though he was

scarcely aware of the meaning of each
sentence as he wrote it down. Knowles
took possession of the letter as soon as

it was done, and locked it up carefully.
The revel became an orgie : the last

thing that Hugh remembered distinctly
was marking a devilish satisfaction on
his companion's crafty face, that made
his own blood boil. After that every-

thing was chaos. He had a vague rec-

ollection of having tried to get back the

letter of high words and a serious

quarrel even of a blow exchanged but

the impressions were like those left by a

painful nightmare. He woke from a

long heavy stupor, such as undrugged
liquor could scarcely produce, and found
himself on a door-step in his own street,

without a notion of how he had got
there, subject to the attentions of a be-

nevolent policeman, who would not

allow him to enjoy, undisturbed,
" a

lodging upon the cold ground." The
next day came a curt contemptuous
note from Harding Knowlcsj to say
" that he was glad to have been of some
assistance to an old friend, and that he

should never expect repayment of his

advances
;
but that nothing would in-

duce him to risk a repetition of the pain-

ful scene of last night." They had

never met since. Crichton was con-

stantly haunted with the idea of having
been an accessory to some base villany ;

and would have communicated his sus-

picions, long ago, to Wyverne, if it had

not been for the false, pride which made
him keep aloof from all ancient ac-

quaintance, as if he had been plague-
stricken.

Alan sat perfectly quiet and silent,
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till the other had finished, only betray-

ing emotion by a convulsive twisting of

the fingers that shaded his eyes. All

at once" he broke out into a harsh bitter

laugh.
u You thought it was a practical

joke? So it was a very practical one,

and right well played out. Do you
know what it cost me ? The hope and

happiness of my life that's all. Why,
if I were to drain that lying hound's

blood, drop by drop, he would be in my
debt still !"

Then his head sank on his crossed

arms, and he began to murmur to him-

self so piteously
"
Ah, my Helen ! my lost Helen !"

The beaten-down, degraded look pos-
sessed the castaway's face stronger than

ever.
" Didn't I ask you to wait till I had

told you all ?" he muttered. "
I knew

how it would be
;
that was why I hesi-

tated to accept your invitation to-day.
Let me go now

;
I cannot comfort you

or help you either. You meant kindly

though, old friend, and I thank you all

the same. Good-bye."
Alan lifted his head quickly. His eyes

were not angry only inexpressibly sad.

"Sit down, Hugh," he said, '"and

don't be hasty. You might give one a

moment's breathing-time after a blow

like that. I haven't spirits enough for

argument, much less for quarrelling. I

know well if you had been in your
sober senses, and had thought it would

really harm me, no earthly bribe would

have tempted you to pen one line. Yon
can help me very much

;
and I will

trust you so far from the bottom of my
heart

;
as for comfort I must trust to

God. I hold to every word of my
offers. I am so very glad I made them
before I heard all this

;
for I can ask

you to serve me now without your sus-

pecting a bribe."

Length of misery tames stoicism as it

crushes better feelings : a spirit nearly
broken yields easily to weakness that

would shame hearts inexperienced in

sorrow. The pride of manhood could

not check the big drops that wetted

Crichton's hollow cheeks before Wy-
verne had finished speaking.

They talked long and seriously that

night. Alan did not trust by halves
;

"ie forced himself to go into every de-

tail that it was necessary the other

hould know, though some words and
names seemed to burn his lips in passing.
Before they parted their plan was fully

arranged. Hugh was to resign his

lerkship at once, so as to devote him-

self exclusively to completing the chain

of proofs that would criminate at least

the main movers in the plot. Alan

lung persistently to the idea that

Clydesdale had a good deal to do with

it.

It is needless to say that the amateur

detective worked with all his heart, and

soul, and strength. His temperance
was worthy of an anchorite

; and, when
he kept his senses about him, Crichton

ould be as patient and keen-scented as

the most practised of legal bloodhounds.

Before a week was over, he had collected

evidence, conclusive and consecutive

enough, to have convinced any Court of

Honour, though perhaps it would not

have secured a verdict from those free

and enlightened Britons who will make
a point of acquitting any murderer that

does not chance to be caught
" red-

handed." Truly ours is a noble Consti-

tution, and Trial by Jury is one of its

fairest pillars ;
but I have heard a para-

gon Judge speak blasphemy thereanent.

If the Twelve were allowed the French

latitude of finding
"
extenuating circum-

stances," I believe the coolest on the

Bench would go distraught, in helpless
wrath and contempt.

\Yvverne knew the shop that Mrs.

Lenox patronized for papeterie. They
ascertained there that a man answering

exactly to the description of Knowles
had called, one day in that autumn, and
had asked for a packet of envelopes
and note-paper, stating that he was

commissioned to take them down in

the country, and producing one of the

lady's cards as a credential. The sta-

tioner particularly remembered it from

the fact of the purchase having been

paid for on the spot. Trifling as the

amount was only a few shillings it

was a curious infraction of Nina's com-
mercial system, which was, as a rule,
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consistently Pennsylvania!!. Oicliton

had certainly contracted no new friend-

ships during his office servitude, but he

had made a few acquaintances at some

of the haunts frequented nightly by
revellers of the clerkly guild. He
worked one of these engines of infor-

mation very effectually. Harding had

more than once given him a cheqne to

a small amount, which he had got
cashed through one of the subordinates

of the bank, whom he had chanced to

fraternize with at the " Cat and Com-

passes," or some such reputable hostel.

At the expense of much persuasion,
and a timely advance to the official,

whose convivial habits were getting
him into difficulties, Hugh was in a

position to prove that Knowles had

paid into his account, early in the Janu-

ary following that eventful Christmas, a

cheque for 5000, signed by Lord Cly-
desdale. The money remained stand-

ing to his credit for some time, but had

since been drawn out for investment.

The dates of the composition of the

fictitious letters corresponded exactly
with the times at which Alan had re-

ceived them.

Altogether, the case seemed tolerably

clear, and a net of proof was drawn
round Harding Knowles that it would

puzzle even his craft to escape from.

I do not enter into the question
whether the influences of high Civiliza-

tion are sanctifying, or the reverse
;
but

on some grounds, it surely ought to

improve our Christianity, if it were

onlv for the obstacles standing in the

path of certain pagan propensities.
One would think that even an infidel

night see the folly of letting the sun
c > down on futile wrath. In truth,

: >wadays, the prosecution of a purely

personal and private vengeance is not

alone immoral in itself, but exceedingly
difficult to carry out. You cannot go
f>rth and smite your enemy under the

iifth rib, wheresoever you may meet,
aft'T the simple antique fashion. You
must lure him across the Channel before

you can even proceed after the formula

of the polite duello supposing always
that the adversary had not infringed
the criminal code.

Alan Wyverne's nature was not sub-

lime enough to admit a thought of

forgiveness, now. Since he held the

instruments of retaliation in his hand,
he had never faltered for one moment
in his vindictive purpose ;

but how
best to complete it was a problem
over which he brooded gloomily for

hours, without touching the solution.

CHAPTER XXII.

AN OLD SCORE PAID.

IT is needless to explain, that on

Harding Knowles Wyverne's anger was

chiefly concentrated. Clydesdale came
in for his share

; but, so far, it was diffi-

cult to establish the extent of the Earl's

connection with the plot. When the

Divine warning,
"
Vengeance is Mine,"

has once been ignored, very few men
are so cold-blooded, as to exclude en-

tirely from their plan of retribution, the

old simple method of exacting it with

their own right hand. As Alan sat

thinking, a vision would rise before him,

dangerously attractive : he saw a waste

of sand-hills stretching for leagues along
the coast of France

;
so remote from

road or dwelling, that a shot would never

be heard unless it were by a strange

fishing-boat out at sea; so seldom tra-

versed, that the body of a murdered
man might lie there for days undis-

covered, unless the gathering birds told

tales
;

he saw the form of his enemy
standing up in relief against the clear

morning-light, within a dozen paces of

the muzzle of his pistol. I fear it was
more the impracticability of the idea

than its sinfulness, which made Alan

decide that it ought to be relinquished.
Sometimes it needs no great casuistry
to enable even the best-natured of us to

give, in our own minds, a verdict of

Justifiable Homicide. But upon calm

consideration, it was about a million to

one against Harding's being induced to

risk himself in a duel, which he might

guess would be to the death, where the

chances would be heavily against him.

As i rule, forgers don't fight.
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There were great difficulties, too,

about a public exposure so great that

Alan never really entertained the idea

for a moment. He would just as soon

have thought of publishing a scurrilous

libel about those whom he loved best,

as of allowing their names to be paraded
for the world's amusement and criticism.

While he was still in doubt and per-

plexity, he chanced to meet one morn-

ing, a famous physician, with whom he
was rather intimate, though he had never

employed him professionally. Dr. Eg-
linton was a general favourite

; many peo-

ple, besides his patients, liked to hear

his full cheery tones, and to see his

quaint pleasant face, with the fin, sourire

tlr.it pointed his inexhaustible anecdotes;
he was the most inveterate gossip that

ever steered quite clear of ill-nature.

"You're not looking in such rude

health as one would suspect at the end

of the hunting season," the Doctor said,
" but I suppose there's nothing in my
way this morning. I wish I could say
as much for an old friend of yours,
M horn. I have just left at the Burlington.
It's the Rector of Dene. By the bye, it

would be a great charity if you would
call on him to-day : he seems lonely and

out of spirits indeed, the nature of his

disease is depressing. I know he's very
fond of you, and you might do him
more good than my physic can. I fear

it is a hopeless case a heart-complaint
of some standing though the symptoms
have only become acute and aggravated
within the last two years. Do you
know if he has had any great domestic

troubles or worries of late? lie was

not communicative, and I did not dare

to press him. Nothing can be so bad
for him as anything of the sort; and

any heavy or sudden shock might be

instantly fatal."

It was not only surprise and pain, but

sharp self-reproach too, that made \Vy-
verne turn so pale. Revenge is essen-

tially selfish, even when it will reason at

all; 'he had actually forgotten his kind

old friend's existence while pondering |

how to punish his son. He knew right

well what had been the great trouble !

that had weighed on Gilbert Knowles's !

heart for the last two years. The Rec-
j

tor was of course unable to intercede or
avert the catastrophe ; but, when he
heard of the final rupture of Helen's

engagement, he bowed his head despair-

ingly, and had never raised it since. I

told you how he loved her, and how
sincerely he loved Alan. On their union
rested the last of his hopes ;

when that

was crushed, he felt he should never
have strength or spirits enough to nour-
ish another.

No wonder Wyvcrne's reply was

strangely embarrassed and inconsequent:"
I don't know yes perhaps there

may have been some trouble on his

mind. The dear old Rector! I wish I

had heard of this before. Of course
Til go to him

;
but not to-day it's im-

possible to-day. Good-bye: I shall see

you again very soon. I shall want to

hear about your patient."
His manner, usually pose to a degree,

was so abrupt just then, that it set the

Doctor musing as he walked away.
"There's something wrong there," he

mattered, half aloud
(it

was a way he

had); "I wish I knew what it was;
he's well worth curing. He's not half

the man he was when he was mined.
None of us are, for that matter : I sup-

pose there's something bracing in the

air of poverty. I did hear something
about a cousinly attachment, but it can't

be that : Wyveme is made of too ster-

ling staff to pine away because an amou-
rette goes wrong: besides, he's always
with Lady Clydesdale now, they say.
What doni they say, if one had only
time to listen," &c., &c.

The good physician had a little sub-

dued element of cynicism in his nature,
which he only indulged when soliliquiz-

ing, or over the one cigar that profes-
sional decorum winked at, Wuen the

lonii' day's toil was done.

"Not to-day." No; Alan felt that

it would be impossible to meet the fa-

ther, till the interview with the son was

over. He went back to his rooms, and
sat there thinking for a full hour. Then
he took some papers from a locked

casket, and went straight to the Temple.
Knowles's servant chanced to be Out,

so he came himself to open the door of

his chambers. lie was prosperous and
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careful, you know, and could meet the

commercial world boldly, abroad or at

home
;
but the most timorous of insol-

vents never felt so disagreeable a thrill

at the apparition of the sternest of cred-

itors, as shot through Harding's nerves

when he saw on the threshold, the calm

courteous face of the man whom he dis-

liked and feared beyond all living.

There was something in that face

though a careless observer would have

detected no ruffle in its serenity that

stopped the other in his greeting, and

in the act of offering his hand. Not a

word passed between the two, till

Knowles had followed his visitor into

the innermost of the two sitting-rooms,

closing the doors carefully behind them.

Then Wyverne spoke
u An old friend of mine has given me

a commission to do. I had better get

through that before coming to my own
business. You advanced several sums
to Hugh Crichton at different times,

lately ;
will you be good enough to say,

if that list of them ^is right ?"

There could not be a more striking-

proof ofhow completely Knowles' s nerves

were unstrung, than the fact, that he

looked at the paper without having a

notion as to the correctness of the items,
and without the faintest interest in the

question. He answered quite at random,

speaking quick and confusedly
"
Yes, they are quite right ; but it

doesn't in the least matter. I never

expected
"

" Pardon me," Alan interrupted,
"

it

doesn't matter very much to us. Per-

haps since you have become a capitalist,

you can afford to be careless of such
trifles. Hugh Crichton does not think

it a trifle to owe money to you. Here
is the exact sum as far as he can remem-
ber it. It is your own fault if you have
cheated yourself. I will not trouble you
for a receipt. I dare say you did not

expect to be paid, still less by my hand.
That is settled. Now I will talk about

my own affairs."

Though he spoke so quietly, there

was a subtle contempt in his tone, that

made every word fall like a lash.

Again and again, Harding tried to meet
the steady look of the cold grave eyes,

and failed each time signally. He tried

bluster, thus early in the interview, in

sheer despair.
"
I can't guess at your object, but

your manner is not to be mistaken. It

is evident you come here with the de-

liberate purpose of insulting me. I'm
afraid I must disappoint you, Sir Alan.

I decline to enter into your own affairs

at all, and I consider our conversation

ended here."

The other laughed scornfully, and his

accent became harder and more iron-

chant than ever.
" Bah ! you lose your head ! There

are two gross errors in that last speech.
I don't come to insult, because, to insult

a person, you must presume he has

some title to self-respect. I utterly

deny your right to such a thing. And
you will listen as long as I choose to

speak ; you may be sure I shall not use

an unnecessary word. I come here to

make certain accusations and to impose
certain conditions or penalties, if you
like. It's not worth while picking ex-

pressions."

Harding sat down, actually gnashing
his teeth in impotent rage, leaning his

elbows on his knees, and resting his

chin on his clenched hands.
" Go on, then," he snarled,

" and bo

quick about it."

"
I accuse you," Alan answered,

steadily,
" of having played the part of

common spy ;
of having composed, if

you did not write, two anonymous let-

ters to Lady Mildred and her daughter;
afterwards, of having maligned a woman
whom you never spoke to, by causing
her handwriting to be forged ;

of having
made a dear friend of mine, a gentle-
man of birth and breeding, unwittingly

your accomplice, when he was brought
so low that the Tempter himself might
have spared him

;
of having done me,

and perhaps my cousin, a mortal injury,
when neither of us had ever hurt you by
word or deed. I accuse you of having
done all this for hire, for the specific

sum of 5,000, paid you by Lord

Clydesdale within a month after your

villany wras consumnrated. You need

not trouble yourself to contradict one

syllable of this, unless you choose to



150 BARREN IIOXOUR.

lie for the pleasure of lying. I have the

written proofs here."

Knowles's head went down lower

and lower while Wyverne was speak-

ing ;
when he raised his face, it was

fantastically convulsed and horribly

livid, like one of those that we see in

the illustrations to the Inferno, be-

setting the path of the travellers through
the penal Circles. He was too anxious

to escape from his torture, to protract
it by a single vain denial

;
bait he would

not throw one chance of palliation

away.
"

It was not a bribe," he gasped out,
*
it was a regular bet. Look, I can

show it you."
He drew his tablets out and tore

them open with a shaking hand ; and,
after finding the page with great diffi-

culty, pointed it out to Wyverne.
The latter just glanced at the entry,

and cast down the book with crushing

contempt.
" Five thousand to fifty," he said

;

" I've been long enough on the turf to

construe those odds. The veriest rob-

ber in the ring would not have dared

to show your 'regular bet.' Now,
answer me one* question 'How far

was Clydesdale cognizant of vour

plot ?'
"

" He has never heard one word of it,

up to this moment," the other an-

swered, eagerly.
" I swear it. You

may make any inquiries you like. I

can defy you there. But some one else

did know of it, and approved it too
;

that was "

Wyverne's tone changed savagely as

he broke in.

" Will you confine yourself to an-

swering the questions you are asked ?

I don't want any confessions volun-

teered. I attach no real importance to

them, after all
;
but it grates on one to

hear people maligned unnecessarily.

Now, I'll tell you what I mean to do

about it. I thought at first of inducing

you to cross the Channel, and giving

you a chance of your life against mine

there
;
but I gave that up, because I

knew you would not come. Then I

thought a brutal, last resource of

beating you into a cripple, here. I gave

that up, because I never could thrash a

dog that lay down at the first cut,

writhing and howling ;
I know so well

that would have been your line. Do
you want to say anything ?"

A sudden change in Harding's coun-

tenance made Alan pause. You may
have seen how utterly deficient he was
both in moral and physical courage ;

but the last faint embers of manhood
smouldered into sullen flame, under the

accumulation of insult. He had risen

to his feet with a dark devilish malice

on his face, and made a step towards a

table near him.

Wyverne's keen gaze read his
pur-

pose thoroughly, but never wavered in

its* freezing contempt.
"
Ah, that's the drawer where yon

keep your revolver," he said. " If yep.
drive a rat into a corner, he will turn

sometimes. I don't believe you would
have nerve to shoot

;
but I mean to run

no risks. I came prepared after I gave

up the bastinado. There's something
heavier than wood in this malacca. I'll

break your wrist if you attempt to touch

the lock. That's better
;

sit down

again and listen. Then I thought of

bringing the matter before a committee
of every club you belong to, suppressing
all the names but my own. I could

have done it
; my credit's good for so

much, if I choose to use it. I only

gave up that idea three hours ago. It

was when I heard of the Rector's being
so seriously ill. The fathers suffer for

the sins of the children often enough ;

but I have not the heart to give yours
his death-blow. You will appreciate
the weakness thoroughly, I don't doubt.

On one condition I shall keep your
treachery a secret from all, except those

immediately concerned
;
that condition

is, that you never show yourself in any
company where, by the remotest chance,

you could meet cither Lady Clydesdale,
Mrs. Lenox, any of the Dene family, or

myself. I'll do my duty to society so

far, at all events. Do you accept or

refuse ?"
"

I have no choice," the other mut-

tered, hoarsely and sullenly ;

"
you

have me in a vice, you know that,"
" Then it is so understood," Wy-
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verne went on. "You needn't waste

your breath in promising- and swearing.
You'll keep your quarantine, I feel sure.

If not,
"

(it
was a very significant

pause).
" After all, my forbearance

only hangs on your poor father's life,

and I fear that is a slender thread

indeed."

The mention of Gilbert Knowles's

name seemed to have no effect what*

ever upon his son; he did not even

appear grateful for its mute intercession

between him and public shame : but

Alan's voice softened insensibly as he

uttered it. When he spoke again, after

a minute's silence, his tone was rather

sad than scornful.
" If you wanted money so much,

why, in God's name, did you not come
to me ? I would have sold my last

chance of a reversion, and have begged
or borrowed from every friend I had,
sooner than have let Clydesdale outbid

me. The plunge was taken, when you
could once think of such infamy : you
might as well have sold yourself to me.

Those miserable thousands must have

been your only motive, for you had no

reason, that I know of, to dislike me."

For the first time since the interview

began, Harding Knowles looked the

speaker straight in the eyes : his face

was still white as a corpse's, but its ex-

pression was scarcely human in its in-

tense malignity.
" You're wrong," he said, between

his teeth: "the money wasn't the only
motive. Not dislike you ! Curse you !

I've hated you from the fitvst moment
that we met. Do you fancy, I thank

you for your forbearance now? I'd

poison you if I could, or murder you
where you stand, if I dared. I hated

your languid ways, and your quiet man-

ner, and your soft speech, and your cool

courtesy hated them all. You never

spoke naturally but once on the hall-

steps of Dene. Do you suppose I have

forgotten that, or the look in your
cousin's eyes ? I tell you I hated you
both. I felt you despised and laughed
at me all the while, and you had no

right to do so then. It is different

different now."
His brain, usually so calculating and

crafty, for the moment was utterly dis-

traught ;
he could not even command

his voice, which rose almost into a

shriek while he was speaking, and in

the last words sank abruptly into a hol-

low groan. It was a terrible and piteous

sight. But you have heard how im-

placable at certain seasons Alan Wy-
verne could be : neither the agony of

the passion, nor the misery of the hu-

miliation, moved his compassion in the

least
;
he watched the outbreak and the

relapse, with a smiie of serene satisfac-

tion that had been strange to his face

for some time pa4.
" So you really disliked my man-

ner?" he said, in his own slow, pensive

way.
" I remember, years ago, an an-

cient Duchesse of the Faubourg telling
me it had a savour of the Vieille Cour.
I was intensely flattered then, for I was

very young. I am not sure that F

ought not to be more gratified now. I

think I am. The instincts of hate are

truer than those of love. Mde. de La-

treaumont was as kind as a mother to

me, and might have been deceived. I

have no more to say. You know the

conditions: if you transgress them by
a hair's breadth, you will hear of it

not from me."

He left the room without another

word. It is doubtful if Knowles heard
that last taunt, or knew that his visitor

was gone. He had buried his face

again in his hands
;
and so, for minutes

sat motionless. All at once he started

up, went to the outer "
oak," and drop-

ped the bolt which made his servant's

pass-key useless, and then returned to

his old seat, still apparently half stunned
and stupefied.
Do you think the forger and traitor

escaped easily ? It may be so
;
but re-

member the exaggerated importance
that Harding attached to his social po-
sition and advancement. I believe that

many, whose earthly ruin has just been

completed, have felt less miserable, and

hopeless, and spirit-broken, than the

man who sat there, far into the twi-

light, staring at the fire with haggard
eyes, that never saw the red coals turn

It is true, that when Nina Lenox
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heard from Alan a resume of the day's

proceedings, she decided at once that

the retribution was wholly inadequate
and unsatisfactory. But one need not

multiply instances to prove the truism,

if women are exacting in love, they are

thrice as exacting in revenge. I cannot

remember where I read the old romaunt
of the knight who came just in time to

save his lady from the burning, by van-

quishing her traducer in the lists. The

story is commonplace and trite to a de-

gree. I only remember the one in-

stance that made it remarkable. The

conqueror stood with his foot on the

neck of the enemy; his chivalrous heart

melted towards the vanquished, who,
after all, had done his devoir gallantly
in an evil cause. He would have suf-

fered him to rise and live, but he

chanced to glance inquiringly towards

the pale woman at the stake, and, says
the chronicler,

"
by the bending of her

brows, and the blink of her eyes, he

wist that she bade him ' not spare !'
"

So the good knight sighed heavily, and,

turning his sword-point once more to

the neck of the fallen man, drove the

keen steel through mail and flesh and

bone.

Ah, my friend ! may it never be

your lot or mine, to lie prone at the

mercy of a woman whom we have

wronged past hope of forgiveness ;
be

sure, that eyes and brows will speak as

plainly as they did a thousand years

agone, and their murderous message
will be much the same.

CHAPTER XXIII.

DIPLOMACY AT A DISCOUNT.

IT would be rather difficult to define

Wyverne's feelings after his interview

with Knowles. 1 fear that the utter

humiliation of his enemy failed entirely

to satisfy him ; but, on the whole, I

think he scarcely regretted not having

pushed reprisals to extremities. At
least there was this advantage ;

he

could sit with the Hector MOW, for hours,

and strive to cheer the poor invalid,

with a quiet conscience; he could never
have borne to come to his presence with
the deliberate purpose at his heart of

bringing public shame on Gilbert's son.

At the beginning of the following
week, Alan heard that the Squire and

Lady Mildred were in town for a couple
of days, on their way home from Dev-
onshire. He knew the hour at which
he was certain to find "

my lady" alone,
and timed his visit accordingly. Now,
though the family breach had been
closed up long ago, and though Wy-
verne was with Lady Clydesdale perpet-

ually, apparently on the most cousinly
terms of intimacy, it somehow happen-
ed that he met his aunt very seldom.

Still, it was the most natural thing that

he should call, under the circumstances,
and " my lady" was in no wise discon-

certed when his name was announced.
The greeting, on both sides, was as af-

fectionate as it had ever been in the old

times
;

it would have been impossible to

say why, from the first, Lady Mildred
felt a nervous presentiment of impend-
ing danger, unless it was it might have
been pure fancy that Alan's manner
did seem unusually grave. So she was
not surprised when he said,

" Would you mind putting off your
drive for half an hour ? I will not keep
you longer ;

but I have one or two

things that I wish very much to say to

you."
"

I'll give you the whole afternoon if

you wish it, Alan," she said, in the soft-

est of her silky tones
;

"
it is no great

sacrifice
;

I shall be glad of an excuse

for escaping the cold wind. Will you
ring, and tell them I shall not want the

carriage, and that I am not at home to

anybody ?"

So once again this time without a

witness the trial of fence between
those two began ;

it was strange, but

all the prestige of previous victories

could not make "
my lady" feel confi-

dent now.
Alan broke ground boldly, without

wasting time in "parades.'*
" Aunt Mildred, if some things that

I have to refer to should be painful to

you, try and realize what they must be

to me ; you will see then, that only ne-



BARREN HONOUR. 153

cessity could make me speak. Do you
remember when those wretched anony-
mous letters first came to Dene, I told

you I would find out their author and

thank him ? I did both last week.

More than this, I have seen and spoken
with the man who wrote those letters

which we all supposed came from Mrs.

Rawdon Lenox. You never had a

doubt on the subject, of course, Aunt
Mildred ? I thought you would be sur-

prised; you will be still more so when

you hear the forger's name Harding
Knowles."

"
My lady" really did suffer from

headaches sometimes with that busy,
restless brain it was no wonder and

she always had near her the strongest

smelling-salts that could be procured ;

but she did not know what fainting

meant, so she was absolutely terrified,

when the room seemed to go round,
and Wyverne's voice sounded distant

and strange, as if it came through a

long speaking-tube; the sensation passed
off in a few seconds, but while it

lasted she could only feel, blindly and

helplessly, for the jewelled vinaigrette
which lay within a few inches of her

elbow. Wyverne's eyes had never left

her face for a moment
;
he caught up

the bottle quickly and put it, open, into

her hand, without a word.

It it is nothing," Lady Mildred

gasped (the salts must have been very

pungent.)
"

I have not been well for

days ;
the surprise quite overcame me.

But oh, Alan, are you quite quite
sure ? I don't like Harding Knowles
much

;
but it would be too cruel to ac-

cuse him of such horrors unless you
have certain proofs."

" Make yourself easy on that score,"

Alan said, with his quiet smile
;

" no

injustice has been done. I will give you
all the proofs you care to see, directly.
While you recover yourself, Aunt Mil-

dred, let me tell you a short story.
Years ago, when we were cruising about

the Orkneys, they showed us a certain

cliff that stood up a thousand feet clear

out of the North Sea, and told us what

happened there. A father and his son,

sea-fowlers, were hanging on the same

rope, the father undermost. Suddenly

they found that the strands were parting
one by one, frayed on a sharp edge of

rock. The rope might possibly carry
one to the top not two. Then quoth
the sire,

' Your mother must not starve

cut away, below? As he said, so was
it done, and the parricide got up safely.
Do you see my meaning? You say
you don't like Harding Knowles ? I

can well believe it
;
but if you cared for

him Qext to your own children, I should
still quote the stout Orkneyman's words

' cut away, below? Now, if you will

look at these papers, you will see how
clear the evidence is on which I rely."

There was silence for some minutes,
while "

my lady" pretended to read at-

tentively; in real truth, she could not
fix her attention to a line. All her

thoughts were concentrated on the one
doubt " How much does he know?"
The suspense became unendurable

;
it

was better to hear the worst at once.

Suddenly she looked up and spoke.
" Is it possible ? Can you believe that

Clydesdale was mixed up with such a

plot as this ?"
"
No," Wyverne answered, frankly.

"
I confess I did suspect him at first

;

but I don't believe, now, that he was

privy to any of the details. I think,
after securing his agent's services, he
left him carte blanche to act as he would,

lie is quite welcome to that shade of

difference in the dishonour. Well, are

those proofs satisfactory ? If not, I may
tell you that I saw Harding Knowles
four days ago, and that he confesses

everything."
The peculiar intonation of the last

two words made Lady Mildred, once

more, feel faint with fear. She had
never encountered such a danger as this.

But her wonderfully trained organ did

not fail her, even in her extreme strait
;

though tiny drops of dew stood on her

pale forehead, though her heart throbbed

suffocatingly, her accent was still meas-

ured and full of subdued music.
" Did he implicate any one ?"

It was the very desperation of the

sword-player, who, finding his science

baffled, comes to close quarters, with

shortened blade. Alan did indulge vin-

dictiveness so far as to pause for a full
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minute before answering, regarding Ins

companion all the while intently. But,

though he could be pitiless towards his

own sex at times, he never could bear

to see a woman in pain, even if she had

injured him mortally ;
that minute a

fearfully long one to "my lady" ex-

hausted his revenge.
"He would have done so," he replied,

but I stopped him before a name could

pass his lips.
I am very glad I did. It

don't follow that I should have believed

him. But it is better as it is. Don't

you think so, Aunt Mildred ?"

The revulsion of feeling tried her al-

most more severely than the previous

apprehension had done. At that mo-
ment "my lady" was thoroughly and

naturally grateful. Wyverne saw that

she was simply incapable of a reply just
then. He was considerate enough to

give her breathing space, while he went

into several details with which you are

already acquainted, and mentioned the

conditions he had imposed upon Knowles
which the latter had subscribed to.

Lady Mildred listened and approved,

mechanically. Her temperament had

been for years so well regulated that un-

wonted emotion really exhausted her.

Her bright dark eyes looked dull and

heavy, and languor, for once, was not

feigned.
"There is another question," Alan

went on
;

"
it is rather an important

one to me, and, I think, my chief reason

for coming here to-day was to ask your

opinion, and your help, if you choose to

give it. What is to be done about

Helen ? You know, when a man has

been in Norfolk Island for several years,

and it comes out that some one else has

committed the forgery, they always

grant him a free pardon. That is the

government plan ;
but it don't suit me.

Besides, Helen has forgiven me long-

ago, I believe, and we are perfectly

good friends now. For that very reason

I cannot throw the chance away of

clearing myself in her eyes. There are

limits to self-denial and self-sacrifice.

Yet it is delicate ground to approach,

especially for me. As far as I am con-

cerned '

let conjugal love continue ;'
it

would scarcely promote a mutual good

understanding, if Helen were told of

the part her lord and master played in

the drama, and of the liberal odds that

he laid so early in their acquaintance.
Yet it would be hard to keep his name
out of the story altogether : mere per-
sonal dislike would never account for

Knowle's elaborate frauds. Aunt Mil-

dred, I tell you fairly, I am not equal to

the diplomatic difficulty ;
but I think

you are. Shall I leave it in your hands

entirely ? If you will only satisfy Helen
that I have satisfied you if you will

make her believe implicitly that I have
been blameless throughout in thought,
and word, and deed, and that black

treachery has been used against us both
on my honour and faith, I will never

enter on the subject, even if she wished
to do so, unless Helen or I were dvino-.

She shall send me one line only to say
'

I believe' and then, we will bury
the sorrow and the shame as soon as you
will. I think none of us will care to

move the gravestone."
For a moment or two "

my lady" was

hardly sure if she heard aright. She
knew that it was impossible to over-esti-

mate the danger to which Wyverne had
alluded. Helen's temper had grown
more and more wilful and determined
since her marriage ;

it was hard to say
to what rash words or deeds resentment
and remorse might lead her. She knew
Alan, too, well; but she scarcely be-

lieved him capable of such a sacrifice as

this. And could he be serious in choos-

ing her as his delegate ? She gazed up
in his face, half-expecting to find a covert

mockery there
;
but its expression was

grave, almost to sternness.
" Do you really mean it ?" she faltered.

"
It is so good, so generous of you. And

will you trust me thoroughly ?"
"
Yes, Aunt Mildred, I will trust you

again"
A thousand complaints and revilings

would not have carried so keen a re-

proach as that which wa"s breathed in

those few sad, quiet words. Lady Mil-

dred shrank as she felt them come
home. Involuntarily she looked up
once more : it was a fatal error. She
encountered the full light of the clear,

keen eyes resistless in the power of



BARKEN" HONOUR 155

their single-hearted chivalrous truth. In

another second her head had gone down
on Wyvenie's shoulder, as he sat close

to her couch, and she was sobbing out

something incoherent about "forgive-
ness."

Now, I do not suppose that the

annals of intellectual duelling can

chronicle a more complete defeat than

this. It is with the greatest pain and

reluctance that I record it. What
avails it to-be a model diplomate, to

sit for half a lifetime at the feet of

Machiavel, to attain impassibility .and

insensibility equal to a Faquir's as a

rule if womanhood, pure and simple,
is to assert itself in such an absurdly
sudden and incongruous way? It is

pleasant to reflect, that this human na-

ture of ours is hardly more consistent in

evil than in good. There are doubts if

even the arch-cynicism of Talleyrand
carried him through to the very last. I

once before ventured to draw a com-

parison between him and "
my lady"

that was when I did believe in her.

Wyverne was intensely surprised,
rather puzzled what to do or say, and de-

cidedly gratified. Though he had sus-

pected her from the first, he had never

nourished any bitter animosity against

Lady Mildred. lie had a sort of idea

that she was only acting up to her prin-

ciples such as they were which were

very much what popular opinion as-

signs to the ideal Jesuit. Quite natu-

rally and easily, he began to soothe her

now.
" Dear Aunt Mildred, I hardly know

what I have to forgive" (this was pro-

foundly true) ;

" but here, in my igno-
rance, I bestow plenary absolution. I

fear I have worried you, when you were

really not well. I won't tease you with

a word more. Mind, I leave every-

thing in your hands, with perfect confi-

dence."

Lady Mildred had fallen back on her
sofa again, pressing her handkerchief

against her eyes, though no tears were

flowing.
"
If I had only known you better

and sooner," she murmured.
I dare say she meant every word sin-

cerely when she said it; nevertheless,

as a historian, I int'line to believe that

no insight into Alan's character would
have altered "

my lady's" line of policy
at any previous moment. Perhaps
some such idea crossed Wyverne's
mind, for there certainly was a slight
smile on his

lip, as he rose to take an
affectionate farewell. The few parting
words are not worth recording.

Alan was more than discontented,
whenever he thought over these things,

calmly and dispassionately, in after

days. Twice he had looked his ene-

mies in the face, and on both occasions

had doubtless borne oft* the honours of

the day; but it was an unsubstantial

victory at best, and a triumph scarcely
more profitable than that of the Impe-
rial trifler, who mustered his legions to

battle, and brought back as trophies
shells from the sea-shore. The recol-

lection was not poisonous enough to

destroy the good elements of his charac-

ter, but it darkened and embittered his

nature, permanently.
The fact is, when a man has been

thoroughly duped and deluded, and has

suffered irreparably from the fraud, it

is not easily forgotten, unless retaliation

has been fully commensurate with the

injury. I am not advocating a princi-

ple, but simply stating a general fact.

With a great misfortune it is different.

We say
" Let us fall into His hand,

not into the hand of man." So, at

least, is consolation more easily sought
for, and found.

Remember Esau as he was before

he sold his birthright as he is when,
in fear and trembling, Jacob looks upon
his face again. That score of years
has changed the cheery, careless hunter

of deer into the stern, resolute leader of

robber-tribes ruling his wild vassals

with an iron sceptre no longer
" seek-

ing for his meat from God," but grasp-

ing plunder, where he may find it, with

the strong hand, by dint of bow and

spear truly, a fitting sire from whose
loins twelve Dukes of Edom should

spring not wholly exempt from kind,

generous impulses, as that meeting be-

tween Penuel and Succoth proves but

as little like his former self, as a devil is

like an angel. If the eyes of the blind
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old patriarch, who loved his reckless

first-born so well, had been opened as

he lay a-dying, he could scarcely have
told if

" this were his very son Esau, or

no.'

CHAPTER XXIY.

SEMI-AMBUSTUS EVASIT.

ARE you curious to know how, all

this while, it fared with the Great Earl

and his beautiful bride ? If the truth is

to be told, I fear the answer must be

unsatisfactory. No one, well acquaint-
ed with the contracting parties, be-

lieved that the marriage would be a

very happy one; but they hoped it

would turn out as well as the generality
of conventional alliances. It was not

so. Alan Wyverne was right enough
in thinking that Clydesdale was most
unfitted to the task of managing a

haughty, wilful wife
;
but even he never

supposed that dissension would arise so

quickly, and rankle so constantly.
There had been few overt or actual

disputes, but a spirit of bitter antago-
nism was ever at work, which sooner

or later was certain to have an evil

ending.
It would be unfair to infer that the

fault was all on the Earl's side. It was
his manner and demeanour that told

most against him : he had been so ac-

customed to adulation from both sexes,
that he could not understand why his

wife should not accept his dictatorial

and overbearing ways, as patiently as

his other dependents : so even his kind-

nesses were spoilt by the way in which

they were offered, or rather enforced.

But at all events, in the early days of

their married life he was really anxious

that not a wish or whim of Helen's

should remain ungratified, and spared
neither trouble nor money to insure

this.

The fair Countess was certainly not
free from blame. She had said to

Maud Brabazon "
I will try honestly

to be a good wife, if he will let me."

Xow, her most partial friend could'

hardly assert, that she had fairly acted

up to this good resolve. Perhaps it

would have been too much to expect
that she should entertain a high respect
or a devoted affection for her consort

;

but she might have masked indifference
more

considerately, or, at least, have
dissembled disdain. Her hasty, impet-
uous nature seemed utterly changed;
she never by any chance lost her temper
now, at any provocation, especially when
such came from her husband. It would
have been much better if she had done
so, occasionally : nothing chafes a char-
acter like Clydesdale's" so bitterly, as

that imperial nonchalance, which seems
to waver between contempt and pity.

Besides, her notions of conjugal obe-
dience were rather peculiar. The Earl

was, at first, perpetually interfering with
her arrangements, by suggestions for or

against, which sounded' unpleasantly
like orders

;
if these chanced to square

with Helen's inclination, or if the ques-
tion was simply indifferent to her, she
acted upon them, without^ claiming any
credit for so doing ;

if otherwise she

disregarded and disobeyed them with
a serene determination, and seemed to

think,
"
having changed her mind since

she saw him," quite a sufficient apology
to her exasperated Seigneur.
An incident very characteristic of this

had, somehow, got abroad.

Lady Clydesdale was about to ac-

ompany her husband to a tremendous

State-dinner, the host being one of the

great personages in this realm, next to

royalty no other than the Duke of

Camelot. When she came down, ready
to start, one would have found it im-

possible to have found a fault in her
toilette. But the Earl chose to con-

sider himself an authority on feminine

attire, and chanced to be in a particu-

aiiy captious humour that evening: the

ground colour of Helen's dress a dark
Mazarine blue did not please him at

all, though really nothing could match
setter with her parure of sapphires and
diamonds. She listened to his com
nents and strictures without contra-

dicting them, apparently not thinking
lie subject worth discussion : her silent
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indifference irritated Clydesdale exces-

sively. At last he said
"
Helen, I positively

insist on your

taking off that dress
;
there will be time

enough if you go up immediately. Do

you hear me ?"

For an instant she seemed to hesi-

tate
;
then she rose, with an odd smile

on her proud lip "Yes, there will be

time enough," she said, and so left the

room.

But minutes succeed minutes, till i

was evident that the conventiona

"grace" must even now be exceeded

and still no re-appearance of Helen

The Earl could control his feverish im

patience no longer, and went up him

self, to hurry her. He opened the dooi

hastilv, and fairly started back, in wratl

and astonishment at the sight he saw.

The Countess was attired very much
as Maud Brabazon found her when she

paid the midnight visit that you may
remember. Perhaps her dressing-robe
was a shade more gorgeous, but there

was no mistaking its character. There

she sat, buried in the depths of a luxuri-

ous causeuse, her little feet crossed on

the fender
(it

was early spring and the

nights were cold) ;
all the massy coils

of cunningly wrought plaits and tresses

freed from artistic thraldom, a half-cut

novelette in her hand, altogether, the

prettiest picture of indolent comfort,
but not exactly the " form" of a great

lady expected at a ducal banquet.
The furious blood Hushed Clydes-

dale's face to dark crimson.
" What what does this mean ?" he

stammered. His voice was not a pleas-
ant one at any time, and rage did not

mellow its tone. The superb eyes
vouchsafed one careless side-glance, a

gleam of scornful amusement lighting

up their languor.
"The next time you give your or-

ders," she replied,
"
you had better be

more explicit: you commanded me to

take off that blue dress, but you said

nothing about putting on another. Per-

haps my second choice might not have

pleased you either. Besides, one is not

called upon to dress twice, even for a

State dinner. You can easily make a

good excuse tor me : if the Duke is very

angry, I will make my peace with him

myself. I'm sure he will not bear mal-

ice long."

Now, putting predilection and preju-
dice aside, which do you think was
most in the wrong ? The Earl was
unreasonable and tyrannical, first

;
but

under the circumstances, I do think he
" did well to be angry." He was so

angry: that he was actually afraid to

trust himself longer in the room, and
hurried dowr

nstairs, growling out some
of his choicest anathemas (not directed,
it must be owned) ;

as has been hinted

before, Clydesdale kept at least one

Recording angel in full employment.
The spectacle of marital wrath did not
seem greatly to appal the wilful Count-
ess. She heard the door of the outer

chamber close violently, without starting
at the crash, and settled herself comfort

ably to her book again, as if no inter-

ruption had occurred.

About this time the Earl began to be
haunted by a certain dim suspicion : at

first it seemed too monstrously absurd
to be entertained seriously for a mo-
ment

;
but soon it grew into form and

substance, and became terribly distinct

and life-like the possibility of his wife's

despising him. When he had once ad-

mitted the probability, the mischief was
done : he brooded over the idea with a

gloomy pertinacity, till a blind, dull ani-

mosity took the place of love and trust.

He swore to himself that, at whatever

cost, he would regain and keep the

upremacy : unfortunately he had never

had it yet ;
and it would have been

easier for him to twist a bar of cold

steel with his bare hands, than to mould
;he will of Countess Helen. Everyday

lost instead of gaining ground, only

embittering the spirit of resistance, and

widening a breach which could never

e repaired. As if all this were not

enough, before the year was out, anoth-

er and darker element of discord rose

up in the Earl's moody heart though
ic scarcely confessed it even to himself

i fierce, irrational jealousy of Alan

Wyverne.
No one who had chanced to witness

he parting of the cousins in the library
,t Dene, would have allowed the possi
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bility of a free unreserved intimacy,

troubled, as it would seem, neither by
repining nor misgiving, being estab-

lished between them within two years.

Though Alan spoke hopefully at the

time, it may be doubted if he believed

in his own words. Yet such contradic-

tions and anomalies happen so often,

that we ought to be tired of wondering.
They moved in the same set, both in

town and country, and were necessarily
thrown much together. Wyverne soon

managed to persuade himself that there

was not the slightest reason why he
should purposely avoid his fascinating
cousin. As for Helen, I fear she did

not discuss the question with her con-

science at all. So, gradually and insen-

sibly they fell into the old pleasant con-

fidential ways such as used to prevail
before that fatal afternoon when Wy-
verne's self-control failed him, and he
"
spake unadvisedly with his lips" under

the oak-boughs of the Holme Wood.

Perhaps there might have been a cer-

tain amount of self-delusion
;
but I fancy

that for a long time there was not a

thought of harm on either side. As
far as Alan was concerned, I do believe

that his affection for Helen was as pure
and honest and single-hearted as it is

possible for a sinful man to entertain.

Nevertheless, the change in the usual

demeanour of the cousins, when they
chanced to be together, was too marked
to escape observation. Her best friends

could not deny that marriage had al-

tered Lady Clydesdale very much for the

worse : her manner in general society
was decidedly cold, and there was often

weariness in her great eyes, when they
were not disdainful or defiant. The
first sound of Alan's voice seemed to

act like a spell in bringing the Helen
Vavasour of old days, with all the

charming impulses and petulance of her

maidenhood. Ever since his interview

with Nina Lenox, Wyverne had been

constantly moody and pre-occupied ;

but the dark cloud was always lifted

before he had been five minutes in his

cousin's presence; the frank, careless

gaiety which once made him such a

fascinating companion returned quite

naturally, and he could join in the talk

or enter into the project of the hour
with as much interest as ever. It was

remarkable, certainly so much so that

the Earl might perhaps have been justi-
fied in not altogether approving of the
state of things, especially as he could
not be expected to appreciate Alan's

feelings, simply because a chivalrous

and unselfish affection was something
quite beyond his mental grasp.

Notwithstanding all this, I repeat
that his jealousy was irrational. He
was sulky and uneasy in Wyverne's
presence, and disliked seeing him with

Helen, not because he actually mistrust-

ed either, but because he hated the man
from the bottom of his heart. He did
not believe in the possibility of his

haughty wife's ever straying, even in

thought or word, from the path of

duty ;
but she was the chief of his pos-

sessions, and it exasperated him, that

his enemy should derive profit or pleas-
ure from her society. In despite of an
inordinate self-esteem, Clydesdale could

not shake off the disagreeable idea,

that, wherever they had met, so far

Alan had got the better of him. He
fancied he could detect a calm con-

temptuous superiority in the latter's

tone
(it

was purely imaginary), which
irritated him to the last degree. Added
to all this and it was far the strongest
motive of all was the consciousness of

having done Alan a deadly wrong, in

intention, if not in fact. It was true

that he knew nothing of Harding
Knowles's treachery. He had carefully
abstained from asking a question, cither

before or after the result
;
but he knew

that he had bought an unscrupulous
agent, on a tacit understanding that a

full equivalent should be given for the

money ;
and he could guess how thor-

oughly the contract had been carried

out. In one word, the Earl wished

Wyverne dead, simply because he could

not comfortably look him in the face.

Rely on it, that poison-bag lies at the

root of many fangs that bite most

sharply.

Nevertheless, Lord Clydesdale ab-

stained from confiding his antipathies
ev^en to his wife. Deficient as he was
in tact, he felt that a battle would x>rob-
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ably ensue, to which all other dissen-

sions would have been child's play, lie

had no solid grounds to go upon, and

he did not see his way clearly to a sat-

isfactory result. So, in spite of his

frowns and sulkiness, matter* went on

smoothly enough up to the time of the

disclosures recorded in the last chapter.

It is probable that Lady Mildred dis-

charged her embassage faithfully, albeit

discreetly. The subject was never men-

tioned between them
;
but Helen's man-

ner towards her cousin perceptibly soft-

ened, though she felt a strange constraint

occasionally that she could hardly have

accounted for. The truth was if she

had indulged in self-examination, at this

conjuncture she ought to have begun to

mistrust herself. It was dangerous to

brood over Alan's wrongs now, when it

was too late to make him any substan-

tial amends.

But the world would not long
"

let

well alone." Before the season was far

advanced, cancans were rife
;
and Lady

Clydesdale's name was more than

lightly spoken of: glances, when levelled

at her, became curious and signifi-

cant, instead of simply admiring. Of

course, the parties most intimately
interested arc the last to hear of such

thino-s
;
but Wyverne did begin to sus-

pect the truth, not so much from any
hints or inuendoes, as from a certain

reticence and reserve among his inti-

mates at the clubs and elsewhere. One

evening, Maud Brabazon took heart of

grace, and told him all she had heard,
after her own frank fashion.

Not even during the hours which

fallowed the miserable parting in the

library at Dene, had Alan felt so utterly

hopeless and spirit-broken as he did

that night, as he sat alone, thinking
over the situation, and trying with every

energy of his honest heart to determine

what he ought to do. Men have grown
grey and wrinkled under briefer and

lighter pain. It did seem hard : when
he was conscious of innocence of inten-

tion when he had so lately, at such

costly self-sacrifice, abstained from per-

sonally justifying himself in Helen's

eyes, sooner than compromise her hus-

band when he had just found out that

he had been juggled out of his life's

hope through no fault or negligence of

his own he was called upon to resign
the shadow of happiness that was left

him still, merely because the world chose

to be scandalous, and not to give him
credit.for common honesty. But, after

his thoughts had wandered for hours
in darkness and in doubt, the light
broke clear. Half-measures were worse
than useless. To remain in England
and to maintain a comparative estrange-
ment to meet Helen only at appointed
times and seasons to set a watch upon
his lips whenever he chanced to be in

her society was utterly impracticable.
Like other and braver and wiser men,
he owned that he had no alternative

he was bound to fly. Weak and falli-

ble as he was in many respects, \Vy-
verne's character contained this one
element of greatness when he had
once made up his mind, it was easier to

move a mountain than to change his

resolve.

He never went near Clydesdale House
for three days, and in that space all his

arrangements were made, irrevocably.

Early in the year Alan had purchased
a magnificent schooner

;
she was fitting

out at Ryde, and nearly completed ;
he

had purposed to make a summer cruise

in the Mediterranean, it was only turn-

ing the Odalisque to a more practical

purpose, now. Two of his friends had

organized a hunting expedition on a

large scale, first through the interior of

Southern Africa, then to the Himalayas
and the best of the "

big game" districts

of India. Of course they were delighted
to have Wyverne as a comrade, espe-

cially when he placed his yacht at their

service
;
the Odalisque, both in size and

strength, was perfectly equal to any
ocean voyage. Their absence from

England ^vas to last at least three years.
Alan felt a certain relief when it was all

settled
;
nevertheless his heart was cold

and heavy as lead, as he walked towards

Clydesdale House to break the tidings.

He found Helen alone ; indeed, the

Earl was out of town for the whole day,
and was not to return till late in the

evening. She could not understand

what had kept her cousin away for three
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days of course she had wanted him

particularly for all sorts of things and

she was inclined to be mildly reproach-
ful on the. subject. Wyverne listened

for a while, though every word brought
a fresh throb of pain, simply because

he had not courage to begin to unde-

ceive her.

At last he spoke, you may guess how

gently and considerately, yet keeping

nothing back, and not disguising the

reasons for his departure. He had felt

sure all along, that Helen would be

bitterly grieved at his determination,
and would strive to oppose it

;
but he

was not prepared for the passionate
outbreak which ensued.

The Countess's cheek had changed
backwards and forwards, from rose-red

to pale, a dozen times while her cousin

was speaking, and on the beautiful

brow there were signs, that a child

might have read, of a coming storm
;

but she did not interrupt him till he

had quite said his say ;
then she started

to her feet
;
a sudden movement swift

and lithe, and graceful as a Bayadere's

spring brought her close to Alan's

chair
;

she was kneeling at his side,

with her slender hands locked round

his arm, gazing up in his face, before he

could remonstrate by gesture or word.
" You shall not go. I don't care

what they say friends or enemies

you shall not go. Alan, I will do any-

thing, and suffer anything, and go any-
where

;
but I will riot lose you. With

all your courage, will you fail me when
I am ready to brave them ? You cannot

mean to be so cruel. Ah, say say you
will stay with me."

Alas ! if her speech was rash, her

eyes were rasher still
; never, in the days

when to love was no sin, had they

spoken half so plainly.

Wyverne's breath came thick and

fast, for his heart contracted painfully,

as if an iron hand had grasped it. It

was all over with self-delusion now
;
the

flimsy web vanished before the fatal

eloquence of that glance, as a gauze
veil shrivels before a strong straight jet

of flame.

Now though this pen of mine has

done scant justice to Helen's marvellous

fascinations let any man, in the prime
of life, endowed with average passions
and not exceptional principle, place
himself in Alan's position, and try to

appreciate its peril. Truly, I think, it

would be hard measure, if human nature

were called upon twice in a lifetime, to

surmount such a temptation, and sur-

vive it. Yet he only hesitated while

that choking sensation lasted. He
raised Helen from where she knelt, and

replaced her on the seat she had left,

with an exertion of strength, subdued
and gentle, but perfectly irresistible;

when he spoke, his voice sounded un-

naturally stern and cold.
"
If I had doubted at all about my

absence being right and necessary, I

should not doubt now. Child you are

not fit to be trusted. How dare you
speak, at your age and in your station,

of setting society at defiance, and

trampling on conventionalities ? You
have duties to perform, and a great
name to guard ;

have you forgotten all

this, Countess Helen ?""

On the last words, there was certainly
an inflexion of sarcasm. The bitter

pain gnawing at his heart, made him
for the moment selfish and cruel. Per-

haps it was as well
;
the hardness of his

tone roused her pride, so that she could

answer with comparative calmness.
" God help me I have forgotten

nothing-^my miserable marriage least

of all. Alan, what is the use of keep-

ing up the deception? We need not

lie to each other, if we are to part so

soon. I never pretended to love Lord

Clydesdale; but I think I could have

done my duty, if he would have let me.
" How can you guess what I have to

endure ? I may be in fault too
;
but it

has come to this it is not indifference

or dislike, now, but literally loathing.
Do you know how careful he is, not to

wound my self-respect ? Only yester-

day, he left in my dressing-room, where
I could not help seeing it, a letter ah,

such a letter from some lorette whom
he protects. It was a delicate way of

showing that he was displeased with

me. And I have dreadful misgivings
that I shall become afraid of him

physically afraid, some day I am not
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that yet and then it will be all over

with inc. I feel safe I can't tell why
when you are near

;
and you are going

to leave me alone, quite alone."

Now, to prevent mistakes hereafter,

let me say explicitly that I do not defend

Lady Clydesdale's conduct throughout,
I don't know that any woman is jus-

tified, on any provocation, in speaking
of her husband in such a strain, to her

own brother, much less to her cousin,

supposing that a warmer sentiment than

the ties of kindred is manifestly out of

the question. Still, if you like to be

lenient, you might remember that a

passionate, wilful character like Helen's

requires strong and wise guidance Avhile

it is being formed
; certainly her moral

training had not been looked after so

carefully as her accomplishments ;
the

mother considered her duty done when
she had selected a competent governess ;

so perhaps, after all, the Countess had
as much religion and principle, as could

be expected in Lady Mildred Vavasour's

daughter.
It was a proof of the danger of

such confidence, that AVyverne's blood

boiled furiously as he listened, and all

his good resolves were swallowed up
for the moment in a savage desire to

take Clydesdale by the throat; but

with a mighty effort he recovered self-

control, before Helen could follow up
her advantage.

u
I did guess something," he said,

"though not half the truth. I ought
to preach to you about '

submission,' I

suppose, and all the rest
;

but I don't

know how to do it, and I'm not in the
humour to find excuses for your hus-

band just now. Yet I am more than
ever certain that I can do no good by
staying here. I should only make your
burden heavier

; you will be safer when
I am gone. Of all things you must
avoid giving a chance to the scandal-

mongers. Child, only be patient and

prudent, and we shall see better days.
Remember, I am not going to be absent
for ever. Three years or so will soon

pass. We shall all be older and steadi-

er when I come back, and the world
will have forgotten one of us long be-

fore that. Say you will try."
11

Dissimulation is sometimes braver

than sincerity. Perhaps Alan got large
credit in heaven for the brave effort by
which he forced himself to speak half

hopefully, and to put on that sad shad-

ow of a smile.

In a book of this length, one can

only record the salient points of con-

versations and situations
; your imagi-

nations must fill up the intervals, reader

of mine, if you think it worth the

trouble to exercise it. It is enough to

say, that gentle steadfastness of pur-

pose carried the day, as it generally

does, against passionate recklessness,
and Helen perforce became reasonable

at last. Though the cousins talked

long and earnestly after this, the rest

of the interview would hardly keep
your interest awake. Such farewells,

if they are correctly set down, savour

drearily of vain repetitions, and are

apt to be strangely incoherent towards
their close.

" If you are in any great trouble or

difficulty, promise me that you will

send for Gracie
;

she will help you, I

know, fearlessly and faithfully, to the

utmost of her power."
That was almost the very last of Wy-

verne's injunctions and warnings. If

at the moment of parting his lips met

Helen's, instead of only touching her

forehead, as he intended, I hope it was
not imputed to him as a deadly sin

;

the sharp suffering of those few hours

might well plead in extenuation
; and,

be sure, He who "judges not after

man's judgment." weighs everything
when he poises the scale.

I never felt inclined to make a " he-

ro
"

of Alan till now. I begin to think

that he almost deserves the dignity.
You must recollect that he was not an

ascetic, nor an eminent Christian, nor

even a rigid moralist, but a man essen-

tially
" of the world, worldly." If the

Tempter had selected as his instrument

any other woman of equal or inferior

fascinations, I very much doubt if Wy-
verne's constancy and continence would
have emerged scatheless from the or-

deal. But here, it was a question of

honour rather than of virtue. When
his second intimacy with Helen began
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to be a confirmed fact, he Lad signed a

sort of special compact with himself,

and he found that it would be as foul

treachery to break it, as to make away
with money left in his charge, or to

forfeit his plighted word. I do not say
that this made his conduct more admi-

rable
;

I simply define his motives.

Alan went down to the North the

next day to wind up his home business,
and he never saw Lady Clydesdale
alone before he sailed. But he went
forth on his pilgrimage an unhappy,
haunted man. Wherever he went those

eyes of Helen followed him, telling their

fatal secret over and over again, dri-

ving him wild with alternate reproach-
es and seductions. He saw them while

crouching among the sand-banks of an

African stream watching for the wal-

lowing of the river-horse
;

at his post
in the jungle ravine, when rattling-

stones and crashing bushes gave notice

of the approach of tiger or elk or bear
;

oftenest of all, when, after a hard day's

hunting, he lay amongst his comrades

sound asleep, looking up at the bril-

liant southern stars. His one comfort

was the thought,
" Thank God, I could

ask Gracie to take care of her."

Alan was expiating the miserable

error of fancying that his love was

dead, because he had chosen formally
to sign its death-warrant. The experi-
ment has been tried for cycles of ages

sometimes after a more practical
fashion and it has failed oftener than

it has succeeded.

Think on that old true story of Her-

od and his favourite wife. Lo ! after

a hundred delays and reprieves the fi-

nal edict has gone forth
;

the sharp

axe-edge has fallen on the slender neck
of the Lily of Edom

; surely the tor-

tured heart of the unhappy jealous tyrant
shall find peace at last. Is it so ?

Months and months have passed away ;

there is high revel in Hebron, for a

great victory has just been won
;
the

blood-red wine of Sidon flows lavishly,

flushing the cheeks and lighting up the

eyes of the "men of war;" and the

Great Tetrarch drinks deepest of all,

the cup-bearer can scarcely fill fast

enough, though his hand never stints

nor stays. So far, all is well
;

, the

lights and the turmoil and the crowd

may keep even spectres aloof; but

feasts, like other mortal things, must

end, and Herod staggers off to his

chamber alone. Another hour or so,
and there rings thrcrugh hall and corri-

dor an awful cry, making the rude Idu-

mean guards start and shiver at their

posts fierce and savage in its despair,
but tremulous with unutterable agony,
like the howl of some terrible wild

beast writhing in the death-pang
" Mariamne ! Mariamne !

"

Does that sound like peace? The
dead beauty asserts her empire once

again ;
she has her murderer at her

mercy now, more pitiably enslaved than

ever.

Ah, woe is me ! We may slay the

body, if we have the power, but we

may never baffle the Ghost.

CHAPTER XXV.

VER UBI LONGUM TEPIDASQUE PR^EBET

JUPITER BRUMAS.

AT first it really did appear as if, in

expatriating himself for a season, Wy-
verne had acted wisely and well.

The purveyors of scandal, wholesale

and retail, were utterly routed and dis-

concerted. The romance was a promis-

ing one, but it had not had time to de-

velop itself into form and substance.

As things stood, it was impossible to

found any fresh supposition on Alan's

prolonged absence, especially as no one

ventured to hint at any quarrel or mis-

understanding to account for his abrupt

departure. Some were too angry to

conceal their discomfiture. One veteran

gossip, in particular, went about, saying
in an injured, querulous way, that " he

wondered what Wyverne did next. He
shouldn't be surprised to hear of his

making a pilgrimage to Mecca, having
turned Turk for a change." It was

great sport to hear Bertie Grenvil, at

the club,
"
drawing" the old cancanier,

condoling with him gravely, and en-

couraging him with hopes
" of having

something really to talk about before



BARREN HONOUR. 163

the season was over." Indeed, it seemed

by no means improbable that the Cherub,
in person, would furnish the materials

;

for, having convinced himself by re-

peated experiments that Maud Brabazon

either had no heart at all, or that it was

absolutely impregnable, he had taken

out lately a sort of roving commission,
and was cruising about all sorts of waters,

with the red signal of " no quarter"
hoisted permanently.

Lord Clydesdale rejoiced intensely,
after his saturnine fashion, at Wyverne's

departure. It put him into such good
humour that for days he forgot to

be captious or overbearing, and actually
made some clumsy overtures towards a

reconciliation with his wife. It must
be confessed, he met with scant encour-

agement in that quarter. Helen was

in no mood to "
forgive and forget" just

then. There are women whom you may
tyrannize over one week, and cajole the

next, amiable enough to accept both

positions with equanimity ;
but the

haughty Countess was not of these Gris-

eldas. Her temper was embittered rather

than softened by her great sorrow and
loneliness

;
for the void that Alan had

left behind him was' wider and darker

than ever she had reckoned on. Of
course she tried the old counter-irrita-

tion plan (nine out of ten do), seeking
for excitement wherever it could be

found. The result was not particularly

satisfactory, but the habits of dissipa-
tion and recklessness strengthened their

hold hourly. She had a legion of ca-

prices, and indulged them all, without

pausing to consider the question of right
or wrong, much less of consequences.
Before the season closed, Helen was vir-

tually enrolled in the fastest of the

thorough-bred sets, and might have dis-

puted her evil pre-eminence with the

most famous lionne of the day.

Naturally the scandal mongers began
to open first their eyes, and then their

mouths again. Every morning brought
some fresh story, generally founded, at

least, in fact, with Lady Clydesdale for

its heroine. They made wild work with

her name before long, but so far no one

could attach to it the shame of any one
definite liaison. A circle of courtiers

followed her wherever she went, but no"

one of these jealously as they watched
for the faintest indication of a decided

preference could have told who stood

first in the favour of their wilful, capri-
cious sovereign. Sometimes one would
flatter himself, for a moment, that he

really had gained ground, and made an

abiding impression ; but, before he could

realize his happiness, the weary, absent

look would return to the beautiful eyes,
and the unhappy adorer had only to fall

back to the dead level of his fellows, in

wrath and discomfiture.

No one the least interested in Helen
could see how things were going with-

out serious alarm. Lady Mildred, Max
Vavasour, and Maud Brabazon, each in

their turn, attempted remonstrance. The
Countess met her mother's warning
apathetically, her brothers contemptu-
ously, her friend^s affectionately with

perfect impartiality disregarding them
all.

It is more than doubtful if Clydesdale
could have done any good by interfering.
He certainly did not try the experi-
ment. From first to last he never

stretched out a finger to arrest his fair

wife on her road to Avernus. He al-

lowed her to go where she would very
often alone only, indeed, escorting her

when it suited his own plans or .pur-

poses. Whether he was base enough
to be actually careless about her tempta-
tions, or whether he resolutely shut his

eyes to the possibility of her coming to

harm, it would be hard to say. Never-

theless, from time to time, Helen had
to endure furious outbreaks of his tem-

per; and with each of these, that

strange thrill of physical fear grew
stronger and stronger. But jealousy
had nothing whatever to do with rous-

ing the storms, which usually burst

forth on some absurdly frivolous provo-
cation. The fact was, when the Earl

was sulky or wroth, he chose to vent

his brutal humour on the victim nearest

to his hand that was likely to feel the

blows most acutely. He saw that such

scenes hurt his wife in some way,

though he did not guess at her real

feelings ;
and it pleased him to think

that there was a vulnerable point in
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her armour of pride and indifference.

He would have rejoiced yet more if he

had detected the effort which it cost

her sometimes not to tremble while

she vanquished his savage eyes with the

cold disdain of her own.

The domestic picture is not pleasant

enough to tempt us to linger over it.

Perhaps, after all, it would have been

better it could scarcely have been

worse if Alan had staid on, and braved

it out
;
but this is only arguing from

consequences.
For a long time there were no cer-

tain tidings of the hunting-party : a

vague report got abroad of an encounter

with lions, in which some Englishman
had been terribly hurt, but it was not

even known whether it was Wyverne or

one of his companions. So months be-

came years, and Alan's place in the

world was nearly filled up ;
a few of his

old friends, from time to time,
" won-

dered how he was getting on," that

was all. Yet he was not entirely for-

gotten. Every morning and evening,
in her simple orisons, Grace Beauclerc

joined his name to those of her husband

and children
;
and another woman

you know her well seldom dared to

pray, because she felt it would be a

mockery to kneel with a guilty longing
and repining at her heart.

It was the fourth winter after Wy-
verne' s departure ;

the last intelligence
of the party dated from some months
back

;
it reported them all alive and

well, in the northern provinces of India
;

there were wonderful accounts of their

sport, but no word as to their intention

of returning.
The Clydesdales were at Naples.

Helen's health, which had begun to fail

rapidly of late, was pretext enough for a

change of climate
;

but it is more
than doubtful if her husband would have

taken this into consideration, if other

inducements had not drawn him south-

wards.

The Earl's home was certainly not a

happy one
;
but even modern society

does not admit domestic discomfort as

an excuse for outraging the common

proprieties of life; the most profligate
of his companions agreed, that he

might at least have taken the trouble to

mask his infidelities more carefully;

they could not understand such utter

disregard of the trite monachal maxim,
Si non caste, caute tamen. Personally,
one would have thought Lord Clydes-
dale was not attractive

;
but a great

Seigneur rarely has far to go when
he seeks " consolations :

"
there are

always victims ready to be sacri-

ficed, no matter how repulsive the

Idol may be
;

for interest and

vanity, and a dozen other irritamenta

malorum work still as potently as ever.

It so chanced that the siren of the hour
had chosen South Italy for her winter

quarters, so that the Earl's sudden con-

sideration for his wife was easily ac-

counted for.

Naples was crowded that year ; every

country in Europe was nobly represent-
ed there

;
so that it really was no mean

triumph when the popular voice, with-

out an audible dissentient, assigned
the royalty of beauty to Lady Clydes-
dale. Rash and wilful in every other

respect, it was not likely that Helen
would be prudent about her own health;

indeed, if. she would only have taken

common precautions, her state was pre-
carious enough to forbid her mixing in

society as usual.

If you could only have ignored cer-

tain dangerous symptoms, you would
have said she was lovelier than when

you saw her last
;

her superb eyes
seemed larger than ever

; softer, too, in

their languor, more intense in their

brilliancy : the rose-tint on her cheek

was fainter, perhaps, but more exqui-

sitely delicate and transparent now;
and her figure had not lost, so far, one

rounded outline of its magnificent mould.

She had a perfectly fabulous success
;

before she had been in Naples a fort-

night they raved about her, not only in

her own circle, but in all others beside.

It was literally a popular furore ; the

laziest lazzarone would start from his

afternoon sleep to gaze after her with a

muttered oath of admiration when "
la

bellissima Contessa" drove by. She had

adorers of all sorts of nations, and was

worshipped in more languages than she

could speak or understand.
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At last, one man singled himself out

from the crowd like the favourite
"
going through his horses" and, for

awhile, seemed to carry on the running
alone. That was the Ducn di Gravina.

Perhaps Europe could not have pro-
duced a more formidable enemy, when
a woman's honour was to be assailed.

The Duke was not thirty yet, and he

had won long ago an evil renown, and

deserved it thoroughly. Few could

look at his face without being attracted

by its delicate classical beauty; the

dark earnest eyes, trained to counterfeit

any emotion never to betray one

strengthened the spell, and an indescri-

bable fascination of manner generally

completed it. There was not a vestige
of heart or conscience to interfere with

his combinations; to say that he had
no principle does not express the truth

at all
;
the Boar of Caprese himself was

no more coolly cynical and cruel.

Nevertheless, these last pleasant attri-

butes lay far below the surface
;
and a

very fair seductive surface it was.

The Duke was more thoroughly in

earnest now than he had ever been in

his life
;
and people seemed to think

there could be but one result the most
natural and reasonable one, according
to the facile code of Southern morality.
Lord Clydesdale persisted in ignoring
the whole affair

;
and no one cared to

take the trouble of enlightening him

against his will. It looked as if he had
exhausted his jealousy and suspicions
on Alan Wyverne, and had none to

waste on the rest of the world. One
could not help thinking of the old fable,

of the stag who always fed with his

blind eye towards the sea, suspecting

danger only from the land-quarter. It

was an ingenious plan enough ; but the

sea is wide and hunters are wily ; they
came in a boat, you remember, and

shot the poor horned Monops to death

with many arrows.

Di Gravina was almost as darino; and

successful at play as in intrigue ;
ii

both he was well served by a half-intu-

itive sagacity which suggested the right
moment for risking a grand coup. lie

began to think that such a crisis wa?

now near at hand. One afternoon Ladv

lydesdule and several more of her set

went up to Capo di Monte to lounge
about in the gardens and drink the

fresh sea-breeze. The party then broke

up into detatchments very soon, and
the Duke found it very easy to bring
about a comfortably confidential tete-d

tete. Helen was in a dangerous frame

of mind that day. She had gone
through a stormy scene with her hus-

band in the morning, whose temper
bad broken out as usual without rhyme
or reason. The velvet softness of the

Italian's tone and manner contrasted

strangely \vith the Earl's harsh vrice

and violent gestures. At first it simply
rested her to sit still and listen

;
but

gradually the fascination possessed her

till her pulse began to quicken, though
her outward languor remained undis-

turbed. Not a particle of passion,
much less of love, so far, was at work
in her heart

;
but in the desperation of

weariness she felt tempted to try a more

practical experiment in the way of ex-

citement than she had ever }*et ventured

on. Di Gravina saw his advantage and

pressed it mercilessly. For some min-

utes the Countess had ceased to answer

him
;

she sat, with eyes half closed,

just the dawning of a dreamy smile on

her beautiful lips ,
like one who yields

not unwillingly to the -subjugation of

a mesmerizer's riveted glance and wav-

ing hands.

At last she looked up suddenly, evi-

dently v*ith her purpose set. How her

lips or her eyes would have answered

can never be known, for at that instant

she became aware of the presence of a

third person, who had approached un-

heard while they were talking s'o ear-

nestly.
The new-comer leant against the

trunk of a palm-tree, contemplating
the pair with a quaint expression of

mingled curiosity and sadness. His

face was sun-burnt to a black bronze,

and almost buried in a huge bushy

beard; but the disguise was not com-

plete. Helen sprang to her feet im-

pulsively as of old, with a low, happy

cry, and in another second she had

clasped her hands round Alan Wy-
verne's arm, with just breath enough
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left to gasp ont a few fond incoherent
f

syllables of welcome.

The Italian did not quite compre- :

hend the situation at first
;
but h

instantly that he had lost the tjame. A
smothered blasphemy worthy of the

coarsest facchino (and they swear hard
in those parts, remember) escaped from
his delicate, chiselled lips. For a mo- :

ment his scowling eyes belied their

training, and all the soft beauty van-
j

ished from his face, malign as a baffled

devil's. Nevertheless he was his own
j

silky self again before Helen recovered

from her emotion sufficiently to make
her excuses, and to present

'' her cous-
'

in." To do the Duke justice, he be-

haved admirably.
u

It is a most happy meeting," he
;

said.
* Will the Countess permit the

er to offer his felicitations and I

to retire ? She must have so much to

say to the cousin who has so suddenly
returned."

There was not an inflection of sar-

casm in his voice ; but he turned once
j

as ho went, and his glance crossed Wy-
verne's. These two understood each

other thoroughly.
The pen of the readiest writer would

fail in lecordingthe long incoherent con- 1

versation which ensued. Helen had so

much to ask and so much to tell that

she never could get through a connected

sentence or allow Alan to finish one.
!

She was so simply and naturally happy :

that he had not the heart to check or

reprove her. Even Stoicism h,

limits and intervals of weakness, and

Alan was a poor philosopher with all

.rood intentions "
given in."

Certain members of her party came
to reclaim Lady Clydesdale before half

their say was said. (Would they have

intervened so soon if the Duca d:

vina had remained master of the posi-
tion

\)
So Alan had to content hi

with accompanying his cousin to her

own door. On the whole he thought it

better not to risk meeting the Earl that

: he did not feel quite cool and

collected enough for the encourr

Let me remark casually that there

was nothing extraordinary in the op

portune apparition. The Odalisque

had anchored in the bay late on the

previous night. Wyverne met an old

acquaintance immediately on landing,
who told him at once that the C.

dales were in Naples. He could not

resist the temptation of calling, and
the servants directed him naturally to

the place where he was sure to find

Helen. Nevertheless I own that the

situation savours of the coup de theatre.

I don't see why one should not indulge
in a slight touch of melodrama now
and then

;
but there are men alive who

can testify that such an intervention,

coming exactly at the critical moment,
is an actually accomplished iact.

words can do justice to Lord
-dale's intense exasperation, when

he heard that his enemy had returned,

sound in life and limb. He could not

for very shame forbid his wife to receive

him just yet, but his whole nature was

transformed; the careless, negligent
husband became suddenly a susp;

tyrannical jailor. Besides this, another

foe lay in wait for Wyverne. The
Duca di Gravina m.'.de no secret of his

:ifiture or of 1.5s lust for revenge.
This last enmity came round to Helen's

ears, and she confessed her apprehen-
sion frankly to her cousin. He only

1 carelessly and confidently.
" I've seen a good deal of the feline

tribe in these three years," he said,

"and I begin to understand them.

That leopard is too handsome to be

very vicio .

'

think it's

1 you've given up domesticating
him."

There was no bravado in his tone:

he had only one honest purpose to

re Helen. The event proved the

correctness of his judgment. The
Duke had been " out" more than once ;

but it was only when he was compelled
to pay with his body for some one of

his iniquities. He loved life and its

luxuries too well to risk the first with-

out absolute necessity. E\

reports of \Vwerne's prowess in the

Far East had got abroad; and the

crafty voluptuary thoroughly apprecia-

terpart when a formida-

- to be confroi.

the ground under their feet was



BARREN" HONOUR. 187

nothing else than a Solfaterra, and the

volcanic elements could not remain

quiet long. Early one morning, Wy-
verne got a hurried message from his

cousin, asking him to meet her imme-

diately in the garden of the Villa Reale.

As he approached the spot where she

was sitting, he was struck painfully by
the listless exhaustion of her attitude.

When she looked up, as he came to

her side, a cold thrill of terror shot

through Alan's frame. He saw the

truth "at last a truth that Helen had

striven so carefully to conceal, that it

was no wonder her cousin had failed to

realize it. Her cheeks were perfectly

colourless, and seemed to have grown
all at once strangely thin and hollow

;

the dark circles under her eyes made
them unnaturally bright and large, and

a wild haggard look possessed and

transformed her face. The signs were

terribly plain to read not of death

immediately imminent, but of slow sure

decay.
t

Alan's courage and self-control were

well nigh exhausted before he had lis-

tened to half of what she had to tell. It

appeared that on the previous evening
there had been an outbreak of Lord

Clydesdale's temper, incomparably moi :

violent than any which had }el oc-

curred. For the first time he had

brought Wyvcrnc's name into the quar-
rel upbraiding, and accusing, and

threatening: his wife by turns, till he

worked himself to a pitch of brutal

frenzy that did not quite confine itself

to words. He swore that the intimacy
should be broken off at any cost, and

signified his determination to start with

Helen for England within forty-eight
hours. This was the last thing she re-

membered; for just then she fainted.

When she recovered she was alone with

her maid, and had not seen her hus-

band since.
"
Ah, Alan ; will you not save me ?"

she pleaded piteously.
" There is no

one else to help me no one. And 1

am afraid now really afraid : I have

good reason. Do you see this?"

She drew back her loose sleeve : on

the soft white flesh there was the livid

print of a brutal grasp marks such as

were left on poor Mary of Scotland's

arm by Lindsay's iron glove.
A groan of horror and wrath burst

from Wyverne's white lips, and he
shook from head to foot like a reed. A
few minutes of such intense suffering

might atone for more than one venial sin.

lie knew well enough what Helen meant
as her eyes looked over the bay, and
rested with a feverish longing and ea-

gerness on the spot where the Oda-

lisque lay at anchor, the tall taper masts

cutting the sky line. He knew that he
had only to speak the word, and that

she would follow to the world's end.

He knew that her health was failing un-

der tyranny and ill treatment
;
while

gentle nursing such as he could tend
her with might still arrest the De-

stroyer. He knew how much excuse

even society would find in this special
case for the criminals. No wonder that

he hesitated, muttering under his

breath
" God help me ! It is trying me too

hard."

There was silence only for a few
seconds. During that brief space Alan's

brain was whirling, but the images on
his mind were clear. He remembered
lov. he swore to himself to guard Helen
from harm or temptation, faithfully and

unselfishly ;
he thought of the End

possibly very near and of the dishon-

our that would cling to his darling even
in her grave; last of all rose Hubert
Vavasour's face, when he should hear

that the man whom he loved as his

own son had brought his daughter to

shame.' That turned the scale, and it

never wavered afterwards. When Wy-
verne spoke his voice was firm, though
intensely sad.

"
It is too late to wish that the fever

or the lion had not spared me. If I

had guessed what my return would cost

I would have stayed away till we both

grew old. I did hope that we had

grown steadier and wiser, and that peo-

ple would have left us alone, and allowed

us to be quietly happy. I >ut I did not

o;o through tlie pain of parting three

years ago, to come back and ruin all. I

stood firm then, and so I will to the

last. You will never call me cold or



168 BARREN HONOUR.

cruel
;

I feel that. You know how I

suffer now while I am speaking; yet I

say once more, we are better apart.
Dear child, I am powerless to help you,
unless it were in a way that I dare not

think of. But you shall not be left to

Clydesdale's tender mercies defenceless.

I'll speak to Randolph to-day. He
starts for England immediately, and he-

shall not lose sight of you till you reach

it. He knows enough of your husband
not to be surprised at being asked to

watch over you. You may trust him
as thoroughly as you could trust me.
His heart is as soft as a woman's, and
his nerves are steel : I have seen them
tried often and hardly. Write to Dene,
and go there straight from Dover.

Clydesdale will have come to his senses

before that, and will scarcely object.

Remember, I shall follow by the next

steamer, and not sleep on the road
;
so

that I shall be in England almost be-

fore you. Then we will see what is

best to be done. I swear that you
shall have rest and peace at any cost.

This worry is killing you. Darling, do
bear up bravely, just for a little while;
and be prudent and take care of your-
self. It breaks ray heart to see you
looking so wan and worn."

His voice shook, and his lip quivered,
and his eyes were very dim.

Helen's head had sunk lower and
lower while her cousin was speaking ;

she felt no anger, only utter weariness

and despair; she had listened with a

mechanical attention, hardly realizing
the meaning of all the words, and she

answered helplessly and vaguely,
" Thank you, clear Alan, I dare say

you are right. I am sure you mean to

be kind
;
and I know you suffer when

I suffer. It is foolish to be frightened
when there is no real danger; but I am
not strong now, so there is some excuse.

Lord Clydesdale is probably ashamed
of himself by this time, and I shall

have nothing to fear for some days
not even annoyance. Still, if it suits

Colonel Randolph to go so soon, I shall

be glad to feel there is one friend near

me. You are sure you are coming
straight to England? And you will

come to Dene ? Even if I am not

there, I hope you will. I must not stay

longer than to say good-bye ; perhaps I

have been watched and followed already.
I don't know why I ventured here, or

sent for you ;
I knew it could do no

good ;
but I felt so weak and unhappy,

Now say good-bye, kindly, Alan ?"

Though Wyverne knew it was wrong
and unwise to detain her, a vague pre-
sentiment that it might be long before

they met again made him linger before

uttering the farewell. While he paused,
a heavy foot crunched on the gravel be
hind them, and a hoarse, thick voice,
close by, muttered something like a

curse. The Earl stood there gazing at

the cousins, his face flashed with pas-

sion, and a savage glare in his pale blue

eyes. He essayed to speak with calm-

ness and dignity ;
but the effort was

absurdly apparent and vain.
"
Lady Clydesdale, I am excessively

surprised and displeased at finding you
here, especially after what passed last

night. I request that you will return

home instantly. You have more than

enough to do in making your prepara-
tions, and there are some necessary vis-

its that you must pay. We start by to-

morrow's steamer, I will follow you in

a few minutes."

The assumption of marital authority
was a miserable failure. Neither of the

supposed delinquents seemed at all awed
or discomforted by the Earl's sudden

apparition, or by his set speech. Helen
rose to depart, silently, without vouch-

safing a glance to her exasperated lord
;

Alan accompanied her a few steps, to

whisper a few words of farewell, and to

exchange a long pressure of hands
;
then

he came back and waited quietly to be

spoken to.

Clydesdale's manner was arrogant and

domineering to a degree ;
but he was

evidently ill at ease
;
he kept lashing

gravel, angrily and nervously, with his

cane, and his eyes wandered everywhere

except where they were likely to en-

counter Wyverne's.
"

I don't mean to have any discus-

sion," he said ;

" and I choose to give
no reasons. You will understand that

I decidedly disapprove of your intimacy
with Lady Clydesdale ;

I shall not allow
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her to meet you, on any pretence, at

any future period ;
and I beg that you

will not attempt to visit her. I mean
to be master of my own house, and of

my own wife. You will take this warn-

ing, or you will take the consequen-
ces !"

For once in his life he reproached
himself bitterly, afterwards, for the

weakness Alan fairly lost his temper.
When he replied, his tone was, if any-

thing, more galling than the other's,

because its insolence was more subtle

and refined.

"You might have spared threats," he

said; "they would scarcely have an-

swered, even if I had known you less

thoroughly than I happen to do. You

may frighten women especially if they
are weak and ill but men, as a rule,

don't faint. Consequences ! What do

you mean ? I fancy I have guaged

your valour tolerably well
;

it is superb

up to a certain point when personal
risk comes in. If you had staid on

here, perhaps you would have hired a

knife. You might have laid some ruf-

fian five thousand piastres to fifty, for

instance, that I should not be found

dead within a week those arc your
favourite odds, I believe that's about

the extent of what one has to fear from

your vengeance. I am not prepared to

say how far a- husband's dictation ought
to extend, who does not take the trou-

ble to conceal his intrigues abroad, and

treats his wife brutally at home
;
and

I'm not going to argue .the point either.

You certainly have a right to close

your doors against me, or any one else.

I shall not attempt to see my cousin

while she remains in your house, or

under your authority; her father had
better decide how long that ought to

last. I am no more inclined for discus-

sion than you are
;
neither do I threaten.

I simply give you fair warning. You
had better put some constraint on your
temper when your wife has to bear it

;

she has friends enough left to call you
to an account, and make you pay it too.

Max Vavasour will do his duty, I be-

lieve. If he don't by G d I'll do
mine !"

He turned on his heel, with the last

word, and walked away very slowly ;

but he was out of ear-shot before the

Earl could collect himself enough to

speak intelligibly. If he had received

a blow between the eyes, delivered

straight from the shoulder by a prac-
tised arm, he would hardly have been
more staggered. He had been so ac-

customed, from childhood, to deference

and adulation, that a direct, urimistake-

able personal insult, literally confounded
him

;
for a brief space he felt thorough-

ly uncomfortable and humiliated
;
even

his favourite curses came with an effort,

and failed to act as anodynes. But he
remembered every word that passed,
and acted accordingly.

From that day forth, Clydesdale hated
both his wife and Wyverne more

bitterly than ever
;

but he entirely

changed his tactics, for the present.
The idea of a public esclandre and sep-
aration, did not suit him at all. His
manner towards Helen on their journey
homewards, was kinder and more con-

siderate than it had ever been
;
he even

condescended to express penitence for

his late violence, and went so far as to

promise an amendment, lie encouraged
her wish to go straight to Dene, only

stipulating that he should accompany
her there. The Countess was neither

satisfied nor convinced
;
but she was

weary and wanted rest, and so acqui-
esced listlessly and passively.
On the very first opportunity after

his arrival at Dene, the Earl sought an

interview with Lady Mildred. It was

easy to make his case good ;
he lied,

of course, literally ;
he confessed his

failings, with certain reserves, and pro-
fessed great contrition

;
he only insisted

on one point the necessity of keeping
Wyverne at a distance, at least for a

time. " My lady" was equally anxious

to avoid any public scandal, and she

was not disposed to look too closely
into the facts. Helen did not choose

to make a confidante of her mother, so

there was little fear of her contradict-

ing anything. When Alan reached

England and wrote to his uncle, he
found the ground mined under his feet.

The Squire believed in his nephew
thoroughly, but he was not strong-
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minded enough to take any decidedly
offensive step, and under the circum-

stances, inclined to temporize. lie

talked about u faults on both sides,"

spoke of a reconciliation being certainly

effected, and ended, by begging Alan
not in anywise to interfere with it.

Wyverne felt sick and hopeless, he

knew how much to believe of all this
;

but he had 'only one course open to

him now to avoid meeting the Clydes-
dales as carefully as possible. He
hardly showed at all in town that

spring, and encountered Helen very

seldom, then only for a few minutes,

when there was no opportunity for a

confidence, even if either had had the

heart to attempt such a thing. He
spent all the summer and early autumn
in Scotland. ,

Let me say now for your comfort

my patient reader, that the End is very
near.

CHAPTER XXVI.

IMPLORA PACE.

THAT same year was drawing to its

close, in a damp dreary December one

of those *"
green Yules" which greedy

sextons are supposed to pray for, and
which all the rest of the world utterly
abhor. Alan Wyverne was at the Ab-

bey with Crichton for his only com-

panion, who had come over from Castle

Dacre to join a large shooting-party
which was to assemble on the morrow.
He had travelled far that day; and he

sat more than half-asleep, before the

huge wood-fire, waiting for dinner, and

for Hujrh, who had not finished dressing

yet. He was dozing so soundly, that

he never heard the great entrance-bell

clang; but he rose to his feet with a

start, as Algy Beauclerc came in.

From that moment, Wyverne never
%

heard a door open suddenly, without

shuddering.
There was no mistaking the bearer

of evil tidings ;
he had evidently rid-

den far and fast
;
he was drenched and

travel-stained from heel to head
;

his

bushy beard was sodden and matted

with the driving rain
;
and his bluff,

honest face looked haggard and weary.
Alan spoke first.

" Where do you come from ? Some
one is dying or dead, I know. Who
is it 2"

The other answered, as if it cost him
an effort to speak, clearing his throat

huskily :

"
1 have ridden here from Clydes-

holme. You must come back with me
directly: Helen is dying. I don't

know if I have done right in fetching

you, but I had no heart to refuse her
;

and Gracie said that I might come.
We must have fresh horses, and strong
ones, and some one who knows the

country : I can never find my way back

through such a night as this; the waters

were high in two places when I came

through, and they are rising every
hour. Don't lose a minute in o-ettlno-

, o
ready*

Wyverne turned and walked to the

bell without a word
;

he staggered
more than once before he reached it :

then he sat down, burying his head
in his hands, and never lifted it till the

servant entered. His face, when he
uncovered it, was ghastly pale, and he
was shaking all over

;
but he gave his

orders quite distinctly and calmly.
"Don't talk now, Algy," he said;

"
you shall tell me all when we are on

our way. I shall be ready before the

horses are. Eat and drink meanwhile,
if you can : you must need it now, and

you will need it more before morning."
In less than a quarter of an hour

Wyverne returned, fully accoutred for

the journey; while he was dressing he
had made arrangements with Hugh
Crichton about telegraphing to put off

the shooting party: his faculties seemed
clear as ever

;
he literally forgot noth-

ing. But Beauclere was not deceived

by the unnatural composure.
" For God's sake, take something to

keep your strength up," he said.
"

It's

a long five and twenty miles, and the

road and weather are fearful. You'll

never stand it if you start fasting."
Alan looked at him vacantly, with a

miserable attempt at a smile.
"
I don't think I could eat anything
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just now," he answered
;

" and water

suits me best to-night."
He filled a huge goblet and drained

it thirstily ;
the horses were announced

at that moment. Beauclerc remem-
bered afterwards how carefully his com-

panion looked at girth and bit before

they mounted : all his thoughts and

energies were concentrated on one

point how to reach Clydesholme as

soon as possible he would not risk

the chance of an accident that might

delay them for a moment. Two grooms
followed them, to ensure a spare horse

in case of a break-down
;
and so they

rode out into the. wild weather on their

dismal errand. It was a terrible jour-

ney, and not without danger ;
the road

was so steep and stony in places, that

few men even in broad daylight would
have cared to ride over it at that furi-

ous pace ;
and twice the horses were

off their feet in black rushing water.

Strong and tough as he was, Beauclere

was almost too exhausted to keep his

saddle before they reached Clydesholme.

Nevertheless, he found breath and time

to give his companion all the details it

was requisite he should know.

It appeared that the Earl had brought
his wife to Clydesholme, about a fort-

night back, on the pretext of making
preparations for a large party, which

was to assemble there immediately after

Christmas. During the whole of their

stay they had been perfectly alone. Her
health had been breaking faster every

day ; while, from some inexplicable

cause, his temper had grown more con-

sistently tyrannical and savage in pro-

portion to Helen's increasing weakness

and physical inability to make even a

show of resistance. On the previous

evening had occurred a terrible scene

of brutal violence. Early the next

morning the Earl had ridden forth, no
one knew whither, ^ evidently still in

furious wrath. Shortly afterwards the

Countess had been seized with a cough-

ing-fit, which had ended in the break-

ing of a large blood-vessel. As soon as

she recovered strength enough to whis-

per an order, she had sent off an ex-

press for Grace Beauclere, who chanced
to be staviri ( >* within a few miles. She

and her husband came instantly ;
but it

was only to find Helen's state hopeless.
You know the rest.

Alan listened to all this, but an-

swered never a word
; indeed, he scarcely

spoke, except to ask some question
about the road, of to give some order

about increasing or moderating their

speed. Once Algy heard him mutter

aloud,
" If we are only in time !" and

when they had to halt for some minutes,
while a sleepy lodge-keeper was open-
ing the park-gates of Clydesholme, his

ear caught the fierce grinding of Wy-
verne's teeth.

The broad front of the mansion was
as dark as the night outside, for the

windows of the Countess's apartments
looke(i over the gardens, but several

servants came quickly to answer the

summons of the bell. There was a

scared, puzzled look about them all.

Beauclerc whispered to one of them,
and then turned to Alan with a gleam
of satisfaction on his face.

" We are in time," he said
;

" thank
God for that, at least. Stay here one

minute, till I have seen Gracie."

Wyverne waited in the huge gloomy
hall, with scarcely more consciousness

or volition left than a sleep-walker
owns. He allowed a servant to remove
his drenched overcoat, and thanked the

man, mechanically ;
but he never knew

how or when he had taken it off.

Beauclerc soon returned and led the

way through several passages into a

long corridor; at the further end ol

this, light gleamed through a half-open
door. Algy did not attempt to enter,

but motioned Alan silently to go in.

It was a large, dim room, magnifi-

cently furnished after an antique fashion,

and Grace Beauclerc was sitting there

alone. She looked wan and worn with

grief, and she trembled all over as she

locked her arms round Alan's neck,

holding him for a second or two clo>ely

embraced, and whispering a warning in

his ear.
" You must be very quiet and cau-

tious. She has hardly strength enough
left to speak. Call me if you see any
great change. I shall be here. The
doctors and nur*es are close by; but
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she would riot allow any one to remain

when she guessed you had come. She

caught the sound of hoofs before any
of us heard it."

She pointed to where a heavy curtain

concealed an open doorway opposite.
The gesture was not needed. Wyverne
knew very well that in the next cham-

ber Helen lay dying. His brain wa-

clear enough now, and he was self-pos-

sessed, as men are wont to be when

they have clone with hope, and have

nothing worse to fear than what the

next moment will bring. He walked

forward without pausing, and lifted

the curtain gently, but with a steady
hand.

The entrance nearly fronted the huge
old-fashioned couch, shadowed by a

canopy and hangings of dark-green vel-

vet, on which the Countess lay. Her
cheeks had scarcely more colour than

the snowy linen and lace of the pillows
which supported her, and, till just now,
it seemed as though her heavy eyelids
would never be lifted again. But, at

the sound of Alan's footfall, the eyes

opened, large and bright, and the face

lost the impress of Death, as it lighted
and flushed, momentarily, with the keen

joy of recognition and welcome.

He was kneeling, with his head

bowed down on Helen's hand, that

lie held fast, when the first words were

spoken.
"
I felt sure you would come," she

murmured. " I have been so still, and

patient, and obedient only that I

might live long enough for this. I

heard you, when you rode up, through
all the wind and the rain. I am so

glad so glad. I can die easily now. I

could never have rested in my grave if

we had not said '

Good-bye.'
"

Wyverne tried twice to speak steadi-

ly, but there came only a miserable,

broken moan.

"Ah ! forgive forgive ! God knows,
I thought I was right in keeping away.
I did it for the best."

The thin, transparent ringers of the

hand that was free wandered over his

brow, and twined themselves in his

drenched hair, with a fond, delicate ca-

ress.

"
I know you did, Alan. / was

wrong I, who would have risked all

the sin and the shame. But I have
suffered so much, that I do hope I shall

not be punished any more. See I can
thank you now for standing firm, and

holding me up too. And, dear, I know
how good and faithful you have been
from the very beginning. I know about
those letters, and all the truth. I am
content more than content. I have
had all your love is it not so ? You
will look at my picture sometimes, and

though she was wilful and wicked, no

woman, however good or beautiful, will

win you away from your own dead
Helen. Ah ! it hurts me to hear you
sob. I feel your tears on my wrist,
and they burn they burn."

Let us draw the curtain close. Even
where sympathy is sure, it is not lightly
to be paraded

" the agony of man un-

manned." It was not long before Wy-
verne recovered self-control. They
spoke no more aloud; but there were

many of those low, broken whispers,
half of whose meaning must be guessed
when they are uttered, but which are

remembered longer than the most elab-

orate sentences that mortal tongue ever

declaimed.

For some minutes Helen's eyes had
been closed. Suddenly, though not a
feature was distorted, Alan saw a terri-

ble change sweep over her face, and rose

to call in assistance. It seemed as if she

divined his purpose, and wished to pre-
vent it. The weak clasp tightened, for

an instant, round his fingers, the weary
eyelids lifted, enough to give passage to

one last, loving look, and the slow syl-
lables were just barely audible

" This once only once more."
He understood her, and, stooping

down, laid gently on the poor pale lips
his own almost as white and cold.

Then, for a brief space, there was a

great stillness a'stillness as of Death.
An awful sound broke the silence a

dull, smothered cry, between groan and

wail, that haunted the solitary hearer to

her dying day a cry wrung from the

first despair of a broken-hearted man,
who, henceforth, was to be alone for

evermore.
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Grace Beauclerc shivered in every

limb, for she knew that all was over.

But even then she had presence of mind

enough to refrain from summoning any
one from without. Helen was past
human aid, and Grace knew that she

could not serve her better now than by
keeping for awhile curious eyes and ears

away.
She found Alan standing, with his

head resting on his arm that was coiled

round one of the pillars of the canopy.
He did not seem aware of his sister's

entrance, and never spoke or stirred as

she cast herself down by the side of the

dead, pressing kiss after kiss on the

sweet, quiet face, and weeping passion-

ately.
How long they remained thus neither

could have told. All at once the door
of the outer room opened quickly, and
Beauclerc lifted the curtain and stood

in the doorway. The first glance told

him the truth. He walked straight up
to the foot of the bed, and gazed stead-

ily for a few seconds on the wreck of

marvellous beauty that lay there so

still ; at last he muttered between his

teeth,
"
It is best far best so."

Then he passed round to where Ms
wife was lying, and wound his arm
round her waist and raised her gently.

"
Darling Gracie, you must rouse

yourself. It seems hard, I know, but

this cruel night does not even give time

for mourning. We must leave this

instantly. I have ordered the carriage,

and, Alan, I have ordered your horses

too. You can find lodging within two

miles, but you must not stay here five

minutes longer. It is no place for any
of us. Clydesdale is in the house at

this moment."
For many hours Grace Beauclerc's

nerves and strength had been sorely
tried but had never given up to this

moment. She broke down utterly now,
marking the ghastly change in her

brother's face, and the murderous mean-

ing of his eyes, as he moved slowly and

silently towards the door. She wrenched
herself out of her husband's clasp, and
threw herself in Alan's way with a wild

cry of terror.

" Heaven help us ! Have we not

suffered enough to-night without this

last horror ? Alan, you shall never meet
while I have sense to prevent it. Algy,
won't you stop him? Don't you see

that he is mad ?"

Beauclerc strode forward and laid his

strong grasp on Wyverne's breast.
"
Yes, you are mad," he said, sternly.

" You shall not pass out of this room, if

I can prevent it, to work such bitter

wrong against that dead woman, who
loved you only too well. Cannot you
see that if you retaliate on her husband

to-night, her name will be dishonoured
for ever and ever? She has suffered

enough for you to sacrifice your selfish

vengeance. Alan, listen now
; you will

thank God on your knees that you did
so hereafter."

Wyverne gazed in the speaker's face,

and as he gazed the devilish fire died

out of his eyes. He passed his hand
over his forehead twice or thrice as if

bewildered, and then walked aside to

the darkest corner of the room, leaning
his face against the wall; when he
turned round again, it was settled and
calm.

" You are quite right," he said, slowly.
"I was mad, and forgot everything.
You need fear nothing now. I only ask

you to trust me. I will see Clydesdale
before I go ;

but I swear I will not

speak one angry word. We will go
down directly. Leave me here only
three minutes, and I will follow you."

They did trust him
; they Avcnt into

the outer room, and never thought of

listening or lifting the curtain. It is an

example that we may well imitate.

All this while the Earl sat down-stairs

alone, in such an agony of remorse and
shame that, in spite of his past brutality
and tyranny, his worst enemy might
have spared reproach. He knew that

Helen's state was hopeless, though he

had not heard yet that the end had

come. He thought of her, as he saw

her first, in the radiant bloom of her

imperial beauty. He thought of her, MS

ho saw her la^t, pale and exhausted and

death-like, after his savage frenzy had
vented itself. He did repent heartily

now, and felt as if he would have given
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ten years of his life to undo the wrong
and make ample amends. And still,

the voice that none of us can stifle for

ever kept whispering, "Too late too

late!"

He was musing thus in miserable an-

ticipation of the next news, when the

door opened slowly, and Wyverne en-

tered, fully equipped for his depart-
ure.

What passed between these two will

never be known. Beauclerc, who stood

outside within ear-shot, ready to inter-

fere in case Alan's self-control should

fail, heard absolutely nothing. At first,

the Earl's harsh, rough voice, though
subdued below its wont, sounded at in-

tervals; but Wyverne's deep, sombre

monotone seemed to bear it down, and
even this eventually sank so low that

not an accent was distinguishable.
At' last, the lock turned softly, and

Wyverne came out. He just pressed

Algy's hand in passing, and went straight
to the hall-door, where his horses were

waiting. Immediately afterwards the

hoofs moved slowly away.
It was five minutes or more before

the carriage was ready. Beauclerc had

put his wife in, and was standing in the

hall, making his last preparations, when

Clydesdale came up behind him, and

took his arm unawares.

The Earl's face was convulsed with

grief; his eyes were heavy, and his

cheeks seemed seamed with tears
;
and

his voice was broken and low.
" I hardly dare to ask you to stay to-

night," he said
;

" but if you would

Only consider the fearful weather, and

your wife's health. If you knew how

bitterly I repent! I only heard the

truth ten minutes ago."

Algy Beauclerc could preach patience
better than he could practise it. He
shook off the detaining hand with a

force that made Clydesdale reel, turning

upon him the wrathful blaze of his

honest eyes.
" I hope you do repent," he said,

hoarsely.
"
My wife is not strong, but

she should lie out on the open moor
sooner than sleep under that accursed

roof of yours."
If he had looked back as he went out

he might have seen the Earl recoil help-

lessly, covering a stricken face with

shaking hands.

Wyverne remained at the village inn,
not a mile from the park gates, just long

enough to rest his horses and men, and
then rode back to the Abbey as fast as

blood and bone of the best would carry
him. His strained nerves and energies
were not relaxed till he got fairly home.
There was a sharp reaction, and he lay
for some time in a state of half stupor ;

but he was never seriously ill. It was
no wonder that mind and body should
be utterly worn out : the dark ride

through such wild weather was trying

enough, and he had scarcely tasted food
or drink for twenty hours. Twice
within the week there came a special

messenger from Clydesholme ;
it was

to be presumed that the errand was one
of peace; for, eight days after Helen's

death, Alan Wyverne stood in his place

among the few friends and relations who
travelled so far to see her laid in her

grave. But it was noticed that neither

at meeting nor parting did any word or

salutation pass between him and the

Earl. Alan arrived only just in time

for the funeral, and left immediately
afterwards, without setting his foot over

the threshold of Clydesholme.
No one saw anything of Wyverne for

some weeks. When he reappeared in

society he looked certainly older, but-

otherwise his manner and bearing and

temper remained much the same as they
had been for the last four years.

That night left its mark on others be-

sides him. It was long before Beauclerc

recovered his genial careless elasticity of

spirit ;
and for months his wife scarcely

slept a night without starting and moan-

ing in her dreams. Judging from out-

ward appearance, Clydesdale was the

person most strongly and permanently
affected by the events just recorded.

He was never the same man again : his

temper was still often harsh and violent,

but the arrogant superciliousness, and

intense appreciation of himself and his

position, had quite left him. The lesson,

whatever it was, lasted him his life.

Very few of the many who were pleased
or profited by the alteration in the Earl's
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character, guessed at what a fearful cost

the improvement had been made.

It seemed as if poor Helen had felt

for some time before her death that the

end was fast approaching. They found

not only her will, which had been exe-

cuted when she was last in London, but

divers letters, not to be delivered till

after her decease. There was a very

large legacy to Grace Beauclerc, and

some minor ones to old servants and

pensioners.
All the residue of the vast

sum at her disposal was bequeathed to

her father, without condition or reserve.

Her jewels with the exception of

Lord Clydesdale's gifts before and after

marriage, which reverted to him were

left to to Mrs. Brabazon. There was no

letter for Wyverne, and no mention of

his name
;
but Maud sent him a casket,

which had been in her hands for some

time past. It contained three of Alan's

letters, a few trifling relics of their brief

engagement, a thick packet in Helen's

handwriting, bearing a comparatively,
recent date, and a small exquisite

miniature, taken before her beauty had

begun to fade. That casket was the

crowning jewel of the testament.

The void that her death made in so-

ciety was not easily filled up ;
but after

awhile the world rolled on, as if she

had never been. The Squire looked

broken and grey, and more careworn

than when his affairs had been most

desperate. He knew scarcely any-

thing of the terrible truth, but a vague
remorse haunted and bore him down.

Lady Mildred's face was inscrutable as

ever, but her smiles grew rarer and

more artificial day by day. Max Vava-

sour, after the first emotion of sorrow,
troubled himself little about what was

past and gone. If he ever realized his

sister's sacrifice, he looked upon it as a

great political necessity to be de-

plored, but not to be repented of. Maud
Brabazon felt as if she could never

bring herself to wear the jewels that

she inherited
;
but she got over these

scruples in time
; and, at the first

drawing room of the following season,
her sapphires and diamonds were gen-

earlly envied and admired.

When I said that in Alan Wyverne

there was litle outward alteration, I

ought to have limited the assertion.

Men would have told you so
;

but
maids and matrons are sharper-sighted,
and their report would have been very
different: they knew how utterly he
was changed. Their society still had
an attraction for him

;
and he was

frank, and kind, and gentle as ever,
when a woman was in presence ;

but a

word never escaped his lips that could

be construed into anything warmer
than friendship and courtesy. The
most intrepid coquette refrained in-

stinctively from wasting her callneries

and seductions there : she might as

well have sought a lover in a deserted

statue-gallery of the Vatican.

How Alan fared when he was quite
alone it would be hard to say. Such
seasons were rare, except at the dead
hours of night, when sleep comes nat-

urally to every constitution, unless

some powerful momentary excitement

is at work
;

for he mixed more in gen-
eral society than he had done for years.
I doubt if he did not suffer less acutely
than when Helen was alive, and in her

husband's power. He was at least free

from the torments of anxiety and ap-

prehension. If in this world of ours

we can defy these two enemies of man's

peace, we have gained no mean victory
over Fate.

CHAPTER XXVII.

MORITURI TE SALUTANT.

IT is a clear breezy night, out in the

midst of the Atlantic, the mighty
steam-ship Panama, ploughs her way
through the long, sullen "

rollers,"

steadily, and calmly, strongly, as if

conscious of her trust, and of her abili-

ty to discharge it the safe carriage of

three hundred lives. A few wakeful

passengers still linger on deck
; amongst

them is Alan Wyverne; the restless

demon, ever at his elbow, has driven

him abroad again, to see what sport

may be found on the great Western

prairies.
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Suddenly there is a trampling of

hurrying feet between decks, and a

sailor rushes up the companion and

whispers to the officer of the watch,
who descends with a scared face; in

five minutes more a terrible cry rings
from stem to stern, waking the sound-

est sleeper aboard " Fire ! Fire !"

Can you form any idea of the horror

and confusion that ensue, when hun-

dreds of human creatures wake from

perfect security, to find themselves face

to face with death ? I think not. No
one can realize the scene, except those

few who have Avitnesscd it once, and

who see it in their dreams till they die.

No man alive can say for certain if his

nerve will stand such a shock, and the

bravest may well be proud, if he

emerges from such an ordeal without

betraying shameful weakness. I speak
of a mixed and undisciplined crowd

not of trained soldiers
;

we have

more than one proof of what these can

do and endure. I think, that those

who died at Thermopylae were less

worthy of the crown of valour, than

the troopers who formed upon deck and

stood steady in their ranks, till every
woman and child was safe in the boats,

and till the Birkenhead went down un-

der their feet.

Nevertheless, at such emergencies, a

few are always found who single them-

selves out from the rest, as if determined

to prove what daring and devotion man-

hood can display at extremity. First

and foremost among these, on this oc-

casion, was Alan Wyverne. He never

lost his presence of mind for an instant.

Yet he had accidentally become possess-
ed of a secret that few on board had any
idea of. English powder was at a high

premium in America, just then
;
and the

captain had shipped, at his own private

risk, and against his orders, enough to

blow all the fore part of the vessel to

shivers. Alan reached his cabin before

the first upward rush came, and made
his preparations deliberately. They
were very short and simple. He open-
ed a certain steel casket and took out a

packet and a miniature, which he se-

cured in his breast; then passing his arm

through the port-hole, he dropped the

casket into the sea; a sharp pang of

pain flitted across his face as he did so,
but he never hesitated; that one fact

told plainly enough his opinion of the
crisis. Then he buckled round his waist
a broad leather belt, from which, among
other instruments, hung a long sheathed

hunting-knife ;
he put some biscuits and

cakes of portable soup, and a large flask

of brandy, into the pockets of a thick

boat-cloak, which he threw over his arm
;

then, after casting round a keen hur-
ried glance, as if to assure himself he
had forgotten nothing, he left the cabin,
and with some difficulty made his way
on deck.

It was a ghastly chaos of tumult and
terror a babel of shouts, and cries, and

groans, and orders to which no one gave
heed, while over all arose the roar and
hiss of escaping steam, for they had

stopped the engines at the first alarm,
and the Panama lay in the trough of
the sea a hugh helpless log ; though
the weather was by no means rough,
the "rollers" never quite subside out

there in mid-ocean. The flames begin-

ning to burst out of one of the fore hatch-

ways, threw a weird, fantastic glare on

half-dressed, struggling figures, and on
white faces convulsed with eagerness or

fear ; and all the while the clear autumn
moon looked down serenely indifferent

to human suffering ;
even so, she looked

down on Adam's ao-ony, on the night
that followed the Fall.

Personal terror and the consciousness

of guilt, had made the captain utterly

helpless already ;
but the chief-officer

was a cool-headed Scotchman, a thor-

ough seaman, and as brave as Bayard;
lie was exerting himself to the utmost,
backed by a few sailors and passengers,
to keep the gangway clear, so as to low-

er the boats regularly. In spite of their

efforts, the first sank almost as soon as

she touched the water, stove in against
the side through the slipping or break-

ing of a "
foil!" At last they did get

the launch fairly afloat, and were equally
successful with the two remaining cut-

ters.

There was manhood and generosity

enough in the crowd to allow most of

the women and children to be lowered
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without interference; but soon it became

terribly evident that fully a third of those

on board must be left behind, from ab-

solute want of boat-room. Then the

real, selfish struggle began, some of the

sailors setting the example, and all or-

der and authority was at an end. As
Alan stood in the background, a man
came up behind him and touched his

arm, without speaking. It was Jock

Ellison, whose father arid grand-father
had been keepers before him at the Ab-

bey ;
he had accompanied Wyverrie

through Africa and India
;

his constitu-

tion and strength seemed climate-proof,
no peril disturbed his cheerful equanim-

ity, and he would have laid down his

life to serve his master any day, as the

merest matter of duty.
It did Alan good to see the hand-

some, honest, northern face, and the

bright, bold, blue eyes close to his

shoulder. He smiled as he spoke.
" We're in a bad mess, Jock, I

fear. Keep near me, whatever happens.
You've always done that so far, and
we've always pulled through."

The stout henchman was slow of

speech as he was ready of hand. Be-

fore he could reply, Wyverne's atten-

tion was called elsewhere.

A few steps from where they were

standing, a pale, sickly-looking woman
sat alone, leaning against the bulwarks.

She felt she was too weak to force a

passage through the crowd,, so she had
sunk down there, hopeless and helpless.
She kept trying to hush the wailing of

her frightened child, though the big,

heavy tears were rolling fast down her

own cheeks, moaning low at intervals,

always the same words " Ah ! Willie,
Willie !" It was her husband's name,
and the poor creature was thinking how
hard he had been slaving these three

years to make a home for her and
" Minnie" out there in the West, and
how he had been living on crusts to

save their passage money only to

bring them to this. Alan had been at-

tracted by the pair soon after he came
on board, they seemed so very lonely
and defenceless and so wonderfully fond
of each other. He had been kind to

them on several occasions, and had made
12

great friends with "
Minnie," a pret-

ty timid, fragile child of five or six

years.
He went up now, and laid his hand

gently on the mother's shoulder.

"Don't lose heart," he said, "but
trust to me. You shall meet your hus-

band yet, please God. You will be
almost safe when you are once in a

boat. The sea is not rough, and you
are certain to be picked up by some
vessel before many hours are over. The

only difficulty is to get to your place.
We'll manage that for you. Don't be

frightened if you hear an angry word
or two. I can carry Minnie on one
arm easily ;

let me put the other round

you; and Avrap yourself in this boat-

cloak there's enough in the pockets to

feed you for days at a strait, and it will

keep you both warm."
He hardly noticed her gratitude, but

whispered a word or two to Jock Elli-

son, and moved steadily towards the

gangway with both his charges. The

gigantic Dalesman kept close to his

master's shoulder, rather in his front,

cleaving the crowd asunder with his

mighty shoulders, utterly regardless of

threat or prayer. Some of the better

sort, too, when they saw the white, deli-

cate woman, and the little child nestling
close to Alan's breast, till her golden
hair mingled with his black beard,

yielded room, not unwillingly, mutter-

ing
" Let them pass, at all events :

there's time enough yet." So, Wy-
verne had nearly reached the gangway,
when a haggard, wild-looking man
thrust himself violently forward, evi-

dently determined to be the next to

descend.
" You shall have the next turn," Alan

said firmly.
" Let these two go first

;

you see how helpless they are. They
are not strong enough to fight their own
battles."

The other turned upon him furiously.
" Who the are you, that give

orders here ?" he screamed. " I've as

much right to my life as the woman or

any of you. I'll have my turn in spite
of you all ;" and he began to open a

clasp-knife.
Alan's face grew very dark and stem.
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" I haven't time to argue," he said
;

''stand clear, or take the consequen-
ces."

His adversary sprang at him without

another word. Wyverne's arms were

so encumbered that he was perfectly
defenceless

;
but just then Jock Ellison's

hand came out of his breast, grasping a

ponderous revolver by the barrel : the

steel-bound butt crashed down full on

the man's bare head, and he dropped
where he stood, without even stagger-

ing. The crowd drew back instinct-

ively ;
before they closed in again the

mother was safe in the boat. Even in

her agony of terror she found time to

kiss Alan's hand, crying "that God
would reward him." In truth he was

rewarded, and that soon.

It was strange considering their

brief acquaintance to see how the poor
child clung to her protector, and how
loth she was to leave him, even to follow

her mother ;
it almost needed force to

make the thin white arms unloose their

clasp of his neck. Young as she was

then,
" Minnie" will be a woman before

she forgets the kind grave face that

leant over her, and the soft voice that

said, "Good-bye, little one," as Wyverne
let her go.
He was turning away, when the man

that grovelled at his foot began to stir

and moan.
"

It's hard on him, too, poor devil !"

some one grumbled in the background ;

" his wife is in the boat
;
she's five

months gone with child, and she'll have

to starve if she ever gets to land."

Wyverne stooped down and lifted up
his late adversary as tenderly as he had

supported the woman.
" Hold up for a minute," he whis-

pered.
" You brought the blow on

yourself; but I promised you should

have the next turn. Your wife has

hardly missed you yet. And take care

of this : it may help you some day."
He drew a note-case from his pocket

as he spoke, and thrust it into the other's

breast : no one attempted to interfere

as he put the guiding ropes round the

half insensible body, and passed it care-

fully over the ship's side. One deter-

mined mind will cow a crowd at most

times
;
and remember, there were two to

the fore, just then.
" He has my place," Alan said, sim-

ply as if that were the best answer to

any objections or murmurs
;
and then

he made his way back again to the clear

part of the deck, his trusty henchman

following him still.

The dreadful struggle was over at last;

the boats, fully freighted, had pushed
off, and lay at a safe distance

;
those

who were left on board knew that they
had' only to trust now to their own re-

sources, or to a miracle, or to the mercy
of Providence. There was scarcely any
wind, and what there was blew in a fa-

vourable direction, so that little of the

smoke or flame came aft.

Suddenly Wyverne turned to his com-

panion, who sat near him, apparently

quite cheerful and composed
" You had better look to yourself,

Jock. She won't hold together another

quarter of an hour. It's no distance to

swim, and they may take you into a

boat still, if you try it. You've as good
a right to a place as any one now the

women are gone."
The Dalesman's broad breast heaved

indignantly, and there was a sob in his

voice as he replied.
"

I'll do your bidding to the last, Sir

Alan ; but you'll never have the heart

to make me leave you. I haven't de-

served it."

Wyverne knew better than to press
the point.

" Shake hands then, old comrade,"
he said, with a smile on his

lip. "You've
served me well enough to have your own

way for once. I fancy you have few

heavy sins to repent of, but you had
better make your peace with God

quickly ;
our minutes are numbered."

Just then a boat ranged up close under
the ship's quarter, and a smothered
voice called on Wyverne by name. It

was the chief officer's, who had deter-

mined to make this last effort to save

him.
" Let yourself down, Sir Alan, there

are ropes enough about, or drop over

the side. We'll take you in
; you have

well deserved it."

He never hesitated an instant he
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tly.
It is useless

.ie; I don't stir. I have

dp my place already, and no power
vm earth would make me take another

man's. If a ship comes near, we may
all be saved yet ;

if not, we know the

worst, and I hope we know how to meet

it."

When the cutter had pushed off,

Wyvernc sat down again, burying his

face in his hands, and remained so for

some minutes. Suddenly he looked up,
and drew the miniature out of his breast,

gazing on it steadfastly and long, with

a love and tenderness that no words

can express, and a happiness so intense

that it savoured of triumph. One of

the survivors who chanced to be watch-

ing him (unconscious of the catastrophe

being so near) said afterwards that a

strange light shone out Alan's face du-

ring those few seconds a light that

came neither from moon nor fire, but as

it were from within a light, perchance,
such as saints may, one day, see on the

faces of angels.
" Helen darling Helen," he mur-

mured,
"

I always thought and hoped
and prayed that I had acted rightly ;

but I never knew it till now."

He pressed the picture to his
lips,

and kissed it twice or thrice fervently.
Let us hope that in that impulse there

mingled nothing of sinful passion ;
for

it was the last of Alan Wyverne's life.

In a moment there came an awful

smothered roar a crash of rending tim-

bers and riven metal all the fore-part
of the vessel seemed to melt away, scat-

tered o^or air and water in a torrent of

smoke and flame
;
the after-part shook

convulsively through every joint and

seam, and then, with one headlong

plunge, went down, like a wounded

HONOUR.

whale "
sounding." Some half-dozen

strong swimmers emerged alive from
the horrible vortex, and all these were
saved. Brave Jock Ellison, after re-

covering from the first stunning shock,
never attempted to make for the boats,
but swam hither and thither, till his co-

lossal strength failed him, hoping to find

some trace of his master. But Alan

Wyverne never rose again, and never
will till the sea shall give up her
dead.

And now my tale is told.

I have attempted to sketch, roughly,
whatbefel a man very weak and erring
who was often sorely tried who acted
ever up to the light that was given him,
at the cost of bitter self-denial and self-

sacrifice who, nevertheless, in this life,

failed to reap the tithe of his reward.

Alan Wyverne was strong, up to a

certain point ;
but he had not faith

enough to make him feel always sure

that he had done right, in defiance of

appearances ;
nor principle enough to

keep him from repining at results. He
could neither comfort himself nor others, .

thoroughly. He was a chivalrous true-

hearted man
;

but a very imperfect
Christian. He dared not openly rebel

against the laws of God
;
but he was too

human to accept, unhesitatingly, the ful-

filment of his decrees. Throughout
Alan's life, Honour usurped the place
where Religion ought to have reigned

paramount : he shrank from shame
when he would perhaps have encoun-

tered sin.

Just see how complete was the earthly
retribution.

To that one principle sound enough
if it had not been the ruling one he

,

sacrificed love, and friendship, and re-

venge, and life. Yet the happiest mo-
ments that he knew for years, were those

when he stood face to face with a terri-

ble death a dead woman's picture in

his hand.

THE END.
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UICLE THE CURATE.

BOOK I.

Reader .' Pr'ythee, good author, no hum-
drum comhcement now

; something dramat-

ic startli) new, or, at least, not very old."

Author. 'I think I shall hit your fancy.
'

It was ae October morning, and a solitary
horseman s seen slowly pacing up a hill

' '

Reader.' Oh ! oh ! oh ! that dreadful morn-

ino- fhaternal horseman that everlasting
-hill!"

Author':
1

Well, what do you say to two
horseman.d an inn-door

;
one of the horse-

men masl? time night ;
the moon in the last

quarter."
Reader" Off, off, off, horsemen and moon

both th^ioon has been in the last quarter
since the feat Cyrus was written."

jtutkor
1 The fire blazed on the hearth; an

old coupj>asked in the kindly light ;
a kitten

sported v a terrier on the rug ;
the table was

covered h wine and biscuits."

Rcadc\
il Mi pardonate, gentle master, do

not a ton novels at least commence with wine

andbiscs?"
Authc "You may have walnuts, if you

please, ! I would undertake to provide nut-

cracker Any thing in reason. I have an ac-

count v the fairies' cutler, and a pair of nut-

cracker neither here nor there."

Read "
Pray do let us have a new begin-

ning ie request so very unreasonable?"

Auth " The most unreasonable request in

the we; if your ladyship were a writer of

fiction,!
would know how hard it is to turn

up anyng new."
Real

"
Being a reader of fiction, that is

a truti don't want the writers of it to tell

me."
Aui\

" Then ought you to be the more
charita. Time was when readers were gentle
in truttow they are only gentle by courtesy
the fat of you are unfair no allowance for

an auf's
difficulties

;
no gracious oversight

of his'le short-comings ;
and then, like the

Athens of old, you keep always calling for

somet^ new, as if a writer's brain was like

the shof a Parisian modiste."

Ret.
"
Very monstrous, indeed ! to ex-

pect seining new in a novel !"

Au'. "Now, suppose the novel were an
Irish

,
to have nothing novel in it would be

quitecharacter."

Rcr
.

"
Well, there has been enough of

this ibarley. It is better to get into the house
in anay, than to be left in this unceremonious

fashijtanding
at the door."

Air.
" The door is open, madam. I am

sinctf distressed it is not a new one, to please

yon.
3

Reader. "Ad istressed author is nothing new,
at all events."

Author. " As old, at least, as the scene to

which I am going to introduce you the old hall

of an old college ;
an old table with old books

on it."

Reader. "
Old, old, old, all old indeed."

Author. "Not all; there is a young man at

the old table, and now that I see the dawn of a

smile, madam, on your lips at the mention of
the young man, I accept the omen, and respect-

fully touching your white hand, us"

my book."
usher you into

CHAPTER I.

CAMBRIDGE.

IT was the beginning of the long vacation of

183-, the universities were growing deserted
;

students were trooping home to the country
houses of their fathers and uncles

;
the classical

antiquary was preparing to sail for Egypt and
Asia Minor

;
the professors of botany and geol-

ogy were studying the hand-books to Switzer-

land
;

and numbers of grave bachelors and

graver doctors in black coats and gray were get-

ting their fishing-tackle in order, and poring
over old Isaac and Sir Humphry Davy, prepara-

tory to an indolent tour in Wales, or the Scotch

Highlands.
But there are always a few men who linger

behind in the long days, as if to keep the lights
of science from going quite out, or haply, like

culinary vestals, to guard the kitchen fires from
extinction. One is too ambitious of academic
success to squander a summer roving or fly-

fishing ;
another loves, but can not afford to

travel
;
a third would go home if he had only a

home to go to
;
and a fourth (as there are drones

in every hive), is perhaps too sedentary, too lazy,
or too corpulent, to think of locomotion with the

sun in Leo or Virgo.
The quadrangle of Hall, Cambridge,

looked particularly desolate and gloomy all the

birds, in fact, had flown but three. One of

these the only one interesting to us was Frank

Vivyan, a young man of good family, handsome

person, considerable talents", and very little else

to depend upon for advancement and success in

life. Vivyan had made up his mind to pass this

his first vacation in the monastic repose and al-

most solitude of his hall. It was not a matter

of inexorable necessity, nor yet, on the other

hand, absolutely voluntary; at least, not a de-

liberate choice. His purse, though not full, was
not quite empty. His pursuits did ncl enjoir
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the sacrifice of health to business. The fact

was that he only tarried behind his fellow schol-

ars, because he did not well know where he

could enjoy himself more than at Cambridge,
having no father's house to harbor him, no invi-

tation elsewhere that he cared to accept, little

fancv to wander alone, and no friend to propose
to join him in a ramble.

The day was warm, but not sultry, and Vivy-
an was sitting, or more properly lounging, in a

chair too capacious for his size, and too luxu-

rious for his standing, at a small, but very solid,

table, close to a tall, narrow window, with an

infinity of minute panes. The window /stood
wide open to admit the genial sunshine and the

delicate air. A man is known not better by his

companionships than by the arrangements and

aspect of his chambers. The disorder of Vi-

vyan's was not inelegant or vulgar, but still it

was disorder
;
there was a negligence that de-

noted the indolent, or at least the erratic, stu-

dent
;

it looked as if there had been a battle of

the books, and the papers had the appearance
of having been blown about like the leaves in

the Sibylline grotto. There were places for

books and papers, but nothing was exactly in its

place. An open piano was strewed with French

mathematics, easily known by their blue and pink
robe de chambrc. The floor adjacent was en-

cumbered with a chaos of loose music. A deep,
comfortable sofa seemed to be used as a general
repository for articles of all sorts, useful and use-

less, necessities and luxuries, hats, canes, brush-

es, pamphlets, boxes, umbrellas, and cigars. All
looked careless and desultory, a study in a state

of siege. The table was a wilderness of writing
materials, pen, ink, paper, envelopes, sealing-
wax. <eals with antique devices dispersed in all

directions, like people in a panic ;
the books

were so multifarious as to afford no grounds for

concluding, with any confidence, what branch
of study was most in cultivation, or what pro-
fession, if any, was the student's aim. There
were books of mathematics, history, metaphys-
ics, poetry, politics, a work on geology, and a
volume ol*

"
Quentin Durward." You could

scarcely decide what was the young man's im-
mediate pursuit. A volume of Hobbes was open
before him, but other books were open too

;

Claudian, Shelley, and a treatise of "Conic Sec-
tions." He was reading none of the three, but

seemingly watching the swallows as they dart-

ed across the window.
,He was not an idler

; only a literary truant.

Mental refinement was written on his brow
;

it

spoke in his eye, but the intellect was of an un-
fixed and airy character. A sheet of paper that

lay there among the other straggling leaves let

you fully into the story of his mind. It was cov-

ered with a maze of characters and hieroglyph-
ics, algebraic symbols, Greek verses, geomet-
rical lines, and lines of English poetry, the ex-
actest possible type of the state of intellectual

vagrancy.
A picture stands on the mantel-piece ;

a green
curtain covers it let us draw it aside ah !

what a face ! what supreme beauty ! A face

that Raphael might have painted. And how
like it is to Vivyan ! We have said that he was
handsome

;
he must have been so, indeed, to

have resembled that lovely portrait. If his feat-

ures had a fault, it was owing to their resembling

their exquisite original only ->

closely the

style was too delicate and fen'ne. But then
his youth was some excuse

;
ileast it was a

fair apology for the smoothm of his upper
lip, which was only beginning be shadowed
by the promise of a mustacheHis hair was
fair, and where its thick clustt were parted
with " artless heed" in front, V displayed a
forehead of brilliant whitenessnd the most
intellectual form. His eye v blue, mild,

bright, but with something of drdiness, or lan-

guor, in its very brilliancy. Itas, however,
not the languor of sensuality ;

n\vas that the
character of his mouth either, sough it was
still further, perhaps, from indicig the ener-

getic and heroic qualities. Upche whole, a

physiognomist of no very great aeness might
have divined what was indeed truth, that
Frank Vivyan was a young man rreat attrac-

tions and brilliant parts, but d-ient in the

hardier qualities of perseveranc<nd self-reli-

ance, which so frequently conduciinor talents

to eminence, while great abilitimnstrength-
ened and unsustained by them, artten destined
to shame their possessors and appoint the
world. If Vivyan escaped these gers, it was
owing to the force of circumstaB. Had he
been left to be the architect of hiwn fortune,
it is probable the fabric would ne have been
raised.

Vivyan was the younger of twcothers
;
he

had lost his mother early, and 1 father (an

imprudent man) some years previi to the pre-
sent period. You will easily bee that, in

point of fortune, he was no Crcesui-jis havings
in money, like "his havings in be." were a

"younger brother's portion." ^nall Irish

property, yielding something undeio hundred
a year, had descended to him from maternal
side a revenue sufficient, with sh*economy ,

to maintain him in the position of tntleman, .

but totally insufficient to support expense
of the least costly form of universilducation.

For this advantage, therefore, Fran as neces-

sarily a dependent upon friendly t It was
not from his brother, however, he eived it :

his brother, Sir Godfrey Vivyan, \\a selfish

and dissipated man, who, having irited his

father's extravagance along with ; estate,
found his available income much tomited to

supply his own frivolous or licentioueasures.

The benefactor of Vivyan was a distirelative,
a wealthy merchant, resident in thouth of

Spain, whom the young man had ne>so much
as seen. It was, of course, therefore) feeling
of personal affection or esteem thatmulateu
the munificence of this gentleman, s origin
was of a more tender, indeed of a rcntic na-

ture. In his youth he had formed assionate

attachment to Vivyan's mother; inesble cir-

cumstances had not only prevented t- union,
but united the lady to another

;
ti passed

away, and with it the first bitternessblasted

prospects ;
but what can " raze out twritten

troubles" of the heart "pluck from) mem-
ory the rooted sorrow" of frustrates and

hope blighted? The rapturous fascion of

Mr. Everard's youth continued to b(e tran-

quil charm and innocent solace of hid age.

Having heard by report how stron< Frank
resembled his mother, and that he hacen left

but poorly provided for, Mr. Everards ivre
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sistibly impellato promote nis advancement in

the only way mt seemed open to him
;
and he

proceeded to tl attainment of his object with a

delicacy and flnkness that left the young man
no alternatively to accept the kindness ingen-

uously, or infit an ungracious wound through
a mistaken icing of independence.

Vivyan hap cousin, named George* Mark-

ham, four ofive years his senior, generous,

brave, cordiaand manly, heir to a handsome

fortune, andllready in the enjoyment of so

large an allince as to place all the pleasures
that became]gentleman liberally and lawfully
within his rich. Virtuously more than intel-

lectually edjated,
his tastes were happily inno-

cent and he^hy
not of the courtly train,

Or city's ^ctice, but the country's innocence ;"

he was passnately fond of rural sports, indeed

of rural lif'in every respect, and spent the

greater par>f every year at his father's seat, a

place
calle<Manor Oakham, in the neighbor-

hood of Sotiampton, except when he went to

Scotland irjhe grouse season, made a pedes-
trian tour [rough

the Alps or Pyrenees, or

even rangijthe world as far as the banks of

the Jordantnd the cataracts of the Nile. He
was an ardt lover of natural beauty, as most

sportsmenfe, particularly anglers, and Mark-
ham was arenowned with the rod as the gun ;

indeed, thpooks he was most addicted to, if

not the dy ones to which he had ever paid
much atlftion,

were old Izaak and his fly-

book.

Vivyarjad not seen or known much of this

relation ihis until some short time after he

was estaished at Cambridge. An accidental

circumstce then brovight Markham to that

part of Igland, and he did not omit paying his

fair cous a visit. Nobody was so winsome as

Frank >yan ;
he was all openness, benevo-

lence, atleness, courtesy, and good-humor.

Markhajwas
charmed with him : he perceived

his men! superiority, but the perfect artless-

ness anaiodesty, nay, the very supineness, of

Vivyan'pharaeter, prevented that superiority
from bet disagreeably felt by any body, even

by thospho
were in the position of his intel-

lectual
[

r

als, which was not the case at all

with Mkham. Frank, upon his part, was an

easy cquest. He gave his cousin his affec-

tions atost in the first hour of their acquaint-
ance

;
a embraced his invitation to Southamp-

ton wiiut one thought of Legendre, or Mr.

Petersjs tutor.

TheTe to which his cousin introduced him
was dffhtfully idle. All the forms and varie-

ties
thpase

and idlesse ever took in a country-
house |ere at Vivyan's disposal from cock-

crow sunset. There was not a work on
matheatics in the library to remind him of his

desert studies, or a grave academic face at

the ta? to recall the image of Mr. Peters.

Maham wras not motherless
;
but his mother,

an centric woman of fashion, lived entirely be-

tweciiOndon and Paris; and his father, also an
odditand an invalid to boot, was drenching

abroad with all the waters of Germany,
use was thus abandoned to youth, and

e, which is youth's business. Vivyan's

The

pie
mod of enjoyment, however, differed in many
resp s from his cousin's. Markham was ac-

tive and athletic, full of animal spirits, as eager
at every thing he engaged in as if his life and
fortune were staked on

it, habitually an early
riser, a man to catch the *drks asleep in their

nest, and to make chanticleer crow if he neglect
ed his duty. Vivyan, on the contrary, was ad-

dicted a little to his couch. He had probably,
like most of us, witnessed in his time many
more sunsets than sunrises. It is only meta-

phorically that men in general are much given
to worship the rising sun.

At Manor Oakham, Vivyan scarce knew how
the time passed, only that it passed agreeably ;

it was like dreaming or imagine swimming
without an effort down a bright stream that

flows over sparkling pebbles, between banks
of flowers. Markham adapted himself to his

friend's tastes and strength; he shortened hia

rides and moderated his walks to suit him. For
the first time in his life he became something
of a saunterer, and it cost him some trouble to

become one
;
he was so used to rapid and ener-

getic movements. But he always took his gun
with him. Frank, too, carried a light fowling-

piece for a few days, but he found the encum-
brance greater than the amusement it afforded

;

he loved loitering in the woods for the mere
love of the woods and the loitering ;

and he was
no great shot either, just enough to frighten a

pheasant now and then, or hit a hare couchant.
His sportsmanlike essays made Markham and
his company smile, but when they smiled, Vi-

vyan himself laughed, and made livelier hits at

his own misses than they did. It is only affec-

tation that is ever ridiculous
;
and Frank, far

from affecting to be a shot, did not even assume
the garb and externals of a sportsman.

CHAPTER II.

PREPARATIONS FOR A " VOYAGE PITTORESQUE."

" 'Tis a rare fortune, but of inestimable solace, to have
a worthy man, one of a sound judgment, and of a tempei
conformable to your own, who takes a delight to bear

your company in your travels. I have been at a very
great loss for one in mine. But such a companion should
be chose, and taken with you from your first setting out.

There can be no pleasure to me without communication:
there is not so much as a sprightly thought comes into

my mind, which it does not grieve me to have produced
alone, without one to communicate it to. But yet it is

much better to be alone than in foolish and troublesome

company." MONTAIGNE.

THE visit referred to in the previous chapter
was made in the vacation preceding that when
our story properly commences. Vivyan had

given Markham a general promise to return to

Manor Oakham whenever his studies and other

arrangements should admit of it; but such

promises are not considered very binding unless

when the memory of them is kept fresh by re-

newed invitations. Vivyan, however, had never

heard from his cousin since his return to Cam-

bridge, and was under the impression that he

had gone abroad, when, as he was occupied

watching the swallows, in the manner already

described, his servant entered, and delivered the

following letter :

" Manor Oakham, Southampton.

"MY DEAR FRANK The Circe, is mine.

You remember the boat we saw at Cowes last
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September, and which we both admired so

much. I have bought her, and have a grand
scheme in my head of a '

voyage pittoresque' to

Ireland and Scotland a kind of romantic survey
of the coast, islands, sea-ports, &c. What say

you? recollect you are an Irish landlord, and

ought to look after your property. You have

nothing more agreeable on hand, have you ? I

will bide your convenience, but sail with me

you must. You can bring your books, and

make a scientific as well as a picturesque tour

of it, if you are disposed to combine the utile

with the dulce. Would Mr. Peters join us ? as

you please, only do not fail.

" Yours ever truly,
" GEORGE MARKHAM.

" P. S. Don't trouble yourself about a sailor's

dress I can rig you out. I have been at Con-

stantinople and Grand Cairo, and all over the

gorgeous East since we met last."

This letter enchanted Vivyan, who really had
no such love for his college as to prefer a sum-
mer in his chambers, to such a summer as

Markha*n. invited him to spend. Yachting, too,

was an untasted pleasure ;
it could not fail to

be charming, particularly with his books ! He

perfectly reoollected the Circe there was

sorcery in the very name
;
but the notion of in-

viting Mr. Peters upoa a party of pleasure of

any kind, with his grave, sallow, quadrilateral

face, his fluxional -eyes, and his blue spectacles
it sounded like asking my Lord Primate to

dance a polka.
The Circe, that die argose, chartered to

trade in midsummer amusement, lay at anchor,

waiting for sailing orders, within two hundred

yards of Manor Oakham, whose fine old woods
extended to the very margin of the sea, the

outermost trees dropping their branches into it.

The yacht was manned by three able seamen,
and there was a good cargo of champagne and
claret in the lockers, with other stores to cor-

respond ;
for Markham, though an enthusiastic

sailor, and as fond of the sea as Byron, was not

the man to neglect victualing his bark, or to be

content with pickled pork, biscuit, and grog on
a voyage.

It was a lovely, still, gray evening, and the

sea lay polished as a mirror, and blue as the sky
overhead, save the spaces immediately in the

shadow of the impendent trees
;
and "there it

was so somber, that at first you were not aware
how lucid it was at the same time. The moon
was just risen, and promising to repay the world
with a flood of silver for the loss it was soon to

experience of the sun's golden rays.
The house was a little in disorder. Pieces

of sail-cloth, spars, telescopes, compasses, chro-

nometers, fowling-pieces, and even cutlasses,
were scattered over the hall and dining-room,
in odd association with busts, bronzes, vases,
and candelabras. In one corner of the hall lay
a small anchor, a swivel-gun, and a marlin-

spike, while a billiard-table in the center was
covered with flags and streamers of as many
kinds, as if the little Circe had been a line-of-

battle ship. The young men themselves were
about to sit down to their last dinner on tcrra-

Jirr/ia a small table was placed close to a win-

dow commanding a view of the element to

which they were soon to commit themselves
;

it was no doubt the situation hey would have

deliberately chosen, but in poii of fact the per-

plexed servant had selected ias the only part
of the room unencumbered \th nautical irn.

plements, naval stores, sailors jackets, charts,
and fishing-tackle, books, ciga, and powder-
flasks. A chart of the channewas spread on
a sofa, Markham was examing it carefully,
while Vivyan, immersed in theaost luxurious
chair he could find, was turning>ver Spenser's
" View of the State of Ireland," len they were
both summoned to dinner, whichad been laid

on the table without exciting thi- observation.

"This time to-morrow," sai<Markham to

his friend, as he helped him to
s.p, "we shall

dine in a less spacious apartme. but in point
of dinner we shall probably be be>r off than we
are to-day ;

we shall be unluekjf we do not
take some good fish, and there is case or two
of champagne in the lockers fowhich I can

answer, if there is any faith in wii merchants."
" You think we shall sail to-morw, George,"

replied Frank, caring little abo the fish or

the wine, but bent with all his ul upon the

voyage.
"Certainly," said Markham,

"
the wind is

as steady as we are, and some tters arrive

which I am expecting. As to ie weather,
there is no sign of change at prent, nor any
likelihood of it. The barometer rising ;

the
moon looks well. I have great iith in the

moon as an oracle of the weather
;
ou can not

see her where you are sitting."

Vivyan changed his position to dhomage to

the queen of the woods and floods, r both her
titles were recalled by the delics splendor
which was just beginning to steal or the tops
of the oaks, and beyond them again, a tremu-
lous line of light, athwart the water

"Is she not beautiful?" cried [arkham.;" to-morrow night she will be nearrjull, and a

moon-rise by water is a magnificempectacle.
I saw a glorious one on the sea of Glee."
Markham loved nature

;
not ideal, like Vi-

vyan, but heartily and honestly, nertheless,

He was a true sportsman and all te sports-
men love the moon, though not ma see her
rise on the sea of Galilee.

" Observe the effect of light upon 3 Circe's

shrouds," said Vivyan, returning to 1 seat.

"Two blunders," said George, gd-humor-

edly.
"
Frank, I fear you will alwa}be, what

we sailors call a land-lubber."
" But how have I blundered now, (orge ?""
Why, in the first place you irisultie Circe

by mistaking that clumsy fishing-smacfor her
;

and secondly, you talk of the shrouds hen you
mean the sails, though I have told >u some
dozen times that the shrouds of a share the

ropes, not the canvas."
" How precise you are," said Vivy; laugh-

ing ;

" but you will see how I shall hrove in

nautical lore during our cruise. By-tlby, are
we to make for the Irish or the Scoi coast

first?"

"You shall decide," said the goocatured
Markham.
"Then I am for Ireland," said Fra:

;
"let

us give the more distant expedition presence ;

we can run up the Clyde, or visit th(slands

later in the season, if there is time er our

Irish adventures."
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"Content/' said Markham
;

but we shall

incidentally see something, too. 01 the Scottish

coast, as our course will lie between that and

the Irish
;

that is, if you have no objection to

proceed northward, and commence our researcn-

es after the picturesque along the shores of Don-

" What I desire of all things," said Vivyan,
"I have heard such accounts of the wild beau-

ties of that part of Ireland
; my only wish is that

the long vacation were longer by a couple of

months."
"We shall make it last as long as we can,"

said Markham,
" and if it should outlast our

stock of champagne and our other sea-stores,

we must only take in a fresh supply at Belfast,

or in Dublin, where we must put in for a day or

two, to see the bay which they compare with

Naples, and taste the herring for which it is so

renowned. But tell me, Frank, how does it

happen that you have never visited your Irish

estate : small as it is, it may be worth looking
after."

Vivyan smiled, and said that it was the Irish

usage to do every thing by proxy, and that he

only conformed to the custom of the country.
"What will surprise you more," he added,

"my agent has never seen my property any
more than myself. He employs a sub-agent,
who resides in the neighborhood, and collects

the rent, which he transmits to his employer in

Dublin, who in turn transmits it to me."
"
Probably the sub-agent keeps a deputy also,"

said Markham.
"Most likely," said his cousin.

"I feel no small curiosity," said Markham,
"to see a country that is managed in that sort

of fashion."
"
Depend upon it," said Frank,

" we shall see

a great many curious things in Ireland."
" We shall keep a list of Irish anomalies but

in what part of Ireland is your property situate ?"

"In Donegal or Enniskillen, I believe," said

the young poco-curate absentee.

Markham laughed heartily.
"Enniskillen is not a county, Frank."
"Not a county ! are you certain?"

Markham was not certain, so they called for

a gazetteer to settle the question. They then

became exceedingly merry at their own ex-

pense over a bottle of claret, much merrier than

if they had been perfect masters of Irish geog-
raphy, so that "ignorance was bliss," in this in-

stance, as in many other cases that occur in life.

"At all events," said Vivyan, rising from
the table,

"
I shall be back to my college and

my business in the beginning of November.
We shall see a great deal of anomaly in three

months."
" Of course," said his cousin,

"
you must not

forget your business, but it is no harm, believe

me, to lay in a good stock of health and spirits
in the long days ;

a man returns to his books
with such force after a little relaxation."

Markham had much more experience in re-

laxation than study, and so indeed had his cousin

also, though he was not in the habit of unbend-

ing himself in the same strenuous way.
The arrival of the expected letters closed the

evening. Among them was one which particu-

larly interested them, with a view to their pro-
ject of invading Ireland. It was from a noble-

man, a distant relative of Markhaai's, who pos-
sessed a considerable property in the same county
where /ivyan's small estatewas situated. Mark-
ham ?aad acquainted Lord Bonham (that was the

nobleman's name and title) with his intentions

foi the summer, and his lordship now wrote to

place his house in Ireland at his friend's serv-

ice, and give him one or two introductions, which
he might possibly find it useful or agreeable to

avail himself of. As not only Lord Bonham
himself, but the persons mentioned in his letter,

will be found involved (some in no small degree),
in the course of the events to be related in the

sequel, it may not be amiss to place the letter

at the disposal of the reader.

" MY DEAR MARKHAM : I am both surprised
and pleased to hear of your projected cruise.

Ireland is worth a visit, and I sincerely wish it

were in a state to make it more inviting to vis-

itors than it now is, or probably will be for a

longer time than it is agreeable to think of

You are no politician any more than myself, and
so much the better for your peace and comfort.

As to Ireland, I fear I am no great patriot, but

then, as I am not an Irishman (though I have
some property there), I neither feel myself
bound to wear a green coat or to hold green
opinions. Should your voyage lead you to the

northwestern coast, you will find much roman-
tic attraction, and you will be in the neighbor-
hood of my more picturesque than profitable

patrimony, where my lodge (for it is no more)
will be heartily at your service, with the liberty
of unlicensed shooting and fishing over some six

or seven thousand acres of moor and loch. You
will find the fishing good. I am not so sanguine
about the shooting, but there will probably be

grouse enough for a pie. You will find hospi-

tality whenever you choose to land, but in the

part of the country I speak of there are not many
people to exercise that good old virtue, which it

is the modern fashion to call a barbarous one.

I have one excellent friend, whom if you fall in

with, you will not fall out with me for introduc-

ing you to. His name is Spenser j
he is rector

of the parish of Redcross, and as great a curios-

ity as a fly in amber, for he is a liberal parson
in the Orange province of Ulster. I hope you
will visit him, and I know you will like him if

you do. He is not particularly well off in point
of wife, as you will probably find out for your-

self, but he has two daughters, against whom 1

would caution both you and your friend Mr.

Vivyan to be on your guard, if your object is

merely to see the beauties of Ireland, and not to

carry any of them off with you . One of the Miss

Spensers is a particular friend of Lady Bonham

you have perhaps seen her with us
;

if so, you
will not have forgotten her, even though you
have since been in the East, and seen Georgians
and Circassians. However, be of good courage
and visit Redcross. I send you a letter of mark
to my good friend the clergyman, and wish you
a fair wind and every

other blessing that man
or yachtsman can desire.

"I remain, my dear Markham,
"
Very sincerely yours,

" BONHAM.
" P.S. I knew the father of your friend Vivy-

an, and I had also an old acquaintanceship with

his amiable and eccentric friend in Spain. By
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around them from the water as well as from
the land

;
for a small pier, neatly constructed

with square massive blocks of granite, had been

thrown some twenty feet out into the loch, form-

ing not only a quay for embarkation, but a kind

of diminutive harbor, within which was now
moored a small but smart cutter, destined, no

doubt, for distant voyages, as well as a boat,
like a Thames wherry, designed for cruises not

far from home. At the extremity of the pier
was erected a flag-staff, supported by iron stays ;

there was generally breeze enough in a mount-
ain region so close to the sea to keep the gay
ensign floating, but on the evening when our

story commences there was scarcely a breath

to stir an aspen-leaf: the flag had ceased to

wave, and drooped like the pendent from a
woman's ear.

The sun was preparing to set in all his pomp,
and Mr. Spenser, the rector, with his son Syd-
ney, two marriageable daughters, Arabella and

Elizabeth, and one or two younger children,
were assembled after dinner in front of the par-

sonage, to enjoy the spectacle. Mr. Spenser
was sitting, the rest were standing, all more or

less intent upon the scene before them
;
nor were

they enjoying it in silence, but, on the contrary,

conversing eagerly, noticing the beauties of the

prospect, and speculating on the ever-debata-

ble topic in these climes the weather of to-

morrow.
A cruise of pleasure seemed to be on the tapis.

At a distance of about half a league from the

mouth of the fiorde was a very small but ex-

tremely picturesque island, a frequent summer
haunt of the Spensers ; they held it in joint ten-

ancy with a nation of rabbits, and it was to this

little speck in the ocean that they were contem-

plating a voyage and pic-nic on the following

day.
"And a splendid day it will be," cried Syd-

ney, a robust, square-built youth, attired in a
kind of sailor's dress, a handsome boy, but with
features that indicated both sensuality and will-

fulness, as if he had either been left untutored

and undisciplined, or as if discipline had been
thrown away upon him. The tone of his voice,

too, was boorish, as if he kept other company
occasionally than that in which we now see

him.
"I am no weather-seer," said his father, a

comely, grave man, between forty-five and fifty,

whose attire announced the well-beneficed cler-

gyman, and whose placid countenance, at once

benign and intellectual, proclaimed him one of

the race of gentle shepherds.
" You have not yet visited your island this sum-

mer," he added, addressing the junior branches
of his family.

K"The island! the island!" shouted the little

Spensers, in chorus.

"Listen," said Elizabeth, the rector's second

daughter, a radiant brunette of eighteen, with a

figure that was perfect, and a face of the sweet-
est and noblest expression. She spoke with one

hand on the bare shoulder of her little brother,
and a finger of the other raised to command at-

tention.

"The island!" replied a voice from afar, as

of a viewless speaker it was a voice, and

nothing but a voice, for the spot was remark-
able for its echo, and the shrill and joyful cry of

the children came back from the rocks and hills

with a sharpness and fidelity which the famous
echo of Blarney could not have surpassed.

Sydney, however, said, he thought there was
a still more wonderful echo on the island, and
he hoped his friend Dudley Dawson would
bring his French-horn to awaken it.

"You surely did not invite Mr. Dawson!"
said the brown girl, but in a low but displeased

tone, as if unwilling to stir a painful subject
Her elder sister, Arabella, expressed her disap-
probation in stronger terms.

"But I did," replied the young man, rudely,
and left the circle

; perhaps to superintend the

preparations for the morrow's amusement. He
spoke with a clownishness of phrase and accent,
which you were surprised to hear in a member
of such a group, and the brother of such sisters.

The placid clergyman made no remark, but
sat with one of his courtly legs crossed on the

other, gazing on the landscape, murmuring to

himself lines of Ovid, and verses of Milton, on
the phenomena of echo, for his mind was stored

with all that is sweet and beautiful in ancient

and modern poetry.
The crisis of the sunset was now approaching ;

the sun descended rapidly upon the brow of the

mountain which intercepted the view of the

Atlantic. The variegated clouds lay in long,

irregular, fleecy masses, parallel to the horizon,
their edges burnished by the retiring luminary,
whose blazing disc only appeared in the inter,

vening spaces, sometimes so contracted as only
to disclose a slender bar of intense luster, like

an ingot of ruddy gold. But directly the sun

dropped below the lowest cloud of the strata,
there was nothing to obstruct his splendor until

he touched the summit of the mountain, when
he soon vanished, to illumine and gladden other

lands.

Often as the Spensers had witnessed the same

imposing spectacle from the same spot, they
had never admired it so much. As still they

gazed, their contemplation was disturbed by a

loud, clear hurrah, proceeding from the heights
on the opposite side of the creek.

" Uncle Woodward !" exclaimed several

voices instantly. Some called him "Uncle
Hercules."
The quarter from which the shout proceeded

was more easily discovered than the personage
to whom it was ascribed, for the distance across

the inlet was upward of a mile, and the tortu-

ous way in which the road ran upon that side,

often altogether hidden by masses of rocks, or

clumps of heather and brushwood, rendered it

often difficult, and sometimes impossible, to

detect where the road ran at all. In fact, it

had been carved in days of rough but daring

engineering, and when other considerations,

besides public convenience influenced road-

making in Ireland, in a continual steep zigzag,
from the margin of the creek to the summit of

the impending hills, an extent of some four or

five miles, without one furlong which you could

travel with tolerable safety, except on foot, or

mounted on one of the sure-footed ponies of tho

country.

Every eye was strained in the direction of the

familiar signal.
" He will shout again, if it is your

said Mr. Spenser
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"
I think I see him, papa," said one of the

children "see, just at the tall, white rock,
where the eagles used to build until last sum-

mer, when Sydney shot that grand one."
"
It was not Sydney ;

it was Mr. Dawson,"

lisped the other little one.
"
I see nothing yet," said Mr. Spenser.

Another hurrah was heard as he spoke, and

almost at the same instant Mr. Spenser, waving
his hat, pointed to a spot where the road came

conspicuously into view, directly opposite the

parsonage, and about one hundred and fifty feet

above the level of the water. The correctness

of the discovery was soon acknowledged ;
the

girls waved their handkerchiefs, and their little

brother returned his uncle's greeting with a

scream, which, though very inferior in sonorous

effect, probably reached his ear, for again the

same stentorian salute came booming across the

estuary, multiplied by a score of echoes.

A few moments brought our new acquaint-
ance to the water's edge, for he had his stout

mountain hack under him, a pony in whom dis-

cretion and valor were blended in the justest

proportions, and who was so familiar with up-
hill and down-hill, that he actually never stum-
bled except upon level ground. There was a

snug little deep sandy cove, just where the pre-

cipitous road seemingly tumbled down upon
the beach; and just above high-water mark
was a low rock, to which, by means of an iron

ring, was attached a boat, with a couple of

oars, designed expressly for the accommodation
of those who, having to cross the inlet, like Mr.

Woodward, preferred this short cut to a circuit-

ous route, which led you for a couple of miles

along the shore, until you gained a point where
the estuary was narrow enough to be spanned
by a rude wooden bridge.
The Spensers watched their relative's pro-

ceedings with the liveliest interest, increased by
some little surprise at receiving a visit from him
on /that particular evening. He loosed the boat

from the ring, drew it down along the smooth

tawny sand, launched and almost simultaneous-

ly stepped into it, leaving the pony to take care

of himself, which he was extremely well able

to do. A couple of lusty strokes, such as only
a very powerful man could have given, pushed
the boat into deep water. He then paused, but

it was only to throw off his hat and coat, pre-

paratory to resuming the oar with still greater

vigor.
" My uncle deserves to be called Hercules,"

said Sydney, who had just returned, raising a

hearty cheer, which his muscular relative as

heartily responded to; and the cheering and

counter-cheering lasted until the boatman gain-
ed the shore, and was surrounded and welcomed

by the Spensers. He towered above them all,

like a dromedary in a flock of sheep. There
was not another such strapping fellow in all the

diocese, nay, in all the arch-diocese, in either

Protestant establishment, Catholic church, or

Presbyterian synod. Hercules Woodward stood
six feet three inches in his stocking-feet, and he
was broad and brawny in proportion. Though
possessing a giant's strength, however, you soon

perceived that he was not the man to make
giant-like use of it. He had the honestest

though roughest set of fi.atures imaginable; a
face as massive and strongly marked as those

which sculptors assign to river-gods, a high
bald forehead, bushy, reddish whiskers, and

good-humored but powerful eyes, over which a

pair of enormous brows beetled, with an endeav-

or, not always unsuccessful, to give them a fero-

cious aspect.
Such was his person. His dress was very

much in keeping with it. He wore a short

frock, or rather jacket, of dark blue cloth, not

much finer than frieze
;

it was something be-

tween a sailor's jacket and a shooting coat.

His trowsers, very wide and very short, were
of strong gray plaid, the coarsest of the kind
that is called shepherd's, and his waistcoat was
from the same piece ;

a black silk handkerchief

loosely encircled his hirsute throat; his feet

were furnished with shoes such as men wear in

snipe-shooting, and his head was provided with
a low-crowned and broad-brimmed glazed hs,t.

And now that you have him before you, such as

nature formed, and the tailor finished him, to

what profession would you suppose him to be-

long? It was difficult enough to believe that

he was Mr. Spenser's brother-in-law, but it will

be harder still to credit what is equally true

he was also his curate !

There was a marked difference in the greet-

ings and receptions "my uncle, the curate,"
met with from the two ladies.- By Elizabeth

he was received with cordiality and tenderness,

by her elder sister with cold and fastidious civil-

ity. It gave you an insight into the characters

of the two girls. Nothing could ever conquer
Arabella Spenser's repugnance to her rustic

relative, neither her father's regard for him, his

own sterling virtues, or the fact that he was the

husband of her Aunt Carry, one of the worthiest,
as she was one of the largest, specimens of

womankind.
To Mr. Spenser, indeed, he was a most

striking contrast. Mr. Spenser was so quiet
and refined

;
the intellectual predominated in

him so much above the physical; his persop
was so elegant, his manners so calm and courtly
In fact, it was obvious that they had been borr

in different spheres of society ;
the rector was

Corinthian, the curate Doric
;
and moreover, tc

distinguish them still further asunder, the formei

was by origin and education an Englishman,
while the latter was the genuine indigenous

growth of the province of Ulster, descended
from a plain, bluff race of ancestors, who had
sent many a good rough scholar up to Dublin

College, and supplied many a sturdy shepherd
to the Irish church.

CHAPTER V.

THE WEATHER-SEER.

THE curate was a weather-seer, if the rector

was not. Not a mountaineer in the country
could predict wet or dry, hot or cold, a calm or

a hurricane, so unerringly as Hercules Wood-

ward, because in fact, nobody lived so muck
abroad as he did, and was so conversant with
the elements in all their aspects and vicissitudes.

With earth, air, and ocean, at least, he lived on
terms of daily familiarity. His acquaintance
with fire was not quite so intimate, though no
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man enjoyed a blazing one of turf more of an

evening, when he had his wife at his side, and

his little Woodwards Iktered about him.

It was the purest as well as the most active

good nature which brought Hercules over to

the parsonage that evening, all the long way
from the town of Redcross, where he dwelt.

" You are not dreaming of sailing to-morrow,'
he said, with his bluff, stormy voice, and striding
at the same time toward the house, with his

younger niece, Elizabeth, on his arm, where
she looked something like a sprig of geranium
hanging from a stalwart mountain ash.

"Yes, indeed we are, uncle," replied several

voices, eagerly. Hercules looked unpropitious
"Did you see the sun set, uncle ?" cried the

little Arthur Spenser.
" Shan't we have a charming day to-morrow ?"

cried his smaller sister.
" For barnacle and wild ducks, Mysie," re-

plied the curate, looking down at the little girl,
as if from the top of a steeple.
"You don't mean to say it will be wet, sir?"

growled Sydney, with temper, apprehensive of

the effects of his uncle's opinion upon the rest

of the party.
" Wet and wind, and plenty of both. The

car of day will be a covered car to-morrow,
Syd., my boy," replied his uncle, taking no
notice of his nephew's ungracious looks and

tones, being probably accustomed to such dis-

plays of temper.
The prediction, however, caused general sur-

prise ;
and the little Spensers, as well as their

elder brother, looked considerably disconcerted

by it.

"I'll tell you more," continued Hercules, not

thinking much of the pain he was giving in

such a cause, "we are going to have several

days of wild weather : it was nothing else

brought me over. I was afraid you might ven-

ture out in the morning and get capsized in one
of those squalls to which that piece of water
there is subject at times, innocent as it looks at

the present moment."

Sydney's aspect lowered, but he kept a pas-
sionate silence.

"
Uncle, you are such a mar-plot," said one

of the younger children, half pettishly, half

playfully.
"Never mind, Mysie, we shall have our sail,"

muttered Sydney, in a gruff, refractory tone,
which possibly nobody heard, for no notice was
taken of it. Elizabeth gently reproved the

child for calling her uncle a mar-plot and
thanked him over and over again for his kind-

ness, pressing him at the same time to stay that

night at the parsonage.
" What would your aunt say to that, Lizzy ?"

answered her huge relative "
no, Lizzy, my

dear. I'll drink tea -with you, and then across

the water again to the dulce domum. Val., how
is Mag this evening?"
Mr. Spenser's name was Valentine, and his

wife's was Margaret. The curate had some
familiar abbreviation for every body he was re-

lated to or intimate with, except his niece

Arabella, whose name he uniformly pronounced
in full, though her father sometimes called her
Bell. The curate was a notable tea-drinker,
and as proud of the number of his cups as

topers are of the number of their bottles. Al-

though Father Mathew had not yet appeared,
there was a Temperance Society in the parish
of Redcross, which had Mr. Woodward's cor-
dial support. Mr. Spenser, though any thing
but a votary of Bacchus, declined joining the

society; he used pleasantly to observe that

temperance was "a very proper virtue in a
curate."

Uncle Woodward drank six cups upon that
occasion. It was not a very lively meal. Syd-
ney was gloomy and morose

;
Arabella frigid,

the rector abstracted; Elizabeth alone exerted
herself to make her uncle feel comfortable and
at home, nor was it difficult to do so, for nobody
was less exacting, though nobody felt more
keenly the absence of warmth when he had a

right to expect it. But his stay was brief; for

the evening was falling rapidly ;
in fact, it was

nearly dark when he rose with even more than
his wonted abruptness, and bade them all good-
night, shaking hands with every one, and even

kissing a few of them. The curate shook hands
with a vigor that was sometimes distressing^
but friendly, warm-hearted people readily par
doned the momentary pain to their fingers, foi

the sake of the cordiality that accompanied the

squeeze.
Mr. Spenser accompanied his brother-in-law

to the little harbor.
" When shall I see you again, Hercules ?" h*

said
;

"
I am anxious to have your advice on a

matter of very great importance."
"I'll come over in the morning," said the

curate.

"Bring Carry with you," said his brother-in-

law.

"The weather won't do for that, Val. There
will be a storm, rely upon it. On no account
allow Sydney to sail. Good night, Val., good
night;" and with that the stout curate seized
the oars again, and pushed across the shadowy
water.

"I trust," said Mr. Spenser to himself, as he
walked back to the house,

" that Lord Bonham's
friends are not at sea, or that they will get
into some port before the gale rises." Lord
Bonham had written to advertise him of the

probability of his receiving a visit from the
Circe about this time.

The rector, on returning to the drawing-
room, found his son arranging the details of the
next day's expedition, just as if nothing had
occurred to render its postponement advisable,

[t was a great relief to his daughters, no small

surprise to them likewise, when their father,
with a decision very unusual to him, acted on
lis brother-in-law's prudent advice, and in-

terdicted the voyage in the most absolute
manner.

Before the parsonage was asleep that night
the moaning of the wind at intervals, accom-
panied with the rattling of windows, and the

lapping of the branches of rose trees and wood-
jine against the glass, promised to verify the

Drophecies of Mr. Woodward only too com-

iletely. The rector got very little rest, but it

was his wife and not the wind that disturbed
lis slumbers. Mrs. Spenser was not a very
comfortable consort in the calmest weather, but
he was particularly disagreeable in a high
wind. This, however, is a premature peep be-

hind the bed-room curtains.
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CHAPTER VI.

THE PARSONAGE ASLEEP.

"Now the cricket's chirp is heard,
Loud as note of any bird ;

And the ticking of the clock

Is become a mighty knock ;

Enter we the silent house,
With the footsteps of a mouse ;

Creep along the corridor,
Mark we every chamber door ;

Let the crayon make no sound,
None must know our midnight round."

THE MYSTERIOUS VISITORS.

WHEN people are asleep, it is a very good op-

portunity for a little gossip on their affairs and

antecedents, and not a bad time either to take

casts of their faces, and examine the bumps on

their heads.

Mr. Spenser had now been incumbent of the

parish of Redcross for about ten years. He
came to it shortly after his marriage with his

present wife (who was the step-mother of Ara-

bella, Elizabeth, and Sydney), and her eldest

child was now entering his eighth year. The
benefice was a good one, worth from eight
hundred to a thousand pounds per annum, and
had been bestowed upon him by its patron, Lord

Bonham, a nobleman with whom Mr. Spenser
had formed a close friendship, originally at

Eton, and subsequently at Cambridge. His

lordship's estate, which we have already men-

tioned, lay in the neighborhood of Redcross
;
but

there was no mansion upon it, only a shooting

lodge, where he occasionally established him-

self for grouse shooting or salmon fishing. He
offered his agency to his friend along with the

parish ;
but although such a union of offices was

a common thing in Ireland at the time, Mr.

Spenser's strict notions of clerical duty and pro-

priety revolted at it, and he firmly declined this

additional proof of Lord Bonham' s friendship,

although his increasing family rendered an aug-
mentation of income a point of no small import-
ance. The rector had been more fortunate in

his first than in his second marriage. His first

wife was a woman of strong sense, sterling

worth, and great personal attractions. The
beauties of her mind she transmitted to her

daughter Elizabeth
;
those of her person only to

Arabella. The present Mrs. Spenser was a

discontented, intractable, selfish, and eccentric

woman, and had been an invalid, and a most
vexatious one, ever since the birth of her young-
est child, keeping her bed-room seven or eight
months of the year, and talking of returning to

it the remaining four or five. Her complaint
was one of the nondescript disorders, called nerv-

ous, one part real to nine parts fanciful
;
the

sources of untold profits to doctors, and untold

miseries to husbands. If people were harmless
in proportion to their imbecility, it would be all

well
;
but the misfortune is, that those who have

the least control over themselves, often possess
the most powerful and mischievous ascendency
over others. This was remarkably illustrated

in the instance of Mr. and Mrs. Spenser. The
rector had all the weaknesses of an amiable char-

acter, and his wife all the weaknesses of a self-

ish one. The two sets of weaknesses, united in

the bonds of matrimony, made a very uneasy
union, and Mr. Spenser would indeed have been

very unhappy in his second marriage, only for

the extreme placidity of his temper, the society

of his daughters, and his passionate love of

books. When the living plagued him, he often

fled to the dead for refuge, and found in literary

pleasures sweet though short respites from his

conjugal griefs. And here let us pause, and

give a word of advice to men in Mr. Spenser's
position of life.

A man in moderate circumstances, particu-

larly a widower with children, who thinks of

marrying a lady in delicate health, ought to ex-
amine himself, and see that he possesses not

only the qualities that befit the master of a

house, but those that are indispensable in a mis-
tress likewise. In fact, being destined to dis-

charge the united functions of the father and
mother of his family, he ought to be an active,

bustling, motherly, managing sort of a gentle-

man, skilled in nursery affairs, equal to the con-

trol of house-maids, and not above "meddling
with buck-washing ;" he should know as much
as possible about chin coughs and teething, to

which branches of useful knowledge were hie to

add some tincture of the science of pickling and

preserving, it would not be amiss, under the

circumstances. An invalid wife is a very ex-

pensive article of luxury even to a gentleman
with a thousand a year, and so Mr. Spenser found

it. Had he made as good a choice as his curate

did, it would have saved him a couple of hun-

dreds annually at the least
;
he would have had

a buxom helpmate to control his servants and

govern his children for him, instead of the croak-

ing turtle he had, who gave him more trouble

than all the rest of the establishment pu/ to-

gether.
Mrs. Spenser had never accommodated her.

self to life in Ireland particularly to the life of

a country parson in the wildest and loneliest

part of the island. She quarreled with the peo-

ple, and she quarreled with the climate
;
there

was always either a storm in the atmosphere, or

a tempest in the political world always some-

thing to discompose her
;
and when there was

nothing, nothing answered equally well. You
are not to suppose that she would have been

happy and contented in a country without a

breath of wind, either literal or metaphorical.
On the contrary, she was a woman to raise a

storm wherever she happened to be
;
she would

get you up a hurricane in an exhausted receiv-

er, and find or make something uncomfortable in

Eden itself. The rector was free from avarice,

and the only ambition he had was a literary one ;

but his helpmate was as covetous as Mammon,
and as ambitious as Lucifer. She never forgave
a tithe defaulter, and was forever instigating her

husband to wring the uttermost farthing out of

his parishioners ; while, at the same time, she

thought it extremely hard that he should dis-

charge any pastoral duty at all; continually

urging him to settle in Dublin, where a man of

his talents and address, enjoying the smiles of a

lord lieutenant, and charming with his witty and

elegant conversation the vice-regal circle, might

fairly aspire to high preferment in the Church

even to change his simple pastoral crook for a

crosier. It would have been strange, indeed, if

such qualities as these in a wife had not exer-

cised a very decided influence on the life and

fortunes of an easy, uxorious husband.

The main defect of Mr. Spenser's character

(legible in his countenance) was its deplorable
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want of energy. With a little firmness he might
have been a" very happy man; without,

it, "he

was the sport of a thousand passions and capri-
ces from which his own mind was perfectly free.

He was formed for contemplation, not for ac-

tion
;
a man of the study and the bower, not a

man of business, or the world. He was vigor-
ous with his pen or at his books

;
industrious

only in his green-leather arm-chair. Control

over his children he had none, or extremely lit-

tle
;
he spared no expense either on their accom-

plishments or their amusements, but here his

parental interference ended : if Sydney rioted at

a sufficient distance from the library, and if he
could always have one of his girls to accompany
him in a walk, or a ride, and had Arabella to

sing little French romances after tea of an even-

ing, he was content.

His eldest son, far from being his comfort or

pride, was now beginning to give him much un-

easiness, and was destined to give him more.
It was the rector's own fault he had been a
careless father, and he could not and did not

escape the consequences of neglecting his pa-
rental duties. With his daughters Arabella and

Elizabeth, however, he had better reason to be

pleased; his mild brown eye rested with joy
upon them both, but with most delight upon the

elder, doubtless because she was her mother's

likeness, for in every thing else Elizabeth far

excelled.

They differed strikingly in both person and
mind. Arabella was tall, fair-haired, with deli-

cate and very handsome features
;

her figure
was also very good, her carriage distinguished,
but haughty ;

and the same expression, mixed
with something of petulance and scorn, was
visible in her eyes and on her lips, agreeing
perfectly with her mode of receiving the home-

spun curate, although so closely connected with
her. At the same time she was not decidedly
or strikingly unamiable, only vain, frivolous,

cold, and egotistical, not even returning her

father's fond preference with one half of her
sister's affection and devotedness. In short, she

was a woman without passions and without a
heart. Elizabeth Spenser was no common girl.
In person she was not so tall as her sister, but,

though younger, she was even more mature in

appearance ;
somewhat rounder, promising in a

short time to be a robust as well as a beauteous
woman. Her hair was a dark brown, and nature
had been prodigal to her of that loveliest of

female ornaments. Her eyes were dark also,

only more gray than black. The nose was

slightly aquiline ;
it made her countenance a

commanding one; and the expression of her

mouth, too, was a further indication of energy
and self-reliance. Yet the best part of her love-

liness was that with which her mind irradiated

her person, as the beauty of a lamp is shown by
the pure bright flame within it. Elizabeth's

opportunities of improvement had not been

greater than her sister's
;
but as two neighbor-

ing vineyards, with the same cultivation to en-

rich the soil, and the same sun to ripen the

grape, will produce wines of the most different

qualities and value, so did the rector's daughters,
under the same roof, the same influences, and
the same instructions, moving in the same soci-

ety keeping the same company, hearing the

same conversation, and surrounded by the same

books and other means of improvement, grow
up to woman's estate, with minds and charac-
ters totally dissimilar in flavor and in worth.

In Elizabeth Spenser the spirits of love and

knowledge the seraphic and cherubic charac-

ters, to borrow the old Rabbinical distinction

were beautifully blended. With all the soft at-

tributes of her sex, were combined a solidity of

judgment, and a sincerity, depth, and vigor of

character, which kept them from degenerating
into mere female fondnesses, and enabled her in

after life to act a very difficult part incompara-
bly well, in several capacities, and through se-

vere trials. She wras the only member of the

family by whom Sydney was not systematically
spoiled ;

her influence was, of course, but a fee-

ble substitute for parental authority, but it was
sometimes not altogether unavailing. She was
more capable, however, of being useful to the
little ones, who, between their hypochondriac
mother, and a governess who, though active

enough, occupied herself very little with her

pupils were in a very fair way to be ruined.

Here Elizabeth had a hard card to play, for

Mrs. Spenser was "as jealous of interference

with her motherly prerogatives as she was defi-

cient in the discharge of her motherly duties.

It was not without considerable address that

Elizabeth succeeded in usurping the degree of

influence absolutely necessary to prevent Mrs.

Spenser from ruining her children by proxy.
For the useful and valuable attributes of her

character, Elizabeth Spenser was indebted chief-

ly to the influence, instruction, and example of

Mrs. Woodward, her aunt, the wife of the colos-

sal curate. When Mr. Spenser first went over

to Ireland to take possession of his benefice, he
was accompanied not only by his present wife,
but by his sister Caroline, or Carry, as she was

commonly called in the family. We shall pres-

ently make this excellent lady's acquaintance.
The wonder was how Caroline Spenser had re-

mained single so very long ;
she had so many

of the qualities that marrying men of sense look

for in \vomen
;
her presence was so goodly, her

understanding so strong, while for prudence she

was a proverb. But she had no fortune, or a

very small one, and she was formidably fat.

Besides (so deceitful are appearances and so

inscrutable the ways of women), she did not

seem to be a marrying woman at all, and least

of all did any body dream that she had pre-
served her heart for upward of thirty years in a

polished circle in England, to lose it at the end

of that period, and lose it abruptly to a poor
curate in the wildest part of Ireland. Mr.
Woodward was curate of Redcross when Mr.

Spenser was appointed to it. If ever there was
love at first sight this was a case of it. There
was nothing odd in Hercules falling in love with
Caroline Spenser, her attractions were so exu-

berant
;
but people did wonder a little at Caro-

line so promptly returning the fire, the curate

was so very rough a diamond, and Carry, though
her charms had a tendency to coarseness, was
coarse in no other way. But "

paucas palabras,"
as Christopher Sly says. They met, they loved,

they married
;
one of the first duties Mr. Spen-

ser performed in the little church of Redcross

was to unite his flourishing sister in the holy
bands of matrimony to his gigantic curate.

She was a serious loss to her brother, partic-
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ularly as the second Mrs. Spenser soon began
to exhibit her physical as well as moral disqual-
ifications for the management of a family.

CHAPTER VII.

THE CUJ*ATE AT HOME.

From one great source the human nature springs,
And subjects will be indolent as kings ;

Hence ev'ry viceroy pays a substitute,
And hence deputed ministers depute ;

Kings hireling secretaries keep, and these
Must have their secretaries too ; for ease

Bishops place rectors through their holy sees,
And rectors mince them into curacies.

'Mong all the wretches found on Proxy's list,

That crawl 'twixt heaven and earth, and scarce subsist
;

'Mong all the lots to which the pour is heir,
The hardest portion is the curate's share."

THE CCRATE. By the Rev. Evans Lloyd.

THE curate's house, an old, white, ungainly,
three-storied building with a number of long
narrow windows, was situated near one end of

the town of Redcross, within a courtyard, sur-

rounded by a dilapidated wall, which was deck-
ed in summer with red snap-dragons, and gaudy
but sweet wall-flowers. A tall gate, with taller

pillars, topped with a pair of stone globes, all

white-washed, admitted you into the yard ;
and

there, on your way to the door of the house, you
probably encountered a couple of young pigs,
or a little squadron of ducks and ducklings,
bound for a small circular pond in the spacious,

luxuriant, well-tilled, kitchen-garden (a wilder-

ness of vegetables and red roses) behind the

house. On the ground-floor were three rooms :

one was a parlor and drawing-room combined
;

another was Mr. Woodward's sanctuary; and
the third the store-room of his wife, sometimes
called "

Carry's Miscellany," and sometimes the
" Mother's Magazine." The upper apartments
were small and numerous (you will find it gen-
erally the case in the house of a curate) ;

the

highest of all somewhat crazy, and shaky in

gales of wind
;
and none very luxuriously fur-

nished. The whole was oddly surmounted by
an hexagonal turret, formed almost entirely of

glass, crowned with a weather-cock, and called

the Observatory. It was nothing but the dis-

tance prevented you from seeing the United
States from this belvidere. It contained an old

refracting telescope upon a rickety stand, of

power enough to exhibit some of Jupiter's
moons, but of no great use for the discovery of
new planets or nebulae. A few scattered copy-
books, grammars, and catechisms, with a twelve-
inch globe, showed that Carry occasionally
schooled her children there; but it answered
other purposes also : it served as a supernumer-
ary dressing-room when there were visitors

;

and as a great treat and reward to the little

Woodwards after a long career of industry and

its of the Irish maid-servants, it was next to im-

possible to preserve (with a curate's paltry in-

come) any thing like English order and disci-

pline. Carry soon almost gave it up, contenting
herself with keeping her own more especial ter-

ritories neat, taking care that her children should
be scrubbed and curried with all the vigor of

some powerful maidenly arm every morning of

their lives, and seeing that there was always a

scrupulously clean and brilliantly white cloth on
her table, no matter how plain the meal was,
even an Irish stew, which was turtle and veni-

son to her husband. Often did Carry threaten
to enforce general order on some future day,

commonly on the next Monday ;
but that Mon-

day was like the Greek calends, or the Feast of

Next-Never-come-Tide, and Carry at last gave
up even threatening it. Circumstances were
too strong for her; nay, so enthusiastically de-
voted was she to Hercules, that she felt, and
owned she felt, herself growing more and more
tolerant every day of the domestic disorder and

confusion, out of which he was like a fish out
of water. Fortunately, she was of such a cheer-

ful, hopeful, elastic temperament or how else

could she have brought up such a troop of Wood
wards half so well and so respectably as she

did. Fortunately, too, though the most affec-

tionate creature in the world, she was not a
woman to be imposed on, or trifled with

;
but a

little authoritative, and carried matters with a

higher hand than she would perhaps have done,
had her husband been more at home, or less un-
fit than he was, by reason of his very size and

strength, to deal with the irregularities of chil-

dren. One day, when her eldest boy was sever:

or eight years old, he committed some serious

infraction of the law, of which Carry made com-

plaint to Hercules, who was forthwith proceed-

ing to punish the malefactor with nothing less

than a club. Carry was frightened out of her

life, took the culprit into her own hands, settled

the matter in a motherly way, and never trou-

bled her husband again with the enforcement
of nursery discipline.

She used pleasantly to say that the rod was in

her house a branch of economy ;
it enabled her,

for instance, to do without a railing round the

pond in the garden, and to dispense with the

services of a nursery governess ;
a title, indeed,

by which it was kno\vn and respected in the

family.
It was dark, and growing late, when the

worthy curate returned that night to this queer
house and the loving and anxious wife of his

bosom. Carry had dispatched her great chil-

dren to bed, and was sitting up for him, with a

little one in its cradle at her side, in the low,

spacious, square, unpapered, rudely furnished

room, called a study ;
a very different room from

Mr. Spenser's library ;
but Hercules liked it all

virtue, tea was now and then taken in the ob- the better for the difference, comfort being inex-

servatory ;
but this was a secular event, and tricably associated in his mind with the state of

only took place in very fine weather, about the things called "higgledy-piggledy." It certain-
f,,ii ~r tw w,,, '
full of the moon.

Mrs. Woodward did a great deal perhaps
all it was in her power to do but it was an

irregular, harem-scarem house, notwithstand-

ing. The fact was. that with the inveterate

;^. Books, carpenter's-tools,y wag a (3^^. oos, carpeners-oos,
shoes that looked as if they had walked round

the world, a very untidy washing-stand, fishing-
rods and tackle, old hats and boat-cloaks, a

fowling-piece and a duck-gun, with twenty
propensities of Hercules, more or less inherited other miscellaneous articles strewed the apart-
or aped by his children, and the careless, untidy, ment in " most admired disorder." In one cor-

slattern, take-it-easy, and deuce-may-care hab-
1
ner was a broken oar, a spade, and a wooden
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hay-fork ;
m another, a collection of walking-

sticks and cudgels, large and various enough to

set up a shop with
;
a row of shelves intended

for books were stuffed with papers, packets of

garden-seeds, pruning-knives, a shot-canister,
with some horn and tin vessels intended for pic-
nics

j
and all these things were covered with no

very thin coating of dust, for the curate was al-

ways fidgety when his wife, or her maids, even
talked of "

settling" his "study," and there was
a sort of understanding (sometimes violated cer-

tainly) that brush and broom were not to molest

him more than once or twice in the year, about

certain great festivals of the church.
There was a blazing turf-fire in the grate,

the evening having grown coolish, and Carry
not being certain whether her husband would
take tea at the parsonage or not. Contemplate
her by the alternately rosy and golden light
from the turf-fire ! She is worth looking at, and
has comfort enough in her face and her person
to make the apartment of the neediest curate in

the church comfortable. What age would you
give her credit or discredit for ? Forty. Not

quite so much by four or five years ;
a year or

two younger than her brother, Mr. Spenser.
And she is very fair and very fat, too

; you can

hardly see the chair she sits on, she overspreads
it so

;
but her corpulence has not yet obliterated

her shapes, and merged them, as, alas, it will

probably do ten years hence, in one huge round
mass of maternity. She is a glorious woman,
aunt Carry, as she sits there, with her red
shawl drawn cosily round her, over her habitual
black silk dress, expanded before the hearth,
but not very close to the fire, with one plump
foot to that of the cradle, making or mending a
small pair of sky-blue trowsers, and every now
and then listening to catch the sound from the

road of the hoofs of her husband's pony. She is

a glorious woman within and without
; bursting

not with comeliness only, but with every ma-

tronly virtue, and housewifely accomplishment ;

her heart is as ample as her person; she is

thrice-blessed with good-sense, good-nature, and

good-humor inexhaustible
;

industrious as a

working-bee, and for economy (else she would
make an indifferent wife for a curate) a very
Joseph Hume in petticoats. The features of

Carry were good, and massive like her figure.
Her complexion was florid

;
her eyes gray,

clear, piercing ;
her air was that of a woman

who was the mistress as well as the mother of

a family. If there was a souppon of severity, or
rather combativeness, in her physiognomy, it

was the result of her position in life, which had
its own difficulties, and required a woman with
more than a woman's spirit to meet and con-

quer them.
The little pair of sky-blues contained in them-

selves the history of a curate's wife. They had
been the Sunday dress of each of her three boys
in succession, according as each had attained

the period when she thought proper to promote
him from petticoats. Three times had they
been altered, reduced, repaired, and turned with
her own hands. When the first out-grew them,

they descended to the second; and when the

second burst through them, Carry repaired the

breach, and they were handed down to the third.

The congregation of Redcross church was as

forailiar with that pair of trowsers as with the

cassock of the curate himself, and astonishing it

was how well they held out, and how well they
looked, after so many transformations.

Twice she was positive she heard the desired

step ;
twice she was disappointed ;

it was either

the wind in the branches of the tall morntain-
ash on the right of the hall-door, or the pigs in

the yard, or one of the villagers also belated.

At length, however, she caught the true unmis-

takable, steady, dogged, homeward trot of the

pony ;
and in less than five minutes the bell that

communicated between the outer gate (for there
was a walled court in front of the house) and
the kitchen announced the return of the curate
to all his household. His servants adored him.
He had three, two maids, and something between
a man and boy, called Peter, who was groom,
gardener, footman, and butler; at least, if he
was not the butler, the curate had no other.

Peter had been brought up by his mistress, and
stood in great awe of her, but he was always
the same giddy illogical fellow, and neither

Carry's ratings, or his master's cudgelings, did

much to mend him. When the court-yard bell

rang at night, Peter always ran to open it with
the kitchen candle, although there was a lantern

expressly
for the purpose. There was no use

in lecturing or licking him. It was in his Celtic

blood never to make the proper use of any
thing. When there was the least wind, the

candle of course was blown out, directly the

house-door was opened, although the provoking
Peter did his best to make a lantern of it with
one of his hands. Then he invariably gave the

wind a sub-audible malediction for "laving him
in the dark," as if the wind was to blame; and

registered an oath in the same key that the

house was "the windiest house he ever see'd in

all his born days."
Yes ! Peter was a very provoking fellow

;

but then there flowed, united in his veins, two
streams of the purest Celtic blood; his father

was a Hogg, and his mother a M'Swyne, so that

race had probably something to do with it.

Carry never could run very fast, but, as fast

as she could run, she ran to meet and embrace
her husband as he stumbled into the room,

having been, as usual, obliged to grope his way
from the court-yard gate to the door of his study.
"Dear Hercules!" she exclaimed, throwing

her large loving arms about him; and right

conjugally did the stout curate return the greet-

ing. This done, he hung up his hat on one of

the prongs of the hay-fork, and threw himself

down, not on a chair, but on a seedy old black

leathern trunk, covered all over with torn labels,

figures, and directions, and used (when not upon
foreign service) for holding all sorts of things,
which nobody else would have thought of stow-

ing in such a receptacle.
"All well at the rectory?" inquired Carry.
" All well," he replied, unbuttoning his enor-

mous outside coat, which was none of your
modern paletots, but more of a Boreas than a

Zephyr, and throwing it plump down on the

cradle.

Carry jumped up with a scream
;
and it was

truly marvelous that the little sleeper was not

crushed into a pancake. However, it was not
so much as awakened, which made the distressed

mother think for a moment that her awkward
husband had committed infanticide.



MY UNCLE THE CURATE. 17

"Who could have thought the baby was
there ?" he exclaimed, in his own defense.

" The cradle is not a very extraordinary

place for a baby," rejoined Carry, a little

sharply.
" But in the study, I mean," said Hercules.

The notion of any thing being out of place in

Mr. Woodward's study was a pleasant one !

Probably,, however, that subject had been ex-

hausted, for Carry made no remark, but asked

her husband would he take tea.

Notwithstanding the six cups he had taken at

the rectory, Mr. Woodward acquiesced with

readiness, and Peter was ordered to make the

necessary preparations ;
which he at length

accomplished, after making about ten journe}^s
backward and forward between kitchen and

parlor ;
when one journey would have sufficed,

with a grain of forethought, or thought of any
kind. Carry was tired of being provoked with

him, and sat working at the little blue inexpres-

sibles, raising her eyes now and then to observe

Peter's movements, and call her husband's at-

tention to the wonderful amount of unnecessary
trouble he was giving himself.

"Upon my word," said the curate, as his man
left the room for the last time,

"
I think the

charge of laziness so often brought against Irish

servants is a most unwarrantable one."

"At all events," said Carry, "if they do hate

trouble, they are the most self-sacrificing people
in the world, for they never spare themselves

any." And, so saying, she rose to make tea.
" Now I am as happy as a bishop over his

Burgundy," cried the good curate, rejoicing in

his wife, his home, and his turf-fire, and extend-

ing his immense limbs toward the flaming mount-
ain on the hearth.

"Are bishops always drinking Burgundy?"
asked Carry,

"
for I never read a speech or an

article about the church but I find bishops and

Burgundy always mentioned together."
" Just because they begin with the same let-

ter," said her husband; "bishop and Burgundy,
curate and Congo."

" I don't expect ever to see you a bishop,

Hercules," said his wife, pouring out the second

cup.
"
I should not be a jot happier than I am, were

I the primate," he replied ;

"
but, Carry, I some-

times think I am a bishop ; you are my bonny
bishopric, I am bishop of Carolina ;" and he rose

and kissed her while she was dropping the su-

gar into his tea.
" You can't say, then, you have not got a fat

diocese," she answered, with a smile that seem-
ed the overflowing of a well of warmth and light
within her.

"I wouldn't take Canterbury in exchange,"
said Hercules

;

" but I honestly confess, Carry,

my dear, I should have no objection, for the sake
of my wife and my children, to hold a good liv-

ing in commendam."
" If it ever comes," she replied, with a good-

humored little sigh a sigh without a tincture

of melancholy in it,
"I hope we shall be thank-

ful and enjoy it wisely : we are very happy,
poor as we are, and I trust we shall not be less

so, if we are ever better off in the world
;

I

im not impatient for promotion, I assure you,
lercules."
" How much happier we are than your

B

brother, for instance, with one of the best bene-

fices in the north of Ireland
;
but Val. was not

so lucky in his bishopric as I was, Carry."
"Oh," said Carry, with feeling, "there is a

great deal in my brother's situation that makes
me seriously uneasy on his account

;
not merely

|

his wife, though, Heaven knows, she is quite
vexation enough for any poor man."

"
I am going over to him in the morning,"

said the curate,
" to consult with him about

something he is anxious about I dare say it is

about Sydney."
Carry was vexed to hear that her husband

purposed to tramp over the hills again so very
soon, but she was too much interested in her
brother's concerns to make much work about it.

" Did you see Sydney ?" she inquired.
Her husband mentioned how uncivilly he had

been received by his nephew, on account of his

interference to have the voyage of pleasure
postponed.

"Graceless boy," cried his aunt; "but what
else is to be expected from the companion of

Dudley Dawson ? If my brother is thinking of

sending Sydney to Cambridge, I trust, Hercules,

you won't oppose it."

"Indeed, Carry, I think it would be much
wiser in Val. to send him to Trinitv College,
Dublm."
"As to the relative merits of colleges," said

Carry, "I am not qualified to give an opinion;
but the further Sydney is removed from his

present associates the better there can not be
a doubt of that."

"
I don't think as ill of Dudley Dawson as you

do, Carry. I think you are all too hard on him;
your sister-in-law dislikes him because his fa-

ther is a tithe-defaulter why, that's no fault

of Dudley's ;
the girls object to him because he

smokes cigars and talks a little too loud, as

perhaps I do myself; and you, my dear "

"As for me," said Carry, warmly, "I dislike

him for every reason that could make me dis-

like a
young

man he is designing, vulgar, dis-

sipated
" "

"No, Carry, not exactly dissipated only a
little wild. Recollect the life his father led,
and how Dudley's education was neglected."

" But that is no reason why he should be suf-

fered to corrupt my nephew."
"
Corrupt is too strong a word, Carry."

"
Corrupt his morals, and brutalize his man-

ners, for he is doing both," continued his wife,
with an earnestness well justified, as we shall

soon see, by the real state of the case.
" I shall never forget how he assisted me that

night last October, when the two fishing-smacks
were capsized in the upper part of Loch Erne,"
said Hercules

;

" he behaved like a hero. Be-

tween us, we saved the lives of three men and a

boy, and only for Dawson, two of them at least

would have perished."
"
It was very brave, no doubt, and very merit-

orious," said Carry, folding up the blue trowsers,
as it was growing late,

" but a brave man may
be very bad company ;

and I have no notion of

Mr. Dudley Dawson, on the strength of any ex-

ploit of the kind, gaining a footing in my broth-

er's family, and even presuming to inflict his

attentions on one of his daughters
"

This was the first the curate had heard upon
[

this subject.
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"Well, Carry, my dear," he rejoined, "you
will say I am a great deal too tolerant, but I

don't think it's a crime in any man to admire
Elizabeth

;
and if it is a presumption (as I don't

say it is not), why, so much the worse for him-

self, and he is more to be pitied than blamed, in

my humble opinion."
"You are too tolerant, my dear, very many

degrees," said Carry, rising to light her bed-
room candle,

"
Recollect," said the curate, rising also,

"a certain personage is not so black as he is

painted."
" But he is quite black enough, notwithstand-

ing," rejoined his wife, retiring, having had the

last word in this amicable though warm discus-

sion, so womanly was she in all points. She
did not go to bed, however, until she saw that

all was still in her son's dormitory, and that

Peter in his giddiness had taken no measures
for burning down the house.

CHAPTER VIII.

BAD EDUCATION AND BAD COMPANY.

"Instruct your son well yourself, or others will instruct

him ill for you. No child goes altogether untaught. Send
him to the school of Wisdom, or he will go of himself to

the rival academy, kept by the lady with the cap and
bells. There is always teaching going on of some sort,

just as in fields vegetation is never idle."

ESSAY ON MENTAL TILLAGE.

SYDNEY was the principal sufferer by the loss

of his mother, his father's weaknesses, and the

lax domestic system which grew up out of those
causes combined. The mind of the young man
had not been left wholly uninstructed, but the

formation of his character had been neglected
deplorably. The good, easy rector being an

elegant scholar, fancied that, with the occasional

aid of a resident tutor, he could bring up his son

very well at home, where he would also have
the benefit of his sisters' governesses for the

acquisition of modern languages, and the other

things taught, and perhaps taught best, by
women. As the boy was quick, if not docile, this

plan succeeded well enough for a time, as far as

mere learning was concerned
;
but in other re-

spects it woefully miscarried. Sydney made no
intellectual progress which was not more than

counterbalanced by the absence of that control

which his disposition and temper particularly
stood in need of. A too short interregnum of

the sensible and energetic Mrs. Woodward's
administration (just before his father's second

marriage) was the only period of his childhood

in which he had been kept in any thing like re-

straint, or known what discipline was, even in

its mildest form. The consequence was, that

he grew up, acquiring the meters of Horace,
and the names of the Muses, but contracting
bad habits in profusion. For one hour spent in

his father's library, or his sister's society, he

passed six with grooms, game-keepers, boat-

men, or with men who kept such refined and

improving company. Associations like these

rapidly uncivilized him
;
he grew boorish in his

manners, boisterous in conversation, when he

was not moodily silent, violent when crossed in

any scheme of self-indulgence : and it was only
the slight influence, which we have already
*aid

}
that his sister Elizabeth managed to ac-

quire, that restrained him from continual dis-

plays of his overbearing temper, even in the

presence of his father, the mildest and most

equable of men.
His step-mother had the common fault of

step-mothers, which (contrary to the vulgar
opinion) is not nearly so much undue severity,
as the far worse extreme of neglect and indif-

ference. Even before she fell into her present
state of health, she took no pains at all with her
husband's children, and never interfered with
their management, except in the most absurd
and mischievous manner. Indeed, with respect
to Sydney, she encouraged his faults in the be-

ginning of her acquaintance with him, and sub-

sequently, when they came to be too offensive

and troublesome, she pursued a system equally
reprehensible, licensing his absences from home,
whenever, upon one pretense or another, he
asked permission to join the companions of his

riotous pleasures, sometimes for several days
together.

It is a great mistake to say that the good
points of a character redeem the bad ones,
even when the former predominate decidedly.
On the contrary, a single uncorrected fault will

often make a whole career vicious, notwith-

standing a multitude of qualities tending of

themselves in the direction of honor and virtue.

Sydney Spenser had his good points ;
he could

do a brave and generous thing occasionally.
He was popular with the poor in the neighbor-
hood, not merely because he was athletic and

enterprising, but because he was really capable
of kind actions, and when he had a little money
to command, would bestow it on an object of

charity, instead of his selfish gratification, if the

former chanced to come first in his way. With
his companions his .propensity was to be lavish,
as far as his means went. His guns, dogs,

ponies, his boats, and even his clothes, were at

the absolute disposal of his favorites, and some
of them were by no means backward to profit

by his munificence. Sometimes he showed his

generosity by being as ready to take as to give j

in fact, he had established a sort of communism
with several young men of his own age and

tastes, the principal and the most objectionable
of whom was Mr. Dawson, about whom the

curate and his wife differed in opinion so much.
Dawson (whose career, not only as a private

but as a public man, is destined to form an im-

portant part of our history) was a few years
older than Sydney Spenser, but much in advance
of him in'a vicious acquaintance with the world.

He was the son of an embarrassed man, and
lived himself from hand to mouth, making the

state of his father's affairs the excuse for his

own irregularities, while in reality he was run-

ning the same dissolute rig which had reduced
the once considerable property

of the family to

almost nothing. He led a kind of oscillating
life between Donegal and London, appearing
and disappearing suspiciously ;

but he had al-

ways some plausible account to give of himself,
and few people knew either how handsomely in

debt he was, or to what ingenious resorts he
was now and then driven by his financial diffi-

culties. In fact, just at the present period,
matters were going so very ill with him, that

he was seriously thinking of turning patriot and

| getting into Parliament
;
the time being exceed-
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ingly propitious for the advancement, in that

line, of men of his stamp and character. How-

ever, it was not altogether necessity that sug-

gested this high flight, for he was not destitute

of vulgar ambition, any more than he was defi-

cient in personal vanity, a quality which, indeed,
he possessed in an inordinate degree. His fam-

ily was respectable (though not as good blooc

as the Howards and Plantagenets), and he

might have moved in good society, had his

tastes been different
;
but he loved low compa-

ny, and his manners and personal appearance
soon became insuperable obstacles to his socia!

reformation. On every return from London

(where his conduct was under least restraint),
he fell a step lower in the scale

; and, as is

usually remarked in such cases, he was particu-

larly offensive when he aimed at being particu-

larly polished and well-bred.

Such was the rising young politician, whose
rude eye having been captivated by the rector's

second daughter, was now daringly, though not

avowedly, aspiring to her hand
; hoping, by

means of his league with her brother, to gain a

footing in the family, and confidently relying

upoft his personal merits, estimated by his enor-

mous self-conceit, to carry all before him after-

ward.
None of the Spenser family had a notion, at

the point of time from which we start in these

domestic memoirs, either of the extent of Daw-
son's presumption with respect to Elizabeth, or

that Sydney was involved as much as in truth

he was with so dangerous an associate. Daw-
son was in the habit of advancing him small

sums of money, to enable him to purchase arti-

cles which he took a boyish fancy for, and had
not the means of procuring for himself. For
the possession of these things he would account,
when any account was required, by stating that

they were either loans or presents. Nor was
this the worst. Sydney had learned to contract

little clandestine debts in other quarters also;
and independent of his liabilities to Dawson, he
was now in the books of country shopkeepers
to the extent of nearly fifty pounds, a serious

amount of debt to a youth of eighteen, who had
not fifty pence in the world to discharge it.

"Sir," said Doctor Johnson, upon a certain

occasion, "small debts are like small shot; they
are rattling on every side, and can scarcely be

escaped without a wound. Great debts are like

cannon-balls, of loud noise, but little danger."
The sequel will show how well the truth of this

witty remark was illustrated in the case of

Sydney Spenser.

CHAPTER IX.

THE CONSULTATION.
" He keeps his time, as punctual as the sun,
When rising he redeems the pledge he gave
The world at setting, and sent us to our couches
With strong assurance of another morrow.
Oh, Sir, the sun himself is not more faithful
Than strenuous friendship ; nor the solar beams
More full of warmth and comfort."

NEW PLAY.

THE following morning verified Mr. Wood-
ward's predictions to the letter. The sun rose
red with choler, the sky was surly and foul

;

the* fountains were shrouded with mists, so

that only the outline of their summits was dis-

cernible, and that only at intervals, when the

wind, which came in sullen fits, dispersed for

an instant the accumulated vapors. The gulls
and cormorants, retreating from the ocean, like

refugees from an impending revolution, flew

screaming over the loch to their wonted asylums
in the inland valleys. Before the family assem-

bled, it was evidently preparing to blow great
guns ;

the gale moaned and howled in the chim-

neys, and the waves were dashing over the little

strand at the foot of the lawn, and swinging the

cutter to and fro so rudely as to extort even
from the fool-hardy Sydney himself a surly
admission that the weather was unsuitable for

aquatic amusements. But the curate had made
an appointment with his brother-in-law, and no
weather that ever "came out of the sky," as

the Irish peasant expresses it,
would have pre-

vented him from keeping it. When Hercules
set out, "on a raw and gusty day," upon one
of his prodigious walks, with his huge dread-

nought of dark blue frieze, his oil-skin hat, and
a great crooked club in his fist, it was not easy
for a stranger to make out who or what he
was whether a farmer, or a pilot, a fisherman,
or a mountain shepherd ; indeed, he sometimes
looked like a man who lived both by hook and

by crook, as the saying is. At some distance

particularly when he was encountered on a

bleak moor, or upon the crags he seemed a

very desperate character, and made your heart

sink within you; but when people were near

enough to see him well, distrust vanished, and

they felt that it was no small degree of personal

security to ke'ep in his company, or within protect-

orship of his arm. The police of the country
had often found him a valuable ally, for being a

puissant pedestrian (notwithstanding the pos-
session of so capital a pony), he was intimately

acquainted with every recess in the mountains,

every cavern on the shore, every house, castle,

ruin, almost every rock and tree, within a circle

of forty miles round the village of Redcross;
and for the capture of a smuggler, or any de-

cription of lawless character, not a constable in

the north had half of the Rev. Mr. Woodward's

reputation. His acquaintance with persons, too,
was co-extensive with his knowledge of locali-

ties
;
he knew every body all through and round

the country, gentle and simple ;
and there were

few to whom he had not done some strenuous

kindness. He had saved dozens of lives in

shipwreck; and, possessing a certain smatter-

ing of physic and surgery, he had cured many
a wrinkled crone of her rheumatism or her

toothache. Not a blue jacket on the coast but

would have died for him; and the old women in

red cloaks and blue petticoats, when they could

not keep up with him on foot, pursued him with

jenisons until he was out of sight.

With all Mr. Spenser's knowledge of his cu-

rate's hardy habits and character, he was not a

ittle surprised on coming down to breakfast that

morning to meet him in the hall, just arrived.

He was dripping like a water-dog, and spattered
above his knees with the yellow clay of the hills

;

>ut he cared little or nothing about
it,

and was
also provokingly thoughtless of the damage he

did the floors and carpets by such a needless im-

portation of mud and moisture.

Mr. Spenser induced him to divest himself ot
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his drenched outer garment, and had less diffi-

culty to make him sit down and eat a breakfast

fully proportioned to his size and brawn. All

curates are prodigious breakfast-eaters : the rea-

son probably is that they are not always confi-

dent of dinner; more shame upon the system
that deprives them of what ought to be the well-

grounded faith of every honest hard-working man
in every path of life. But Hercules had taken a

walk that morning, enough to make any man's

appetite wolfish.

"I think, Val.," he acknowledged, "I have

played the wolf to that cold shoulder of lamb."
"
Quite right," said the rector, smiling; "and

now play the fox to that cold fowl, I advise

you;" and no second invitation was required.
Not a fox in the shire could have disposed in

much shorter time of two legs and one wing of

the fat capon in question. He scarcely spoke a

word to his nieces during the meal, except to

give Elizabeth a parcel of loves from her aunt,
in a kind of parenthesis between an egg and a

cup of tea.

"Now I am your man," he cried, having at

length concluded his labors, and rising from the

table, with a droll, lingering look at the little

that survived the havoc, as if it was scarcely
worth while to leave it, and yet impossible to do
more than he had done.

"Well, Val., you want to talk to me about

Sydney?"
Sydney had not appeared at breakfast, but

that was too common an incident to occasion a

remark from any body.
"

I do. Let us adjourn to the library." They
did so. Mr. Spenser seated himself in his own
green leather chair; Mr. Woodward preferred

striding up and down the room, often visibly

agitating his friend for the safety of a bust of

Curran and some small groups of statuary

things easily overset by the knock of an awk-
ward elbow or the switch of a coat-tail. The
curate was a dangerous person in a drawing-
room, or wherever there happened to be any
fragile article of vertu.

"
Hercules," said the rector,

" now that the

time draws near when Sydney's university edu-

cation ought to commence, it is time to discuss

the question, to what university we ought to

send him. Let me at once tell you that Mrs.

Spenser
"

The curate made an impatient gesture, as

much as to say, "What the has Mrs. Spenser
to do in a matter of the kind ?" The rector con-
tinued

" Mrs. Spenser is decidedly for either Oxford
or Cambridge."

" Oxford !" muttered Hercules, contemptu-
ously, and, had he not been interrupted, would
have proceeded to express the same scorn for

the other university.
"I myself," continued Mr. Spenser, "lean to

Cambridge as I was a Cantab, you will under-
stand my feeling but I wish to do nothing rash-

ly ;
I desire to combine a due regard to my own

circumstances with the best course for Sydney's
future interests."

"
Why talk, then, of Oxford and Cambridge

of either one or the other when you have Trin-

ity College, Dublin, where your son would get
twice as sound, twice as cheap, and twice as

moral an education as it is possible to get any

where else in the world. Since you have asked

my opinion, Val., here it is frankly for you. Send
the boy up to Dublin '

you may go further and
fare worse,' as Father O'Leary said to the Prot-

iestant

bishop who was abusing Purgatory. Send

him, I say, to the college of Swift, Burke, Gold

smith, and your favorites, Grattan and John
: Philpot Curran. There, put him under the tui-

! tion of my cousin, Tom Beamish, and I'll answer
for

it, Val., you'll never repent it."

"So far," said the rector, having listened in

the calmest manner to this speech, which was
delivered quite in any thing but a calm way
"so far I anticipated the opinion you would

give; but "

The curate was on his hobby, and took the
word out of his brother-in-law's mouth without

scruple.
"

I'll show you all the advantages, Val., seria-

tim. First, the economy
"

"
I grant the economy," said Mr. Spenser." In the second place, Val. indeed I should

have put this first comes the moral considera-
tion. Now there Dublin bangs Oxford and Cam-
bridge hollow. It was founded by the maiden

queen, remember that, Val. No vice irt old

Trinity. Not a man there knows a game cock
from an ostrich

;
no horses, dogs, or curricles.

Smash a few lamps, and thrash a sleepy old

Dogberry, once a year, that's all an old usage,
only at the feast 01 the Sanctce et individuce Trin-
itatis no great profligacy in that."

Mr. Spenser smiled at the curate's notions of

honoring the Trinity, and, without disputing the

positions of the enthusiastic Hercules, said, that

he was so far from underrating the moral view
of the question, that he considered it far the
most important point of all.

"But," he continued,
"

1' can not disguise
from myself that Sydney has formed some un-
fortunate connections in Ireland, which, not ex-

actly prejudicial to his morals, certainly are so
to his manners. These connections I am de-
sirous to break off as speedily and as completely
as possible, and I see no way so likely to answer
the purpose as to send him to an English uni-

versity, where the company I allude to could not

possibly follow him."
"He may get into worse," interrupted the

curate. " The worst I know about the Daw-
sons (for I know you allude particularly to

them) is, that they have not paid you the tithes

they owe."
" That objection will soon be removed, I

am happy to tell you," said Mr. Spenser.
Read this," and he handed the curate the fol-

lowing letter, which we insert, because it may
help to throw a light upon the character of the

writer.
"Castle Dawson, July ,

183-.

" MY DEAR SIR I trust I need not assure you
what pain it has given me, that owing to the

embarrassed state of my unfortunate father's af-

fairs, the tithes due to you from the Castle Daw-
son property have remained so long unsettled.

Had my feelings been regarded, or my urgem
solicitations been attended to, your claims would
have had the priority to those of any other cred-

itor
;
but my father, being a confirmed absentee

(not altogether, indeed, a voluntary one), is of

course uninfluenced by the profound sentiments

of respect and admiration which every resident
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i. this parish must entertain for the most ex-

cciient clergyman, and (let me say, without flat-

tery) the most useful country gentleman in Ire-

land. But my present object in addressing you
is merely to say, that I have at length succeeded

in making arrangements for the full and imme-
diate discharge of the arrears so long unhappily
due from this estate. I have given notice to this

effect to Mr. Maguire, your proctor, that he may
come over here on some early day and receive

the amount.
" Please to present my most respectful com-

pliments to Mrs. Spenser, whose health I trust

will improve as the summer advances, and be-

lieve me,
" My dear sir, yours,

" With the most sincere admiration and respect,
"DUDLEY DAWSON.

" To the Rev. Valentine Spenser,
" Redcross Rectory, Redcross."

"
Now, there !" cried Hercules, with some

triumph,
" that's what I call the letter of a

brave, honest fellow."

"A little too sweet, methinks," said the rec-

tor.
"
Come, Val., that's a good letter, and an hon-

est letter
;

if there's a little too much of the

suaviter in modo, there's the fortiter in re along
with it. My firm belief is, that you.would never

have got one farthing of those tithes but for the

personal influence and exertions of Dudley. He
might as well have left the sweetness out, but

since he has put the money m, I am not disposed
to be hard on him."

" But to return to our subject," said Mr.

Spenser ;

"
I was going to observe that vicious

pleasures are expensive ones, and that my in-

come is not large enough to enable me to make

Sydney such an allowance as would give him
the means of indulging in pleasures of that de-

scription. Moreover, Sydney, though wild and

willful, has no actual vices that I have observed,
or heard of. He has been brought up, you know,
under my own eye."
"Under your eye, Val.," said the curate, "but

not under your hand / and as to the limited al-

lowance which you say is all you can make him,
that seems to me to be only an additional source
of danger, adding debt and improbity to dissipa-

tion, supposing him to fall into bad company,
which, as he has done here under your own
roof, he is at least as likely to do when some
hundred miles away from you."" There is a great deal, I admit, in what you
say," said Mr. Spenser, yieldingly.

Hercules pushed his success with uncouth en-

ergy, swinging his arms about, and raising his

voice painfully.
" Send him to Dublin I'll go up myself with

him
;
Tom Beamish is the best fellow and best

friend I have in the world. All the vacations
will be spent here with you ;

make him a pen-
sioner; he will get a scholarship if he minds
himself think of that, Val. I'll tell you what
a scholarship did for me : I had chambers, Val.,
books on the buttery, exhibitions, twenty pounds
a year, think of that, Val. The college paid me,
instead of my paying the college ;

I had a vote
for the member "

"
Yes, and you voted against my friend Plun-

ket, I'll answer for it ah, Hercules ?"
" Yes. that I did*" cried the sturdy Woodward,

elate at the memory of the conscientious opposi-
tion he had given to the greatest orator of his

age, and brightest ornament of his country ;

" but the best of all is yet to come. I had com-
mons dinner, you know, dinner, Val. roast leg
of mutton and boiled leg of mutton alternately

every day of my life for five years take your
pen and calculate how many legs that was in

all in fact, Val, five years maintenance in the

Prytaneum, like Themistocles or Xenophon."
I was not aware that Themistocles or Xeno-

phon received that honor," said Mr. Spenser,

quietly. Mr. Spenser had no great respect for

the scholarship of his curate, which, indeed, was
not very elegant or exact.

" Can you prove that they did not?" demand-
ed the curate. "

And, at all events, Val., if they
did not, you can't deny that they deserved it."

"That's another matter," said the rector.
" But there is a great deal in all that you have
said on the college question, and I will turn it

carefully over in my mind, Hercules, you may
depend upon it."

" What's the use, Val., of turning it over in

your mind ? Let me write to Tom Beamish by
this post," said the impetuous curate.

" Not quite so fast," said the rector, smiling
as he rose.

The curate rose also, and took his leave
;

not, however, without a sanguine hope that the

enumeration of the legs of mutton had carried

the day hollow in favor of his own Alma Mater

CHAPTER X.

STORMS WITHIN AND WITHOUT.
" I/homme propose ;

Dieu dispose." FRENCH PROVKRB.

THE rector's library was a handsome and

spacious semicircular room, fitted up with book-
cases of black oak, exquisitely carved, and pol-
ished like ebony, containing from two to three

thousand volumes, the best editions of the best

works in the Greek, Latin, Italian, French, and

English languages, the majority superbly bound,
for books were the only thing in which Mr.

Spenser's personal tastes were luxurious and

expensive. He was a bookish man, but not so

much a glutton as an epicure in books, and he
held that when a work was "glorious within,"
it was only fit that the "clothing" should be
rich in proportion. A taste in bookbinding is

essentially a masculine one. No woman has a

tincture of it. Women read, and women write

books, and often beautiful books, but taste in

binding books they have none. It is one of the

few elegant things the sex has no gust for.

The binding of aTrobe or a bonnet they com-

prehend; but the distinctions, proprieties, and

niceties of russia, morocco, and vellum where
to gild and not to gild, where to be severe and

where to be splendid, what authors and what
editions to dress in plain attire, what to clothe

in richer garb, what to array imperially in gold
and purple not even your bookish woman has

a notion of. Many, are indeed, of opinion that

books look best, as ladies often do themselves,
en dishabille- Bookbinding is twice an art; it

is more than the oraft of the tradesman, it is

part of the study
of the scholar, for even in lit-

erature it is vain to affect a total indifference
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to externals. A library is a noble thing, and
a taste in books is the politest of tastes. As
we love them, we love to embellish and exalt

them
5
the fountains of our purest pleasures, it

seems but grateful to deck them with marble
and surround them with flowers.

The rector was a thoughtful, exact, careful,

and, therefore, a slow writer, no pilferer from
Barrow or Massillon, nor one of your mechani-
cal preachers, who take what is called a skel-

eton discourse, and stuff it with unconnected

texts, with the assistance of " Cruden's Con-
cordance." Mr. Spenser, indeed, took remark-
able pains with his sermons

;
his congregation

was not a large one, but it consisted chiefly of

,he lower classes, to whom, as to children, it

's most important that instruction should be con-

veyed with that perfect clearness and simplicity,
which in composition is the summit of art. His

curate, however, was of a different opinion.
Hercules Woodward thought an ex tempore the

proper thing for the Protestant shopkeepers and

policemen. He roared and bellowed in the pul-

pit; frightened and bullied his congregation;
thumped things into them, and thumped things
out of them, and thumped a great deal of dust

out of the cushion into the bargain. He was a
little addicted to coarseness, too, in his lan-

guage, particularly when he made a personal
attack upon Satan, which he often did, or upon
the Pope, which he only ventured to do in Mr.

Spenser's absence. But he was an earnest,

good man, not more resembling Luther, in the

vehemence of his manner, than Melancthon, in

the mildness and benignity that were under the

surface.
"
Now," said the rector to himself, when his

brother-in-law had taken his leave, to trudge
back again to that sweet home, to which the

reader has already been introduced, "now,"
said the rector,

"
I shall sit down and write my

sermon."
Scarce was he seated in his green-leather

arm-chair before his library table, preparing
his mind for heavenly thoughts, and tuning his

tongue to express them in appropriate language,
when a rapid running and trampling overhead

(my lady's chamber was over the
library)

and
a violent jangling of bells well-known signals
of distress called him up stairs abruptly. He
was used to such disturbances, and bore them

only too stoically.
Can you imagine a woman at once handsome

and ghastly ? Mrs. Spenser's features were

good ;
the complexion actually death-like

;
her

eyes were black, and brighter than was neces-

sary or agreeable. You would not call her face

emaciated, but it was so exceedingly pale, or

rather pallid, that she looked more like a person

escaped from a cemetery than on the way to it.

There was, however, no want of vitality about

her : just the reverse : she was only too lively,

but it was a liveliness the very reverse of pleas-

ant, the animation of selfishness and irritability.

A woman more full of whims, whimsies, humors,

crotchets, prejudices, envies, jealousies, paltri-

nesses, pettinesses, peevishnesses, narrownesses,
and little miseries, caprices, suspicions, and

apprehensions of all sorts, never existed; and
she was ruthless in inflicting them on every one

about her, particularly, of course, upon her

devoted husband. Mrs* Spenser was considerate

to only one thing in the world, and that was A
black-faced pug, who was lying at this moment
at her feet, coiled up in a ball, with a collar of

red velvet round his neck, embroidered with the
name of "

JSyow."
" Calm yourself, Margaret, pray do," said

her husband, in a tone of earnest tenderness,

approaching the bed-side, where Rebecca, her

maid, looking frightened and fluttered, was

standing all alert, with opiates, salts, tonics,
and many more things than she could well hold
in her hands, not knowing what might be first

called for. Rebecca's face could almost spare
a few roses, and presented a lively contrast to

Mrs. Spenser's, which resembled that of a bust
in white marble, with two real eyes of unearthly
luster glittering in it.

" Calm yourself, Margaret," repeated the

rector, "pray do not make yourself uneasy
about the chimneys; they have been recently
examined by the diocesan architect

;
believe

me they are perfectly secure."

"Secure, indeed!" she cried; those unnatural

eyes glancing back and forward between the

ceiling and the window, as if she was in instant

expectation of seeing the chimney topple down,
or Boreas making his appearance in person.
"
Secure, indeed ! as if any thing could be secure

in such a terrific storm !"

Then she asked whether there was such
another climate on the globe, and said she could

stand any thing any thing but storm
;
then she

was confident the windows would be blown in

the very next gust that came
;
after which she

affirmed that her head was splitting, and applied
her long white fingers, not unlike icicles, to her

temples, as if to keep the pieces together; and
when her hands brought a mass of her hair

down from underneath her night-cap, perhaps
the luckless Rebecca did not come in for a little

hurricane to her own share for her negligent
pinning !

"
Perhaps, my dear, you would be better up,"

resumed her husband, to make a diversion in

the maid's favor
;
but instead of noticing what

he said, she looked at her watch, and inquired

pettishly for Miss M'Cracken. That was the

name of the nursery governess, not a very har-

monious one, it will be admitted, but she was

quite ready to part with it, and what could any
girl with an unmusical name do more? Re-
becca ran for her, but Miss M'Cracken was not

to be found.

"Try the school-room," said the rector, with
a soupfon of satire in the solemnity of his tone,

implying that the room in question was not the

most likely place to find the governess in;

though it was not to be entirely omitted in a

search for her.

It turned out that Lucy M'Cracken was at

her toilet. Mrs. Spenser could not bear to have

any one about her who was not at all hours

nicely, almost elegantly, dressed. Few young
women objected to her service on that account;
riot Miss M'Cracken, certainly.

While the governess was attiring, the rector

again suggested to his wife the expediency of

rising, at the same time repeating his assurances

that the chimneys were as solid as any masonry
could possibly be. Mrs. Spenser seemed to be

measuring the ceiling with her wild black eyes,
and marking the precise spot where the chimney
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must inevitably smash through it, if the gale
continued to rage. It certainly did blow furi-

ously at the moment; close as the wood-work
of the windows was, they rattled at every gust,
and a tall ash in front" of the house, that in

general could not be seen from Mrs. Spenser's

"illow, was more or less visible every minute,
<ts it bowed under the weight of the blast.

"Perhaps so," she answered, in a tone of

peevish acquiescence. "I'll get up and sit in

my dressing-room ; pray go down, Mr. Spenser,
whi.e I dress no stay the exertion would be
too much for me do you not think you and
Rebecca could push the bed over to the other

side of the room ? My poor Bijou he has been

so restless all night soyez tranquilly pauvre
petit."

Master and maid put their shoulders to it,

Bijou growling at them the while wickedly.
Rebecca was perhaps the robuster of the two,

being more in the habit of exercising her arms
than her master, who made no great use of his,

not even in the pulpit.
Before

; however, they commenced moving
the bedstead, which was a massive one, they
should have thought of putting all impediments
out of the way; but they neglected to do so,

and the consequence was that they overturned
a small table, with all the drops, salts, and

tonics, a cup and saucer, a porcelain candle-

stick, a small silver bell, some French novels,
Mrs. Spenser's watch, a china jug, a jar of red

currant-jelly and a wine-glass, the simultaneous

fall of which miscellaneous articles made a
handsome crash, you may suppose.

Mrs. Spenser concluded it was the chimney
at last, in spite of the diocesan architect, and

sprang screaming out of bed with an agility that

was perfectly marvelous, dragging half the bed-

clothes after her; and worse, or rather better

than all, pitching her ill-conditioned pug into

the middle of the room, where he barked and
snarled like a little Cerberus.

Mr. Spenser ran round on one side and Re-
becca on the other it was a scene that Wilkie
should have painted the girls ran up stairs,

hearing the din, and Miss M'Cracken, dressed a

quartre epingles, followed by one of the house-

maids, with a sweeping-brush in her hand, also

rushed to the spot, to see what calamities had

happened, and lend their assistance.

A glance would have told any body of the

least skill in divining character, who saw Miss
M'Cracken enter Mrs. Spenser's bedroom that

morning, that she was a person of no little au-

thority and consequence. She was under the

middle stature, but made the utmost of her

height ;
her figure was at once neat and stout,

and her dress set it off to the best advantage.
Handsome she was unquestionably, but disagree-

ably so
;
at least many people thought so. Her

face was one of those you can't object to, and

yet don't quite fancy; it at once attracted and

repelled you. In short, it was evident she had a
character and a mind, while at the same time
there was something sinister that bespoke a
mind better stored with shrewd projects than

good principles. She had reached the mature
and stirring age of twenty-seven, and looked as

if she had commenced life early in her teens,
and seen and done as much as it was possible to

see and do in the time.

I Every body except Miss Spenser gave way
to Miss M'Cracken. She called for explan-

ations, she issued orders, she inquired for the

children, she seemed disposed to box Rebecca's

ears, although she and Rebecca were generally
good friends enough. To the rector alone she
was respectful, but there was something con-

descending in her bearing even to him. Ara-

bella, who did not restrain herself, said in a low
but sharp tone, that it would be better for Miss
M'Cracken not to talk so much, but to pick up
the broken things. Lucy's color mounted, and
her eye showed her resentment at this speech,
but she commanded her tongue perfectly. Re-
becca was instantly on her knees, picking up
the shattered glass and china; Elizabeth and
the chambermaid assisted : it was too groveling
an office for Miss M'Cracken, who occupied
herself helping Mrs. Spenser into bed, and ap-
peasing Bijou with Naples biscuits. It is to be

presumed she thought these latter employments
more dignified.
Mr. Spenser was ridiculously out of his sphere

amidst all the petticoats, blankets, and broken

china, currant-jelly, and sal-volatile
;
he felt

it,

and took the opportunity of the confusion to slip
out of the room, picking the feathers from his

glossy black coat as he went down stairs, and

blaming himself internally for being so weak as

to humor his wife's vagaries, a weakness, how-

ever, of which he continued to be guilty to the
end of the chapter. His grand mistake was,
forgetting that he had other duties as well as
his conjugal ones

;
he should have locked him-

self up in his study, if necessary stood a siege

there, and written his pastoral discourse, in

defiance of rain and wind, and all the nerves
and nonsense in the universe.

Mrs. Spenser continued very excited for some

time, unusually fidgety and exacting, always
wanting something, and changing her mind
before her faithful attendant could get it for

her. Lucy took up her position near a window,
and applied herself to " Clarissa Harlow," as

well as she could, in the intervals of her attend-

ance at the bedside. Never once did she ex-

hibit the least temper, unpleasant as it is to be

disturbed reading, particularly such a work as

Lucy was engaged with
;
on the contrary, when

the interest became very absorbing, she seemed

only to grow more anxious for the comfort and

repose of her patient; for she approached her

on tip-toe, with a small vial containing a black

liquid, and implored her to take a few drops of

laudanum on a lump of sugar.
"How many will you take, madam?" she

tenderly inquired, hlr voice as nicely pitched to

the tone of a sick room as if she had been edu-

cated by Miss Martineau expressly on the point.

"Give me twelve, or thirteen," said Mrs.

Spenser.
"Twelve will be quite enough, ma'am," said

Lucy, but she administered twenty, and enjoyed
Richardson's great work to the content of her

heart.

At dinner that day Sydney was missing.
Mr. Spenser asked his daughter Elizabeth

whether she knew what had become of him.
" He rode over, I believe, to Castle Dawson,"

she replied, in a tone that conveyed her dis-

pleasure at having no better account to give of

her brother.
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Mr. Spenser merely remarked that it was an

unpleasant day for so long a ride. It was one
instance out of a thousand of the parental negli-

gence which caused him so much unhappiness
hereafter

;
and yet Sydney was just now, as we

have seen, occupying his mind more than he
had ever done before, and more than subjects of

direct practical interest usually did.

CHAPTER XL
THE NURSERY GOVERNESS.

" A young lady is anxious for an engagement as Nursery
Governess, or Companion. She is active, intelligent,

amiable, and confidential ; teaches English in all its

branches, French like a native, and the rudiments of
Latin. Has no objection to town or country, or to the
education of young gentlemen. Would make herself

generally useful. Salary of some importance, and the

family of a clergyman, or an invalid would be preferred.

Address, L. M'C., Post Office, Kensington."
THE TIMES, Aug. 3, 1830.

LUCY M'CRACKEN'S ostensible employment in

the family was not her real one
; nominally she

was the preceptress of the younger children
;

she professed the rudiments of Latin, and pre-

pared young gentlemen not only for the studies

of Eton, but for its discipline also. But her real

and bona-fide occupation was that of sycophant
to Mrs. Spenser. She had a fair salary for the

former, but she made a better thing of the latter,
not only in the shape of perquisites, but what
she valued more, influence and position. Lucy
.had entered the rector's household a mere

nursery-governess, bound by the terms of her

engagement to do several things less dignified
than teaching grammar and geography ;

but
she had gradually and cleverly shuffled off every
function that was in any degree menial, and all

that remained was, to shake off her educational

duties altogether; an object which, about the

present time, she had very nearly succeeded in

accomplishing. A more ambitious or more
artful young woman never advertised in the
" Times" for a post in a nursery. Her grand
object was to make herself a lady, and as that

was only to be done by captivating and marry-
ing a gentleman, she was always ready for a
flirtation with any handsome young man who
fell in her way. Beside the face and figure we
have described, she had other qualities that

made her by no means an undesirable girl to

flirt with. She spoke French fluently, sang
well, and there was something piquant in the
alternate demureness and vivacity of her de-
meanor. Miss M'Cracken was much too saga-
cious to rely upon the advantages Nature had
bestowed upon her. She perfectly understood
the value of accomplishments and manners, and
had omitted no opportunity of improving herself

in both ways. Her manners, indeed, were

already easy and graceful beyond her station;
if they were embarrassed at all, it was not by
the humble opinion she had of herself, but more

by the trouble it gave her to disguise the high
one. As to her mind, the pains she took with
it would have deserved the highest praise, only
that much of the time its cultivation occupied
had been purloined from the discharge of her

duties; she taught herself Italian when she

ought to have been teaching her pupils Latin or

English, an
'

the books which she recommended

for their use were invariably those which she
desired to have for her own mental improve-
ment. In fact, she had little, if any, of the

organ of conscientiousness
; or, if she originally

possessed a conscience, she had contrived to

reduce its voice to an almost inaudible tick,
which it is quite possible to do, if people will

only resolutely and patiently set about it.

When Lucy came first to Redcross, she found
Rebecca in the post of honor nearest to Mrs.

Spenser's person. But Rebecca was a poor
simple country-girl, without a notion above her

sphere of life, and the sorry line of her duty.
She was pliable and complaisant because she
was obliging and good-natured, but she had no
turn for flattery, knack at intrigue, or talent for

self-advancement. Her prudence began and
ended with depositing a few pounds in the Sav-

ing Bank of the village ;
she was born and bred

a servant, and a servant was destined to con-
tinue all her days, while every thing about Miss
M'Cracken announced that if fortune had not a

higher sphere in store for her, she was not the
woman to sink with alacrity into a lower one.

Lucy (who indeed hated children) soon con-
ceived the idea that Rebecca would answer ex-

tremely well to superintend the fry of the nurs-

ery, while she felt it would be more congenial to

her own tastes and talents to pass the greater part
of her time in Mrs. Spenser's bed-chamber and

boudoir, acquiring lady-like ways of talking and

thinking, or doing nothing, and thus fitting her-

self to move in the walk of life which she had
no doubt destiny had chalked out for her, and

which, at all events, she had chalked out for

herself.

The skill was consummate with which Miss
M'Cracken contrived to change places with Re-
becca. She began by making herself agreea-
able; then she made herself useful; and she
ended by making herself as indispensable to

Mrs. Spenser as her salts and morphine. Nom-
inally, however, she still retained her original ap-

pointment ;
a few hours every, day, generally in

the morning, were devoted to the young Spen-
sers, during which, by her severe rectitude and
her despotic government, she compensated her-

self in some measure for the lax morality, and
the servile behavior of the remainder of the

day.

Lucy had contemplated at one time (not long
before the commencement of our story) making
a little conquest of Sydney Spenser. She would

gladly have put him on the list of her pupils,
and offered to read " Gil Bias" with him; or be
his Italian mistress, if he would prefer Pe-
trarch's Sonnets. But Sydney had the bad taste

to scorn'Lucy's sentimental schooling ;
he cared

nothing for Petrarch, or for Laura either; the

beauty of a bull-dog was that which then had
most power over him, and he had more ear for

an Irish melody than a Tuscan. In short, he
was as repulsive to Miss M'Cracken as St.

Kevin was to Kathleen; but his coldness she

could have brooked and forgiven, if he had only

repelled her advances without ridiculing them,
and if he had not gratuitously declared that Re-
becca was in his opinion a handsomer girl.

Lucy had no notion of being jealous, or quarrel-

ing with Rebecca on the subject ;
but she be-

came all at once a malignant though secret ej

emy to Sydney. None of his irregularities ^s
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Cdped her inquisitorial eye, and she had always
a bad word for him whenever she could vent her

feelings in safety.
Next to Sydney she disliked Elizabeth. She

had no cause for it, only that Elizabeth showed
a willingness to discharge the duties which the

proper officer neglected, and that her quiet dig-

nity of manner kept the soi-disant governess at

a lowering and provoking distance. Lucy had
not half so much ill-will to Arabella, who openly
attacked her and sometimes gave her an oppoi'-

tunity for a "reply churlish," or a "counter-

check quarrelsome." The "retort courteous"

not often passed between them.

Miss M'Cracken, in short, was one of those

people of whom there are many in the world,
j

who are liked by hardly any body, yet of whom i

nobody can easily find any thing decidedly bad
j

to say. Mrs. Spenser, however, more than
!

liked her, and with very good reason, for Lucy's
j

main business from morning to night was to

flatter and humor her
;
the latter being a much

more arduous task than the former, with so ca-

pricious and whimsical a woman. Lucy pos-
sessed the art of always divining what her mis-

tress wished her to say, or not to say ;
knew when

to congratulate her upon looking charming, or

pronounce her looking wretched, which was
sometimes the more agreeable compliment ;

when to coincide with the doctors, when to dif-

fer with them
;
when to be mute as a mouse,

when to speak; and what to say when she did

speak. To a selfish invalid such an ally was
invaluable. Lucy was always ready with the

most acceptable suggestions, and of course it

was no concern of hers whether the rector could

well afford to act upon them or not; she was
not his Chancellor of Exchequer ;

her business

was to consult poor Mrs. Spenser's health and

gratification, and nobody could accuse that lady
of reckless extravagance, or of thinking of her-

self to the exclusion of every body, and every

thing else, when the ideas seemed to originate
in the amiable thoughtfulness and inventive

good-nature of the governess.
Privations, discomforts and indignities are the

lot of hundreds of young woman who devote

themselves, or are devoted by their ruthless

destiny, to that line of life which the world in

its wisdom (or at least a great portion of
it)

continues to treat as one of the basest of human

employments the education of infancy. But
Miss M'Cracken was not the girl to put up
with privations or indignities. She knew how
to feather her nest, and to butter her bread on
both sides, as they say in Swift's " Polite Con-
versation." Not to speak in proverbs, she pos-
sessed the art of making herself snug wherever
her lot cast her

;
and there was scarcely a pret-

tier room in the parsonage than that which she

had appropriated to herself. It was handsome-

ly curtained, warmly carpeted, more than com-

fortably furnished, and, better than all, it was
as remote as the extent of the house permitted,
not only from the school-room, but from the

children's dormitory. In the house the Wood-
wards lived in, there was no chamber half so

well appointed, not even Carry's own, though
Hercules did his best to make that comfortable.

Miss M'Cracken's room had the advantage
of enjoying the overflow of luxuries and orna-

ments from Mrs. Spenser's. The rector's wife

was particularly whimsical and extravagant in

couches and chairs, and as her chamber could

not hold all the varieties her caprice had accu-

mulated, when the inconvenience of a glut was

felt, the excess was carried elsewhere, and

Lucy was so obliging as to allow a portion of

it to be stowed in her' own apartment. In the

same way she managed to decorate it with a

handsome French clock, a buhl cabinet, a mo-
saic octagon table, and many other like articles,

which she wished perhaps to make herself fa-

miliar with early in life, lest the possession of

them might embarrass or over-excite her at a

later period. But many little things in the

room and the greater part of the books and

prints were her own private chattels. Miss
M'Cracken was always acquiring something,
and never lost any thing she acquired. She
rolled through life like a hedgehog through ar

orchard, gathering as she went, and probably,
as in the case of the prickly and predatory ani-

mal, many things stuck to her which were not

properly her own. Over the mantel-piece wer&

hung, in little gilt or maple-wgod frames, en-

gravings of some of the most eminent Protestant

missionaries, preachers, and theologians, inter-

spersed with portraits of several women of cel-

ebrated piety, who were, of course, understood

to be the female models which Lucy proposed
for her study and imitation.

Need it be said that the books were of the

same spiritual character. There was a neat

little bookcase, well furnished with small edi-

tions of the most popular and standard religious
works

;
a few belonged to Mr. Spenser, but the

majority had been either bought by Lucy her-

self, or were presents which she had received

from time to time from attached pupils or grate-
ful mothers. Mr. Woodward had given her at

Christmas a copy of Wilberforce's "View of

Christianity," and the rector had very lately

presented her with " Butler's Analogy," a proof
of the high opinion he entertained of the powers
of her understanding. It often gave him sin-

cere pleasure to find her deeply engaged in its

profound pages, while she kept watch and ward
at his wife's bedside

;
for Lucy's novel-reading

was generally a clandestine pursuit, which, no

doubt, gave an additional piquancy to the scenes

of Richardson and Sand.

Very little sleep sufficed Lucy herself, partic-

ularly when she had such a book as " Clarissa"

to keep her eyes open. It was well for Mrs.

Spenser that the stock of novels and romances

in the house was limited, for the volumes might
have been counted by the phials of morphine
administered to her, while Lucy devoured them.

That night the dose was doubled, partly because

the winds were so mutinous, and partly because

Richardson was so absorbing. Long after all

the house was under canopies of chintz or dimi-

ty, Lucy continued to sit up, with her wax can-

dle, her lively little fire chirping in the grate,
her person fused into the swelling c nshions of a

chair which was all cushions, her feet planted
on the fender, her elbow on the table, her eyes
riveted on "

Clarissa," and taking no notice

whatever of either Hannah More, or Mrs. Fry,
who were both peering primly at her out of

their little frames.

Somebody tapped at the door; she started,

though not at all superstitious, listened, threw



26 MY UNCLE THE CURATE.
her handkerchief over the book, and said, "Come
in." It was Rebecca, who, kept awake by the

tempest, came to pass the night with Lucy,
either in her bed, or at her fire-side. Lucy was
charitable

;
drew over another chair, nearly as

easy as her own, though made on another prin-

ciple ; planted her shivering deputy in it
;
and

replenished the grate with sods, almost as sable,

solid, and full of flame as Newcastle coal. There
were soon two pair of feet on the fender, but
there was a great difference between them;
Lucy's were pretty, and wore silk stockings ;

Rebecca's were clothed in cotton, or worsted,
and deserved no better.

" You hear the storm here mighty little,

miss," said Rebecca, "it's mighty loud in the

nursery."
"

It's oecause the wind happens to blow from
the west," said Lucy.
The fact was, that the wind blew from that

point three hundred days out of the three hun-
dred and sixty-five, so that it was very commo-
dious to have a bed-room that was not exposed
to the west wind.

" What's a tempest, miss ?" asked the deputy-
governess, "though I'm sure I ought to know,
living in these parts, where it never stops blow-

ing all the year round."

Lucy smiled at the philosophical curiosity of

Rebecca, and luminously explained that when
the air was agitated, and tumbled things down,
blew them about, and turned every thing topsy-
turvy, that was a tempest.
"And what's a hurricane?" was Rebecca's

next inquiry.

Lucy again explained, and asked what made
her companion so inquisitive that night."

It was the children that were axing me, as
I was putting them to bed," said Rebecca, and
then she remarked how curious children were.

"Don't encourage their curiosity too much,"
said Lucy.

"
It's a great vice in children to be

always asking questions ;
I have corrected them

for it more than once."
"
Indeed, it's very troublesome, miss," replied

Rebecca, "and I find it so particularly when I

don't know what to answer them. But how
quiet mistress is to-night!"

"
It's the few drops of morphine I gave her in

her gruel," said Lucy.
"It's a darling medicine," said Rebecca;

"it does the nurse as much good as the sick

body."
Lucy sighed tenderly, and said she could sit

up forever with such a sweet patient as Mrs.

Spenser. Rebecca sighed responsively ;
and

then Miss M'Cracken added that she greatly
feared poor Mrs. Spenser would never get a
natural night's sleep as long as she remained in

the country.
" She never will be asy, anyhow," said Re-

becca
;

"
it stands to rayson."

"She never wr
ill be well, Rebecca," said

Lucy, with sad solemnity.
This was the way the storm within doors

was brewed for the easy and unsuspicious rec-

tor. Miss M'Cracken's object was to get up a

cry in the house that Mrs. Spenser would never

get her health in the country. As to herself,
she always professed the greatest avers :on to

town.

" The Dublin doctors would do her a powei
of good, I suppose, miss?"
"Of course they would."
" But they're very expensive, I'm tould, miss,

and won't cure any" but rich people."
"And isn't Mr. Spenser as rich as Croesus?"

asked Lucy.
" But even if he was not, ought

he to think of money when the health of that

dear sweet woman is in question ?"
"She's his wedded wife, at any rate." said

Rebecca, implying some dissent from the flat-

tering epithet Miss M'Cracken had applied to

her mistress, but having a clear view of the

strength of matrimonial obligations, as all wom-
en have.

"She is," said Lucy, with emphasis, "and
she deserves better than to be murdered by the
sea air, that never agreed with her, and those

country doctors, that havn't as much skill as my
little finger."
The simile was not very disparaging to the

country doctors, for Lucy's fingers had a great
deal of skill in them.

"
They do well enough for poor bodies," said

Rebecca
;

" but of course, miss, a lady ought to

have the best of doctors that's goin' ;
it stands

to rayson."
The clock struck one.

"It's getting very late, Rebecca," said

Lucy; "hadn't you better go back to your
room ?"

" Let me sit here by the fire, miss
;
do you

go to bed, and I'll talk you to sleep, or I'll hold

my tongue, just as you please."
"I'm not sleepy myself," said Lucy.
"Read me something," said Rebecca.
" Put some turf on the fire, and I will, then,"

answered Lucy, complaisantly.
" Shall I read you one of Mrs. Hannah More's

' Sacred Dramas ?'
"

" Just read me what you were reading for

yourself, miss," said Rebecca, perhaps divining
that Miss M'Cracken's nocturnal studies were
none of the driest, or spying a book that looked
more amusing than instructive under the hand-
kerchief.

"
I was just looking," said Lucy, taken a little

aback, "into a work called 'Clarissa Harlowe;'
I suspect it's a novel

;
but I thought it right to

know what it's about, in order to forbid the

children to open it, should it contain any thing
improper."

"Well, it doesn't sound improper at all," said

Rebecca; "Clarissa is such a beautiful name
for a lady

"

" That you think," added Lucy, "her story
must be very interesting."

So saying, she resumed her book and took up
the story where she had left off herself, without

taking much trouble to put her companion in

possession of the previous part of it. Nor, in-

deed, was there the slightest occasion. Rebecca
devoured every word with a rapture she had
never felt before, and the book was never laid

down until the flame of the candle suddenly col-

lapsed into the socket, and left the secret novel-

readers in almost total darkness. Lucy drew
the curtains to admit the gloomy gray of the

morning, and Rebecca, huddling her cloaks and
shawls about her, crept back by the same faint

light to the children's room.
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CHAPTER XII.

SUNDRY MATTERS.

" When that I was little tiny boy,
With hey-ho, the wind and the rain,

A foolish thing was but a toy,
For the rain it raineth every day."

TWELFTH NIGHT.

A STORM always kept the Woodwards, too,

in a state of alarm and excitement, though not

entirely upon their own account. Mrs. Wood-
ward was not the woman to fall into paroxysms
of selfish apprehension, while billows mountain-

lngh, and fierce winds, were threatening, per-

haps', hundreds of hapless mariners with destruc-

tion within half a mile of her; and as to the

curate, he was never so great as when a furious

gale was vexing the coast, and threatening to

afford fearful occasions for the display of his

humanity and prowess.
Redcross was on the shore, and the windows

of the curate's house commanded a view of the

coast for an extent of many miles. The house
was far from being so good as so good a man
deserved to inhabit, or as solid as its exposed
situation required, in a country so subject to

hurricanes. The chimneys were so tall, and at

the same time so slender, that their standing
was a standing miracle. In that house, indeed,
there was rattling of window-fraAes, and shat-

tering of panes, and creaking of ill-fitted doors,
and whistling and howling of wicked blasts

through hole and cranny, through ancient crack

and modern crevice. Indeed, so continually

recurring was the damage done by the wind,
that repairing it perfectly was out of the ques-
tion

;
it would have taken more than Mr. Wood-

ward's income to have kept the glass in repair,
for at that period there was a heavy duty upon
that fragile article. The consequence was,
that there was scarcely an integral pane in the

upper apartments of the house
;
and many had

been shivered over and over again, until it was
wonderful how paste and old copy-books kept
the fragments together. You might have traced

the progress in writing made by the little Wood-
wards i'rom the first rude pot-hooks, by inspect-

ing the slips of paper with which Hercules had

managed to put off, as long as possible, the ref-

erence to the man of the diamond, which was
inevitable at last. But the wood-work was
almost as precarious as the glass, and it was no

uncommon incident for a violent gust to burst

in a window at one smash, instead of taking the

trouble to demolish it by degrees. The curate

was then obliged to unite the trade of the car-

penter to the glazier's, and fortunately he had
a turn for mechanical operations, and could

even repair the brick-work a little, or do a

matter of slating, to prevent the wind and the

rain from becoming absolute masters of the

house, while he was constrained to pay the rent

of it. Had he required cheering while perform-

ing these humble offices, which the poverty of

his lot imposed upon him, his wife was there to

cheer him, though she was always averse to his

labors on the roof, which was very high and

slanting, not to mention that the ladder was
somewhat rickety by which her brave husband
was wont to clamber to his house-top.

In the gazebo, called the Observatory,- you
may fancy what an uproar there was in such
weather as the present. The windows there

were boarded up with stout planks, like those

of Apsley House in political tempests, but even
then it was any thing but a safe place, for it

was as obnoxious to the wind as a light-house,
without being constructed in the same substan-

tial way. Still, it commanded so wide a view,
that the curate used several times a day to ven.

ture up to it to take a more extended survey of

the coast than he could obtain from any of the

lower parts of the house.

Upon the first day of the gale, a small vessel

had been seen in the offing, apparently anxious
to run into some of the numerous creeks along
the coast; but it was a lee-shore, and Hercules,
who was a pretty good seaman, perfectly appre-
hended the difficulties she must have to contend
with in an attempt of the kind in such ugly
weather.
On a minute examination, Hercules had no

doubt she was a pleasure-boat; she was cer-

tainly not a fishing-smack, and was too small

either for merchandise or war. That entire day
she was seen beating about, until toward even-

ing, when suddenly she disappeared, apparently
behind a group of small islands in the offing,

one of which was the romantic rock of which
the Spensers considered themselves the suzer-

ains. To send any relief off to the distressed

stranger was out of the question ;
it was possi-

ble, however, that the storm might still drive

her ashore, and in that case her destruction was
almost inevitable, although it was also possible
that timely aid might save the lives of her crew.

Every exertion that humanity could make to

provide against this contingency was made by
the brave and worthy clergyman ;

and Father

Magrath, the Catholic priest of Redcross (with
whom Mr. Woodward, as well as the rector,
lived on the most cordial terms, notwithstanding
both political and religious differences), was

fully as prompt and energetic in doing all that

charity dictated. Parties of the country people
were dispatched northward and southward

along the cliffs, with poles, ropes, lanterns, and
whatever was likely to prove serviceable, should

the yacht be driven on the beach. Father Ma-

grath, a bluff, benevolent man, went himself

with one of these parties, and Mr. Woodward
led another; they heard a gun toward the close

of the evening, but saw nothing, and returned

to the village in the dead of night, in the midst

of the howling tempest, full of the saddest ap-

prehensions as to the fate of the unknown craft.

The next day, and the day following, rumors of

more than one wreck at various points along
the coast reached the inhabitants of Redcross,
and it was but too probable that the yacht, if

that were her character, was one of the number.

There was a bare chance that, by some combin-

ation of fortunate circumstances, turned t9

advantage by very dexterous seamanship, she

might have found shelter in a particular cove

on the eastern side of the Spensers' island
;
but

it was what the curate called a "
potentia re-

motissima." The odds were enormously against
the safety of any vessel situated as she was.

much more against one that was obviously a

stranger to the coast, and but ill prepared for

its peculiar dangers. Familiar as the Wood-
wards were with storms, and their disastrous

effects, they were always thrown into confusion

by them. The domestic phenomena, alwp^t
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singular, became at such times doubly curious

and striking. The curate sat down to his meals
in the dress of the pilot of a life-boat

;
and Car-

ry, with a double complement of petticoats,

cloaks, and shawls, looked vast enough to be
the mother of half her species, and almost as

anxious as if she had actually so large a family.

Ranging from room to room, to patch up the

windows as well as she could, according as the

wind shattered them, she almost unconsciously
huddled on every thing wearable that came in

her way, until she grew into an actual mount-
ain

; but, with all the disadvantages of this pro-

digious dishabille, and the disorder of her cap
and her hair, she was such a mountain as Mo-
hammed would have gladly seen approaching
him, or gladly have approached, if it had refused
to answer his call. Mrs. Woodward was a very
different woman in a hurricane from Mrs. Spen-
ser

;
there is so wide a difference, even in its

influence upon personal appearance, between

being uneasy for others, and uneasy for one's

self. The lines of the face are affected in quite
mother manner

;
the form of the visage is

changed differently altogether, ft would seem
as if benevolence and selfishness acted on two

wholly distinct sets of nerves and muscles.
At the parsonage the gale abated considerably,

after blowing fiercely for a day and a night; but
the rain served equally well to keep Mrs. Spen-
ser in her normal state of unamiable excitement.
She was now apprehensive of the glebe-house
being washed into the loch by the flood, nor did

she know any reason why there should not be

land-slips in Ireland as well as in Switzerland
;

in short, there was no fate so dreadful which

might not be naturally expected, in such fright-
ful weather, and such a detestable country.
Another year in Ireland, however, would put
an end to her sufferings ,

of that she was quite

positive but no matter, of course, what became
of her. You might stereotype the speeches of

such a woman.
The rector had not ten minutes of tranquillity

the livelong day. Hurry-skurry overhead again ;

running of women to and fro
;
bells ringing con-

vulsively ;
doors spasmodically opening and shut-

ting ;
Miss M'Cracken calling to Rebecca; enor-

mous fuss and humbug, all about nothing in the

world but that the winti had cracked the corner
of a pane of glass, and that the rain had made
its way through the tiny crevice, and trickled

down into the room, where it formed what the

governess poetically called "a sea" a sea

which you could have drained with a tea-spoon.
What a consort this was for a country clergy-
man ! Mrs. Spenser was never quiet and inof-

fensive except under the influence of morphine,
which it was almost to be regretted that her

prime minister did not give her in larger doses.

She was the wasp in her husband's peach the

nettle in his garland.
It enraged the gentle but ardent Elizabeth to

see her father disturbed by such nonsense in so

reckless a manner. She was proud of his preach-

ing, and she admired his sermons all the more,
because, elaborate as they were, they were not

written with the sordid object of establishing a

character for pulpit eloquence, and so advanc-

ing their author in the church
;
but simply with

the pure and elevated purpose of communicating
the most important truths in the manner he be-

lieved to be most impressive and intelligible to

the " the people of his pasture and the sheep o
his fold."

Mrs. Spenser, on the contrary, took particular

pleasure in molesting her husband when she
knew that he was engaged in writing his ser-

mons
;
she thought it was a shameful abuse of

his talents to exert them, as he did, in a remote
rural district, for peasants who had merely souls

to be saved, instead of reserving them for the

ears of bishops who had livings to bestow, or

viceroys with still higher rewards at their dis

posal. Miss M'Cracken never returned from

church, when the rector preached, but she was
sure to observe,

" What a pity it was, ma'am,
to throw away such a beautiful discourse upon
a little country church !"

The appetite for Richardson grew with the

feeding, and that night again Rebecca took ref-

uge in Lucy M'Cracken's cozy room, from her

own comparatively uncomfortable and exposed
one. There was of course the usual gossip be-

fore the reading. Lucy had noted Sydney's de-

parture for Castle Dawson the day before, and
now she did not fail also to remark the fact that

this was the second night and yet he was not

returned. Upon this subject she made a great

many severe, and some very just observations
;

partly leveled* at the young man himself, and

partly at his father.

"In such weather as this. Rebecca," she

said, "to be galloping through the mountains,
and out of his father's house for two nights run-

ning, without asking permission, or even inform-

ing his family where he was going."
Rebecca said it was very wrong.
"It is very shocking/" said Lucy, not think-

ing Rebecca's word forcible enough ;
and add-

'ed, how very differently from Mrs. Spenser
would she act, if she were a parent and if she

had a son, and so forth. Lucy, indeed, would

probably not have erred on the side of gentle-
ness.

" I'm told Master Sydney went over to Castle

Dawson," whispered Rebecca.
" You may speak as loud as you like," said

Lucy, implying the strong measures she had
taken to quiet her dear mistress for the night.
She then said, in answer to her crony's remark,

" And he couldn't possibly go to a worse*

place, if only half what I hear about it is like

the truth."

"It bears a bad name, true for you," said the

other girl.
" And so do the people that own it," said

Lucy.
"
It's no fit place for the son of a gentle-

man and a clergyman to be seen at."
" Mr. Dudley and Master Sydney are very

great, I hear," said Rebecca.
Miss M'Cracken spoke very harshly of Syd-

ney's friend, when her companion interrupted
her by asking whether she had ever heard that

he was paying attentions to Miss Elizabeth.

This was a surprise to Lucy. It was not

often that any .one had the start of her in do-

mestic intelligence. She expressed her doubts

whether Rebecca was correctly informed, but

in truth she was embarrassed between her pre-
vious readiness to abuse Mr. Dawson, and a

malign pleasure which she instantly felt at the

idea of Elizabeth having an unworthy suitor,

and perhaps making an unworthy match, la
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this*ill-natured perplexity she abruptly changed
the subject by asking Rebecca had she ever

been in Dublin.
"
No, miss : I was onst in Londonderry," said

Rebecca, "to see the gates closed."

The governess smiled with real contempt, but

affected good-nature, and again asked her friend

if she would not like very much to go to Dublin.

"Why, then, I would, miss," Rebecca an-

swered; "but it's not for the sake of the doc-

tors I'd care to be in it."
"
No, I should think not," said Lucy, laugh-

ing ;

" neither you nor I need much doctoring ;

but I know your tastes, Rebecca, my dear, and

I am positive you would be much happier there

than here
;

it was that made me think of it
;
of

course, my dear, we must do our duty wherever
it pleases Providence to place us."

Her voice was becomingly low and serious as

she delivered the devout part of this little speech,
and a well-drawn sigh served for a peroration.

"Dublin is such a big place, I'd be lost in it,"

said Rebecca, paying much less attention to

Lucy's bit of divinity than to the worldly part
of he* discourse.

"
Oh, you would soon find your way," said

Lucy, "and you would find more than that,
Rebecca"
"I suppose you mean sweethearts," said Re-

becca, giggling.

Lucy admitted that she did, and (protesting
her own unchangeable affection for rural scenes)
drew a most bewitching picture of the Irish

capital, and the life that people lead there, par-

ticularly girls in Rebecca's sphere of life, who
had no other employment from morn to night
(it would appear from Miss M'Cracken's en-

chanting statement) but tea-drinking, car-driv-

ing, play-going, and all manner of fun and di-

version.
" Did you ever see Donnybrook Fair, miss ?"

Lucy had seen it,
or said she had. " But ]

won't attempt to describe it to you," she said,
for I couldn't; and, besides, you wouldn't sleep
a wink to-night, if I did, for dreaming of it."

Rebecca was mute with delight and wonder.

Lucy left the potion to work which she had so

adroitly administered to the girl's love of novelty
and pleasure, and resumed the reading of the

novel.

BOOK III.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE MOUNTAIN RIDE.

" Next him was Feare, all arm'd from top to toe,

Yet thought himselfe not safe enough thereby,
But feard each shadow moving to or froe,

And his owne armes when glittering he did spy,
Or clashing heard, he fast away did fly ;

As ashes pate of hew, and winged heeld
;

And evermore on Daunger fixt his eye,
'Gainst whom he always bent a brasen shield,

Which his right hand unarmed fearefully did wield."
FAERY QUEEN.

WHILE the rector and curate were holding
the dialogue on education, recorded in a pre-
vious chapter, the handsome but headstrong

youth to whom it referred, in a costume some-

thing between a sailor and a groom (not unsuit-

ed, however, to the unruly state of the weather).
was traversing a bleak mountain road, and caring

very little what decision was come to on the

academic question, having probably made up
his mind to follow the bent of his humor, and en-

joy what is called lite, whether his lot should be

cast on the banks of the Liffey, or those of the
'

more renowned Cam.
Not more than a quarter of a mile from his

father's gate he picked up a companion, who
was no other than Mr. Randal Maguire, com-

monly called Randy, his father's proctor, a very
odd looking old fellow, and with odd features in

his character as well as in his face. Randal
was going over to Castle Dawson also, partly
in consequence of the intimation he had received
from Master Dudley that he was prepared to

settle the long pending arrear of tithes, and

partly to collect the rent of a small property be-

longing to an English gentleman who had never
seen it, and whose name was all that Randy
knew of him. Randy was not himself the agent,
but only his deputy. The agent resided in Dub-

lin, lounging about the clubs, being too fine a

man to collect rents in person, particularly the
rents of a small estate.

Maguire was a short, slender, elderly man,
with a feeble frame, but a wiry constitution, al-

ways looking as if he had not many years to

live, but burying in succession nine tenths of

those who had made the remark. In business
he was scrupulously exact and honest, in fact,
in all respects an admirable tithe proctor, ex-

cept that his tendency was to apply the screw
to the parishioners a little too powerfully; but
this was a propensity which in tho service of a

clergyman of Mr. Spenser's character he was

obliged to keep in due restraint. Maguire's
physiognomy was extremely queer; a smalf,

withered face, undulating with pock-marks, and

ending with scarcely any chin; a pair of pryirig,

decimating little reddish-gray eyes ;
a miserable

crop of scrubby sandy whiskers
;
and a sharp

nose, which had the extraordinary peculiarity of

appearing either very long or very short, ac-

cording to the position in which the spectator
viewed

it,
for it projected horizontally, so as to

seem nothing at a front view, while seen in pro-
file it looked like a long spout of a jug, or a tea-

pot. This feature gave a peculiarly humorous

expression to his
f face, and, indeed, he was con-

sidered a humorous little old fellow in the coun-

try ;
but a little humor goes a great way in a

thinly peopled mountain district. Maguire had
faults like other men

;
he was very garrulous,

as timid as a hare, and a most inveterate card-

player. The passion of the lower orders of the

Irish for cards has been noticed by the old chron-

iclers
; Campion gives some amusing instances

of the extravagant lengths to which it was in-

dulged in his time by the fellows who were
called "carrows;" and though Maguire per-

haps did not gamble quite so desperately as

those ancient unworthies, he was keen enough,
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in all conscience, and never traveled without a

greasy old dog-eared copy of what the Puritans

used to call "the devil's prayer-book" in one of

his pockets.
The cowardice of the little proctor made him

always glad of a companion in his journeys

through a wild and little-frequented country;
but it was now particularly satisfactory to him,
for though the agitation against tithes which

prevailed in other parts of Ireland about this

time had not yet reached this remote district,

symptoms of a disposition to join it had made
their appearance, and the shadow of danger was

enough to unnerve Maguire. Accordingly, he
was delighted to find that his line of march on
the morning in question coincided with that of

young Spenser, who, upon his part, was not dis-

pleased to have Maguire for a fellow-traveler
5

not (you may suppose) for the sake of any help
in need to be expected from him, but because
his eccentricities, especially his open and avowed

poltroonery, were amusing, and he had endless

tales of the "hair-breadth perilous 'scapes," or

more fatal disasters of tithe proctors in the

southern counties, where he always cordially

congratulated himself that his own lot had not

been cast.
" What would become of you, in times like

these, Randy, if my father were promoted to a
better living in Limerick or Tipperary ?" said

Sydney, as they jogged along, both indifferent

to the rain which pelted them, for the elements
were the only thing in nature that Maguire did

not fear.

"By the powers, Master Sydney," said the

little dastardly old man, "I often thought of

that same
;
I don't think I'd flourish in Tippe-

rary at all, at all. The boys are divils, I hear

say, down there; and as to maiming or murther-

ing a chap of my profession, 'faith, they think it

no morthall sin to slaughter a minister himself."

The proctor was in the habit of finishing his

sentences with a noise something between a

cough and a laugh ;
it was partly asthmatic,

partly facetious.
"
Well, this country, I hope, is quiet enough

to please you," said young Spenser. "At the

same time, they don't pay my father as cheer-

fully in some parts of the parish as they do in

others
;

isn't it so, Randy ?"
"
By my troth, things are not as they used to

be, sartinly, Master Spenser," said Randy. "I
remember when the ministher hadn't to ask for

his tithe twice
;
and when the farmers used to

run after me on the high road. Now it's I that

have to run after them; and some of thim's not

very asy to catch. I don't see the zale that I

used to do
;
of coorse I'm alludin to the Catho-

lics, and some of the Presbyterian boys in par-
ticular."

" Some go so far as to say there's a storm

brewing against my father," said Sydney.
"It won't signify much, I'm thinking," said

the old man, "there's some agitation and har-

ranguin going on, I'm tould, in some parts, but
Father Magrath has his eye on the chaps that's

doing it, for he tould me as much."
" Where are you bound to, Randy, this beau-

nful summer day?" asked Sydney, the rain and
wind almost taking his breath away while he

spoke.
The old man's little decimating eyes twinkled

with extraordinary satisfaction, as he replied,
"I'm going the same coorse as your own self,

Master Sydney, for I presume you are going
over toward Castle Dawson?"

" What are you going to do at Castle Dawson,
Randy?"

"Thin, I'm going to do what nobody has
done there for many a long day I'm going to

receive money."
Sydney's countenance expressed his pleasure

at this intelligence, for he was aware how the

pecuniary claims of his father against the Daw-
sons had prejudiced Dudley in the eyes of his

stepmother, and he was glad to see one obstacle

removed to the reception of his friend at the par-

sonage.
"
I didn't know whether I was standin on my

head or my heels," continued Randy, "when I

was sarved last night with a notice, in Mr. Dud-

ley's own hand-writing, to go over some early

day, and he'd settle all demands in cash. By
the mass, I could hardly believe my eyes ;

and
I won't be cock-sure of the money until I have
it lodged in the ould pocket-book in the buzzom
of my coat here." Randy used almost as much
action in speaking as a Frenchman, and clap-

ped his little withered hand on the place where
he was in the habit of carrying his sacred treas-

ures.

"Is it a large sum?" inquired Sydney.
"
Seventy-six pounds seven shillings and six-

pence," answered the proctor.
" But it's more

than the value of the money, Master Spenser;
it's the example it will set in the country,
where there's any thing going on that's not

correct. By my faith, people was beginning to

say that Mr. Dawson his own self was disposed
to be combinin, as they're doing in other

places."

"Combining!" exclaimed Sydney, angrily;
" what do you mean by combining ? yon don't

mean to say that my friend Dudley Dawson, or

his father either, are suspected of doing any
thing dishonorable, particularly toward our

family?"
"I only tell you what I hear said," said Ma-

guire, coolly ;

" but of coorse, when the arrears

is paid up, there'll be an end to all such insin-

ivations."

"Such insinuations," returned Sydney, pas-

sionately, "are most impertinent, and I repel
them on the part of the Dawsons, o.id Dudley
in particular, with indignation."

" Be that as it may, Master Sydney, it's my
duty to your father's son to acquaint you with
what I hear and believe, that Master Dudley
has some queer people about him just at the

present time," said the old man, pertinaciously;

using a liberty with Sydney, on account of his

youth, which perhaps he would not have ven-

tured to use with a man of more advanced years,
in the same station of life.

" We'll drop the subject, if you please," said

Sydney, imperiously. Randy submitted, and
soon after asked Sydney to sing him " The Boys
of Kilkenny" a song which the old man par-

ticularly rejoiced in.

"Here goes, Randy: but it's no easy matter

to sing with this wind in one's teeth.'-' How-
ever, he managed a stanza or two, to the entire

satisfaction of his companion, who had no idea

that there was any better vocal music in the
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world
; and, indeed, young Spenser had a good

tenor Voice, and sung with spirit and humor.

"
Oh, the boys of Kilkenny are stout roving blades,
And if ever they meet with the nice little maids,

They kiss them, and coax them, and spend their money
free,

Oh, of all the towns in Ireland, Kilkenny for me."

" The wind is too strong for me. Were you
ever in Kilkenny, Randy ?"

"
Then, I never was, Master Sydney, but I

often hear talk of it as a mighty quare place,
with fire without smoke, and the streets paved
with marble."

" Shall we travel together and see the world,

Randy?"
The rain was penetrating Randy's short,

threadbare, old, brown surtout, and the wind
was almost doing the barber's duty on his little

wrinkled face. His efforts to laugh were laugh-

able, as he answered
" At all events, I'm growing too ould to be

travelin and roamin such a day as this, Master

Sydney."
"If you're old Randy, you're tough," said his

companion.
"Yes; I'm purty tough; thank God for it,"

replied the proctor.
"HowT do you feel when you ride this road

alone ?" asked Sydney, who knew the old man's
chicken-heartedness perfectly.

"Och, thin, I don't feel at all warlike," said

Randy.
"

It's a bleak road," said young Spenser.
It was so, indeed

; running through a succes-

sion of low brown hills, covered with a stunted

heath, of which a hundred acres would scarce

have afforded a brace of grouse a decent com-

petence.
"It's murtherin bleak," said Randy.
"

I'll give you another song, to keep up your
spirits," said Sydney, and he struck up the

once celebrated Ned Lysaght's popular melo-

dy
"
Oh, love is the soul of a neat Irishman,'
He loves all that is lovely, loves all that he can,

With his sprig of shillelagh, kc."

Just at this moment a sharp turn brought
them to the ruuis of what seemed to have been,
some centuries back, a castle of considerable

strength and size. These ruins stood close to

the road
?
on an abrupt eminence, presenting a

very remarkable and picturesque object, known
in the country by the name of the "Black
Castle."

"A very convenient ambush, that," said Syd-
ney, pointing to the ruins, "for footpads, if there

were any in the country."
"
Many's the time I've said that to myself,"

said Randy.
"
I never pass them ruins without

shiverin and shudderin on the hottest day of

summer."

"Now, Randy," said Sydney, suppressing a

smile, "suppose a highwayman, six feet high,
were to jump out of those ruins there upon you,
with a blunderbuss or a brace of pistols, to-mor-
row or next

day,
when you are returning with

all the money in your pocket, what would you
do ? You'd make a fight for my father's prop-
erty, wouldn't you ?"

"
By the holy spider, said Maguire, shrugging

his narrow shoulders and scrutinizing the ruins

to which his companion pointed with an eye full

of comical alarm and suspicion, "I'd make as

good a fight for your father's property as J

would for my own
;
but it's a runnin fight, and

not a standin one, I'd make for either the one or

the other. I'm not come of fightin people,
Master Sydney."
"You wouldn't show the white feather sure-

ly!" said Sydney, as if he had now for the first

time discovered what a craven the proctor was.
" Then I'm afeard I would so, and a bunch

of them into the bargain, as big as the Prince

of Wales's plume," said Maguire, with his little

tittering cough.
" Now suppose any body were to pull your

nose, Randy?"
"1 could spare a bit of it, Master Sydney,"

and he laughed again in his peculiar way.
"Well," replied Sydney, "here's what will

protect us both against all the highwaymen in

Ireland," and he exhibited a case of very beau-

tiful double-barreled pocket-pistols, his last

clandestine acquisition, and the latest addition

to the schedule of his small debts.

Randy admired the arms, but seemed very
well pleased when Sydney returned them to the

pocket expressly made for them in the breast of

his coat.

This and other chat of the same kind, with
now and then the stave of a comic song, helped
a little to beguile the tediousness of a long ride

across moor and mountain
;
so desolate a track

that they passed but one human habitation be-

fore they arrived at Castle Dawson, itself the

bleakest abode that ever disheartened a resident

proprietor or justified an absentee. Sydney and
the proctor separated at the ruinous gate-house.
The latter proceeded to his usual lodging at a

small inn hard by; the former trotted xup the

neglected avenue which led to the house.

It had been in Chancery for fifteen years ! Is

further description necessary ? Do you not see

its shattered windows, neglected roof, dilapida-
ted offices, green-white walls, hingeless doors,

grass-grown walks, weed-cropped gardens, the

stones of the balustrades, dislocated as if by an

earthquake, the premature havoc of the' ax

among such poor timber as there was, and the

silent clock in the yard, announcing probably
the self-same hour which it announced on the

day that the bill was filed in the equity suit?

But, in its best days, before it fell into the

clutches of the ruthless power so vividly typified

by Rabelais in "
Gripe-men-all, the Arch-duke

of the furred Law-Cats," Castle Dawson was a

lonely, savage place (the very abomination of

desolation), where the owners resided sometimes
of necessity, but where nobody else ever will-

ingly passed two nights in succession. The

process-servers demanded double fees for serving
a latitat or a subprena there. It was close to

the sea, among hills that were barren without

being picturesque ;
wretched crops of oats com-

posed its harvests, stunted cattle showed the

indigence of its pastures ;
in fact, with the ex-

ception of a few acres, the grounds were abso-

lutely good for nothing bub snipe-shooting, and

the soil only fit for fuel. The word " Castle"

was an ostentatious misnomer. The house was
so called either because there was nothing at

all castellated in its structure, or from the

adjacent relics of what had, perhaps, formerly
been some kind of fortress, which relics (only a
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few walls, with an arched gateway) had been

incorporated into the offices, and now formed in

combination with them a rambling extent of

buildings in an advanced stage of architectural

decay.

CHAPTER XIV.

CASTLE DAWSON.
" Panurge was a very gallant man of his person, only

that he was naturally subject to a kind of disease, which
at that time they called lack of money ; yet, notwithstand-

ing, he had threescore and three tricks to help himself at

his need ; of which the most honorable and most ordinary
was by the way of niching ;

for he was a quarrelsome
fellow, a sharper, drinker, royster, and a very dissolute

and debauched fellow; otherwise, and in all matters else,

the best man in the world. And he was still contriving
some plot, and devising mischief against the sergeants and
the watch." RABELAIS.

THE remote, dreary, and almost inaccessible

situation of Castle Dawson rendered it a most
commodious retreat for a man of Dawson's stamp,

particularly when he had company with him
whom he did not care to acknowledge at the

market-cross
;

for Maguire's information was

correct; Dawson had some guests in his house
at the present moment, whom ^engaging as their

manners and conversation may have been) he
was far from desiring to introduce abruptly to

Sydney Spenser. Indeed he generally affected

strict domestic seclusion when he came down to

the country; but the fact was, that in such a

district, particularly in wild weather, his house

might have been filled with the most notorious

swindlers and black-legs in the empire he

might have entertained Joseph Ady and Ikey
Solomons without much risk of the fact being
noticed in the columns of the Morning Post, or

even in the Dublin newspapers.
On such a day as the one in question, the

chance of a visitor was not much greater than

if Dawson had lived on the top of the highest

peak in the neighboring mountains, or the storm-

iest island off the coast, and he was consequently
not a little, as well as not very agreeably sur-

prised, when Sydney Spenser, after having tried

several damp and dismal apartments without

success, at length hit on the right one, and found

him at dinner, with a distinguished company
consisting of two guests, neither of whom car-

ried any very strong testimonials of character in

his countenance.

The entrance of young Spenser visibly discon-

certed Dawson. He sprang up and vainly at-

tempted to conceal his embarrassment under the

mask of a boisterous welcome, horse-laughter,
and violent shaking of hands. I do not well

know how to describe Dawson. He had not a

plebeian and still less a patrician exterior. He
looked as ifhe ought to be a gentleman, and would
have called any body out that questioned his title

to that appellation, and yet he did not look gen-

tlemanlike, or like the habitual companion of

gentlemen. He was vain of his person, and

might have once had some grounds for his con-

ceit, but intemperance had bloated and inflamed

his face, and injured his figure at the same time.

He had naturally good features, but dimmed with

passion ;
the eye alone was originally a bad one

sinister, double, and designing. He dressed

flashily, with bright colors, and over-much velvet

and jewelry ;
strutted when he walked, and

talked with a Celto-cockney accent, the tone
of the society he kept in England grafted on
the brogue of his Irish friends.

Dawson would more gladly have received any
other visitor that day than Sydney Spenser. He
had no wish to introduce him to either of the

gentlemen who were then enjoying the hospital-
ities of his decayed house. One was a tall, gaunt,
muscular man of thirty-five, or forty, in a seedy
half-military blue frock*, buttoned up to the throat

;

a black silk stock, or cravat, over which no shirt

collar emerged ;
coarse gray duck, and a verj

indifferent pair of not very clean boots. When
his host presented him as "Major Lamb," he
bowed to Sydney in a most ungainly fashion, and
smiled in so ghastly a manner that he could

hardly have scowled more disagreeably. In

fact, Major Lamb looked very like a fellow whc

you might suppose had been drummed out of the

guards, if he had ever been in his majesty's
service at all, even with the rank of a sergeant-
major. The other guest looked to advantage by
his side, and he stood in want of a foil greatly.
.He was a pale emaciated youth, who had evir

dently been living on the capital of his health and

marrow; he had an aspect at once melancholy
and profligate, and was attired in deep black,

possibly mourning for some near relation, whose
heart he had broken, and end accelerated, by
keeping such company as that of Major Lamb
and Mr. Dawson.
The first glance at these gentlemen reminded

Sydney of Randy Maguire's remark, that "queer
people" had been seen of late in Dawson's society ;

and perhaps Dawson perceived something like

surprise and uneasiness in his countenance, for,
under pretense of making him change portions
of his dress to which the rain had penetrated, he
carried him off through a labyrinth of dilapidated
corridors up to a bed-chamber, where he ac-

counted in a most satisfactory manner for the

presence of the questionable people they had
left behind them.

Sydney expressed his regret that he had not

found his friend alone, as he had reckoned on.

"I am alone," replied Dawson; "you don't

take those fellows for friends or guests of mine ?

one is some sort of a surveyor or valuator, under
an order of the coorts, and the other (the poor
devil who looks consumptive) is an artist from

Dublin, down here sketching the coast I met
him near this, and asked him to dine. I am
under the disagreeable necessity of entertaining
such people occasionally when I'm at home.
You needn't take the slightest notice of them.
As soon as dinner's over, they'll probably be off

to attend to their business, and then we'll have
a cosy evening, my boy."

"All right," said Sydney, whose faults did

not include suspicion,
"
only don't turn the poor

devils out such an evening as this on my ac-

count."
" Give yourself no trouble about them," said

Dawson,
" but change your boots here's a pair

of tops of mine that will fit you and excuse me
for a moment, while I give directions to have

your sheets aired."

Sydney pulled on the top-boots, and then find-

ing his blue jacket damp, put on a coat of Daw-
son's, which he found flung on a chair. While
he was thus engaged, Dawson flew back to the
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parlor, very considerately acquainted his guests
with the account he had given of them, and

prepared them for the part it was necessary for

them to act in consequence. He then returned

to the bed-room, and reiterated his apologies for

having such low fellows at his table under any
circumstances.
"Never mind," replied Sydney: "we'll get

on very well, depend on it."

Dawson dropped the subject, and commenced

admiring his flashy coat on his friend's back.

"That hoonting-coat," he said, "fits you as

if it was made for you ;
it's a little too tight for

me, so it's yours, my dear fellow, if you fancy
it."

"
Thanks," said Sydney, coolly, and surveying

himself with great satisfaction in a looking-glass.
The coat thus generously transferred and as

liberally accepted was a bright green one, with
massive silver buttons one of the smartest things

imaginable but it required flash manners and

green politics to match.
"You are surprised, I suppose," he resumed,

as they went down stairs,
" to see me on such a

day as this?"
" I'm deuced glad to see you ;

it's a confounded

relief to me. You're a darling fellow for coming
over in this way."

" The parsonage is so devilish dull in wet
weather "

said Sydney.
" You'll find it dull enough here, I'm afraid,"

said Dawson.
"
No, I shan't," said Sydney.

" We'll smoke,
and we'll practice pistol-shooting at the fire-

screens in the long drawing-room ;
we'll get on

well enough."
"I hope you have a good appetite," said

Dawson, as they reached the parlor,
" for you'll

have coarse fare, I can tell you ; you may sup-

pose I don't treat valuators and strolling artists

to French cookery."
"I'm as hungry as a hawk," said young

Spenser. And so he was hungry with the

hunger of youth, exercise, and mountain air;
and hunger is more concerned about the things
on the table than critical upon the company
round it.

It was not the dinner for a man who was at

all fastidious
;

it required the piquant sauce of a
keen and a healthy appetite, but with that zest

it was excellent. There had been a fish, but it

had been disposed of. There remained a cor-

pulent boiled turkey; a dish of mutton-chops,
very brown and unctuous

;
a ham garnished with

quartered heads of cabbages, and two great
chargers of potatoes ample provision for a

party of four men, though never so pot-valiant.

Sydney did ample justice to the viands, and so

did the major with the mild surname, so little in

harmony with his personal appearance. The
young man in black (whose name was Thomson)
seemed to have no stomach, except for the fiery

port and sherry, the only wines on the table.

Dawson kept politely winking at Sydney, as

Messieurs Lamb and Thomson evinced every
now and then their contempt for many of the

little conventionalities of polite society; while
at the same tune he proved his own superior

breeding, by clamorously inviting Sydney to eat,
and occasionally blurting out some coarse in-

quiry about some member or another of the

Spenser family. As to the surveyor and painter,
C

he took little notice of them, and that little in a

very lofty and distant way.
The only male attendant was a red-haired

slovenly kerne, Terry by name, with a counte-

nance in which savagery and dullness contended

for pre-eminence. His dress was a tarnished

livery-coat, white turned up with green, with
red plush breeches, made for a fellow of twice
the height ;

and he had a villainous trick of

wriggling his shoulders as he presented you a

plate, or shuffled with the wine round the table.

A particularly uncannie and ill-favored old

woman, answering to one's idea of the hag of

the robber's cave in
" Gil Bias," and probably

the cook made her appearance at one of thef
doors more than once during dinner, either to

hand in a dish or carry one away ;
and now and

then there seemed to be an interchange of the

most virulent abuse between her and the red-

headed butler
;
but it was in Irish, so that its

eloquence was lost upon all the companv except
perhaps Dawson himself, who sometimes swore
at the old woman, but took no other step to for-

bid the colloquy.

Sydney was little of an observer of .ther men
or manners. Even when he had f .isfied the

desires of nature, he paid less atti .ion to the

company than he did to a lank voracious gray-
hound that was pacing round the table collect-

ing scraps, and to a rifle of DawTson's which
stood in a corner of the room.
There was one thing, and one thing only,

comfortable in the apartment. It was the fire,

which was glorious. The Court of Chancery
had exhausted every thing but the bogs on the

property, and a capacious grate was filled with
a mountain of turf, in a state of triumphant con-

flagration. The ruddy flame gilded the scanty
and damaged furniture (the work of the law-

cats), and diffused a glow over the room, which
made a young man soon forget the deficiencies

of carpets and curtains, though accustomed to

Axminsters and chintzes.

The subdued mellow light was exactly the

sort of somber yet warm illumination which
Dawson would have chosen to set off his profes-
sional guests to the best advantage, since he

could not well darken the parlor altogether.
The removal of the cloth made an improve-

ment
;
for it was not spotless, any more than the

reputations of some who sat round it. But the

next removal was better still : for Messieurs
Lamb and Thomson, having finished their din-

ners, exchanged moody looks, and rising simul-

taneously, made ungainly obeisances, and left

the room, which certainly looked more respect-
able after their departure.
"Hard work," said Sydney, commiserating

the lot of the artist, and the surveyor "under
the coorts."

"D d hard," said Dawson, using the strong

word, to which young Spenser had not yet ac-

customed his lips. But " Rome was not built in

a day." Perhaps, in time, Sydney will use strong
words as flippantly as his tutor.

Mr. Thomson and the surveyor, however,
were not such objects of pity as young Spenser

supposed ; they only adjourned to a smaller room
in a sequestered part of the house, where they
soon kindled a good fire with more of the same

capital fuel, and made themselves extremely
comfortable for the rest of the evening, less by
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their colloquial resources than by a bountiful

provision of that ethereal liquor called mountain-

dew, the far-famed vintage of the barony of In-

nishowen.
As soon as these worthies had retired, said

Dawson to his protegee and pupil
"What will you drink, Sydney?"
"No more wine," was Sydney's reply.

"Terry, the black bottle yonder!" Dawson
called to his wild butler.

In a few minutes the cold mountain-dew in a
black bottle, and the steaming water in a great
jug, stood side by side upon the table, flanked
with a bowl of sugar and a plate of lemons.

Sydney was just beginning to be familiar with

strong liquors as with strong language. How-
ever, he had now the excuse of a long wet ride,
and probably the contents of the black bottle

were purer than those of the decanters. He
composed a large glass of punch, and Dawson
mingled another, "stiffer" by some degrees, as
the phrase goes with punch-drinkers.

"Well, my boy!" cried the host, with hearty
emphasis, drawing his chair by one and the same
movement nearer both to his friend and the fire,
and slapping young Spenser on the knee.

"This is what I call comfort," was Sydney's
answer, adjusting his elbows on the arms of his

chair, and thrusting out his legs, with the top-
boots on, toward the blazing fire.

" Shall we have a cigar, eh ?"
"Have you got any of your famous Havan-

nahs ?"
Dawson produced a red-leather case from a

side-pocket, and extracted a couple of cigars,
one of which he presented to his friend, who
made an allumctte of the back of a letter, and

lighted first his own cigar, and then Dawson's.

They puffed alternately, and alternately look-
ed at one another in silence, with the mute elo-

quence of smokers.
Dawson was the first to speak ; lowering his

cigar, he said

"I've got good news for you, Sydney ; pros-
pects is brightening, my boy.""

I knew that before you told me," said young
Spenser.
"How?"
"Randy Maguire rode over with me."
"
Oh, indeed, said Dawson

;
and then added,

with a strong expression which need not be re-

peated,
"
Sydney, my boy, it was no fault of

mine that the tithes due to your father from this

property were not settled long ago."" You need not tell me that," said Sydney." There's no man living, Sydney, whom I

have the same respect and admiration for, that I

have for your father
;

I swear by his name, so I

do. If he only knew what a battle I had with
creditors and lawyers, and every body, to have
the tithes settled before any other claim against
the estate ! I was as firm as the Hill of Howth,
or I shouldn't have the money to pay Randy
Maguire to-morrow morning."
"My father shall know how well you have

acted," said Sydney.
"Don't say a word about it," said Dawson," what's right is right ;

I only did my duty, and
I want no reward, my boy, but the testimony of

an approving conscience
;

so no more on that

head. Sing me something sprightly, now;
have you got any thing new?"

Sydney sang a song that was once popular at
the banquets of the Irish volunteers, and whicb
Mr. Crofton Croker has given in his collection

" Love and whisky both

Rejoice an honest fellow," fcc., &c.

Dawson either was, or affected to be, in ecsta-
sies at Sydney's performance. It is scarcely
possible he could have been sincere, in declar-

ing, as he did, with several oaths, that it fai

surpassed any singing he had ever heard on the
London boards, though he had heard Braham
himself. The effrontery is mairelous with
which some men can flatter others in the gross-
est manner to their faces. But then there are

people on whom flattery can never be laid too
thick to be agreeable ; you may lay it on them
with trowels

; nay, you may shovel it over them :

they can bear any weight of it
;
cartloads of en-

comium, mountains of compliments, Pelion on

Ossa, and Ossa on Olympus. There are gross
feeders, or there would not be gross caterers.
Dawson knew very well the voracity of Syd-
ney's appetite for praise, but he had other ways
of making himself agreeable to his guest beside
the fox's trick of commending his voice.

"Now tell me," said he, after some little

pause ;

"
tell me something about yourself

have you paid the gunsmith in Letterkenny the
ten pounds for the fowling-piece?"
"No," said Sydney, gloomily Dawson was

now coming to the points that he was most
concerned about "but he can wait awhile

longer I'm more uneasy about what I owe
you."

"
Oh, not a word of that, my boy light an-

other cigar no matter if you can never pay
me; it can stand over, at any rate, as long as

you like
;
but settle the other matter as soon as

you can, for the rogue was saying the other day
he'd apply to your father if it wasn't arranged
speedily. Small creditors is such harpies."

"I see no way of paying it," said Sydney,
with much dejection, "except by applying to

my father myself."
" Which I won't hear of your doing ; you

mustn't be annoying a literary man like him
about paltry money matters. I'll see what I

can do for you in a few days. It would be

pleasanter for you to owe nobody any thing but

myself. Between friends it's nothing ;
but it

won't do for a clergyman's son to have trades-

people running after and dunning him for dirty
little matters of ten pounds or so. Is there any
thing else bothering you?"

" I am sorry to say there is
;

I owe your tailor

five guineas for that white bang-up coat, and I

owe Amby Hogg, in Redcross, nearly as much
more for cigars and gunpowder and sundries.

Oh, and there's the brass swivel for the cutter."

"How much did that come to ?"
"I don't exactly know; not very much, I

suppose."
"Well, altogether it won't break us," said

Dawson
;

" don't make }
rourself uneasy about

the coat I believe I have worn it as much as

you have but Amby Hogg must get his money,
or some of it,

for he's a griping rascal, with "a

dozen hungry brats at his heels, and, if he gets

impatient, he'll go badgering your uncle Wood-

ward, who won't think so little of five pounds as

you and I do. By-the-by, it's a long time, Syd.,
since you did your uncle for me."
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By doing his uncle, Dawson did not mean

cheating him, but only taking him off, or mim-

icking him, which Sydney could do capitally.
A very dangerous talent it is, that of mimicry ;

it makes enemies and no friends
; and, as it is

commonly directed against the gravest and
worthiest characters, those who exercise it

freely, come in time to lose all respect for those

high qualities which they are in the habit of

making sport with for their light companions.

Sydney, however, imitated his uncle's oddities

to the life
;
and on this occasion he gave an

imitation of Hercules in the pulpit, which threw
Dawson into unaffected raptures.
"Another tumbler, Syd.," he said, after ap-

plauding vehemently.
Sydney declined

;
he had already taken two

the first time he had ever made so deep a pota-
tion. "Dudley," he added, warmly, "you are

certainly the best fellow and the best friend in

the world."

"Nonsense, man, nonsense
;
but what did you

do with Maguire ? take just half a tumbler
more."

" He went to the inn," replied Sydney, yielding
to the sweet temptation, and nearly filling a wine-

glass from the black bottle, while he hummed
" Love and whisky's joys,

Let us gayly twist 'em
;

In the thread of life.

Faith, we can't resist 'em."

"Is Randy as fond of cards as ever?"
" That he is

; always carries his soiled old

pack about with him."
" Soiled as they are, I wish we had them

;
I'd

; shall

teach you ecarte."
" Send Terry for them," said Sydney ;

I pull the bell?"

"Do, if you can," said Dawson, laughing.
The bells of Castle Dawson had ceased to ring
some years back.

He proceeded himself to dispatch the messen-

ger, and found Terry in the room to which

" Go without me, Mr. Lamb, honey," said

Terry,
" Master Dudley has just kicked the

breath out of me, the d 1's own sweet luck to

him."
Lamb undertook to be Terry's deputy, and

rising from his seat, took down from a peg in

the wall a broad-leaved oil-skin hat, such as

pilots wear, clapped it down over his eyebrows,
wrapped himself in a huge camlet boat-cloak,

and proceeded on his mission, having first, how-
ever, further provided himself with an old um-
brella, which he found in the hall, and a lantern

which the beldame in the kitchen accommodated
him with. What an envoy to send to the poor
old man, who was as arrant a coward as Acres,
or Sir Andrew Aguecheek,

" a coward, a devou

coward, religious in it !"

CHAPTER XV.

MONEY.
" What a god is gold,

That. he is worshiped in a baser temple,
Than where swine feed 1"

TIMON OF ATHENS.

THE inn where Maguire proceeded to " take
his ease," after parting with young Spenser,
was not much more of an inn than Castle Daw-
son was of a castle. Randy, however, was in

good luck, both as a collector of rents and of

ithes, for Mr. Branagan, the inn-keeper, paid
aim a matter of a few pounds that were due for

a farm he held in the neighborhood, and two or

;hree other farmers, who chanced to be weather-
bound there that evening, likewise availed them-
selves of the opportunity to discharge their hold-

'ngs and their consciences of their debts to their

.andlord and the church.

Randy then sat down to his frugal supper.
He was a carnivorous little fellow, when he
was out collecting, and felt himself justified in

exceeding the ordinary bounds within which
Messieurs Thomson and Lamb absconded so

j poverty confined the ambition of his palate.

submissively after dinner. Terry was
supine in the middle of the floor, not quite asleep,

yet not exactly wide awake. Thomson was
snoring thunderously upon an old sofa, or settle-

bed
;
Lamb was sitting doggedly before the

flickering and decaying fire, his arms crossed,
and his red chin reposing on them, looking sur-

prisingly truculent for so tame a profession as

that of a surveyor and valuator. Behind him
was a small deal table, on which stood some

glasses, and what had, a few hours before, been
a bottle of whisky.
"What, now?*' demanded Lamb, gruffly.
"It's Terry I want," said Dawson. "Get

up, you lazy good-for-nothing hound," and suit-

Randy was nothing of an epicurean in the prim-
itive and vegetable sense of the term

;
he had

no objection to a scrag of mutton, or a shin of

beef (the only joints he had much knowledge
of), but his chief delight, as his chief expe-
rience, was in the flesh of the unclean beast,

among gammons, and shanks of hams, particu-

larly. He had an extensive acquaintance with

pig's faces, and a pig's foot was one of his dain-

ties. Once in his life had he eaten of a leg of

pork, with the accompaniment of pease pud-

ding. It was in the rector's kitchen, and the

memorable day was registered by the proctor

"among the high-tides in the calendar." This

very evening, he discussed that leg of pork and

ing the act to the word, he gave the recumbent pudding over again with Mr. Branagan, and no
domestic a kick in the ribs, so violent, that it doubt the pleasures of memory sweetened the

made him spring to his legs with an actual howl less delicate meal which was now served up to

It was pork, but of what part was a mys-
Randy, however, was hungry, and asked

of pain and astonishment.

Having thus effectually roused him, he gave
him his commission and returned to Sydney.
"Who's Maguire?" asked Lamb, as Terry

was preparing to obey his orders.

"Randy Maguire, the little ould nosey proc-
thor," said Terry."

I'll go with you and make his acquaintance,"
said Lamb, seemingly captivated by Terry's
description of Maguire.

him.

tery
no questions* but ate of it with as much relish

as if he had been a Turk, or a Jew, with the

sauce of prohibition to make it piquant.
Some of the people in the kitchen, knowing

the old fellow's habits, proposed a game of

cards, while he sipped his grog, but Randy was
wet and weary, and retired that night sooner

than he was wont to do. He was anxious, too.
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to be alone with his money. Altogether, when
be crept up to his little chamber under the

thatch, he had the gratification of counting,

smoothing, marking, and otherwise manipulat-

ing a sum of between eighty and a hundred

pounds in notes of nearly as many different

banks, provincial and metropolitan.
The passion for money was illustrated strik-

ingly and curiously in the character of the little

tithe-proctor. Randy was remunerated for his

services with a fixed salary, and he was scru-

pulously honest and punctual in making over to

his principals all the sums he received
;
but he de-

lighted inconceivably in the mere act of receiv-

ing. The mere sight and touch of the money the

mere flapping of the wings of Plutus passing
ever so fleetly over him, gratified his disinter-

ested covetousness inordinately. The unclean-

est rag of a bank-note the filthiest dress that

ever filthy lucre wore a tattered old note,
which he was not even to retain possession of,

perhaps, for half a day thrilled with rapture
his little yellow palm, made his fingers quiver,
and his eyes dance and glitter. So far, his ava-

rice was sensual, almost the only seRsual luxu-

ry the old man was acquainted with
; yet at the

same time, was there ever so pure a form of the

love of money ? For it was not for himself he

grasped it
;

if he was rapacious (and it was

only the fear of Mr. Spenser's displeasure that

kept him from being a Verres in his line) it was
not \vith the slightest view to his own profit,
but simply out of a strong affection for the sight
of the paper or the coin itself. Mammon had
never a sincerer worshiper. Mammon did little

for poor Maguire ;
housed him poorly, clothed

him sparingly, put scarce a pound of flesh on

his bones, fed him grudgingly on herrings and

potatoes, varied only with eggs and rashers of

bacon, supplied his extraordinary length of nose

with only a pennyworth of snuff weekly ; yet
was the devout little old proctor more loyal to

his false god, than many a Christian is to the

true and bountiful divinity who clothes him in

soi't raiment, lodges him in a palace, and feeds

him daintily thrice a day.
No sooner had he climbed the steep, narrow

stair-case, or more properly ladder, which led

to his familiar roost than, closing the door, he

squatted himself down on a rough-hewn deal

chair, over his twinkling farthing candle (a

peeled rush dipped in the melted fat of sheep)
to reckon out his money, and perform the neces-

sary little operations and tendernesses toward

it, previous to vesting it respectfully in the old

black-leather case, which (as we have seen) he

always carried in a privy pocket wrought into

the breast of his coat, on the inner and left side,

so as to be as near his heart as possible.
One by one he took up the notes delicately

and reverently, as some great scholar and edit-

or in the Vatican might handle a fragment of a
lost decade of Livy discovered in a state of ex-

treme decay, dropping to pieces like tinder.

Then he very gently smoothed down every
piece of bank paper separately ;

no lady's maid
over handled a berthe of the costliest point more

daintily. When every dog-ear was removed,
he took from an old pouch, which was also one
of his invariable traveling companions, a little

short-necked bottle of ink, and the stump of a

pen, looking as old as himself, and set about

maiking the notes in order, which he did on the

upper left corner of each with the initials of his

own name in minute cramped characters, plac-

ing each as he marked it straight before him,
one above another, so as to make a pile which
he might afterward sit and contemplate to his

soul's content.

He was on the point of completing this labor
of love, and was just putting the hieroglyphics
to the thirteenth note when there was a step on
the creaking ladder, followed almost immedi-

ately by a tap at the little door, and Randy said,
"Come in;" he had been expecting the maid
of the inn, a niece and namesake of his own, to

come and arrange his little bed for him, and so

certain was he that it was Maggy Maguire
who now entered, that he continued his proc-

torly occupation without looking up from the

table.

Dudley Dawson's ill-looking messenger stood

glaring at him and his bank-notes, with eyes
expressive of a kind of avarice very different

from that which constituted Randy's ruling pas-
sion. The fellow's imagination probably made
the heap of paper look more considerable than

in fact it was. He stood glaring fixedly on the

little proctor while he mai'ked the fourteenth

and fifteenth note, and it was probably the still-

ness of the room, when he expected to hear

Maggy bustling about it, that first made him
raise his head. He would have shrieked, had
he been less terrified by the apparition that

loomed on him. The figure of Lamb was for-

midable enough of itself, but the dark light of

tha rush made it still more appalling, and the

fellow's head actually nearly touched the ceil-

ing, or the roof, for they were identical. Lamb
addressed Randy by name, in what he perhaps
considered an amicable tone, but his blandest

address was gruff and savage ;
and it so height-

ened the proctor's alarm that whatever reply he

made, as he huddled up his money, was perfectly
inarticulate.

"It's not your bank-notes I'm come for, Mr.

Maguire," said Lamb, with a grim smile at the

old man's trepidation.
" Who are you ? what do you want ?" gib-

bered the proctor, recovering his speech, and at

the same moment crushing up all his paper into

a wisp, and thrusting it into the depths of his

pocket.
Lamb smiled again in his sinister way.
"I was sent," he said, "by Master Dudley

Dawson "

Directly the name was mentioned, Randy's
terror abated, and he saw his visitor in quite
another light.
"To settle the arrears," he cried, eagerly;

and so excited was he at the prospect of re-

ceiving the money, that, without waiting for a

reply, he garrulously proclaimed the amount he

expected to receive, not leaving the truculent

stranger time to mention what his business

really was, or to interrupt Randy's revelations,

had he been disposed to do so.

When he paused, expecting his grim visitor

to rain gold upon him, and learned the trumpery
matter about which he came, and that he knew

nothing about the arrears until informed by

himself, never was a cautious little old man so

confounded.
"
Why didn't you say that before ?" he cried.
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with peevish vehemence, and pulling out his

pack, he handed it to the demandant with the

utmost trepidation, anxious to be relieved as

soon as possible from a presence so sinister,

and feeling as if the very proximity of a man of

Lamb's appearance could not but lessen the

number of his bank-notes.

Lamb bid him a surly good-night, as he thrust

the cards into his breast, and stumbled down
the ladder to return to the castle. Then little

Mary Maguire came in for a bit of a scolding.

Randy rated his niece roundly for not having

given him some notice of the arrival of such an

ugly customer, particularly at a moment when
he was counting his money.
Mary could tell him nothing about Lamb,

and said that nobody in the house could give
him much more information

;
all she knew was

that he had very lately made his appearance in

the country, and had been observed prowling
about the castle and neighborhood. Maguire's
thoughts (naturally enough, considering what
his vocation was) were all more or less connect-

ed with the impost which it was his duty to col-

lect
;
and every thing about Lamb's appearance

suggested and encouraged a suspicion that he
was some low itinerant incendiary, who had ar-

rived in this hitherto peaceable district to organ-
ize the same system of violent resistance to

tithes, which prevailed so extensively in other

parts of the island. Then, on the other hand,
he appeared to be in the service or employment
of Dawson, who was going himself to give, the

fery next day, so signal a proof of his own de-

termination to support the law and the rights of

the clergy. Maguire did not well know what
to think, and (after again arranging and fondling
his notes) he went to bed in a state of perplexity
that made him dream of a great many fearful

things, belonging more to the meridian of

Thurles than the quiet parish of Redcross.

Perhaps his supper of pork had something to do
with it.

It was an improving night to Sydney Spenser,
for he learned that important branch of useful

knowledge and polite education the game of

ecarte. After playing for upward of an hour,
Dawson ordered the grilled remains of the tur-

key to be served up. Sydney smoked another

cigar, made another libation of the ethereal dew,
and then felt nearly as drowsy as if he had taken
so much "poppy or mandragora." So soundly
did he sleep that night, that he knew nothing
of what went on in the house, and had no no-

tion, the next morning, that all its inmates had
not been as quiet and well-behaved as himself.

It was late when he came down, but Dawson
was still later, so that it was just one o'clock

when they rose from breakfast, neither having
made a meal worth a place in history. Sydney
proposed to adjourn with the pistols to the long
drawing-room, which was the regular shooting-

gallery at Castle Dawson.
" Business before pleasure, my boy," said his

exemplary friend
;
"let us first step down to the

inn, pay Mr. Maguire a morning visit, and set-

tle our little account with him. He may, per-
haps, be anxious to return home."

"Very well/' said Spenser.

They put on their rough coats and water-

proof hats, and trudged down the miry grass-

grown avenue, Dawson pointing out every mo-

ment some improvement he was on the point of

making, a new approach to the house, a belt of

wood to be planted, an unsightly wall to be pull-
ed down, or masked with ivy.

They found Maguire on the tenter-hooks of

expectation, nervous and fidgety to an extreme.
He had been wondering for several hours that

he had not been summoned to the castle, and
had his receipt ready drawn on the proper
stamp, only leaving blanks for the date and his

own signature. He thought the happy moment
would never come when he should receive the

long-pending arrears
;
and when he descried

Dawson and Sydney approaching, he would
have jumped for joy, only that he was so old

and rheumatic.

"Good-morning to you, Mr. Maguire," said

Dawson, in his loud, hearty way, grasping the

proctor by the hand.

"Good-morrow, Randy," said Sydney.
"Good-morrow kindly to your honors both,"

said Maguire, consolidating his acknowledg-
ments.

"
Well, Maguire, have you any objection to

receive a little money, this morning?" asked

Dawson, with a wink at Sydney.
"
No, your honor, nor never had," said Randy,

with his little laugh.
"Let us to business, then," said Dawson.

Maguire led the way up to the little dormi-

tory, where he had the small deal table (scrupu-

lously washed that morning by his niece) in

readiness, with all things needful for the trans-

action of business. It scarcely occupied five

minutes, but there may be enormous bliss as

well as enormous suffering in five minutes.

First, down on the table in golden concert

chinked six and thirty sovereigns, looking red

and almost hot from the mint : had the gold
been made into an instrument of music, and had
a seraph played on it, the harmony would not

have been so sweet to the ear of Maguire. After

the chime of the precious metal came the crack-

ling of forty pounds in crisp and maiden paper
of the Bank of Ireland, and it would have been
hard to determine whether the chink of the bul-

lion, or the sound of the notes were the more
melodious. Every passion has its music

;
love

the lute, glory the trumpet, avarice the ringing
of coin and the rustle of precious paper. Had
Dawson been an Orpheus or a Mozart, he could

not have so ravished the ear of old Randy Ma-

guire.
" When do you return, Randy ?" asked young

Spenser, as he was leaving the room.

"This afternoon, if the weather takes up,"

replied Randy,
" but in the course of to-morrow

at all events."

"Perhaps we may travel together again,"
said Sydney ;

but Dawson put his veto on that

proposition in the most positive manner, not

without more than one very unnecessary allusion

to the other world, and a certain warm prov-
ince of it.

Well, if business put pleasure down in the

morning, the latter, en revanche, engrossed the

rest of the day all to itself. As to Dawson, ho

seemed almost delirious with excitement. His

spirits almost crushed Sydney's. The fire-

screens were riddled with pistol-bullets ; they

played cards and backgammon; they sparred,

they leaped, they lunched, and Dawson took a
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good deal of wine at luncheon. Then, for about

half-an-hour, Dawson disappeared, and Sydney
occupied himself in the interval with trying on
various articles of Dawson's gay and miscella-

neous wardrobe. When Dawson re-appeared,

they had a bout of fencing, after which they
smoked a couple of cigars each; then Sydney
shot at a rook on a Scotch fir from one of the

Earlor
windows, with his friend's rifle, and

ightened the solitary bird without hurting him,
and then it was near dinner.

A dismal day it was out of doors, and little

less bleak within. The rain fell with a melan-

choly pertinacity, only checked by the sweeping
wind. Nothing was visible from the windows
of Sydney's room but a wilderness of brown
heath and a waste of surly waters. The waves
howled sorrowfully along the craggy beach,
and thundered in its wave-worn hollows, some
of which, from the closeness of the roar, seemed
to undermine the house itself. The only ques-
tion was, whether the sights or the sounds were
the most hideous at Castle Dawson. The even-

ing, however, would probably have passed heav-

ily enough, had it been like the preceding one,
a tete-a-tete, or a tcat-a-tcat, as Mr. Dawson

pronounced it. But the dejected artist re-ap-

peared at dinner, and Dawson's agent and man
of business, as he called him, a certain Mr.

Sharkey, a "
special attorney, well known in

his profession, arrived unexpectedly from Dub-
lin. This made a pretty quartette; and after

dining, and much smoking and punch-drinking,
cards were proposed again, and the game was
whist.

At first, Dawson and Mr. Sharkey would only

play for amusement, but at Sydney's instance

(though he knew almost nothing of the game)
they commenced playing sixpenny points. The
second rubber the points were shillings. It

ended (nobody remembered at whose sugges-
tion) in playing for crowns, and at one o'clock

in the morning Sydney rose, having won up-
ward of ten pounds from the pretended artist.

Then there was another fiery supper; more

grilled bones, more cigars, more punch; much

slang, cock-pit anecdote, and profane swearing.
The attorney punned, and repeated his own

waggeries at sessions; Dawson vapored about

public spirit ; Sydney sang bad songs and mim-
icked good men

;
and the artist showed a mar-

velous knowledge of low London life, as if he

was the Hogarth of Bethnal-green, or the Wilkie

of St. Giles's. Then more cigars, more punch,
and to bed without family prayers.

So ended the second day of Sydney's visit.

The third was a broken one, for Dawson and

Sharkey were called away by sudden business

to the county town
; Sydney proposed to accom-

pany them; and, as they rode through the vil-

lage, they found Randy Maguire mounting his

little brown hack at the inn-door, to wend his

lonely way back to Redcross, full of apprehen-
sions and presentiments of danger; and, in point
of fact, although he did his best to argue himself

out of his fears, there was only too much ground
for entertaining them. At an early hour that

morning he had observed two men, whose ap-

pearance he disliked, taking the same road he

had himself to travel; one of them bore a stron

resemblance to his acquaintance of the previous

evening, which made him feel exceedingly un-

comfortable, notwithstanding his knowledge that

was a person in Dawson's service.

Dawson and Sydney wished the poor little

collector a good morning and a safe home, as

they passed him, which he returned with such a
mournful benediction, and so wistful a look at

young Spenser, that the latter could not refrain

rom lingering a moment behind, to cheer up the
old man, and to express his regret that it was
not in his poXver to ride home with him, which
le well knew was what Maguire wanted.

"
It's only bekase I have so much money about

me, Master Sydney," he said, in a very low

voice, as if afraid that the very pony should hear
the word that had such magic in it.

Sydney had a misgiving that it was wrong to

leave the proctor to travel alone under such cir-

cumstances, but he had promised to accompany
Dawson, so he contented himself with again
guaranteeing the perfect safety of the route, and
rode forward after his friend. Dawson and

Sharkey were both very unsociable; Dawson
neither talked himself, nor seemed to wish Syd-

ney to talk to him
;
he was moody, and seemed

to be brooding on some painful and harassing
subject. Sydney good-naturedly thought it was,

perhaps, the general state of the country that

was disturbing him
;
or that he was pondering

deeply on the responsibilities of a member of

parliament. At length, however, it occurred to

him that it was just possible Dawson might have

private business to transact at the place he was

going to, and that he would prefer proceeding
there unaccompanied by him

; so, after about

two hours' ride, without the exchange of as

many sentences, Sydney pleaded the continuance

of a head-ache, with which he had set out, and
said he would return to Castle Dawson. Dud-

ley made no opposition, and they separated ;
but

Sydney changed his mind on gaining the village,

bethought himself of poor Maguire whom he
had before deserted, and not questioning but

that he would overtake him in the course of the

day, instead of going back to his friend's dreary

house, he turned his horse's head toward Red-

cross, and was soon in the heart of the moun-
tains. He might easily have overtaken the

tardy, ill-mounted old proctor, but his horse lost

a shoe, so that he was under the necessity of

performing the greater part of the journey on

foot.

At one moment he was almost on the point of

resuming his original intention, for on putting
his hand into the pocket where he kept the case

of pistols which he had lately been displaying to

Maguire he found only one of them in its place.
This surprised and vexed him, and he would

certainly have returned in search of the missing
one had his steed been in traveling order,

As it was, he proceeded on his way homeward,
soon forgetting his loss, and awakening the

echoes of the lonely brown mountains with

"
Bryan O'Linn had no breeches to wear,
So he bought him a sheepskin, and made him a pair,

With the skinny side out, and the woolly side in,

The warmer for that, said Bryan O'Linn."

But now and then he puzzled himself, think-

ing how the pistol could have been abstracted

from the pocket, and repeatedly during that long

solitary ride did he recollect, with unpleasant

feelings, the faces he had seen under his friend's

roofj and even at his table.
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CHAPTER XVI.

NOCTURNAL DOINGS.

"
Light thickens ;

and the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood :

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ;

While night's black agents to their prey do rouse."
MACBETH.

IT is necessary now that the reader should be

informed of the things which were done in Daw-
son's house on the first night of Sydney Spen-
ser's visit while he slumbered as deep as a

watchman of the old municipal regime, under

the combined influence of the mountain air and

the mountain dew. We need scarcely say that

neither was Mr. Thomson an artist, or the gen.
tleman called Major Lamb a surveyor or val-

uator. They were profligate acquaintances and
instruments of Master Dudley's; and they were
now at Castle Dawson for a special purpose, not

unconnected with the proceedings in chancery,
but one which the chancellor would have by no
means approved, had an opportunity been af-

forded him of giving his judgment upon it.

We must premise that the Dawson property
(originally a large one) had been created by
Dudley's great-grandfather, in a manner not

very uncommon at the period, namely, by a ca-

reer of successful smuggling, for which the wild-

ness of the coast, and the close proximity of the

house to it, afforded every conceivable facility.

Such, at least, was the popular belief in the

country, and the story was heightened as usual
with circumstances of a still more daring and
criminal nature

;
some people going so far as to

say that frauds upon the excise were only one
source of profit to the founder of the family, who
would sometimes evince his hospitality to mer-
chantmen by inviting them on shore, almost un-

der his own windows, with lights put up ex-

pressly by himself, and with no expense to the

public, at places where the Trinity Board had

neglected to erect them. However, all sudden-

ly-raised fortunes are obnoxious to some scandal
or another of this kind; certain it was, that in

the space of a few years, old Mr. Dawson, from
a poor became a very rich man

;
and the glitter

of wealth, according to custom, soon blinded

people's eyes to the means by which it was
amassed, and enabled its possessor to take a

place in society commensurate with his fortune.

He purchased land, and with the proprietorship
sf acres, assumed the air of state and import-
ance which acres alone bestow

; money, once

made, did every thing for him; he married a

lady of good family, who added to his estate
;

he bought a seat in that notorious den of thieves,
the Irish House of Commons, which some pleas-
ant politicians are so eager to re-establish

;
he

even discovered that his own family was an an-
cient and distinguished one, and spent a few
thousand pounds in collecting at sales and auc-
tions in both countries a gallery of portraits

(some by eminent painters), which served as well
to represent his grandfathers and grandmothers,
as if they had been painted expressly to com-
memorate their features.

The story ran that this enterprising gentle-
man selected his grandfathers by their noses

;

and whenever he saw or heard of a portrait with
what was called "the Dawson nose," which was
somewhat cocked up like himself, he purchased,
or gave an order to have it secured for him

j
and

when the picture reached Castle Dawson, it was

styled an admiral, a general, an embassador, or

a lord mayor, according to the costume in which
the figure chanced to be dressed. There were
some busts, too, among the family memorials
thus oddly collected; and among the number
were two which (if you believed your own eyes
as well as Mr. Dawson's account of them) es-

tablished, beyond a doubt, that not only was
Mirabeau one of the family, but that it traced its

origin and nose to Socrates himself.

The majority of pictures in the Dawson gal-

lery were, as may be imagined, of an order of
art not much above sign painting ;

but there
were some portraits of more value than was
generally suspected : there were two Vandykes,
two Lelys, one by Reynolds, and another sup-
posed to be a Rembrandt. There was also a

group of characters by Rubens, including a

beauty of enormous development, who might
have better passed for Mrs. Woodward's great-

grandmother than Mr. Dawson's, only for the

decisive circumstance of the ncz retrousse. The
whole collection, however, wras soon to be

brought to the hammer, under an order of a
master in chancery, who, though an old master

himself, knew nothing about the old masters of

the pencil, and had given no particular direc-

tions for the valuation of the pictures by com-

petent judges, nor for their safe custody pre-
vious to the sale. Under these circumstances,
the idea had occurred to the fertile mind of Syd-
ney Spenser's friend, to turn to his own account
the valuable part of the gallery, substituting for

it a corresponding quantity of trash, picked up
at the old curiosity shops, at the rate of a guinea
a portrait. There was also an opportunity for

practicing the same little artifice with respect
to a few hundred pounds' worth of books, which
had been collected by his ancestor, merely on
the principle that a great house ought to have

something like a library, and that the books

ought, at all events, to be superbly bound. Ex-

pense had not been spared, so that the books
were not only in rich bindings (now indeed dam-

aged by damp and neglect), but some of them
rare copies of the works of standard authors

;

including, for example, a splendid quarto edi-

tion of Moliere, with finely-executed engravings,
which had cost forty guineas, and would now,
probably, produce a larger sum. The books to

be abstracted were, as well as the pictures, to

have their places supplied at a moderate cost
;

and the business which Dudley Dawson had just
now in hand, assisted by Messieurs Lamb and

Thomson, was to remove this property clan-

destinely from the house of his father, and trans-

port it to London, to be there disposed of with
the privacy suited to a transaction of so delicate

a nature.

No sooner had Dawson assured himself, by
applying his ear to the key-hole of Sydney's bed-

room door, that his young friend slept profound-

ly, than he proceeded, with a dim lamp in his

hand, to the apartment where his auxiliaries had

sequestered themselves, and rousing them from
their repose (for it is a mistake to think that

rogues don't sleep as well as honest men), sum-
moned them to the work of the night.

"Now, boys," he said, in a low, deep voice,
"silence and activity ! Follow me !"

The miscreants obeyed, shrugging their shoul-
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ders, and knocking against one another, and

against the furniture, the room was so gloomy,
for there was no light but from the one flicker-

ing lamp. Terry had nothing on but his shirt,

and his red plush breeches, and was scarcely
able to walk, from the effects of the kick he had
received from his mild young master in the early

part of the evening.

They crept through the passages, not making
half the noise which the wind did, whistling

through the chinks of the wainscots, and the

shattered panes of glass, and slamming distant

doors, with that particularly melancholy sound,
which writers of ghost stories make such good
use of. At the head of a staircase Dawson
paused a moment, and held the lamp up to two

pictures which hung there. One was the Rem-
brandt

;
it was expeditiously unfixed from the

wall by the major and Terry, when Dawson
took it out of their hands, and carried it down
stairs himself, for greater security. In the hall

were several of his cock-nosed ancestors, but
their descendant treated them with supreme
contempt, and passed on to the large dining-

parlor, which was not that where Sydney had
been entertained. In this room were the marble
busts already mentioned, and the rest of the pic-
tures of value

; they were taken down with mar-
velous celerity, and packed, with their frames,
in wooden cases which had been provided for

them, Dawson looking very sharp to protect the
faces of his pretended forefathers from being
scratched in the process. The room where the
books were was contiguous, and there also stood
several strong boxes made expressly to hold
those which had previously been selected for

embezzlement. The packing of the books oc-

cupied more time than the pictures : there were
in all four boxes full, and Dawson did this part
of the work almost exclusively himself, having
probably made himself acquainted with the

knack the booksellei-s have of packing daintily,
so as to prevent collision with Russia, or a brush
with Morocco. When he came to the splendid
edition of Moliere, he hesitated for an instant,
and then set it aside

;
his assistants concluded

that the book was of little worth, but the fact

was, that Dawson reserved it for a judicious

present to Mr. Spenser, to whose library he fan-

cied it would be a desirable addition.

The boxes required nailing, but that opera-
tion was postponed, out of consideration for

Sydney, whose sleep might have been disturbed

by it.

Now came the most trying part of the busi-

ness. Dawson and Lamb being the strongest
of the party, undertook the weighty porterage
of one of the boxes of books

;
Thomson and

Terry carried a case with the pictures ;
and

then it was that the peculiar subterraneous

contrivances of Castle Dawson were once more
turned to use, and in a manner quite in keeping
with their original destination. They were all

strong men, except Mr. Thomson, or they could

not have done what they did that night. Daw-
son and Lamb went foremost, with the lamp on

the top of the box, and having crossed the hall,

they descended a short stair-case which led to

the kitchens, and other apartments on the base-

ment story. Few people knew that there was

any lower excavation than this, save such as

rats or mice might have made to burrow in.

Lamb and Thomson fancied they were going U

deposit the booty in some of the ordinary vaults
or cellars with which all houses are provided;
and in fact it was at the wTine-cellar they first

halted with their loads.

Hoarse, protracted, and gradually increasing
sounds, accompanied with something like the

splash of waves, at stated intervals, upon a peb-
bly beach, were now mournfully audible. Daw-
son unlocked the door with a thick, short, rusty
key. The mournful noise, and the sullen splash,
became more distinct.

It was a spacious, desolate vault, with a mul-
titude of compartments ;

the most of them were

quite vacant
;
the pleasant, profligate fellows,

and jovial jobbers of fifty years since had drunk
them dry; only a few bins wTere partially

stocked, and but one could be said to be well
furnished with wine. The wine, however, was
not the present object. The boxes were set

down
;
Dawson scraped away with his feet the

thick coating of clay and saw-dust, with which
the floor was covered, and presently a trap-door
was disclosed to view. It was secured only by
a bolt, dnd when the bolt was drawn, the door

opened downward; you saw a ladder descend-

ing to unknown depths, and now were fully
satisfied that it was the sea itself whose dashing
immediately under your feet had for some time
been audible. When Thomson, who bore the

j

lamp, lowered it into the opening to examine
the rounds of the ladder, the light, faint as it

was, probed the obscurity of the cavern, and
was visibly reflected in flickering gleams, either

by the gushing tide itself, or the bright wet
shells and pebbles which the wT

ater, retiring
with a long-drawn sigh, left behind it.

Not much art, but a good deal of toil, had
been required to construct this secret communi-

!
cation with the ocean. A deep fissure in the

!

cliffs, broad enough to admit a small boat at the

time of high-water, had been extended by the

j

operation of blasting, so as form something like

j

a subterraneous canal, or the horizontal shaft of

a mine, terminating directly beneath the vault

where these lawless men were now peering
down into it.

Terry was sent down in advance, and scarce-

ly was the splash of his feet heard among the

wet shingles, when he raised a howl and an
!

execration, as if Cerberus had bitten him with

his three sets of fangs at once. It was not Cer-

berus, but a huge lobster, which had lost no
time in attacking the midnight invader of his

retreat. Terry's brogues were none of the
1

slightest, but the angry shell-fish cut one of

them clean through, and it was not until after

a battle of some minutes that the superior ani-

mal, howling and blaspheming all the time like

a demon, succeeded in extricating himself from

|

the inferior. Indeed, except that the element
was water and not fire, the entire scene was
infernal enough ;

below was the caitiff in red

plush struggling with the crustaceous mon-
ster

;
while over-head, straining their eye-balls

through the trap to see what was going on,
were the faces of Dawson and his knavish com-

panions ;
Dawson railing and cursing at his un-

lucky vassal, and menacing him with horse-

whips : Lamb witnessing Terry's tortures with
the mute and grim delight of an amateur execu-

tioner
;
and Thomson, with his unalterable look
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of sad and exhausted turpitude, perhaps the
most fiendish expression of all.

A boat was secured to a staple in the rock at
about an arm's length from the foot of the lad-
der. It was brought directly under the trap,
and the boxes were lowered with ropes into it,

Dawson and Lamb placing them so as to let

them slide down the latter, and Terry guiding
them below, until they were safely lodged in

the hull of the boat. Three tunes did these
sons of night go back and forward between the
cellar and the great dining-room, until all the
boxes and cases were thus mysteriously secret-

ed, preparatory to their being removed to anoth-
er receptacle known to Dawson, where they
were to be shipped off to England at a conven-
ient opportunity. At every return to the cellai,
the leader in this piece of midnight villainy
knocked off the neck of a bottle of wine with
the key of the cellar, to cheer and refresh his

comrades, who stood indeed much in want of

refreshment, for the job tried the sinews of the

party, if it did not sting their consciences. The
least guilty was Terry, for he acted merely as

a loyal retainer of the Dawson family, and had

nothing but kicks for his reward, and the cruel

squeeze which the fish gave him. Lamb and
Thomson were mercenary accomplices, and had
been brought over specially from London to as-

sist in this transaction
;
not that Dawson could

not have found lawless fellows like them nearer

home, but that he was already mixed up with
them in more than one dark affair, and did not

choose to extend unnecessarily the circle of his

vicious connections.

It was daylight, but a dim, drizzling morning,
when the business was finished, and the four

emerged from the basement-story, looking like

a low dissolute crew tumbling out of a tavern

in Bethnal-green, after a debauch and a boxing-
match. Lamb had cut his lip at his last draught
from the broken bottle, and his face was not only

begrimed with dust, but dabbled with blood, as

if he had been at a murder. Thomson and the

wretched Terry threw themselves on the naked

stone, and the latter was instantly asleep. Daw-
son crept up to the room where Sydney lay, and
assured himself that the seal of repose was still

unbroken on his eyelids. Then he descended,
and took Lamb aside into a villainous yard,
where an old hound was howling in a dilapidat-
ed kennel, to give him further directions re-

specting the embezzled property.
"
Very well, Mr. Dawson," said Lamb, after

Dawson had concluded, "all that shall be done;
and now let me tell you, that both Thomson and

myself are of opinion that this job is well worth
another hundred pounds."

"A hundred fiddlesticks," said Dawson
; "you

shall have what we agreed on not a farthing

less, and not a farthing more."
"We must have another hundred," rejoined

the major. We'll not sail for London without

the money."
"I wish you may get it," said Dawson, with

an irritated laugh. "Come, Lamb, I'll stand

no such nonsense; do your duty, and I'll do

mine
;
we ought to know one another well

enough by this time." Then he cursed the old

hound in the shed, venting on the brute the

rancorous feeling excited by his rapacious com-

panion.

"I know you well enough, Mr. Dawson."
" And I know you, Lamb ;

so no more balder
dash. We bargained for

fifty pounds and your
traveling expenses, and a bargain is a bargain."
The hound continued to whine, and the noise,

combined with the whistling of the wind and the

bellowing of the waves, made it difficult enough
to carry on a conversation. Dawson snatched,

up a branch of a tree that lay at his feet, and
flying at the dog, beat it savagely, in a kind of

parenthesis.
"
It's a bargain with only one side to it, from

this moment," said Lamb, looking diabolical.
So did Dawson after his barbarity to the old

dog, but he commanded his temper with the
human brute, and said, in a voice comparatively
soothing

"
Keep yourself cool, Lamb, and listen to me.

I could just as easily pay you ten thousand

pounds down at this moment, as the hundred

you talk of. The fifty for you is ready ; twenty
in hard cash, and my note of hand for the
remainder. It was no easy matter, under exist-

ing circumstances, to raise even the twenty ;

but it was a point of honor with me to settle

partly in cash for this night's job, so I raised the

money."
But Lamb was not mollified by this speech." And is it also a point of honor with you to

pay seventy-six pounds seven shillings and six-

pense to Mr. Maguire, the tithe-proctor, to-mor-
row morning ?" he asked, with a fiendish grin.
Dawson's face, red at all times, grew Crim-

son with surprise and rage ;
then it turned to a

livid purple, as he demanded what Lamb meant

by his question.
"I mean just what I say," replied the major.

" Is it a point of honor with you to pay a rascally

proctor, when you can't settle an honest account
with a friend ? that's a plain question, Mr.
Dawson."

" What the fiend is it to you," cried the other,
"what I pay Mr. Maguire or any body else, or

whether it is tithe or not?"
"Just this, Mr. Dudley Dawson that if

there's money for the parson, there's money for

hard-working men like us; ours is the prior
claim."

"We'll see." retorted Dawson, fiercely and

doggedly.
" We will," echoed Lamb, in the same deter-

mined way.
" If another guinea would save you and that

consumptive varlet snoring in the hall from

Tyburn, or a worse place, you should not have

it from me," cried Dawson.
Lamb was silent for one moment it was a

moment of rapid, deep, and atrocious meditation.

"Mark what I say," he said, in a hoarse,

resolute growl, approaching his companion as

he spoke, and thrusting his ill-iavorcd and

bleeding face close to his ear,
"

if we don't get

something handsome oqt of you, we'll manage
to get it out of Mr. Maguire."
Dawson regarded him with an eye of fierce

scrutiny, and demanded what he meant.

"Coax it out of him," said Lamb, with his

atrocious smile
;
and then added, in a whisper

between his teeth,
"

it wouldn't be a much
worse job than we have just been doing, Mr.

Dawson."
Dawson's countenance assumed an expression
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difficult to understand. It was not approval of

Lamb's suggestion, and still less was it horror

at it. Perhaps he thought it not worth an
observation. However, no more was said.

Lamb seemed to abandon his attempt to extort

more money from his employer, who seemed,
upon his side, glad to have the conference over

j

and indeed they both wanted some repose after

such an extraordinary amount of physical exer
tion.

BOOK IV.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE FLOOD.

' There is sure another flood toward, and
This couple is coming to the ark."

As You LIKE IT

RETURN we now to the parsonage, which we
left with a hurricane blowing, but with very
little idea that it was destined to blow one of the

rector's daughters a husband. It is pleasant to

go back to the haunts of civilisation after passing
a couple of days at Castle Dawson, and it is

agreeable also to mix the proceedings of grim
ill-favored men with the doidgs of women like

Arabella and Elizabeth Sper.se/.
We have mentioned the rudely constructed

wooden bridge across the upper and narrow

part of the estuary, at a distance of some two or

three miles from the residence of the Sponsors.
For ordinarily rough weather this structure was

sufficiently firm
;
but it proved unequal to with-

stand the violence of the storm that now raged,
with an additional strain of an enormously in-

creased volume of water, partly produced by
three days' incessant rain in the mountains,

partly by the influx from the ocean under the

action of a furious west wind. About five o'clock

in the afternoon, on the third day of the storm,
the bridge gave way, and in a very few minutes
scarce a plank remained to show where it had
once stood.

The shooting-lodge of Mr. Spenser's friend,
Lord Bonham, was situated about five miles to

the north of the parsonage, in the heart of the

mountains, an extremely beautiful wild spot, to

which the Sponsors sometimes made excursions
and pic-nic parties with the Woodwards and
other neighbors. There was, at the time we
speak of, but one practicable and that a very
circuitous route, between the lodge and the

village of Redcross, and this depended upon the

wooden bridge, and was totally interrupted by
its destruction. Two gentlemen, one well
mounted and attended by a servant, with a good
horse under him likewise, the other riding a
stout black pony (one of the same breed as

Mr. Woodward's), were the first to discover, to

their extreme inconvenience and distress, the

havoc occasioned by the flood. The party was

coming from the lodge, and proceeding south-

ward, intending to dine at a house in the neigh-
oorhood of Redcross, and remain there until the

weather should clear up. They had had a long,

rough ride, and had been comforting themselves
for the last half hour by talking of the good
table, and the excellent bottle of wine, they
expected at the house where they proposed to

bait for the evening. The rider of the black

pony was Lord Bonham's agent, a fat, short,

round, red-faced, fidgety little man, with a
white hat, a heavy brown coat, and a shawl like

a woman's wrapped round his throat, burying
half of his amusing physiognomy. He looked,
however (as far as the play of his features was
visible), excessively agitated and dismayed, on

reaching the place where the bridge, to his

personal knowledge, had stood only the day
before. Surprise seemed to have deprived him
of the power of speech, but his companion (a
tall man, under thirty, with a showy figure, and

gentleman-like appearance, though his air was
a little arrogant), exclaimed in a dry, high-
pitched voice

"
I say, Trundle, whore's the bridge ? I see

no bridge, Trundle."
"Nor I, Colonel Dabzac," replied the gentle-

man addressed, looking comically dismal, and

gazing ruefully on the surging and triumphing
waters, "all I know is that it was there at six

o'clock yesterday, or we should not be on this

side now; it's an extremely ugly business, that
I can tell you, colonel."

"What's to be done? that's the question.

Trundle, you know the country I don't are

you sure we are at the right point ? Is there
another road ?"

" No road that I am acquainted with but this

no other road to Redcross."
"We must swim for it, I suppose," said the

colonel.

"One thing is certain," said the other, "we
shall not reach our friends in time for dinner, to-

day; I doubt, indeed, if we shall dine at all,

without returning to the lodge."
"Which I positively won't do, Mr. Trundle."
"
Then, colonel, we have no alternative but

to turn to the right and go to Mr. Spenser's."" That Whig parson !" the reader will

excuse us for not recording the epithet used by
the colonel.

" Then we must either go back all the way
to Bonham Lodge, or stay here all night. The
parson has got two handsome daughters, I can
tell you that, colonel."

" Has he a good cook ? that's more to the

point," replied the other; "however, any port
in a storm en avant, Mr. Trundle

;
it's getting

[ate
;
we had better ride hard, or we'll come in

for the cold shoulder."

Without waiting for a reply, the colonel set

off at a fast trot, and the pony that Trundle
rode did its best to go at the same pace, very
much to the grievance of his pursy rider, who
lad not been so long on horseback for several^'

years, and was already uncomfortable enough
.n his saddle, beside being very embarrassed by
a huge roll he was carrying, like a map or

survey ; and, in point of fact, it was one. Fain
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dislike, the high Tory magnates of Ulster, who,
at the period of our story, had r.ot had their

crests lowered by the repeated victories of the

demagogue, and the triumphs of the popular
cause. Such social prejudices, sometimes even

amounting to antipathies, were prevalent in

Ireland at the time we speak of; they were the

growth of laws and systems which, with a few

exceptions, have been wisely abandoned, and
were themselves irresistible arguments for the

abandonment of them.
Mr. Spenser, indeed, had not much reason to

be pleased with either of the gentlemen who
took refuge under his roof that tempestuous
evening. Mr. Trundle, though not formidable

his p 'e before long, owing to the steepness in the way the colonel was, was, perhaps, the

and IL. ugliness of the road, if road it might be more formidable of the two. The little round
called. This enabled Trundle, or rather the red-faced man was one of the numerous trouble-

would he have remonstrated with his hardier

comrade, but the blustering wind, which blew

right in his teeth, took away his breath, or pre-
vented the complaints which he tried to gasp
forth, from reaching the colonel's ear. It was
all in vain to pull in the obstinate pony; poor

Trundle, sadly embarrassed by his enormous

map, tugged hard at the reins to restrain a

speed so adverse to his personal ease, but the

beast had the spirit of competition which the

man wanted, and seemed perfectly to understand

the gestures of Dabzac, who looked back over

his shoulder at intervals to see that his friend

was not losing ground.
Tin colonel, however, was obliged to slacken

ny, to rejoin him; and then it was highly

diverting to observe the little round man's phys'-

iognomy, as he received the compliments of his

companion upon his admirable seat (the sorest

subject Dabzac could have hit on), and the

merits of an animal, whose only demerit in the

eyes of his owner was the stubborn speed at

which he insisted on going. The pause was
but momentary ;

the road grew level again, and
the colonel, intent on his dinner, pushed for-

ward, the pony again accepting the challenge,
and Mr. Trundle in vain endeavoring to call

attention to the beauties of the stormy sunset,
and its effects upon the ruins of the Black

Castle, at which they were now arrived. No
man living cared less for sunsets, or ruins, or

any thing picturesque and romantic than he

did
;
but he thought to induce his impetuous

friend to slacken his pace a little, either not

knowing or not reflecting that Dabzac was

quite as little sensitive to the charms of scenery
as he was himself.

Arabella and Elizabeth Spenser were stand-

ing at a window in the library, contemplating
the weather-beaten shrubs and down-trod roses,

when the two horsemen, such contrasts in all

respects, came trotting up to the

drenched with rain, an
~ "

various soils of the country, so that an agricul-
tural chemist could have inferred the rural

produce of Donegal from an observation of the

state of their boots. Such arrivals create a

lively sensation at quiet glebe houses, particu-

larly in such dreary weather. The person of

the colonel was not unknown to Arabella, for

she remembered having once danced with him
at a country ball. Both girls, however, recog-
nized Mr. Trundle instantly, even under the

cumbrous disguise of his huge brown coat, and
the cotton shawl that enveloped his face. A
groan escaped from Elizabeth, which of itself

was sufficient to intimate that a more agreeable

guest could easily have presented himself. One
likes to hear a pretty woman groan, when it is

not the expression of actual pain or misery.
Elizabeth Spenser groaned charmingly. Why
she groaned now will appear very shortly.
Mr. Spenser, who was sitting with his wife,

recognized Dabzac directly he saw him, and
there were not many men in Ireland whom he
wrould not have more willingly received into his

house, for Dabzac belonged to a class for whom,
both socially and politically, the rector, having

ig up to the parsonage,
d bespattered with all the

per-

,
had

some, self-opinionated, but well-meaning
sonages, who at the period of our story
their heads stuffed with projects of all kinds for

the improvement of Ireland, and could talk of

nothing but the crotchet uppermost at the mo-

ment, utterly disregarding fitness of time or

place, or the tastes and temper of the company
Now it was the reclaiming of bogs ;

now the

draining of lakes
;
now mines

;
now canals

;
now

a scheme of colonization; "every thing in turn
and nothing long ;" but the plan of the moment
was always, of course, the only plan to save the

country. As to Mr. Trundle, he had only just
abandoned a desperate undertaking against the

great bog of Allen, and was now enthusiastically

engaged in a terrible design against Loch Foyle
and Loch Swilly; mad on the subject himself,
and driving every body mad who had the mis-
fortune to encounter him.
The reader will now easily comprehend why

Elizabeth Spenser groaned when she saw this

gentleman approach the parsonage, with the

huge roll in his hand, of which she guessed the
nature only too correctly. The groan, indeed,
was more on her father's account than her own.
The never-failing placidity and benevolence of

Mr. Spenser particularly exposed him to bores
of every kind, juet as a jar of honey attracts

wasps, or a sugar bowl on a sunny breakfast-

table gathers all the buzzing and droning things
in the room about it.

Mr. Trundle introduced his friend the colonel,

and Mr. Spenser and his daughters received

them with a gracious hospitality which made
Dabzac instantly feel that he was the guest of

people of refinement, whether of the right sort

or not. The colonel's servant had carried a

small portmanteau, containing a change of

clothes and a dressing-case, but the agent \vas

utterly unprovided, so that Mr. Spenser had to

accommodate him with one of his own black

suits, in which, when he re-appeared in the

drawing-room, he cut a singular figure ;
the

skirts of the coat sweeping the floor, while the

tightness of the body gave it almost the strin-

gency of a straight waistcoat, an article of dress

(by the way) which many thought that Mr.
Trundle should have been provided with long

ago. While Colonel Dabzac was indulging a
sort of dull, dry facetiousness he had, at the ex-

pense of his traveling companion, dinner was
announced

;
and then the struggles and fidget-

ings of the little agent, in the act of presenting

strong Whig prejudices, entertained a decideB his arm to Elizabeth, were so ludicrous that It
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was with no small difficulty she concealed from
him how much he amused her.

CHAPTER XVIII.

IMPROVEMENT OF IRELAND.

"
Dogberry. Truly, for mine own part, if I were as

tedious as a king, I could find in my heart to bestow it all

on your worship.
" Leonato. All thy tediousness on me ! ha !

"
Dogb. Yea, an 'twere a thousand times more than

ft is."

MUCH ADO ABOTTT NOTHING.

IT was a momentous occurrence in the lives

of both Miss Spenser and Colonel Dabzac, the

carrying away of that wooden bridge. The
colonel was too busy, however, losing his appe-
tite to lose his heart that day to any lady in the

land. But Arabella from the first (although,

perhaps, nobody noticed it), regarded him with
an eye of favor ; and it was not for Mr. Trundle
that she came down to dinner, dressed with
more than usual care and elegance. She liked

his height, his whiskers, his name, his fortune;
she had no objection either to his pomposity or

his politics ;
and of all things, she liked his title

of colonel.

However, he was a colonel little more than

nominally, or figuratively, for he was not an
officer in the king's army, but only a lieutenant-

colonel in the Londonderry militia, a corps
which he had never seen, and which had prob-
ably only an existence on paper, just enough to

allow some twenty or thirty country gentlemen
to give themselves ridiculous martial airs, and

swagger in scarlet coats at a Lord-Lieutenant's

As to Arabella, she was just the girl to cap-
tivate a man like Dabzac, whose heart, like her

own, was a mere animal organ : whose tastes,
like hers, were intrinsically vulgar ;

and whose

eye, like hers also, was one of those that are

fascinated more by an epaulette, or a livery
than by the most glorious prospect in nature.

Miss Spenser, indeed, possessed every charm
that could make a woman attractive to an unin-

tellectual, unsentimental man. There was, in

fact, only one thing against her she was the

daughter of a Whig parson !

Mr. Spenser was a Whig, and a zealous one
;

but his politics and his profession were kept
totally apart. He never attended political meet-

ings, and scrupulously abstained from the remot-
est reference to political events, questions, or

principles, either in his sermons, or in his pas-
toral intercourse with his parishioners ;

but he
was not without the natural wish to propagate
his opinions, and he did so quietly with his pen,
sometimes in a pamphlet, sometimes in the

Edinburgh Review, or some other liberal period-
ical. These productions, of course, were anony-
mous, but known to be his in the literary and

political circles. Occasionally, however, he
amused himself with essay-writing upon lighter

subjects, and his desk contained many pleasant
papers, or fragments of papers, which he would
now and then read for the entertainment of his

daughters, or a few of his friends. As to al-

lowing politics to interfere with the kindly rela-

tions of private life, it was utterly foreign to

Mr. Spenser's character
;
and the best proof of

this was the fact, that his curate and brother-

in-law, Mr. Woodward, was the most resolute

anti-Catholic in all Ireland, the most redoubted

champion of Protestant ascendency in church
and state, and yet they lived (for it was equally
creditable to both) on terms of the most cordial

and brotherly affection, having a good-humored
battle occasionally about Mr. 0' Council's pro-

ceedings, or one of Lord Plunket's speeches, but
the same hearty good friends after the engage-
ment as before it. Still, there were certain people
who would not or could not differ temperately
and politely with a man of the rector's liberal

views people who asserted what they called

their Protestant principles in an intolerant,

domineering way, that was most offensive to

Mr. Spenser ;
and the Dabzae family, and their

connections, were of the number. When he
met these people in society, he studiously avoid-

ed collision with their prejudices ;
he knew how

useless it is to reason with passion and self-

interest, and he never attempted it
,
but he had

no objection to argue a little with a man like

Woodward, who, though a bigot on a few points,
was a bluff, conscientious, and most good-na-
tured one.

Probably Dabzac expected that the Whig
parson would talk nothing but Whiggery all

day long ;
if so, he was agreeably disappointed,

for Mr. Spenser never once quoted the Edin-

burgh Review^ or mentioned the name of Charles
James Fox

; nay more, Dabzac might have
been under his roof for a month, and never have
heard a syllable from him upon any of those

subjects, or upon politics at all, except in the

most general way, or respecting some point

upon which politicians of all creeds were pretty

nearly of the same opinion ;
and even in such a

case, lightly and almost playfully, without the

least approach to vehemence or argumentation.
Then, bad as Mr. Spenser's Whiggery may
have been, his wine was good, and Colonel

Dabzac was enough of a liberal to drink and

enjoy a bottle of old claret, although bought
from a Catholic wine-merchant, besides being
the produce of a Catholic country.

But, indeed, as to that day's onversation,
neither Mr. Spenser nor Cojonel Dabzac had
much share in it, for the ardent Mr. Trundle,
albeit not very easy after his ride, and any
thing but comfortable in the rector's coat, soon

engrossed all the talk to himself; and, of course,
his theme was the improvement of Ireland, for

he had only the one arrow in his quiver. Mr.
Trundle was the most zealous, indefatigable,
benevolent busy-body in the world

;
as in shape

he was not unlike a humming top, so the tone

of his voice was not unlike the sound of that

monotonous toy, when it spins on the nursery-
floor. Before he finished his soup, the "hideous
hum" commenced

;
it was all about a meeting,

ever so great, that was to be held somewhere
the following week, for the purpose of consider-

ing his magnificent scheme for a ship-canal be-

tween Loch Foyle and Loch Swilly, as the basis

of a wonderful system of inland navigation, ab-

solutely essential to the prosperity of Ireland f

indeed the only chance she had of escaping
"
everlasting redemption," as Dogberry says.
"I must prevail on you," he said, in a tone

of voice amusingly insinuating, with occasionally
a forcible-feeble emphasis on his words, "to sign
our monster petition, at all events, Mr. Spenser,
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and our address to the Crown the most import-
ant document that was ever drawn up in Ire-

land I drew it up myself strong but moderate

I am always for moderation, but I speak out

all we want from the government is thirty mil-

lions sterling we don't ask more, and we won't

take one farthing less. And I must have the

ladies, too. I can't do without the ladies. The
ladies must join us. A long pull, a strong pull,

and a pull altogether, as I said the other day in

Deny I did, indeed, Miss Spenser."
Elizabeth endeavored to express, by her looks,

her admiration of Mr. Trundle's eloquence at

Deny ; encouraged by the smile, the humming-
top instantly resumed.

"It will bring back our absentees it will

give employment to two millions of our poor suf-

fering countrymen nothing else will ever do it.

I don't want organic changes. I don't want
revolution I told them so at Derry. I only
want thirty millions sterling, for the improve-
ment of our inland navigation. Now, Mr. Spen-

ser, won't you support me ?"

"Thirty millions is a great deal of money,"
said Mr. Spenser, very much at a loss what to

reply.
" A mere trifle. What signifies thirty mil-

lions, or sixty, to the British Treasury ? And
so I took leave to tell the Chancellor of the Ex-

chequer in a letter I addressed to him last year,
to get a little assistance for our General-Lake-

Drainage Company. I want the nobility and

gentry of Ireland to put their heads together and

get something for my unhappy country. Is that

unreasonable, Mr. Spenser ?"
"

I would rather see them put their hands to-

gether and do something for her," said Mr. Spen-

ser, very quietly.
" We are too poor to do any thing for our-

selves; we must get the sinews of war from
John Bull

;
we must get the thirty millions.

Only give me the thirty millions," persisted Mr.

Trundle, as persuasively as if Mr. Spenser had

the money in his pocket for him at the mo-
ment.

"Irish independence would do much more for

the country than English money," said Mr. Spen-
ser, but said it to himself he was afraid to ut-

ter so bold a proposition above his breath, for

fear of exciting Dabzac, who was a fair repre-
sentative of that class of Irish landlords, who
only "put their heads together" to devise the

means of evading their duties, and only use their

hands to dip them into English pockets.
How charmingly the remainder of the evening

passed, we leave the reader to conceive. Miss

Spenser, indeed, and Colonel Dabzac seemed to

have some agreeable chat; but the rector and
his second daughter had not one moment's res-

pite from Mr. Trundle, and his thousand and
one projects canals, bogs, fisheries, colonies,
and small-loan funds

; quotations from his letters

and pamphlets ;
abstracts of his speeches, peti-

tions, and correspondence with London and Dub-
lin officials

;
for he was the plague alike of the

Treasury in London and the Castle in Dublin,
and had made more than one Irish Secretary
think seriously of resigning his office.

Providentially at length the colonel, being
very much fatigued, gave unequivocal symp-
toms of somnolency, so that Mr. Spenser had
an opportunity of suggesting an early move

bed-wards, which according took place, after

an exchange of the usual drowsy civilities.
"
Oh, papa," cried Elizabeth, when her father

returned to the drawing-room, after having con-

ducted his guests to their chambers,
" what will

become of us, if the weather does not soon

mend ? My poor papa ! and you to preach on

Sunday !"
" The bridge ought to have stood just ten

minutes longer," said Mr. Spenser, with Chris-

tian resignation.
The girls kissed their father and retired;

Elizabeth meditating how to take the whole

weight of Mr. Trundle on her own shoulders the

next day, or at least diminish the burden to her

father as much as possible. As the girls pass-
ed the little round agent's door, they distinctly
heard him humming to himself about Loch

Swilly, for want of somebody else to hum to.

It was (as Mr. Spenser observed the next day)
a capital illustration of that bitter curse of Ther-

sites
"
Thyself upon thyself!"

CHAPTER XIX.

THE ROBBERY.

" Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field."

OTHELLO.

Ax eleven o'clock that night the parsonage
was profoundly still, all its inmates (except

Lucy and Rebecca, still reading "Clarissa")
either sleeping or retired to their beds, and

courting repose, if not enjoying it. The gale
was abated, but the rain came down in only
more impetuous torrents. Half an hour later,

Mr. Spenser, who was a light sleeper (probably

having been cured by his wife of the habit of

deep slumber), was awakened by sounds very
unusual at such an hour the tramping of horses'

, feet, human voices, and then the sharp ringing
of a bell. His first idea was, that this untimely
hubbub was occasioned by the return of his son,

I

and under this impression he made no move-

ment to rise. The domestics had evidently been

roused, for he could distinguish the unlocking
and unbolting of the house-door, and instantly

afterward heard the same voices again, but

j

louder and more distinct. In a few seconds

there was a quick step on the stairs, and a tap
'

at the door of his bed-room. He jumped up,
and found a half-dressed servant with a lantern,

! who, in a state of excitement, with a counte-

I nance pale with alarm, informed him that the

|

arrivals were Mr. Woodward and Mr. Maguire,
the tithe-proctor, and that the latter had been

robbed and half-murdered.

With an exclamation of astonishment and hor-

ror, Mr. Spenser threw on his dressing-gown,
and rushed down stairs, where he found that

I
part of the story wa only too true

;
the worst

part, however, being happily so much exagger-

ated, that there was the little old man himself

to tell his tale, only not yet recovered enough
from his fright to relate his adventures very cor-

rectly. However, there he was, to vouch for the

fact of his having been robbed
;
and there was

the athletic curate at his side, to verify the state-

ment. Both were in a melancholy pickle, be-

tween rain and mire, though only the proctor
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had sustained any personal injury, and that was

nothing affecting life or limb.

Maguire had been attacked by footpads, and
the scene of the outrage had been the Black

Castle, the spot which he had so often in his life

passed in safety, but never without some appre-
hension or presentiment of danger. There it

was that Randy Maguire, returning from Castle

Dawson, and urging his little hack as fast as he
could make it trot, past a locality so black and

ominous, was set upon, flung from his saddle,
rolled upon the road, and robbed of the old

black-leather pocket-book, containing all his

bank-notes, and also of the little bag in which
he had bestowed the thirty new sovereigns in

which Mr. Dawson had paid him part of the ar-

rears. This was nearly all Maguire knew about
the matter

;
the state of his clothes bore unques-

tionable testimony to a liberal rolling in the loose

yellow soil of the country, but a scratch on the

temple, with one or two not very serious bruises

on the ribs, wrere the extent of his bodily dama-

ges. Oddly enough, his nose escaped scot free,

though it seemed to project from his face, as it

were, expressly to bear the brunt of whatever
blows or damages were going. We have now
to explain how the curate came to be involved

in the events of a night, which in the regular
course of events, he ought to have passed in his

own house like a peaceable man and a good
husband. He had been in the hills during the

morning, on an expedition of charity, half pas-
toral, half medical, to visit the mother of one of

his servants, an aged widow, who had been suf-

fering with a rheumatism almost as old as her-

self. To gain the spot in the mountains where
the poor woman lived, he had been obliged to

cross the wooden bridge, which he reckoned

upon regaining at about five o'clock
;
and from

thence a short hour, with those seven-leagued
boots of his, would bring him to the " dulce do-

mum." He arrived at the bridge, or rather the

place where the bridge w
ras not, about half an

hour later than Colonel Dabzac and Mr. Trun-

dle, and found himself, of course, in exactly the

same perplexity. He must either- return to the

parsonage, abandoning the notion of reaching
home that night, or try a shallow place higher
up, which Mr. Trundle had not thought of, and
which might chance to be still passable without
much hazard, as enormous blocks of stone had
been placed there for such travelers on foot as

were nimble enough to jump over the ugly
watery chasms between them. His homeward
yearnings, always vigorous, made him choose
the latter course, but when he gained the point
where he hoped to cross, not a stone was to be
seen

;
the water swelled and roared over the

highest and hugest of the blocks, leaving him no
alternative but to direct his steps (now not quite
so brisk as before) all the weary way to the

house of his brother-in-law. It was indeed a
severe march in such rain, accoutered so heavily
as he was, with a club like that of his name-

sake, and a coat probably as ponderous as the

skin of the Nemean lion. But the greatest

weight was the weight on his mind, thinking
what Carry wrould be suffering. The watery
moon yielded a dim and uncertain light, but the

curate, accustomed to nocturnal walking, could
see the objects before and around him distinctly

enough to discover any thing unusual, or suspi-

cious, should any thing be stirring which ought
not to be stirring at the place and season. The
ruins, owing to the winding of the road, wre not

visible until he came quite close to them. A sharp
turn disclosed them suddenly to his view, and two

objects immediately arrested Woodward's atten-

tion
;
one was a faint twinkling light through an

orifice or loophole in the dilapidated building ;

the other a figure on horseback, about fifty yards
in advance of him on the road, apparently just

emerging from the shadow of the ruins. The
next instant two fellows sprang out of them,
rushed at the man on horseback, who rolled on
the road, with one of his assailants over him.

Woodward had no doubt about the character of

the transaction. He rushed forward, brandish-

ing his cudgel, and had the gratification of sa-

luting one of the miscreants with so hearty a

thwack, that the stick was fractured by "the

blow, and perhaps the bones it encountered were
not more fortunate. That was matter for con-

jecture, for the fellow escaped into the ruins

notwithstanding, and Hercules, instead of pur-

suing him, ran shouting to the aid of the assault-

ed traveler. Damaged as his club was, it wTould

probably have given a second proof of its strength
and toughness upon the person of the other foot-

pad, had he waited the curate's onslaught ;

which, however, he did not, but effected his re-

treat to the same asylum with his comrade, only
to another corner of it. The first impulse of

the brave clergyman was to pursue ;
but a mo-

ment's reflection convinced him of the rashness

of doing so, weaponless as he was, while the

robbers were probably provided with fire-arms,

although, as yet, they had not thought proper to

use them. When he first stooped clown over the

prostrate man, he concluded he was on the point
of death, he moaned and gasped in so grievous
a manner. Hercules elevated his head, and

turning it so as to let such light as there was
fall on the face, was equally distressed and as-

tonished to ascertain (which he did at once by
the features, particularly the nose, which was

unmistakable) that it was the tithe-proctor.

Although the poor old fellow was more fright-
ened than hurt, it took the curate a considerable

time before he could get him on his legs, and

quiet the agitation of his nerves, which shook

so, that you could almost hear them vibrate.

Woodward often said that he never in his life

saw any thing so humorously tragical as the

face of Maguire, when, thrusting his hand con-

vulsively into an inside pocket, he discovered that

he had saved his life but lost his treasure. He
fell back on the road in extremity of mental ago-

ny, and would probably have lain there till morn-

ing, had not the curate reminded him that the

bandits were probably still within a stone's throw,
and might possibly renew their attack. This

succeeded
;

the little proctor suffered his gigan-
tic champion to raise him to his legs ;

at some
short distance they found the horse quietly nib-

bling the short mountain-grass, as if nothing ex-

traordinary had occurred
;
Mr. Woodward help-

ed Maguire to mount, and they ultimately gained
the parsonage in the-manner already described.

Mr. Spenser, after listening in mute astonish-

ment to all these painful details, conducted Her-

cules to a spare bed-room on the ground floor,

and the servants took charge of the maltreated

and still quaking proctor. Hercules (fairly ex-
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hausted by the incredible toils of the day) slept

powerfully, as he did every thing, though still

disturbed by thinking of his wife's anxieties, and
all the unpleasant events of the night. The loss

of so large a sum. of money was too grave a

matter to Mr. Spenser not to affect his repose

very seriously. In strictness, it was true that

his proctor (or his security) was liable to make

good the sum lost
;
but the idea of enforcing his

strict rights under such circumstances never

occurred to the benevolent rector
;
and it would

probably not have been very easy to enforce

them, had he been so harshly disposed, the

proctor being a very poor man, and his security
a still poorer one ! But there were other rea-

sons stronger than the pecuniary ones that made
Mr. Spenser feel extremely uncomfortable, in

consequence of what had occurred.

At an early hour the following morning Her-
cules rose, literally "a giant refreshed," and
made his way to the bed-side of his brother-in-

law.

"This is a bad affair, Val.," said the curate.

"Very bad indeed," said the rector, raising
himself on his elbow. "

It is not altogether the

loss, although I shall feel that, too, but to think

of a crime like this being committed in our

peaceful neighborhood, a quiet pastoral parish
like this !"

"I know this country longer than you do,

Val.," said Woodward, "and my father knew it

before me. The robbery of last night is proba-

bly the only outrage of the kind that has been

perpetrated for the last hundred years, not only
in this parish, but in this barony. Indeed, it is

the first case I ever heard of in all Ireland, of a

tithe-proctor being robbed. They cut off their

ears and noses, and make them eat their applot-

ments, but they never rob them."
" Mrs. Spenser will never consent to live

here after this," said the rector, despondingly ;

now touching the point that agitated him most,
and paying little attention to the curate's resume
of the attentions usually paid to proctors.

"
Fudge !" said the curate. "

Fudge !"

"I know her better than you do," said Mr.

Spenser.
"
Keep it secret, then," said Hercules.
"A very good suggestion," said the rector.

"I shall act upon it."

Concealment seemed not very difficult, as it

was still early, and only one servant had been
roused by the nocturnal disturbance. As to

Maguire, he was still in his bed, and not likely

very soon to leave it.

"Let us go to him," said Mr. Spenser; "he
may stand in need of some of your medical skill.

I only cure the soul; you cure both soul and

body, Hercules."

ward,

now-
it to WilkinsJ

Between his robbery and his rheumatism, his

bandaged forehead and his bizarre nose, his
short cough and his deep groans, there was
never such an odd patient as little Randy Ma-
guire ;

and the oddity of the patient was well
matched by the oddity of the doctor. The rec-
tor forgot his losses in the diverting contempla-
tion of his curate and his proctor, as the former,
with his great hand, manipulated the other from

head to foot, in search of breakages, and Randy
squeaked, and in vain remonstrated, under the

tentative process.
"No fractures," said Hercules, at length, de

sisting from his painful investigation, ""but a

good many bruises."

"I should think so," said the rector gravely,
and no doubt implying that it could not well be

otherwise, after the squeezing poor Randy had

undergone in the vice of the curate's fist.

When his pains subsided a little, Maguire
gave a prolix account of his adventures

;
but he

concealed almost the only particulars which
could have afforded a clew to the discovery of
the criminals, being unwilling to mention the

pack of cards, as his inveterate gambling pro-
pensities had frequently brought down upon
him the censure of both the clergymen, particu-

larly the curate, a lecture from whom was a
serious affair. Besides, Randy could not have
told the whole truth on the subject, without in-

volving Sydney, in some degree, as well as him-

self, which the proctor thought would neither

be discreet nor handsome. He mentioned, how-

ever, the fact (of which the rector had not been
aware before) that Sydney had been his com-

panion on his journey to Castle Dawson, and

bitterly lamented that he had not had the advant-

age of his protection on his return also. The
rector expressed the same regret, and with a
wonderful display of parental solicitude, put
some questions to Maguire respecting his son,
which the old man answered to the best of his

knowledge.
Sydney was at that moment in the house, and

in his bed, having returned about daybreak,
without the cognizance of any of the family,
save Lucy and Rebecca, the latter of whom ob-

served him entering his chamber, as she was
stealing back to her own, after the night's read-

ing was over.
" Let us now go to breakfast," said Mr. Spen-

ser to his brother-in-law. Hercules obeyed
with alacrity; but, before he left the room, he
directed the servant who was in attendance to

apply some brown paper, steeped in brandy, to

the proctor's temples.
"He will probably roar like a bull," said the

curate, "but never mind apply the paper."

CHAPTER XX.

BREAKFAST.

"The love of woman is a tricksy spirit,

As full of arts and wiles as hate itself,

Deep plots to please, or subtle schemes to save us,

Still practicing some kindly stratagem,
Or setting some fond snare."

NEW PLAY.

RAIN, rain, still rain we are in for another

day of it, beyond all question. It certainly did

ram enormously in these Donegal mountains,
and at the parsonage particularly, when it set

about it. The very trout in the streams got too

much of it. Down it came, doggedly, and wick-

edly, in a forest of small water-spouts, as if the

Atlantic were hung up in the air to give tho

island a douche-bath. Three drops of the Red-
cross rain was enough to wet a middle-sized

man to the skin. The
country-people were

proud of it,
as people always find something to
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be proud of even their faults, or their misfor-

tunes, sooner than be proud of nothing.
Think of another day of Mr. Trundle, his ship-

canal, Loch Swilly, and the thirty millions !

Mr. Spenser, indeed, had now sufficient to dis-

tract his mind without Mr. Trundle and the im-

provement of Ireland. Of this, however, his

daughter Elizabeth knew nothing; so she came
down to breakfast that morning full, of a notable

artifice to deliver her father from the fangs of

his tormentor, who was already diligently study-
ing his map to prepare himself to re-commence
with effect the assault of the preceding evening.
"Mr. Trundle," she said, motioning him to

sit beside her on a sofa at some distance from the

table (probably the first time any lady so fair

ever gave him such an invitation), "I want you
to do me a very great favor; but first, now,
pray tell me candidly, shall you be very busy this

morning?"
"
Oh, my dear Miss Spenser," cried the little

round man, in ecstasies, the more pleased at

being thus accosted, as it was so new to him, "I
.'im your humble servant for the whole day dis-

pose of me as you please entirely at your
service, and only too happy."

"
Well, then, my dear sir," she continued, in

the same very serious tone, "I'll tell you what

you must do for me, if it is not too unreasonable

you must give me a full account of your plan
for establishing Small Loan Funds" [the little

black eyes of the agent here actually danced
with glee]

"
in connection with reading socie-

ties and lending libraries" [here he jumped
about] ;

" and that is not all I am going to be
still more exacting you must draw out a plan
expressly for myself, suited to the peculiar cir-

cumstances of this parish and neighbourhood,
for it is really full time to have something of the

kind here, and with your help you who are so

great an authority
"

"
I flatter myself," cried Mr. Trundle, visibly

swelling with consequence, and radiant with de-

light, looking like a triumphant cock-robin,
"

I

do flatter myself I am an authority upon Small
Loan Funds. Who was the first man that call-

ed public attention to the subject of Loan Funds?
Humble me. Who was the first that ever estab-

lished a Small Loan Fund in Ireland ? Humble
me . Who"
He might have gone on forever with this

process of self-catechising, had not Elizabeth in-

terrupted him by moving toward the breakfast

table, saying, while she winsomely took his arm,
"Now remember, Mr. Trundle, you are all

mine for the entire morning;" to which she in-

ternally added, "Now papa will be able to write
his sermon."

Both the girls were much surprised when
Mr. Woodward entered the breakfast-room with
their father

;
but the accident to the bridge, and

the vagrant habits of their uncle (the result of

his enormous activity in the discharge of his

duties), sufficiently accounted for his unexpected
re-appearance.

Arabella seized an early opportunity of ex-

plaining to Colonel Dabzac that her uncle the

curate was only her uncle by marriage. Eliza-

beth (far from being ashamed of a man who was
an honor not only to the church but to human
nature) paid him, as usual, every kind attention,

supplied him liberally with tea, placed the sugar

bowl within his reach, and privately ordered a

couple of turkey-eggs to be boiled for him,
which, however, did not discourage that mighty
breakfast-eater from also paying his addresses

energetically to the pickled salmon and cold

meats on the sideboard.

Dabzac was amused at the extent of the cu-
rate's devastation, but still more by seeing a

tray with coffee, a quantity of toast, an egg,
butter, marmalade, and a wing of a fowl, sent

up to Mrs. Spenser, who was so great an invalid

that she could not make her appearance. Re-
becca was scarcely able to support the weight
of the tray.

"
I need not ask how Mag is this morning,"

said Mr. Woodward to the rector, who smiled,
and said that Mrs. Spenser had got a tolerably

good night, and hoped in the course of the day
to have the pleasure of receiving Colonel Dab-
zac and Mr. Trundle.
There was not much conversation, and the

little that took place was not on an agreeable
subject, for it related to Mr. Dawson. The
curate's inquiries for Sydney led to the mention
of that gentleman, and Colonel Dabzac, who
had heard a report that he was likely to be
returned to parliament for the borough of Rot-

tenham, on the ultra-radical interest, spoke of

him with a severity against which the curate

thought himself bound to protest, though nobody
present was more opposed to Dawson' s politics
than he was.
"He signed my Address to the Crown for

the thirty millions," said Mr. Trundle,
" so I

ought to give him a good word, but I fear he is

running through the remains of the property
very fast."

" There's not much left to run through," said

the colonel.

The curate made a remark to the effect that

Dawson's embarrassments were .not all of his

own creation.
" My uncle," said Arabella, sneeringly,

" thinks Mr. Dawson nothing less than an

angel, because he once saved a boy from being
drowned in Loch Erne."

"
No, Miss Arabella, I do not think him an

angel," rejoined Hercules, somewhat too vehe-

mently, "I have not so high an opinion of any
person of my acquaintance, whether a gentle-
man or a lady ; but I do say that the man who
saves the life of another at the risk of his own is

a fine brave fellow."
" But it does not prove him a loyal man or a

good Protestant," said Dabzac, coming to Miss

Spenser's aid.

"Nor did I say that either, though I believe

the majority of fine brave fellows are both,"
said Hercules, with quite too much energy for

private life, though it would have done very
well at a vestry.
Mr. Spenser smiled, but though he dissented

from his curate's last proposition he made no
remark upon it.

"When we have drained Loch Erne, as I

propose," said Mr. Trundle
"No more people will be drowned there,"

said Dabzac, finishing the sentence for him.
" Mr. Trundle has got a new argument fa

j

his project," said Mr. Spenser, gravely smiling
! (every body else laughed) at the little agent's

ingenuity in turning the conversation into hia
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favorite channel. However, he was soon cut

short by the general rising from the table, when
the self-sacrfficing Elizabeth instantly pounced
on him, as if he was the greatest prize in the

world, and carried him off to the hall, there to

have him "all to herself^ for three or four

miserable hours.

Mr. Spenser and Mr. Woodward retired to

the library to consult together further upon the

steps to be taken in consequence of the events

of the night ;
so that Miss Spenser and Colonel

Dabzac had the field all to themselves for amus-

ing or instructive conversation, for flirting, or

love-making, at their discretion, or indiscretion,

as the case might be.

CHAPTER XXI.

COURTSHIP AND HORSEMANSHIP.

"
Light-winged toys of feathered Cupid."

OTHELLO.

You may say what you will of moonlights,
and twilights, and sunset hours, and summer

evenings, for the occupation of love-making, but

there is no time, or season, half so propitious
for the purpose as a desperate wet day in a

country house. If, under such circumstances,
there is any body to make love to, you must
make it out of self-defense

; simply because you
have nothing else to do, unless you go to bed, or

commit felo-de-se. See how Dabzac was situ-

ated ! His host was in his library, at his private

business; Elizabeth and her privy counselor

were transacting their own affairs
;
there was

no other resource but chatting, laughing, and

flirting with Miss Spenser, and it was by no
means a disagreeable alternative, particularly
s the colonel could not but see that she had

very disposition to chat, laugh, and flirt with
him.' You may say, why did not the colonel

take a book, and sit down and read it in a corner,
or on his back on a sofa. Now, would that

have been exactly quite polite, unless the lady
did the same thing, which in this case the lady
did not do ? But the idea of a lieutenant-colonel

of the Londonderry Militia reading ! The pro-

bability is that Dabzac had never read a book in

his life at least since he left college ; no, not
a trumpery three-volume novel from a circulat-

ing library. He never thought of reading ;
he

scarcely knew there was such a mode of passing,
or killing time

;
he would scarcely have thought

of taking a book, had he been sentenced to

solitary imprisonment for life in the Vatican or
Bodleian. No, he had positively no resource
but flirtation. Now flirtation is not love-making,
but it is a good introduction to ik It is the

skirmishing of the light troops, before the heavy
brigades come up, and the action commences.

They flirted sitting and standing, and walking
up and down the room, sometimes round and
round a conservatory, which communicated with
the drawing-room. There was not a chair,
couch, sofa, stool, any thing that could be sat

on, or lounged on, which they did not chat and
flirt on. They chatted of balls in Derry, and
balls in Dublin; about the Rotunda, and the

Castle, about diamonds, trains, feathers, and

lappets ;
then about horses and carriages, of all

kinds and colors, subjects in which Arabella

was knowing to a degree that astonished and

captivated her gallant companion, who was only

eloquent on such a theme as a hunter or a cur-

ricle. Then they played backgammon for a fit.

Tired of backgammon, they talked again, and

by this time the colonel was beginning to think

Arabella very pretty, and her hand particularly
beautiful

;
he had seen a great deal of it during

the backgammon. The next thing was a dis-

cussion on liveries. The Dabzac colors were
white and scarlet, which Miss Spenser approved
of highly. Then, passing the piano, she ran her

white fingers coquettishly up and down the

keys, and the colonel insisted on having one of

the French chansons, which she sang so agree-

ably.
It was just the soulless music to charm an

empty man, and it had its effect decidedly in

heightening flirtation into love-making. But
what next ? there was still half an hour before

luncheon. In a corner, on a pile of music-books

and newspapers, Dabzac spied a battle-dore, but

the shuttle-cock was not to be found there was
a chase and a rummage for it under the news-

papers and music-books, and at length the

shuttle-cock turned up, and very prettily did

Arabella toss the feathered emblem of frivolity
to and fro with her admiring playfellow. It had

only flown back and forward twice and thrice,

when there was a flash of light through the

room was it lightning? No it was the sun

himself! Arabella flew to a window, and saw,
with a delight only known to those who have
been cooped up for a week in a country-house,
a clear rent in the clouds, through which the

cheery flash had issued, with several still larger
chasms near it, revealing the deep blue firma-

ment, and proclaiming that the storm was
over.

With still livelier joy, you may well imagine,
were the same glad phenomena observed almost
at the same moment by Elizabeth in the hall.

Figure to yourself a dove escaping from the

talons of a kite. Just so did Elizabeth spring
from the side of Mr. Trundle to join her sister

in the portico, where the warmth and dryness of

the air assured them that the breaking up of the

clouds was not merely partial or temporary, but

a positive guarantee for a charming afternoon

A ride was proposed by Miss Spenser, and

heartily seconded by Colonel Dabzac. Both
were vain of their horsemanship, and each am-
bitious to shine in the other's eyes. Elizabeth

acquiesced, even though it was to separate her

from Mr. Trundle, who never rode for pleasure,
and as seldom as he could upon business either.

The horses were ordered, and the girls went to

put on their equestrian dresses. Mr. Trundle

had agreed with Dabzac that they were not to

protract their stay at the parsonage after the

first appearance of fine weather
;
and he looked

annoyed and a little suspicious when the colonel

intimated his intention to continue Mr. Spenser's

guest until after Sunday.
" The state of the roads, my dear fellow

recollect the state of the roads/'
"
I fear it is the state of something else," said

little Trundle, laughing and giving the colonel

a poke in the side.

"Never fear," said Dabzac, turning away.
" All safe in that region ;

but Miss Spenser is a
deuced fine girl, it caa't be denied."
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"But she is the daughter, you know, of a d d

Whig parson," said Trundle.'
" And pray, Mr. Trundle, how have you

passed the morning yourself?" asked the col-

onel. "Perhaps you thought nobody remarked

your doings?"
"
Come, come, colonel, that's too good that

won't do as if you don't know very well what
our tete-a-tete was about."-

"If it was not about love," said the colonel,

cruelly, as he left the room to put on his spurs,
;

'it must have been about Loch Swilly."
Mr. Woodward, being a living barometer, had

foreseen the improvement in the weather an hour
before the change actually took place, and (pro-
vided with a new cudgel, in the place of that

which he had broken on the pate or the ribs of

the footpad) had started once more for Red-
cross. His conjugal affections were as stanch

and orthodox as his religious cTpinions, and were

always urging him homeward, while his rather

latitudinarian philanthre^y and benevolence im-

pelled him to all points of the compass. Anx-

ious, indeed, to appease his wife's solicitude, he
had dispatched a bare-footed envoy, at break of

day, to assure her of his return that evening,
Deo volentc, without fail

;
and he was already

three good miles from the parsonage, when the

horses were brought to the door.

Mr. Spenser, fond of exercise on horseback,

jaded with confinement, and uneasy and dispirit-
ed by what had occurred, was easily prevailed
on to ride with his daughters. However, he paid
his wife a visit before he mounted his horse, and
had the satisfaction of leaving her heartily dining
on a fried sole and a boiled chicken, though she

assured him her appetite was entirely a morbid
and nervous one in fact, one of the worst symp-
toms of her case.

You know nothing of highland glories, if you
only see them in calm and sunshine. It is in the

coming on and the passing off of showers, and

clouds, and tempests, that the magnificence of

the mountains is revealed. It still continued a
little blustery, but not so much as to prevent the

party from enjoying their ride extremely. Their
route was superb, one which, gradually climb-

ing the heights over the estuary, commanded
the scenery on the opposite side, and ultimately
led to the verge of the cliffs over the ocean,
whose agitation after so heavy a gale was al-

ways a spectacle of singular grandeur. The
gradual uprolling of the mists, as the sun ex-

haled, or the breeze chased them, and the con-

tinual coming forth of one object after another,

crags, trees, ruins, on the face of the hills, until

only the tops remained, turbaned with white va-

pors, in wavy folds, sometimes transparent like

gauze, charmed Mr. Spenser and Elizabeth,
but were not much attended to by Arabella and
her colonel. Here and there the vapors were

obstinate, and clung with lazy tenacity alike to

the bottom of the cliffs and the loftiest peaks,
while the intermediate region was perfectly
free.

"Not unlike what takes place," said the rec-

tor, "with respect to prejudice, which is the

mist of the understanding ;
the middle classes

are usually emancipated from them first
;
their

hold is much stronger at the base and in the

high places of society."
"

But, papa," said the bright girl on her

! prancing pony, "it is only a question of time
and patience with mists of both kinds : the SUD
has only to shine a little longer, and the wind to

assist him
;
then all will be clear from top to

bottom. Look the head of Knocknagoonagh is

now quite uncovered."

"Oh, yes," said Mr. Spenser, fond of follow-

ing out such little analogies, "the triumph of
truth and of free discussion the sun and the
wind is eventually certain, and we must be

patient, as you say ;
but it must not be the

patience of inactivity or indifference, but the pa-
tience of virtuous perseverance, waging a per-
petual, but tolerant and good-humored conflict

with bigotry and error."

Arabella and Mr. Dabzac were cantering on

before, the road just here admitting of that

agreeable pace. She rode well and looked par-
ticularly handsome and distinguished on her

pretty brown jennet. The broad-brimmed round
beaver hat became her extremely ;

her com-

plexion was freshened by the air and motion,
and the disorder into which the puffs of wind
threw her luxuriant hair, greatly improved its

effect and beauty. Her passionate love of riding,
and her fearlessness on horseback, gave her feat-

ures more than usual animation. In short, Ara-
bella Spenser was never seen to such advantage
as in equestrian exercise, and Dabzac, alter-

nately ambling or cantering at her side, never
once recollected that after all she was the daugh-
ter of a liberal parson, the character which of

all others he and his clique most abhorred. But
what cares Cupid for political distinctions ? he
whose glory it is to confound every thing human,
the high with the low, the rich with the poor,
the brilliant with the dull, the virtuous with the

unworthy, nay. even the lovely with the ill-fa-

vored
;
not even respecting beauty itself, licen-

tious leveler that he is, the only thorough-paced
apostle of egalite. It is little to him to mingle
the blood of Whig and Tory, to get up a match
between a Spenser and Dabzac.
But to many an eye (though there was no eye

that day to regard her with gallantry), Eliza-

beth, on her humbler steed, in her straw bonnet,
coarse in material but graceful in form, would
have been far more piquante. She was not so
fond of riding as of walking, and preferred a
mountain pony to a showy horse like her sis-

ter's
;

still she carried herself well, not with the
Amazonian air of Arabella, but with an easy,

fearless, lady-like seat, notwithstanding. The
breeze brought out her rich color also, and blew
the curls of dark-brown hair about her shoulders,
and sometimes into her eyes, making her bite

her lip in pretty vexation, and often raise the

whip-hand, without slackening her smart pace,
to keep the rebel locks in subjection.
On they rode gayljf, making for the summit

that commanded the Atlantic, sometimes all

abreast, sometimes in detachments, as when

they started, while once or twice, just
for a few

moments, the girls were side by side, Mr. Spen-
ser and his guest conversing together in ad-

vance of them. Mr. Spenser was not as ani-

mated and fluent as usual, and Dabzac pre-
served the same air of grim cold civility, which
he never laid aside in his intercourse with men,
unless, perhaps, in the tumult of political con-

viviality, a dinner on the 12th of July, or a revel

on the 5th of November. The rector liked him
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less and less every moment of their acquaint-

ance, little dreaming that his daughter's feelings
were of so very opposite a nature. When men
of intellect and wit are damped and chilled by
dull or uncongenial company, their conversation

is apt to sink into a mere common-place, which,
from any lips but their own, would excite their

contempt and ridicule. Mr. Spenser began soon

to be sensible that he was talking not only down
to the colonel's mark, but even below it. The
consciousness of this was uncomfortable, and it

was a great relief to him when Arabella again

joined Dabzac in a canter, and he was left once

more with his younger daughter.

They soon reached a point that commanded
a near and wide view of the ocean, and, having
enjoyed for some minutes the magnificent spec-
tacle of its agitation after the late storm, they
turned their horses' heads homeward. Nothing
occurred of importance during the ride, except
that Arabella invited Colonel Dabzac to join
them in a pic-nic party to the island already
mentioned, proposing the following Monday for

the expedition. Elizabeth was pleased at the

prospect of resuming the island-scheme in her

brother's absence, which promised to secure

her against the intrusion of his friend Dawson
;

and Mr. Spenser never opposed any proposition

upon which his daughters were agreed. Chat-

ting of the necessary arrangements for the

voyage of pleasure, they reached the parsonage,
which they found in a state of confusion nearly
as bad as that in which they had left the Atlan-
tic. The secret of the robbery had been ill

kept; it had reached Mrs. Spenser's ears with

twenty frightful exaggerations ;
her husband

found her in the state that Tabitha Bramble
calls "asterisks;" and Rebecca (at her wit's

ends) informed him that a groom had been sent

for Doctor Wilkins.

CHAPTER XXII.

HOW THE SECEET WAS KEPT.

"You would pluck out the heart of my mystery.
'

HAMLET.

IT was idle to think that a thing of the kind

Could possibly be kept secret very long, one of

the servants being privy to it, and Randy Ma-
guire, the chief actor, or rather sufferer in the

transaction, being the most garrulous of men,
at the most garrulous stage of life, and actually
under Mr. Spenser's roof, confined to his bed
with the effects of the outrage. But it was not

Randy who broke faith with the rector. In

fact, it was Mr. Woodward's careless directions

to Cox, the butler, to steep some brown paper
in brandy, and clap it on Randy's broken head,
it was that made all the mischief. The poor
little proctor did roar like a bull, exactly as the
curate had anticipated, the moment the smart-

ing application touched him; and it unluckily
happened that Rebecca was passing at the

instant, on her way to the kitchen to make a
toast for her mistress to take with her glass of
Madeira. Now, Rebecca had the vice of curi-

osity (a vice in a lady's-maid, though so admir-
able a quality in a philosopher) ,

to counterbalance,
perhaps, the virtue of patience, which she pos-
sessed in so high a degree ;

so she first tried to

open the door, and failing in that (the cautious

Mr. Cox having bolted it inside) she popped
down her head to the key-hole, and was very
much surprised, you may think, to see an old

man in bed, writhing and bellowing in the hands
of the butler, who was plastering his temples
with something that seemed more piquant than
was agreeable. Rebecca, of course, did not

wait to be caught peeping, but went down to

the kitchen, determined to get a full explanation
from Cox, who was her declared lover, at the

.earliest opportunity. The opportunity was not

far off. As she returned up stairs with the

toast, Cox was just coming out of the room,
having done his best to carry out Mr. Wood-
ward's directions.

" What ails Mr. Maguire ?" said Rebecca.

"Why, what should ail him," said Cox, "but
that he's sleepy and fatigated after his long
jaunt, and has got his old rheumatis that he has
had as long as I've known him."
"And has he got the rheumatis in his fore-

head?" said the maid, looking very sly.

"No, he hasn't," said Cox, "why should
he?"

" Because you were putting a blister on it a
minute ago," replied Rebecca.

" A blisther on it !" repeated Cox.
"
Yes, and yeu needn't deny it, Mr. Cox, for

I seen you with these eyes."
" Then your eyes were where they shouldn't

have been," said the detected operator.
"Never mind," said Rebecca, "but tell me

all about it this instant."

"I would if I could," said Cox, soothingly,
"but it's a secret."

"Don't let mistress's toast get cold," said

Rebecca, stamping her foot.
" Go along up with it, then," said the butler
" Not till you tell me the secret, if the toast

was to grow as cold as a lump of ice."

"It's a secret, I tell you."
"Much you know about keeping secrets,"

said Rebecca,
" and at all events, two can keep

a secret better than one."

"Well, then, I don't like keeping a secret

from you, Rebecca."
"Don't then, Mr. Cox."
A little sentimental bargain was then struck,

upon consideration of which, Cox covenanted to

betray the confidence reposed in him. The en-

gagement to break faith was better respected
than the engagement to keep it,

and Rebecca
ran up to Mrs. Spenser's room, with the toast

somewhat cold, but so full of the story of the

Black Castle, that whatever scolding she got
made very slight impression on her. A tale of

less harrowing import, she might have ventured

to communicate herself; but she was an humble

girl, and felt that the robbery of her master's

proctor was an event that demanded an historian

of higher mark. Escaping from her mistress,
she flew to Miss M'Cracken. You may suppose
the story was colored blood-red by the time it

reached Mrs. Spenser's ear. It was, in fact,

another tale of the forty thieves, all but the jars
and the suet.

Mrs. Spenser recalled all she had been hear-

ing for several months of the insurrectionary
state of the southern counties, concluded that

the sanguinary warfare against the rights of the

church had at length broken out in Donegal,
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and eventually (being well assisted), worked
herself into the hysterical state in which her

husband found her on his return from riding.

Perhaps there was no ringing of bells, and run-

ning to and fro with salts and tonics and aro-

matic vinegar !

It was in vain the rector tried to quiet her
nerves and her apprehensions. She was a wom-
an utterly without self-command at any time,

incapable of reasoning or being reasoned with
;

and besides, her husband's abortive attempt to

conceal the occurrence from her, naturally,
made her incredulous now, when he tried to

undo the effects of Miss McCracken's exaggera-
tions, and reduce the affair to its proper level.

In the midst of all the hubbub, Sydney re-

appeared. He had arrived indeed, as we have

already stated, at an early hour in the morning
(having pressed close on the heels of the unfor-

tunate proctor), but being extremely fatigued,
had retired instantly to his room, and to bed,
where he would probably have lain till dinner-

time, had not the confusion in the house prema-
turely roused him. Perhaps the first warm
interest he ever took in the affairs of the family
was upon this occasion. He felt exceedingly
for poor Maguire, and was now seriously angry
with himself for having parted company with
the old man on the previous morning, when he
stood so particularly in need of a protector.

Randy went over the whole story again, not

concealing from young Spenser what he had
concealed from his father, namely, how he had
been surprised counting the bank notes by the
fellow who had been sent for the cards, and
how he had also unguardedly disclosed to the
same individual that his business at Castle Daw-
son was to receive the arrears of tithes.

"There's nothing in that," said Sydney;
' ; the

fellow you mean was Mr. Dawson' s servant."
" He looked as if he never see'd a bank-note

in all his born days before," said Randy.
"Possibly he never did," said Sydney; "but

re you positive nobody else saw the money, or

vhere you put it?"
"
Nobody else knew nothing about it more

han the child unborn," answered Maguire,
'except your own self, Master Sydney, and

my bit of a niece, poor Maggy Maguire, at the

inn, and she didn't see the beautiful yellow
boys, and the illigant new Bank of Ireland notes,

only the tattered ould provincials."

"Maggy didn't rob you, at any rate," said

Sydney.
"Whoever did it was a cute chap," said Ma-

guire, "howsomdever he got his intelligence,
for he never went through the ceremony of

axing where I kep the money, but in with his

fist into the right place at onst, as if it was his

own pocket the thief was ransackin."
" That's an important circumstance," said

Sydney; "but now, Randy, I must leave you.
Take care of yourself, and to-rnorrow, or next

day, you'll be as well as ever you were."
"
Oh, it's all over with me on this side of the

grave," grunted the old man; but he had been

uttering the same grunt for the last ten years,
so Sydney paid it very little attention.

Leaving Maguire's room, the first person he
met was his sister Elizabeth, who had not yet
taken off her riding-dress. Sydney was dressed
in the gay green coat which Dawson had made

him a present of. Elizabeth did not ask him
how he came by it,

for she knew only too well.
In the gentlest possible way, however, she re-

proved her brother for having so abruptly left

home, and so long absented himself from it. She
never mentioned Dawson's name, but Sydney
knew that she aimed at him, and he eulogized
his friend more warmly than ever. He was
armed now with the fact that the Dawscns had

fully discharged their pecuniary obligations to

his father
;
and to that, of course, Elizabeth had

no answer to make, only she thought it strange
that a man should be made so much of because
he paid a just debt of very old standing ;

and
she intimated this opinion distinctly.

"No," cried her brother, "it was no debt of

Dudley's at all it was his father's debt, not
his

;
his conduct is the most honorable that was

ever heard of; but you and Arabella are preju-
diced against him, and for no reasca in the
world but that he smokes a cigar now and then,
and wears a green coat."

"For which reason, I suppose," interrupted
Elizabeth, archly, "he has transferred his green
coat to you."

" What if he has ?" rejoined her unmannered

brother, almost fiercely."
Only this," said Elizabeth, with spirit, "that

both Arabella and I like to see you dressed like

a gentleman not like Mr. Dawson."

"Oh, indeed," said Sydney.
"And the companion of gentlemen," added

his sister, with energy.
"I am not going to consult you in the choice of

my companions," cried the petulant young man,
raising his voice

;

" but Dudley will be a member
of Parliament in the course of a week or two.

and then, perhaps, you will change your tune."
" The last piece of elegance from Castle

Dawson !" cried Elizabeth
;
and glowing with

vexation, she turned contemptuously away from
her infatuated and rude brother, murmuring
audibly as she went "A member of Parlia-

ment, indeed will that make him a gentle-
man?"

Sydney went chafing to his own room, where,
with the passion that youth of his temperament
has for fire-arms and ammunition, he first em-

ployed himself in cleaning his gun and remain-

ing pistol, polishing the barrels, and seeing that

he was well provided with caps and with ball-car-

tridges. Then he wrote and dispatched a letter

to Dawson, to acquaint him with what had oc-

curred, and request him to come over to the

parsonage at his earliest convenience, and bring
the pistol with him, which would no doubt be

found in the room where Sydney had slept, or

in the drawing-room, wrhere they had amused
themselves riddling the fire-screens. This done,
the young man made a more careful toilet

than usual (partly in honor of Colonel Dabzac,
and partly to avoid Elizabeth's displeasure), and

went down to dinner.

A dull, distracted dinner it was
;
the whole

evening, indeed, was a wretched one. Mr
Spenser was unable to pay the ordinary atten-

tions to his guests, and Mr. Trundle had no one

to listen for five minutes consecutively to his

projects. All was at sixes and sevens: nothing
but running up stairs and down stairs

; ordering
and counter-ordering, mixing draughts, prepar-

ing baths, and chaining stone-bottles with hot
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water. Every quarter of an hour some new
crotchet got possession of Mrs. Spenser's nod-

dle, and at last she sent for her husband, and

insisted on his sending to the nearest police-

station, and getting an armed party to garrison
the parsonage. Mr. Spenser, reminded of

"Hamilton's Bawn," suspected shrewdly that

either Miss M'Cracken or Rebecca had sug-

gested this idea; a dashing green sergeant
would be such an agreeable addition to the

company in the servants' hall. But there was
no use in remonstrance the rector was com-

pelled to sit down, and in his wife's presence
write to the police officer in command (with
whom he was acquainted) requesting the loan

of a couple of his men for a night or two. The

request was granted (the county being, in fact,

so notoriously tranquil, that it mattered little

how the police were distributed), and before it

was dark, three tall, handsome fellows, in dark

green uniforms, with glittering muskets on their

shoulders, and short swords by their sides were
marched into the rectory ;

and well-pleased they
were to get into such snug quarters, for they
had a capital supper with the domestics, good,
warm beds to mount guard in, and such fun

and flirtation with the house-maids, that the

noise of the merriment occasionally reached the

library and the tea-table.

Miss M'Cracken, of course, scorned the fes-

tivities of the kitchen, above which, indeed, her

manners, as well as her education, raised her;
but Rebecca, as soon as she had bundled the

young Spensers to bed, which she did as fast

as the process of untrowsering and unfrocking
could be accomplished, hastened to join the rest

of the household in entertaining the constabu-

lary, and made herself extremely agreeable to

every one but Mr. Cox, who thought she might
just as well have remained in the nursery darn-

ing stockings, or with Lucy reading "Cla-
rissa."

The police, however, did not satisfy Mrs.

Spenser. She must have the lower windows of

the house blocked up and barricaded
;
the car-

penter must be sent for without a moment's

delay. To this Mr. Spenser good-humoredly
demurred, observing that with three armed

policemen, and a lieutenant-colonel to head

them, all danger was out of the question ;
but

the moment his back was turned, his wife sent
for the artificer in wood (who lived hard by the

glebe), on her own responsibility, and actually
had an interview with him at the side of her bed,
and instructed him to put the lower part of the
house into as complete a state of defense as

possible.
The circle round the tea-table were not a

little astonished and diverted when the village
Vauban tapped at the door of the library, and
asked permission to enter and commence the
fortifications. However, it was absolutely nec-

essary to give Mr. Chip something to do, that
the noise of his hammer should resound through
the house, and accordingly Mr. Spenser took
him into the back hall and set him to make a

large wooden case for a parcel of books which
he was going to send up to Dublin to be bound.
When the carpenter sent in his bill some time

afterward, one of the items ran thus "for forti-

fications, including a box for books, seven shil-

lings and six pence."

CHAPTER XXIII.

DAWSON IN SOCIETY.

SYDNEY did not expect to receive an answer
from his friend for some days, but he received a

reply the following morning by the hands of his

own messenger, who found Dawson at home.
Dawson's letter was only too cordial and

energetic. The robbery astonished him more
than any thing that had ever happened in the

country, and he pledged himself to strain every
nerve, and spare neither fatigue nor expense, to

drag the perpetrators of this
sacrilegious

and
abominable crime to light. The sacrilege was
what Dawson thought so especially atrocious.

He would drive over to the parsonage imme-

diately, for in such a case the loss of a moment

might be irreparable. Nor was this all; he

proceeded to express a hope that, should the

loss of so considerable a sum happen to be the

slightest immediate inconvenience to Sydney's
father, he would not forget that he had a friend

at Castle Dawson, who, while he had a shilling
in his pocket, would only be too proud and too

happy to accommodate him.

Such was the tenor of the letter, more re-

markable for its warmth than its delicacy, par-

ticularly the offer of accommodation, but it was
written on the spur of the moment, and at all

events not likely to find a very severe critic in

Sydney Spenser.
Dawson kept his word (as he always did

religiousl}', when it suited his purposes) and
arrived the next day at the parsonage in a

curricle, drawn by a pair of showy grays, an

equipage intended, no doubt, to make a lively

impression on Elizabeth Spenser, but which only
succeeded in dazzling Miss M'Cracken and
Rebecca. Sydney was anxious about his pistol,
but Dawson reported that it had not been found.

"Is it possible," said Sydney, "that by mis-

take that surveyor or the strolling artist
"

Dawson laughed unpleasantly at the sugges-
tion, but thought it unlikely that any such mis-

take had occurred. Sydney left him to dress for

dinner.

Not a word of intimation had either Mr.

Spenser or his daughters received of this unwel-

come addition to their circle. You may imagine
how great was the surprise and displeasure of

the girls, when, entering the drawing-room, they
found Mr. Dudley Dawson among the guests.
There was another increase to their party in the

person of Mr. Oliver, the rector of a neighbor-

ing parish, a profoundly grave man, who spoke

extremely little, and only to draw other people

out, particularly Mr. Spenser, whom he enthu-

siastically admired. When he heard any thing
that particularly surprised, or amused him, his

eye expressed it by a peculiar twinkle, but he

seldom opened his lips when the company ex-

ceeded three or four people.
I must try to paint Dawson again, as he

appeared on the present occasion, accoutered, it

is to be supposed, rather to kill ladies than catch

thieves. Take one of those stuffy, pigeon-
breasted lay-figures, on whose backs the tailors

of Cheapside and the Strand advertise their
" fashionable attire

;'

;

clothe it in one of their

flashiest blue coats with blazing gilt buttons,
and let the coat hide as little as possible of a

white satin waistcoat, flowered with enormous
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nies
,

let the trowsers be the glossiest black,

osing at the feet silk stockings of a fiery
flesh color, the toes concealed by a square inch

of varnished leather, the only visible portion of

what is presumed to be a shoe
;
stud the all-too-

beruffled shirt with three massive diamonds,

probably not from Golconda
;
then whisker your

figure at the hair-dresser's, next door to the

tailor who supplied the coat
; perfume it with

\

musk, or essence of lavender; feed it at the

oyster-shops and Haymarket restaurants, until

the cheeks become red and bloated
;
carbuncle

the fingers with rings and the nose with brandy-
and-water; then innate it with prodigious self-

conceit
;
animate it with a spirit of Brummagem

patriotism any desperate nonsense will do for a

political creed, any slang dictionary will furnish

a vocabulary there is Dawson for you. as he

approached, with a strut and a wriggle, to pay
his homage to the fair Spensers, the elder of

whom, certainly, returned his salute with as

much contumelious disregard as a clever actress

with long study could throw into a glance and a

courtesy. The younger, who most disliked

him, testified her aversion less, and the coxcomb
had the egregious folly to construe in his own
favor the mere well-bred suppression of Eliza-

beth's repugnance.
The table-talk was not the most interesting :

there was talk, but no conversation. Those
who can not even talk are too small a minority ;

and Dawson was not one of them. He talked

loud and big; making laborious efforts to ap-
pear at his ease, while manifestly out of his

element in refined society, and also betraying
by the incoherence of his observations and the

excitement of his manner, a pre-occupation of

mind, not uncommon, indeed, in men living from
hand to mouth, and heirs apparent to estates in

chancery. As to the robbery, Dawson talked

more feelingly than if he had been robbed him-

self; he spoke of blowing up the Black Castle

with gunpowder, and agreed with Sydney to

ransack it the next day armed "from top to

toe.
1 ' He was of great service to Colonel Dab-

zac in the eyes of the rector and his second

daughter. Dabzac, though only a stiff, grim,
vacant, well-dressed nobody, was a gentleman
in appearance as well as position ;

he was no

adventurer, or roue
;
his knowledge and love of

horses was that of a squire, not of a black-leg ;

and, besides, he was disposed to taciturnity, an
excellent gift in men who have no bank to draw
upon for pleasant discourse. He looked to great
advantage beside the presuming, swaggering,
restless Dawson, who. if he had only had the

tact to sit still in his chair, and hold his tongue,
would have been only one half as disagreeable
as he actually was. Even Mr. Trundle rose in

estimation from the same cause
;
better loan-

funds and Loch Swilly to all eternity than Daw-
son's gross politeness, heartless cordiality, and
the continual effort to conciliate, which had only
the effect of thoroughly disgusting every body.
Mr. Spenser was not the man to have such a

guest at his table
;
he neither knew how to

silence, or how to talk to him. He would fain

have shunned politics, but the conversation be-

came political in spite of him. Dawson began
by admitting that the Repeal of the Union was
all gammon; that good measures were all the

Repealers wanted, and when asked why they

raised that exciting and dangerous cry. if their

real object was only to carry some minor points,
he made a very lame attempt to shuffle out of
the difficulty ;

"said that the more people asked
the more they got, and compared it to the prac-
tice of lawyers who lay the damages in an
action at twenty thousand pounds, when they

only expect, and would be perfectly content
with a verdict for perhaps a fortieth of the sum.
Mr. Spenser shook his head, and then Dawson
protested that he did not mean to justify the

principle ;
on the contrary, he admitted it to be

highly objectionable ;
he was always himself an

advocate for plain-dealing, and would be one to

the end of the chapter.
Mr. Oliver's eye twinkled more than once

during this speech of Master Dudley's.
The Church having been mentioned, Dawson

pronounced a high-ffown eulogy upon that in-

stitution to captivate Mr. Spenser, who would
not have said half so much himself in praise of

it. Observing that he had over-done this a little,

he declared that the Church had monstrous

abuses, not a doubt of it it was monstrous that

any Christian Church should cost the nation two
millions per annum. Here the eye of Oliver

twinkled more than before.
;% T\vo millions, Mr. Dawson!" said Mr

Spenser, smiling.
"
Scarcely a fourth of the sum," said Colonel

Dabzac, with dry asperity, and not so much as

looking at the person whose observation he
noticed.

Then Dawson drew in his horns, and showed
his perfect willingness to estimate the wealth of
the Church at any figure the company thought
reasonable

;
after which he added, that if every

clergyman in the establishment was only one-

tenth part as charitable and exemplary in every
relation of life, public and private, as the rector

of the parish of Redcross, "far from thinking
two millions a year a single farthing too much,
he would vote with all his heart to quadruple
the sum."

Mr. Spenser could not but say that he was
much flattered by this speech, offensively im-

pertinent as it was.
"
I only say what every body in the world

will swear to,'' proceeded Dawson, still more

brazenly, and what's more Mr. Spenser, if the

parish was polled this moment, you'd be the

biggest bishop in Ireland to-morrow morning
by universal suffrage/'
You may fancy how this effusion made the

eye of the silent parson quiver with merry
meaning.

Xotf the biggest," said Mr. Spenser, trying
to smile at what revolted him so thoroughly,
and devoutly wishing that Dawson had continued

a tithe-defaulter, since the settlement had made
him (the rector) nothing the richer, while the

non-payment had the effect of keeping at a dis-

tance a man, whose style of conversation, like

his style of living, was' so very discordant from
that of civilized people.
Dawson rose from his wine only too soon.

This was a piece of affectation like the rest of

his behavior.

The conversation after he retired naturally
turned upon modesty, and the rector said "he
feared it would be found that the assumption of

modesty thrives better in the world than the
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genuine quality itself. Assurance in the mask
of humility carries all before it. It is in life,"

he added,
" as in jumping ; you must fall back

in order to spring forward, but you must be
careful not to fall back too far. Backwardness
overdone may be as fatal as excessive forward-

ness. 1 here is an art in this as in every thing
else.

:;

You would seem to give a Machiavellian

turn," said Mr. Oliver, "to the divine precept,
as if we were directed to take the lower seats,
in order that the host should desire us to go up
higher." This was a long speech for Mr.

Oliver, and took up a considerable time, for he

spoke with the utmost gravity and deliberation,
as if pronouncing judgment in a case of life and
death.

" The words do in strictness bear that mean-

ing," said Mr. Spenser, "but it is only one of

many cases where worldly wisdom coincides

with heavenly. The man of the world succeeds
best by conforming to the line of Christian con-

duct.
"

The precept you quote hits the true

mean between self-exaltation and undue self-

abasement. We are commanded to take the

lower seats, but. still among the guests, not to

go down below the salt."
" There is not much occasion," said Dabzac,

"to preach the danger of excessive modesty in

this country."
Perhaps not," said the rector, "yet I know

no people who, speaking of them nationally, are

so deficient in the virtue or faculty of accurate

self-measurement who are so distrustful of

their own strength when they are really strong,
and so apt to be over-confident exactly when

they ought to be humble. I know no country
where there is so much spurious modesty and
at the same time so much ill-acted assurance

;

where the man who is conscious of superiority
is so absurdly backward to assert it, and where
men of no mark make such ludicrous efforts to

seem of consequence."
"How is it to be explained?" said Mr.

Oliver.
" I should have to write the history of Ireland

to answer you," said the rector.

"No man could do that better," said Mr.
Oliver with his great solemnity, "I wish you
would undertake the work."

" I have neither industry, nor, I fear, conscience

enough for such an undertaking," replied the

rector, smiling.
" ' There goes a great deal of

conscience to the writing of a history,' as Brown
observes truly in the Religio Medici.^

"There ought to go," said Oliver, couching
his remark in the fewest possible words.

"I feel," continued Mr. Spenser, "that, like

Hume, I should find it too troublesome to rise

from my sofa to hunt for an authority ; or, like

Vertot, when he wrote his history of the Knights
of Malta, and received the valuable information

about the siege, after he had composed the

account of it with scarce any materials. ' Ma
foi, mon siege estfait,' said the easy Frenchman.
The facts came too late !"

Oliver smiled gravely, and repeated his opin-
ion that a history of Ireland by his friend wrould

be a most desirable accession to literature.

"I wrote one history," said Mr. Spenser,
"and I do not think I shall ever write an-

other."

" What was that?" said Mr. Oliver.

"A history of Higgledy-Piggledy," said the

rector. " You shall have it to read, if you think

it worth your while
;

I'll give it to you in the

course of the evening, and you may put it in

your pocket, or in the fire."

Oliver's face beamed with delight. They
rose and followed Mr. Dawson to the tea-table.

Had you seen Dawson enter the drawing-room
that evening, you would have perceived how
little accustomed he was to such apartments.
He threw himself down on the chair nearest to

where Elizabeth was sitting, and (mitigating
his stable-yard tones as much as he could) com-
menced by repeating the gross piece of flattery
about the'bishopric which he had delivered him-
self of in the dining-room ; adding, that her fa-

ther was the most charming marT he had ever

known, and what a pity it was such a man
should be banished to a country parish in the

wildest part of Ireland. Then he spoke of Syd-
ney as the finest, noblest, cleverest, handsomest,
most promising fellow in the world, and said

magnificent things about friendship, like a Py-
lades talking of an Orestes. His next move
was to ask Elizabeth whether she did not sing :

when she replied in the negative, he felt certain

that she wras at least an instrumental musician,
and hoped she would play something, which

was, of course, respectfully declined. Then he
reconnoitered with his eye-glass the inch of pat-
ent leather at the points of his shoes, and talked

of dances and balls; making such hash of his

wills and shalls, woulds and coulds
;
such per-

petual use of the words elegant, splendid, tre-

mendous, and thrilling ;
and now and then, also,

on the very point of rapping out an adjuration,

arresting himself so seasonably at the "by,"
that Elizabeth was a little amused, though
much annoyed by his conversation. However,
she was happy to escape to Mr. Oliver and the

tea-table, and she kept Dawson at an immeasur-
able distance for the rest of the evening.

Though not very thin-skinned, he could not but
feel that he was not eminently successful in the

drawing-room ;
but he had vanity enough to

support him under still greater discourage-
ments : nay, he formed that very night, for the

first time, a deliberate scheme for the conquest
of Elizabeth Spenser, far less, however, by gam-
ing her affections (of which, indeed, he could

have had but a slender hope) than by the use

of influences and instrumentalities much more
at his command than the art of captivating the

heart of an amiable woman.
Dawson professed himself a passionate ad-

mirer and worshiper of beauty. Had he been
so in reality, he would not have been the gross
sensualist that he was. " There is no more po-
tent antidote," says Schlegel, "to low sensual-

ity, than the adoration of beauty ;
but there are

souls to whom even a vestal is not holy."
He had the shrewdness not to attempt again

upon that occasion to break through the ram-

part of formality and coldness behind which the

resolute girl entrenched herself; he had even

the skill to assume a distant but profoundly re-

spectful manner toward her, permitting Colonel

Dabzac and even Mr. Trundle to perform little

acts of attention which he might have perform-
ed himself without the imputation of forward-
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But if he wanted admirers in the drawing- the globe is almost the antipodes of the Insula

room, he was more successful elsewhere. Fortunate. Strabo has not mentioned it, prob-
More than once in the course of the evening, ably because he was ignorant of its existence

;

Rebecca crept to the door, and found opportuni- I and the silence of Malte-Brun in later times
ties for peeping in and feasting her eyes upon may plausibly be accounted for upon the same
the white satin waistcoat, strewed with red pe-

j

hypothesis.
onies, and the dazzling toes of Mr. Dawson's " The island is so called from the Higgledies,
shoes. She gave such a report of his splendor i who constitute the smaller and wealthier part
to Lucy, that it was with difficulty the latter

|

of its population, and the Piggledies, who con-
controlled her inclination to slip down and enjoy i stitute the greater and poorer portion. The
the same spectacle in the same clandestine Piggledies again derive their name probably
way; but it was against her system to demean from 'pig,' either because that animal abounds
herself without a sufficient motive, so she not among them, or because in its character and

only restrained her curiosity, but lectured Re-
j

general habits it resembles them very strikingly,
becca for peeping, and told her sharply that she In fact, it is a common saying that there is

would have been better employed teaching the
j

nothing so like a Piggledyman as a pig, and
children their catechism or putting them to bed. nothing so like a pig as a Piggledyman.
Rebecca took the latter part of the hint without " The country is divided into four provinces,
delay, and then hastened to the kitchen, where called Bluster, Funstir, Spunster, and Donaught.
she enraged Mr. Cox exceedingly, by dancing Funstir is the finest and most remarkable

;
what

a jig before supper with one of the policemen, a pleasant land it is, you may conclude from its

Mr. Dawson certainly did exhibit amazing appellation ;
the Piggledies have it nearly all to

vigor in the rector's service the following day ;
[

themselves, and it includes the celebrated and
he started with young Spenser and one 'of the

\

eccentric district or shire of Topsiturvia, where,
police-constables in quest of the robbers at day-

j

in peaceable times, the people are always in in-

break, provided with arms of various kinds, a surrection, but, when rebellion is afoot, they are

hamper of provisions and a powerful and fero- actual models of good behavior. Spunster. the

clous bull-dog, to whose society Sydney was not
a little partial, and of whose exploits he had
wonderful things to tell.

Sydney was active and brave. The prospect
of a raid through the hills was just the thing to

excite to the highest pitch a boy of his turbu-
lent disposition, and who plumed himself so

much on his animal strength. However, noth-

ing came of that day's expedition; Sydney
wanted to explore the Black Castle, but his

comrade thought it would be mere waste of
time to do so, so they contented themselves with

scouring the country between the parsonage
and Castle Dawson, diverging here and there
into the wild glens to the right and left of the

road, but not getting a shot the live-long day at

any thing more important than a hare.

CHAPTER XXIV.

MR. SPENSER'S ACCOUNT OF THE ISLAND OF
HIGGLEDY-PIGGLEDY.

" In the Commonwealth I would by contraries
Execute all things, for no kind of traffic

Would I admit; no name of magistrate ;

Letters should not be known
;
no use of service ;

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil,

No occupation ; all men idle, all,
And women too." THE TEMPEST.

northern part of the island, is the province
where the Higgledies are found chiefly. Many
of them are as gay fellows as the Topsiturvians
themselves

;
but others are as orderly and shab-

by as any population can be low industrious

creatures, who work for their bread, generally
at weaving or spinning, whence comes probably
the name of the province.

" The metropolis of Higgledy-Piggledy is the

great city of Hubbub, in the neighborhood of

which is held annually, about the time of the

summer solstice, the elegant festival of Broken-

head, corresponding to the Olympic games among
the barbarous Greeks.

"The Piggledies lodge for economy in the

sties erected for their swine, and they live upon
a certain root, which they are so passionately
fond of, that they prefer the risk of starvation to

propagating any other. Although a certain mix-
ture of blue and yellow is the color of the na-

tion, they can not abide it in crops, and a Pig-

gledyman will cultivate even nettles and rag-
weed rather than turnips or mangold-wurzel.
There is corn grown in many places wheat,
because the climate is singularly unfit for

it,

and oats and barley, not to make the vulgar ar-

ticle of bread, but for the wiser and nobler pur-

pose of extracting from these grains a certain

liquor, which has a marvelous effect on the

eyes, making the drinker see objects twice over,
THE grave Mr. Oliver, enthusiastic about so that all the blessings of Providence seem

every thing that Mr. Spenser said or did, doubled, and man is, of course, doubly grateful

thought he would never be permitted to retire and twice happy.
soon enough, so anxious was he to peruse the "The ancient constitution of Higgledy-Pig-
paper which the rector put into his hands on gledy was a mixed anarchy, a form of govern-
the night recorded in the foregoing chapter, ment on which De Lolme is strangely silent,

Putting on his spectacles and his robc-de-cham- and of which Locke says nothing. But it was
bre, and establishing himself in a great chair a glorious constitution notwithstanding, and, if

with his feet on the fender, he read as fol- not 'the envy of surrounding nations,' it might
lows : certainly have been said to be ' one of the won-

"
Higgledy-Piggledy is an island in 96 deg. ders of the world.' At all events, the Higgledy-

min. sec. south longitude, and 396 deg. Piggledidians enjoyed under it for many a cen-

70 min. 3 sec. west latitude, as laid down in the tury a degree of happy confusion, such as no

maps of the Swiss Admiralty, from the accurate other country in the world has ever been blessed

surveys or the Great Chartists. Its place on with
;
and as it promoted all the great objects
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of misrule and merriment, their devotion to it is

not very difficult to understand.
" Up to the beginning of the present century

the island had a sort of a legislature of its own,
not extremely unlike the British Parliament in

form, called the National Harem-Scarem. Mar-
velous things are recorded of the Harem-Scarem
of Higgledy-Piggledy, which the Higgledies

kept all to themselves, with all its profits and

honors, in order that the Piggledies, by their ef-

forts to get into it also, might never want a mo-
tive to keep the country in its normal state of

uproar and disorder. At length a more pow-
erful neighboring state, the Whitelanders, en-

vious ofthe prosperity of the people of Higgledy-
Piggledy in the possession of this inestimable

domestic treasure, determined to rob them of
it,

and actually committed the robbery about the

beginning of the present century. To the Hig-
gledies this was perhaps a serious blow, but the

Piggledies might have been expected to have
rather rejoiced than grieved at it. The contra-

ry, however, took place. The Piggledies have
been howling like maniacs from that day to this

for the restoration oftheir native Harem-Scarem,
an assembly into which they were never suf-

fered to put their snouts
;
and although they can

not justly complain that the stronger state has
inflicted many good laws, or afflicted them with
much good government, yet nothing will con-

tent them but to have the mismanagement of

their own affairs in their own hands, the inde-

feasible right of self-misrule, or (as their dema-

gogues sometimes express it)
'

Higgledy-Pig-
gledy for the Higgledy-Piggledymen /'

" There are two codes of laws in the island,
one the dullest system imaginable, diametrically

opposed to public opinion, at least, to the public

opinion of the
Piggledies,

the other called the

oode of Topsiturvia, the work of an illustrious

native of that part of the island, who may be
considered as the Numa, the Zoroaster, or the

Moses of
Higgledy-Piggledy." The courts by which this admirable code is

administered are held, like the Areopagus of

old, by night, or in the dark; nothing can be

simpler, cheaper, or more expeditious than their

processes : they bring justice to every Higgledy
gentleman's hall door; in fact, every thing is

done by the plaintiff himself; he is prosecutor,
witness, judge, jury, and executioner, by which
it is inconceivable what a saving is effected both
of time and money ;

and so uninfluenced by per-
sonal feelings are those august tribunals, that

even after judgment in capital cases, the tra-

verser is allowed to appear by his attorney or

agent, and is shot, or otherwise executed by
proxy.
"Whenever the Piggledies have the power,

they proceed against the Higgledies (who are

generally the nominal lords of the soil), accord-

ing to Topsiturvian law. On the other hand,
the Higgledies, when they have the advantage,
take care to cite the Piggledies before their own
judges, and try them by their own formal, tedi-

ous, and ruinously expensive system. However,
when the object is to regain possession of the

soil, the processes of Higgledy justice are rapid

enough in all conscience, nearly as swift and
mortal as those of the other code.

" One of the strangest things connected with
the state of the law in the island is a system

they have by which the bulk of the soil is vested
in a high legal functionary, corresponding with
our chancellor. In fact, the entire island may
be said to be '

in chancery,' and the general state

of tillage is exactly what might be anticipated
from such a droll arrangement ; for, except the

process of draining, what branch of agriculture
can any court, either of law or equity, have a

practical acquaintance with ?
" There are two religions in the island, the

Piggledy religion established in fact, and the

Higgledy religion established in law
;
the oppo-

sition of law to fact being an admirable provision
for keeping the country in that highly comic and
convulsive state, without which it would not be
worth living in. Indeed they draw largely upon
their religious institutions for what they consider
the prime comfort of existence

;
and in this they

are highly to be commended, inasmuch as re-

ligion, no doubt, ought to constitute the happi-
ness of every people. The great temple, or
state pagoda oif the island, only frequented by
the Higgledies, though supported at the cost

and charges of the Piggledy-men, is a gorgeous
and astonishing pile ;

"it stands on the edge of

an awful precipice, and is in the singular form
of a cone, or sugar-loaf, turned upside down,
the broad summit representing its ample pos-
sessions, the small point in contact with the

earth being perhaps emblematic of the small
fraction of the community which enjoys its ben-
efits. Nothing can be more terrific, seen at a

distance, than this strangest of edifices that the

hand of man ever raised. Foreigners who visit

the island shudder to think of such a dangerous
pile overhanging them and threatening to topple
on their heads every moment. But this state

of unstable and perilous equilibrium is what
charms the people themselves, and particularly
the Piggledies, who might long since have re-

versed the fabric and placed it on its base, had
such been their will and pleasure. As to the

Higgledies, their zeal in defense of the sacred
structure is perfectly natural, for they must take
it as it is, or forego its advantages altogether.

They are always fidgety about its safety, and

keep a vast army on foot, ready at a moment's

warning to surround the building and prop it up
with their lances and spears.

" The vernacular language of the country is

a sort of dialect between high Bluster and com-
mon Rigmarole. It is so highly figurative that

it is found to be almost impossible to state

facts, or convey simple truth in it. The accent

is also a mixed one, something between a roar

and a whine, which makes it excellent to bully
or beg in. You may fancy what a Babel the

isle is, particularly in the chief cities, where
the most notorious whiners and bawlcrs con-

gregate.
" Besides Hubbub, the metropolis, there are

other important towns, for instance Riotville on

the mighty river Trash, and Hocus-Pocus on

the banks of the Drivel. In every town there is

a great chamber, or senate-house, called Bald-

erdash Hall, and the loudest and the longest

speaker is the Demosthenes of the place. The

principal subject of discussion is always the

restoration of the Harem-Scarem; but when

strangers demand of the Piggledies, >^jat
the

Harem-Scarem did for them when the^tiad it,

or what they expect it would do for them, if
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they had it again, not an orator of them all has

a word to answer
;
but so much the worse for

the interrogator, for he is sure to be bespattered
with mire from head to heel, and runs a serious

risk of being flung bodily into the Trash or the

Drivel.
"
Being a proud and haughty people most

of them descended from kings, and not a man
of them who is not a gentleman born they

generally despise trade. In their cities you will

see but few cheesemongers, or fishmongers ;

but some branches of industry find more favor

with them
;
there are enough of news-mongers

and grievance-mongerSj these occupations not

being deemed disparaging to their gentility, on
which no people plume themselves so much.
You are not to suppose, however, that there

are no degenerate, low-minded creatures among
them, who use their heads for thinking, and
their hands for working, more than their tongues
for talking. There are several such perverse,

poor-spirited people, sprinkled over the island,
but they are in a wretched minority, and are

despised, as they deserve to be, pretending to

be better than their neighbors, and not having
the patriotism to conform to the genius and
character of the country." So thoroughly averse to commerce is Hig-
gledy-Piggledy in general, that the most popular
cry in the island is for the total destruction of

the only branch of commerce open to them, the

exportation of their own superfluous food, for

they raise food in enormous quantities, the soil

being as fertile as any in the world. Nothing
enrages the orators at Balderdash Hall more
than the spectacle of a drove of pigs going to

market, or a sack of corn sold to a foreign
merchant. They insist upon cramming the

farmers with their own bacon, and would throw
the corn into the Drivel sooner than see it ex-

ported abroad. Nor is this school of political

economy confined to the Piggledy provinces.

Many of the Higgledies take the same wise
views of the interests of the public. Indeed,
this is one of the few points upon which the

orators of both races concur in opinion, but as

their agreement in this respect tends to promote
the general happy confusion, it must be regarded
as a fortunate circumstance

;
and the great pity

is, that both parties have not their old Harem-
Scarem back again, that they might have to

say, that, for once, they acted cordially together,
and ruined their country in concert.

"
It ought to be mentioned that the Higgledies

of Hubbub have a hall of their own, like their

poor fellow-citizens. It is a vast round building,
which perhaps accounts for the frequency with
which Higgledy debaters argue in a circle. The

prevailing mendicant turn of all classes, Higgle-
dies as well as Piggledies, will sufficiently ex-

plain another of their logical characteristics,

namely the habit of begging the question. In

short, the round building we speak of is named
with justice the Temple of Twaddle. Faction,

Fanaticism, and Fashion preside there in turns,
and there the general congresses of all the

States in Noodledom are holden annually, about
the time of the vernal equinox." At Balderdash Hall is to be seen one of the

greatest curiosities in the whole country, an
enormous engine (said to be of forty-ass power)
for keeping the island constantly in hot water.

The hot water, however, is not for the purpose
of bathing or ablution, for there are no public
baths, and cleanliness is no1 one of the besetting
virtues of the people. It is a political and social

institution altogether, and has hitherto worked

admirably, to the great credit and content of
the engineers.

" There is a famous Castle in Hubbub, for the

possession of which the Higgledies and Piggle-
dies are forever squabbling, and in truth it

seems of no great use except as a bone of conten-
tion between them. The Castle itself is in the

possession of the Whitelanders, the same people
who formerly plundered the island of that wise
and virtuous legislature which was once its

glory. The Whitelanders commit the fortress

from time to time to the custody of some great
giant, who is occasionally, but not often, a
wizard also. The giants of Hubbub Castle had
such indifferent characters in former days, that

one of the wits of Higgledy-piggledy is reported
to have said that their deeds ought to be found
recorded in the history of Rapin (e) . However,
the more giant-like the giant, he pleases the

people the better, for he keeps the fun stirring
which they love so dearly. When he is more
wizard than giant, wrise as well as strong, he is

not so popular by half. Either the Higgledies,
the Piggledies, or both combined, are sure to

assail and besiege him, while he has no support
from any quarter, but from the good-for-nothing
and shabby minority already mentioned, who,
being capable of industry (the greatest vice in

a citizen), are equally prone, of course, to be

loyal, which in Higgledy-Piggledy is considered
the greatest vice in a subject.

" The state of education in the island is one
of transition, and measures are now in progress,
which threaten the best interest of Ignorance
with ruin, if the mind of the country is not

awakened in time to so awful a danger. How
great the danger is may be judged from the un-

questionable truth that Higgledy-Piggledy edu-
cated would be Higgledy-Piggledy no longer.

However, the sprightly feuds of the two races
will probably prevent the poison from spreading
with extravagant rapidity, so as to save the

island from any thing like a deluge of enlighten-

ment, or at least afford time for the construction

of an ark.
"
Nothing, indeed, can be more presumptuous

than the attempt to instruct the Higgledy-Pig-
gledidians, as if they did not, or could not,
instruct themselves

;
the fact being that they

have one of the completest systems of public
instruction in the world.

" Of all things, no traveler should omit to

visit their Polytechnic School. I found (when
I inspected it)

a professor of mathematics teach-

ing a great many curious things, which had

bearings on other subjects as well as on algebra
and geometry. He taught, for instance, that a
crooked line is the shortest between two points ;

that enormous social virtue resides in sixes and

sevens; that researches after impossible quanti-
ties is one of the noblest pursuits that a Piggledy
or a Higgledy can engage in

;
that the most

interesting spiral is the common cork-screw;
but of all things, he took the greatest pains to

explain and apply the principle of the inverted

cone, which he contended was the very type of

stability, naturally dwelling on it the most, as, in
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fact, it is the fundamental idea of the Higgledy-
Piggledy constitution.

"Passing into the hall of Ethics, the chair of

morality was filled by a learned aoctor, who was

just then developing some curious views on the

subject of mcum and tunm, to which he stated

that he had been led by analytical reasoning
from the religious institutions of the island.

'Assuming,' he said, 'our great conical temple
(with the renown of which the whole earth is

filled) to be in reality, as it is professedly, a

moral and religious fabric, it follows that the

endowments it possesses can not have had any
origin but a strictly mrsral one

;
now that those

endowments were forcibly taken by the Higgle-
dies from the Piggledies, merely because the

former were stronger at the time, and had a

fancy for the pious property of their neighbors,
is beyond controversy. It, therefore, can not be

immoral (he argued), in any case, to deprive

people forcibly (nor, of course, fraudulently) of

any thing they possess that you happen to covet,
for if such an action were criminal at all, it

could not but be criminal in the highest degree
in a case where religious uses are in question,
for there it would not be a simple robbery, but
one aggravated by the profane dedication of the

spoil to heaven.' It was impossible not to be

forcibly struck by a train of reasoning, which
sent away a large ethical class thoroughly con-

vinced that the immorality of rifling a pocket was

nothing more heinous than the process by which
the great inverted cone came by its property.

*' The school of oratory is held at the fish-

market. Indeed, whatever little encouragement
the exhaustless fisheries of the island receive is

to be attributed to the immemorial connection
between dealing in fish and dealing in foul lan-

guage. The very professors of rhetoric at Hub-
bub and other places are fish-wives. One of

them has reduced the art of scolding to a sys-

tem, and given it to the world in a treatise

called ' The New De Oratore.' I was formally
introduced' to this lady, and picked up some
curious information from her. Among other

things, she told me that the word harangue was
derived from the French hareng, a herring ;

and
that it was not for the purpose of shouting with

pebbles in his mouth, that Demosthenes was ac-

customed to frequent the beach, but to invigorate
and enrich his style by listening to the invectives

ofthe poissardes of Athens. For the same reason,
she added, eloquence had always flourished most
in maritime states, and most of all in islands

;

witness Rhodes in ancient times (where the
Romans sent their sons for those advantages of
marine instruction which the inland position of
the imperial city did not afford) ;

and in the

present day, Higgledy-Piggledy itself, where
orators so abound, that the only difficulty is to

find a man who is not one.
'

Passing through an obscure quarter of the

city, after leaving the fish-market, I was sur-

prised to observe a modest building dedicated

(as an inscription announced) to Industry and

Independence. It proved to be a sort of aca-
demical institution. Curious to hear how far a
lecturer would presume to go upon subjects so
distasteful to the bulk of the community, I en-

tered, and opening the door of a chamber where

goingI was told the business of the school was
on, saw a professor delivering from his chair

a most elaborate and interesting soliloquy.
Pleased at having at length an auditor, if not

an auditory, he was proceeding with considera-

ble increase of animation, when the shouts of

an infuriated multitude were heard distinctly,
and in a few moments the institute was belea-

guered by a rabble of Piggledies, hot from Bald-
erdash Hall, who, with furious noises and ges-
tures, expressed their resolution to pull the
edifice down, and tear the unfortunate professor
of industry piece-meal. How I escaped I np.vef

distinctly understood, but the lecturer was not
so lucky, for he fell into the hands of the mob.
In vain he protested that he was only a profes-
sor that he had never practiced what he taught

that in his heart he despised both industry
and independence as much any man could do,
and that as to his lectures, it was impossible

they could do much mischief, inasmuch as he
had uniformly delivered them to empty benches.
The crowd was not to be appeased ;

a variety
of frightful deaths was proposed, and I learned

afterward that he only escaped ending his days
in some appalling way by the humane sugges-
tion of one of the bystadners, who cried out that

the fellow was a madman, and that a whip and
a straight-waistcoat were the proper treatment
for him.

"
Going some while afterward to visit one of

the hospitals for lunatics in Topsiturvia, I saw

my poor professor there, among the other ma-
niacs and idiots. This lunatic institution is one
of the greatest curiosities in the country, for all

those things which elsewhere in the world are
looked upon as characteristics of a sound mind,
are regarded in Higgledy-Piggledy as evidences
of an incurably disordered one. In the next cell

to the frantic professor of industrial philosophy,
was an insane political economist, who had pro-
tested against a project for the exclusive use of

Higgledy-Piggledy manufactures. 'When Hig-
gledy-Piggledy cloth is as good and as cheap as

the cloth of other countries' this was his argu-
ment '

it will be time enough to buy a coat of

it.' The doctrine procured the poor wretch a

Higgledy-Piggledy waistcoat, which, however,
was not so tight but that he managed to amuse

himself, in the usual manner of Tom-o'-Bedlams,

by scribbling the walls of his cell with a bit of

coal, an employment at which I found him busi-

ly engaged ;
and being curious to see what the

scrawl was, I examined it, and found it consist-

ed of scraps from authors as mad as himself,
named Smith, Malthus, and Ricardo. In the

next cell was a crazy agriculturist, who had
announced the doctrine of rotation of crops, and
driveled upon draining, until at length a com-
mission of lunacy was issued against him. The

keepers would allow him nothing but potatoes,
but I threw him a few Swedish turnips, which
seemed for the time to make him very happy,
and he ' babbled of green' crops as long as I

remained near him. The next wretched being
that I met with seemed so profoundly melan-

choly that I could not refrain from asking him
what folly he had committed to bring him into

uch dismal company.
'"I denied,' replied the idiot, 'that the Pig.

gledies were the finest peasantry in the world
I said they had their faults, like other people.'

" ' But you do not say so still ?' I asked him,
in a tone of profound commiseration.
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" He mumbled a reply in the affirmative, and

turned mopingly away to confer with the rnad

agriculturist, who charitably shared his turnips
with him. ' Them's a pair of the incurables,'

growled the keeper, a tall, savage Topsiturvian,
who then took me into a ward where I saw a

variety of singular cases, including one of a gro-

cer, who insisted on placing his sugar-loaves on
the broad end, to keep them from falling, and
an astronomer, who adhered to the Copernican
system, in opposition to the received opinion of

the island, that the sun goes round the earth,
and the earth round the moon, a celestial ar-

rangement which would certainly be in perfect
accordance with the institutions of Higgledy-
Pigglecly.

" Shocked and distressed at those sad specta-
cles of mental imbecility, I left the asylum with
much more satisfaction than I entered it. It

was such a comfort to be with the sane people
once more.

"
Among them I observed a wagoner yoking

his cart before his horse several farmers were

shearing their pigs, and great was the cry and
little the wool, as usual a Piggledy ostler was

carefully locking a stable-door, while a Piggle-

dy thief was riding off with the horse some
industrious old women were making silk purses
out of sows' ears a wife was burning her can-

dle at both ends Old Piggledy was throwing
the house out of the windows, and Young Pig-

gledy was flinging his loaf into the kennel, and

scampering after a rainbow. Failing to catch
the airy glory, the boy commenced bawling
lustily, and fell into a fury of childish passion,

whereupon his mother, instead of correcting,

appeased him, by setting him to blow bubbles,
the only use made of soap and water by the

great majority of these fantastic islanders.
" The natural history of this country is well

worth attention. Its zoology is rich and curious.

The sloth there attains a gigantic size, and,

notwithstanding its habits of torpor, commits

greater ravages than wolves and tigers in other

countries. The common jackass abounds,

chiefly in the precincts of the cities, and the

neighborhood of Balderdash Hall, where it is

not easy to distinguish its braying from that of

the politicians and economists. There are

wolves in sheep's clothing to be met with in

many parts, and it is odd that bears are not

more numerous, for the island has the strongest

possible resemblance to a bear-garden.

"Among birds, the wild goose is prominent.
The chase of it constitutes one of the favorite

amusements of all classes. There are numer-
ous owls, too

;
and the Higgledy grandees pro-

vide ruins liberally for them, by expelling the

poor Higgledies, and demolishing their habita-

tions. But the bird that is most plentiful is the

gull, and though the kites and cormorants de-

vour them in great quantities, they seem never

reduced in number.* The insect and reptile

tribes swarm
;
the working bee is, indeed, rare,

and one species of flea is also deficient namely,
the industrious variety.

"Fish is extremely plentiful, and not more

plentiful than excellent; so much so, that it is

universally abjured by the people as an article

* In Latin, the lams communis. It is observable that

Larry (evidently from larus) is one of the commonest
names among the Piggledies.

of food. They will perish of hunger sooner
than eat fish, and, to strengthen this aversion,
their priesthood enjoins the eating of fish as a

religious penance. You may conceive how
light the yoke of a religion is where the morti-

fications are to dine on turbot and John Dorys ;

but there is no end to the eccentricities and
comicalities of this strange people.

"
Higgledy-Piggledy is the country for mete-

ors. The chief employment of its natives is run-

ning through their bogs after Will o' the Wisp,
Jack o' the Lantern, and other ignes fatui.

"
Vegetation flourishes. The country would

be a garden, only that the taste of the people is

for wildernesses. A richer field to go simpling
in does not exist in the world. In Topsiturvia,
and most parts of Funstir and Donaught, the

herbs that flourish most are wormwood, rag-

weed, monk's-hood, and the wild variety of

Justice, generally found in the crdps of hemp.
But the same districts are also fertile in numer-
ous other plants, such as docks, nettles, taies,

brambles, considered weeds in most countries,
but by the Piggledies cultivated with almost as

much attention as is elsewhere bestowed upon
the gifts of Ceres. There are but few bays and
laurels in the island, and those few are but little

cultivated. The soil seems totally unfit for the

olive
; attempts have been made to domesticate

it,
but hitherto without success.
"
Higgledy-Piggledy has produced some great

men, but it is not the delight of that singular
island to erect statues to Genius, or monument?
to Public Virtue. In revenge, however, they
honor Little Men exceedingly. In some parts
are to be seen colossal statues of Mediocrity,
and the Temple of Faction there corresponds
with the temples raised in other nations to Fame
and Public Spirit. Literature is of no account
whatever. Men of letters are as much despised
at Hubbub, as they are honored and courted in

other capitals.
" The national music is the Hurdy-Gurdy.

That instrument is sculptured on their coins,
and its melody is supposed to inspire the popu-
lation with that national Higgledy-Piggledy

spirit to which they are, no doubt, as much
indebted for their wild institutions, as England
is to the spirit of liberty for her tame ones.

" Sore puzzled is the chronicler of this bizarre

commonwealth to determine what is most curi-

ous in such a profusion of natural and artificial

curiosities. Upon the whole, I am disposed to

admire nothing more than the little eating that

satisfies the bulk of the inhabitants. They are

as indifferent to the loaves as they are to the

fishes, and content themselves (as we have seen)
with a few roots, requiring little culture, and

constituting a not more wretched than precari-
ous subsistence for the people. The art of

cooking is not much more known and practiced
than the art of embroidering or sculpture.

Yet, to crown all, there is a state kitchen, kept

up at prodigious cost, with cooks and arch-

cooks, not only to the unspeakable comfort of

the Higgledies, who are amazing gourmands,
as well as passionately fond of ruling the roast,

but (what would be incredible if related of any
other nation in the world) apparently to the no

less contentment of the Piggledies, who have

not so much as a bone to pick, or even the

crumbs that fall from the State table."



BOOK Y.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE BLACK CASTLE.

' The danger hid, the place unknowne and wilde,
Breedes dreadfull doubts : oft fire is without smoke,
And perill without show : therefore your stroke,
Sir Knight, withhold, till further triall made.'
'

Ah, ladie,' sayd he,
' shame were to revoke

The forward footing for an hidden shade,
Virtue gives herself light through darknesse for to wade."

FAERY Q.UEEN.

IT is a question often asked, what it is that

makes the lives of some people so full of incident,
that they seem never to make so much as the

tour of their chamber, without meeting with
some entertaining or remarkable adventure,
while those of- others are so dull and monotonous

that, place them in Faeryland itself, in the midst
of giants, Saracens, dragons, and enchanters,

nothing would ever occur to them out of the

ordinary routine of the vulgarest animal life.

The answer is, a radical difference of character
;

and the particular traits of character which, per-

haps, more than any other, often make one
man's career almost a novel, while the want of

them renders that of his neighbor as unromantic
as a treatise on logarithms, are certainly enthu-

siasm and courage. Both qualities were pos-
sessed by Hercules Woodward in an eminent

degree, and accordingly it was not often that he

took one of his prodigious walks, or made a

journey on his pony, or, indeed, in any other

way, without seeing, or doing, or at the very
least hearing, something notable or extraordi-

nary, of either a serious or a ludicrous descrip-
tion. When we saw him last, he was starting
from the parsonage, on the day that the weather
cleared up. His homeward route (as the reader

must be aware, if she has ever so little of the

organ of locality) led him to the Black Castle,
the scene of his exploits the night before

;
and

from thence his course (in fact, the only course

left him, now that the bridge was gone) was to

proceed to the stepping-stones, far up the

estuary, which his experience in the tides and
floods assured him he would find, at a certain

hour in the evening, high and dry above water.
On arriving at the ruins, it suddenly occurred

to him to make a short halt and search them,
not with the idea of catching the villains them-
selves who had perpetrated the robbery, but

because he thought it just possible that they
might have inadvertently left a weapon, an
article of dress, or something of the kind behind

them, which might prove hereafter an important
link in a chain of circumstantial evidence.

These ruins (whatever their story was) af-

forded not only a picturesque object to the land-

scape-painter, but a most convenient ambush to

highwaymen ; they stood within a few yards of

the road, and their extent and intricacy were

such, that miscreants familiar with them might
use them with the greatest confidence, either for

personal concealment, or a receptacle for booty.
Three circular towers (one of an imposing
height) remained

;
the loftiest provided with

stairs, which, though disjointed and in decay,

were not impracticable to a supple climber
;
the

parapets connecting these towers were broad,
and in some places mantled with ivy, or over-

grown with long grass, thistles, fox-glove, and
even brushwood, and it was commonly said, and

probably not untrue (like some tales of a ghostly
nature, which were also rife), that there were
subterraneous passages likewise, to add to the

mystery and perils of the place.
In fact, there was not a little risk in the ex-

amination which Mr. Woodward proposed to

make, but he was not the man to think of danger
when he had what he considered a duty to

perform, and as to fear, he did not very well
know what it was. The spaces between the

walls on the level of the ground were mostly
stuffed with heaps of fallen rubbish, or choked
with brambles, docks, nettles, and other plants
that exult and expatiate in stony places. They
grew there with the utmost luxuriance, affording
most enviable cover for foxes and other wild

animals, but the most uninviting harbor imagin-
able for any human creature, even for an outlaw,
or a thief. Still it was possible, in two or three

places (with the help of a stick for beating down
the insurgent briars), to penetrate this thorny
and tangled labyrinth ;

and Hercules laid about
him vigorously, being determined to leave noth-

ing unexplored. Once or twice he thought he
had made a discover

75; shining object

caught his eye ;
it might be a pistol ;

it might
be a knife, or a dagger ;

but it turned out, after

he had stung his fingers, and prickled his legs,
over and over again, to be nothing but a frag-
ment of mortar, or a piece of wet slate glittering
in the sun. With but a single exception, he
detected nothing in this part of his investigation
from which he could so much as divine that any
thing living had lately resorted to the place.
In one spot, opposite to a breach in the outer

wall, on the side toward the road, the brambles

and weeds appeared to have been recently

crushed, as if somebody, or something had
couched there. Struck by this little circum-

stance, Mr. Woodward made the minutest search

for several yards round among the bushes and

fallen materials (literally leaving no stone un-

turned), but to no purpose; he found absolutely

nothing, and accordingly proceeded to prosecute
his inquiries in the upper part of the ruins,

availing himself of the dilapidated stairs already
mentioned. He commenced with the lowest of

the turrets; the ascent and descent occupied
but a few minutes

;
he startled a small white

owl, and saw either a mouse, or a lizard (he was
uncertain which) run out of one crevice into

another : but not a trace of a robber or a rob-

bery. The second tower gave him a little more

trouble, for the stair was in such decay that, to

reach the first step that was trustworthy, he had

to swing himself up by the branches of a vigor-
ous young mountain-ash which sprang out of

the rubbish underneath, as it were expressly to

supply the place of the broken-down masonry.
It was a feat of strength thrown away; he
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pulled some bunches of the red berries, to amuse
his little Woodwards with on his return, and

swung himself down again, debating in his mind
whether it was worth while to climb the third

turret, which was twice as high as the higher
of the other two. A school-boyish feeling de-

cided him; he recollected that he had never
been at the top of it, and no doubt it commanded
an extensive and bold view. The ascent for

about thirty feet was almost quite dark; the

loop-holes being choked with ivy, or loose mortar.
For the next ten or a dozen the winding stair

was lightsome enough, but proportionally dan-

gerous, for the outer wall was gone entirely,
and he had to mount the small, triangular,

slippery steps, with no protection upon one side

whatsoever. It required caution as well as

courage to achieve this in safety. The next and
last stage was easier, though longer than the

first, and quite as dark. Hercules, however, soon
surmounted all difficulties, and emerging into

the light, stood instantly face to face, and with-
in less than a yard, of one of the fiercest and wild-

est-looking men he ever remembered to have en-
countered in his life, even when he used to go out
on amateur revenue duty, still-hunting through
the Innishowen moors, or to protect the police.

If the fellow who confronted him so startling-

ly was not one of a gang of robbers, he certain-

ly looked sufficiently like one to warrant the

strongest doubts of his respectability and good
intentions. He had the countenance of one who
had seen the inside of prisons, and the pale fe-

rocity of a man who was abroad more by night
than by day. He was at least as tall as Hercu-
les himself; his shoulders were broader, and his

figure more erect and compact, suggesting
(along with something in the style of his dress,

shabby as it was) the idea that, if he had re-

ceived any education, it must have been that of
the drill-serjeant. However, he did not appear
to be armed, which was something. It was a
fearful spot, however to encounter such a fellow

in a small circular platform, not more than five

or six feet in diameter, surrounded with a para-
pet indeed, but one that was broken down in

several places and not more than two feet high
when it was perfect ;

in fact, no protection at all,

considering that if you fell, or were flung over it,

there was a sheer descent of full thirty or forty

yards into the road, or the court-yard beneath.
The plain honest man and the palpable villain

scrutinized and measured one another instinct-

ively the curate with a ieliberate, dauntless

eye, the other with a keen, but unsteady glance,
which, with all its atrocity, betrayed apprehen-
sion, and even some degree of dismay and confu-
sion. Woodward saw in an instant that the ill-

looking stranger was there upon no lawful busi-

ness
;

it alarmed him, but he showed no sign of

it his color underwent no change, his eye never
wavered. The stranger was equally swift in

making the discovery, to him still more alarm-

ing, that the formidable figure before him was
that of a true man, although externally nearly
as rough and formidable as himself. For a mo-
ment neither spoke a word. The stranger broke
silence

first, muttering some common-place allu-

sion to the state of the weather. Hercules ob-
served him, while he spoke, eyeing the cudgel
in his hand with intense interest, not unmixed
with suspicion and fear.

" You have chosen a commanding place for

making your observations," he replied, with a
fixed look and a firm voice.

"Ay," said the ruffianly stranger, shrugging
his brawny shoulders, and forcing a haggard
smile, "it would be an ugly fall from this into
the court below."
"I shouldn't like to try it, my man," said

Woodward, with the utmost coolness possible,
but taking a swift comprehensive view of all the

perilous circumstances of his situation, in such
a place, with such an antagonist, should a con-
test ensue between them. In fact, it was utter-

ly impossible that any two men (much less such
men as these) could have a personal struggle
where they stood without both going headlong
over the parapet. Perhaps it was the conviction
of this inevitable result that kept both parties
from resorting to or provoking violence. At all

events the peace was kept. Hercules took as

leisurely a survey of all that was to be seen
from the tower as if he had only his wife by his

side, and was about to descend, when the stran-

ger made a motion to do so likewise. Instantly,
Hercules recollected the part of the stair where
the wall was broken down for so many feet, and,

resolving not to put himself in the ruffian's power
by going foremost, made a step back one was
all there was room to make and civilly, but

standing firm as a rock, and, with another of his

most determined looks, desired or rather com-
manded his unpleasant companion to take pre-
cedence. Whether it was the power of the

strong man's honest eye, or the tone in which
he spoke, or that the other had really no violent

purpose, certain it was that he obeyed ;
and

Hercules followed him at an interval, of a few

steps. When they came to the dangerous part,
how easily could he have dashed the fellow to

pieces ! The slightest push would have sufficed
;

there was nothing to grasp, nothing but the
weeds or the ivy ;

the fall would have been in-

evitable and mortal
;
how pleased he was that

he had so courteously waived his precedence.
The last stage was perfectly safe as we have

already seen
;
the curate now lost sight of the

stranger in the dark, and began to turn over in

his mind how to act when he rejoined him at

the bottom
;
but he was spared all trouble upon

that head, for when he issued from the lower
arched doorway of the tower, among weeds and

briars, the robber (for such it was now impossi-
ble to doubt that he was) was nowhere to be
seen.

All quest was fruitless. Hercules recalled

the traditions of subterraneous passages con-

nected with the ruins, and at length, but very

reluctantly, continued his journey. He found

the stepping-stones barely passable, so that he
had lost no time, and, having crossed the water

(not without some hazardous jumps), was not

displeased also to find that his wife had sent a

gossoon with Sligo (his eccentric pony), to meet

him, for it was growing late, and between climb-

ing, walking, and other modes of motion, he was

beginning to feel that he had exercised his mus-
cles enough for the day. As fast as the pony
could carry him he rode into Redcross, but be-

fore he went home, he called at the police-sta-
tion in the village, and gave the renseignements
of the mysterious miscreant he had encountered

;

height, size, hair, beard, complexion, expres-
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sion, dress, just as they do in the " Hue and Cry,"
or in a French passport ;

and not even satisfied

with this degree of accuracy, the zealous curate

drew a clever sketch of the fellow in pen and

ink, and left it with the constabulary : for Her-
cules possessed in a degree the double talent of

Titmarsh, whose pen, however, does not want
the aid of his pencil to insure his works a per-
manent popularity.

Perhaps there was not a stack of turf flaming
on his hearth, when he regained his dear crazy
old home

;
and perhaps the copper kettle was

not singing its ancient song, nor the prepara-
tions for tea shining in the light of the fire, nor

a wife, as good as she was great, waiting to re-

ceive him in her loving arms.

Carry was deeply grieved at the robbery, al-

ternately delighted and terrified at her husband's

share in the dangers, and amazed beyond meas-
ure at the simplicity of the rector and curate, in

thinking it practicable to keep such an event a
secret for twenty-four hours.

Hercules then took his tea, and protracted his

potations so long, that it was past midnight when
his temperate carouse was over. He then poked
out the fire with the nose of the bellows, although
the poker was just as near him, and followed his

blooming Omphale to her bower
;
where the last

thing he said before sleep o'er-mastered him, was
to deplore for the hundredth time, that he had
not been successful in tracking the desperado to

his den.

"Indeed, Hercules, I am heartily glad you
were not," was the last speech of his spouse.

CHAPTER XXVI.

THE BOROUGH OF REDCROSS.

" Whether the bulk of our Irish natives are not kept
from thriving by that cynical content in dirt and beggary,
which they possess to a degree beyond any other people
in Christendom ?"

" Whether it be not true that the poor in Holland have
no resource bat their own labor, and yet there are no beg-

gars in the streets ?"
" What should hinder us from exerting ourselves, using

our hands and brains, doing something or other, man, wom-
an, and child, like the other inhabitants of God's earth 7"

BERKLEY'S QUERIST.

IT was the custom of Mr. Spenser and his

children to breakfast on Sunday morning at Red-

cross, with the Woodwards, and upon the Sun-

day that now camo they were accompanied by
Colonel Dabzac, and by Mr. Trundle, who was

always quiet enough upon horseback. It was a

balmy bright morning in July ; just air enough
on the water to curl the surface, and upon the

hills beyond to make every plant that had a
sweet breath yield it abundantly.
As Redcross was a corporate town, it is only

respectful to give some account of it before we
enter its jurisdiction. It was a small and a poor
place, but might have been a respectable one,
both in size and wealth, had the inhabitants

devoted half as much time to honest industry as

they spent in complaining about any thing, or

nothing, shrugging their shoulders, whining
about the times, lounging about with their dirty
hands in their empty pockets, and wondering
what the Lord-Lieutenant, and this Board, and
that Board, meant to do for them, or whether

they meant to do any thing at all. The Prot-

estant population belonging to the Established

Church consisted of a grocer, a publican, two

tailors, three policemen, and four revenue-offi-

cers, with their respective complements of wives
and children. The Presbyterians numbered one

shoemaker, two blacksmiths, a baker, a carpen-
ter, and a wheelwright. There was one Quaker,
who met in his own house

;
and the rest of the

burghers of all trades and vocations, a vast ma-

jority of the entire population, were Roman
Catholics, principally McSwynes, with a few

O'Gogarties, races of old renown in the country,
but generally at feud with one another, for no

assigned reason except a tradition that, fourteen
hundred years ago, an O'Gogarty had pulled a

McSwyne by the nose
;
which most legitimate

cause of quarrel had been honestly transmitted

from generation to generation, and was indeed
at present the only inheritance that remained to

either of those illustrious tribes. The scenery
of Redcross was remarkably fine in its way ;

I

mean, of course, the dunghill scenery. There
was a charming picturesque mount, not so sweet
as Hybla, fronting almost every house, the loftiest

towering before the piggeries of the McSwynes,
who were as vain of them as the Swiss are of

their Alps. The streets of Redcross (for it pos-
sessed three or four) were never swept except
by the wind, or watered but with aqua celestis ;

they were consequently as dusty in dry weather,
as African plains, and in wet weather perfectly
Parisian in point of mud. The Protestants,
who were mostly Hoggs, threw all the dirt of

the place upon their fellow-townsmen, the Me
Swynes, and even went so far as to say that dirt

and Popery always went together. Unfortu-

nately, however, for this theory, Amby Hogg, the

sexton, and Ralph Hogg, the Presbyterian shoe-

maker, were the slovenliest fellows in the bor-

ough, save the Quaker, who was perhaps the

slovenliest fellow in the world, and had proba-

bly for that reason taken up his abode at Red-
cross. Then there was Mary Jane Hogg, wife
of Luke Hogg, the grocer, who was a match
for any slattern in Europe ; but, to be sure, she

made up by her finery on Sunday for the neg-
lect of her person on the week-days. Besides,
in these days of Protestant ascendency the Hoggs
had an authority and power which the McSwynes
and O'Gogarties had not. The town had a cor-

poration, and the members of it were all Hoggs,
or of the Hogg faction. They might have paved,
and swept, and washed, and whitewashed the

municipality if they pleased. There were two
aldermen of the name, three burgesses, two

water-bailiffs, an officer called a bang-beggar,
and another styled a butter-taster. The butter-

tastership was a very snug thing (two hundred
a year with perquisites), and the holder of it

lived at Carrickfergus. The bang-beggar was

resident, and terrified the Celtic lazzarone by a
furious display of authority annually, every
Michaelmas. The rest of the year (three hun-

dred and sixty-four days), mendicancy flourish-

ed better than any other profession, calling, or

trade, in the borough of Redcross. There were

beggars of all sorts, young and old, male and

female, lame and blind, feeble and able-bodied

ay, even rich and poor. The majority were

strapping women and powerful men, women
who should have had the alternative of the spin-

ning-wheel or the stocks, and men who should
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have been put in a dilemma between the tail of

the plough a d the tail of the cart.

As to the theaters, museums, academies, halls,

and institutes of the town, there are good rea-

sons for being silent about them. But it had
one or two establishments deserving of notice

a savings' bank, a dispensary, a circulating

library, and two schools. The circulating li-

brary had been established by the joint exertions

of Elizabeth Spenser and Carry Woodward.

They had greater difficulties to encounter than

you will easily believe
;

their funds were so

limited, and there wras so much fanaticism to be
encountered in some quarters, and so much
selfishness in others. The wives and daughters
of many of the neighboring squirearchy wanted
to stock the library exclusively with the usual

trash of sentimental novels, and romances of

''thrilling interest," (to use a favorite phrase
of Mr. Dawson's), ghosts and mysteries, love

and murder. The ladies of the evangelical

party would hear of nothing but sermons and

tracts, lives of godly children, biographies of

Calvin, and all manner of keys and antidotes to

Popery. But what Elizabeth and Mr. Wood-
ward wanted was a useful little library for the

poor people of all persuasions, not excluding
religious books (except such as were contro-

versial and probably offensive), but including

every thing moral, amusing, and instructive,
suited to the young, and to people in humble
life. However, nothing is to be done in this

world, even the foundation of a village circu-

lating library, without mutual concession and

compromise ;
and fortunately the Spenser party

Were not as obstinate as others, or the library
would never have been formed. As it was, it

contained intellectual diet for every sort, con-

dition, and taste
;
and the books (most of them

in a very hoggish and swinish condition) were

jumbled together on the shelves, or paraded at

the little unclean window, mixed with nuts and

gingerbread, tops, balls, sealing-wax, and pop-

guns, for Betty Hogg, the librarian, was allowed
to improve her situation by dealing a little in

other toys and sweets besides those of learning.
One of the schools, too, was entirely aunt

Carry's. It was a school for boys and girls
under ten, and the school-mistress was an Ellen

Hogg, who understood her craft, every art and
branch of her profession, as well as Shenstone's

school-mistress herself. She was a tall, stern-

iooking, middle-aged, powerful woman, kindly
to the industrious and docile, but the terror of

truants and evil-doers. There grew no birchen-

tree in her garden, but there were birches on
the neighboring hills, which provided her with
abundant discouragements to sloth, and stimu-

lants to virtue. Mrs. Woodward was a disci-

plinarian herself, and discipline reigned wherever
her influence reached. Then Ellen Hogg was
as neat in her person (though people did not

expect it from her name), as any woman could

well be. Before her door there were no beau-
ties of dunghill scenery to be seen. Brushes
and brooms were known to her. She used, and
she enforced the use of them.

Encouraged by Aunt Carry, she aspired to

reform the personal habits of the rising genera-
tion radically, and the urchin who was not
washed by his mother at h ome was sure to be
washed by Ellen at school, \nd whipped at the

pump into the bargain. The blooming Carry
visited the school frequently, always after

church on Sunday, with her swarm of children

about her, like little satellites about a great

primary; and then and there was a muster of

all the pupils, and much catechising, and a re-

port made of the doings and misdoings of the

previous week.
The party from the parsonage reached the

village and the curate's house in the highest

spirits; the cheeks of the girls glowing with

healthy color, after their brisk mountain ride,
Mr. Spenser sedately cheerful, Mr. Trundle

perfectly inoffensive, and the colonel looking
not quite so grim as he generally did. Hercu-
les and his wife received their company in their

several styles, but both with the utmost cordial-

ity- The cordiality of the curate was blunt

and rustic, with his Lizzy, his Vals, and Mags,
cutting every name down but the repulsive
Arabella's, in his homely, affectionate way.

Carry's reception was as lady-like as it was

hearty. She was habited in her dark blue Sun-

day silk, with a plain straw hat, or open bonnet,
with cherry-colored ribbons, which streamed

upon such a bust and pair of shoulders as you
may see in Rubens's picture of the abduction
of the Sabine women, or in his works passim.
Her bulk gave a momentum to her embraces
that was almost alarming when she pressed a
child to her breast, or even grown girls like her

nieces. Elizabeth, whom she clasped twice as

fondly as she did Arabella, seemed for a mo-
ment lost in the arms of her portly aunt, whose

bracelet, indeed, might almost have served
either of the Spenser girls for a girdle.

"Carry, let me introduce Colonel Dabzac,"
said Mr. Spenser, when the first rush of the

embracing and ardor of kissing was over.

Carry courtsied with buxom dignity, and said

she was very happy to see Colonel Dabzac in

her house. Trundle was presented next, and
received the same courteous notice. The curate
made some excuses, as awkward as they were

needless, for the apartment was neat and clean;
the repast substantial and excellent, the table-

cloth the most beautiful fabric of Downshire,
and white as the driven snow; in short, every
thing was quite good enough for Dabzac, had
he been a field-marshal. The only thing that

happened untoward during breakfast was the

sudden incursion of a couple of very pretty pigs
(a particular breed which Carry was rearing)
into the parlor. This was certainly a little

amiss
;
but the pigs were the cleanliest little

animals of the kind you ever saw, and the ex-

cuse for their escapade was, that the door of

their sty was off its hinges, and Hercules had

neglected to repair it, no doubt with a little of

the procrastination of his country.
"I hope I don't intrude," said aunt Carry,

pleasantly, being the first to perceive the invaders.

The little Woodwards jumped from their seats

with the greatest glee to pursue the little pigs
back to the yard. Every body laughed, even
the dry Dabzac.
"Do you remember, "Val.," said Hercules,

"the morning the gander paid you a visit while

you were dressing in my study?"
"It was in the Observatory," said Mr. Spen-

ser, with the gravity of a man correcting a
serious historical mistake.
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u
Come, Val., it was not quite so good as that."

"It was the Observatory, papa," said the eldest

boy, from the side table, "for that was the morn-

ing the refractory telescope was broken the

gander broke it.

Another laugh, of course, at the boy
;

s blunder,

which, after all, was no very great one, for the

telescope was a refractory one, sometimes show-

ing none of Jupiter's moons, sometimes double

the actual number.
The curate repeated the nursery rhyme, cer-

tainly very appropriate
"
Goosy, goosy gander,
Whither do you wander ?

Up stairs,

Down stairs,

And in my lady's chamber."

The Woodwards had five children, two fine,

flourishing, large-limbed boys, and three rosy,

bright-eyed girls. They had their breakfast

apart, and were not very silent at it, but, at the

same time, not very boisterous either. Carry,
and her nursery-governess, had them in too

good order for that. Her children were striking

proofs that affectionate and judicious discipline
has no tendency whatever to break the spirit
at least, that it breaks no spirit which ought not

to be broken.

There was never, perhaps, a more animated
breakfast plenty to talk about as well as plenty
to eat. The curate had his last adventure at the

Black Castle to tell, and the rector related the

explosion of the secret, and the garrisoning and

fortifying of the parsonage, with a quiet humor
that diverted every body extremely. When
Carry heard of Dawson having dined and slept
at her brother's house, her features assumed
their severe and displeased expression instantly,

though perhaps only Elizabeth observed it
;
but

when she learned that her nephew was actually
at that moment ranging the country with his

scampish friend, she roundly expressed her

opinion that it would have been much seemlier

in him to have accompanied his father and sisters

to church. Mr. Spenser made no reply.
Children are sharp observers ! Before break-

fast was half over, the little Woodwards had
settled that Dabzac was courting their cousin

Arabella, and we need scarcely say that their

mother was not less quick in arriving at the

same conclusion.

The two families and their visitors went to

church in a long procession, taking the middle
of the street, the better to avoid the odoriferous

mountain chains which adorned the fronts of the

wigwams to the right and to the left almost

every where, except opposite to the academy
and residence of Mrs. Ellen Hogg, whom they
found at her door, flaming in pink calico, mar-

shaling a troop of her Protestant pupils, all

scrupulously washed, though by no means all as

well clothed and fed as philanthropy could have
wished. Boys and girls made the most respect-
ful obeisances to the majesty of aunt Carry, as

she paused for a moment in her stately progress
V) review the line and drop a word of gracious

civility to the "crassa Minerva" of the village.
Two of the children, who had stuck orange
lilies in their breasts, got alarmed as Mrs.
Woodward approached them, and dropped them
on the ground by stealth. Elizabeth, also, re-

ceived not a few rustic salutations, of a less

ceremonious character. As to the rector and

j

curate, they were so engrossed by the interest-

j

ing subjects they had to talk and consult about,
that they had no eyes for Mrs. Hogg and her

herd, who very properly, therefore, economized
their genuflections for another occasion.
The police station 'tvas hard by the church

;

Hercules looked in to see whether any steps had
been taken in consequence of the information he
had given the night before, and was pleased to

find that a search had been made that very
morning, at break of day, through the ruins, and
for several miles round about them. The police
had made no capture, but they reported that

they had discovered a pit, or chasm, in the

ground floor of the castle, nearly concealed by
weeds and rubbish, and communicating with a
vault underneath, into which it was not improb-
able that the villain seen by the curate might
have disappeared. Two of the party had ven-
tured down, and it was an enterprise that re-

quired no little courage. The smell of tobacco
established the fact that something human had

recently harbored there, for (as one of the men
observed) it couldn't have been a rabbit or a fox
that was smoking. They struck a light, and

minutely examined the vault, but found nothing
but the back of a letter, which the chief con-
stable produced. The direction was in a gen-
tlemanlike hand, but such a hand as the acutest
clerk in the post-office could scarcely have de-

ciphered. Mr. Spenser said it looked like the
name of Dawson, but Hercules thought it was
Lawlor : one of the constables suggested Rob-

erts, and another was positive it was Moran.
There was an initial before it, which might have
been almost any letter of the alphabet, but it

certainly bore a strong likeness to the first letter

of the surname. On the other side was a scrawl
in another hand, but in pencil, and so much de-

faced as to be nearly as illegible as the writing
in ink. It looked like an inventory of some
kind, and the word "pictures" was tolerably

plain, at all events. Hercules took the paper
from the officer, saying that his wife was very
skillful in deciphering bad writing, and now the

bell ceasing to toll announced that it was time
for divine service to commence.

It was a small, mbdest, whitewashed church,
a little ruinous, and not like the picturesque old

village churches in England screened and adorned
with those ancient yews that furnished the

British infantry with their good bows
>
before

the bow was superseded by the firelock. But
the ivy for which Ireland is justly renowned had
taken a great fancy to one side of the rude

edifice, and had crept up to the very summit of

the belfry, so as to impede the swinging of the

bell a little. This relieved the otherwise naked

aspect of the building, and harbored flocks of

sparrows, which made no scruple of chattering
often in the very midst of the Litany. The

church-yard was small, and so populous with

the fathers and forefathers of Redcross, that the

green graves rose in hillocks, up to the level of

the windows, and sometimes still higher, ob-

structing disagreeably both the light and the

air. It was an ancient burial-place. One or

two of Mr. Spenser's predecessors had inhumanly
endeavored to monopolize it for Protestant inter-

ment, but there had been no such detestable

bigotry and foul injustice in his time ; it. was
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the common resting-plac 3 for the dead of the

parish; the Hoggs, McSwynes, and O'Gogar-
ties slumbered side by side, their differences at

an end; their feuds forgotten; setting an ex-

ample of peace and tranquillity, which few of

them set when they were above ground.
Nothing happened very remarkable during

the service of this Sunday. Hercules read the

prayers with stentorian voice and energy. Mr.

Spenser read his quiet, rational, and impressive
sermon, upon brotherly love and Christian char-

ity, not without reference to an approaching
anniversary, on which it was too much the

custom of his Protestant parishioners to indulge
in demonstrations which gave umbrage to their

Catholic fellow-townsmen, and led to counter
exhibitions of the opposite color, not always ter-

minating without infractions of the peace. In

the midst of the discourse, the sparrows hap-
pening to be particularly loquacious in the ivy,
the curate (\vho, orange as he was in principle,
made it a point himself to be as soothing and

pacificatory as possible at this exciting time of

the year) gave a nod to Amby Hogg, the sex-

ton, to go out and chase away the disturbers,
but Amby either performed this (an ordinary
duty of hid office) very imperfectly, or not at

all, for the chattering continued all through the

sermon. The truth, indeed, was, that the sex-

ton \vas very far from approving of Mr. Spen-
der's dissuasives from strife and faction, for he

kept a small public-house which did twice the
usual business when the orange lilies were in

blow, and the sparrows, in his opinion, were

uoing no great harm in drowning a discourse so

{.rejudicial to his trade. The shrewd aunt

Carry, too, whose roving and piercing eye let

nothing pass that passed around her (even when
the little Hoggs in the aisle whispered one
another on a matter of gingerbread), could

easily perceive, by the slightest possible scorn-

ful curl of Colonel Dabzac's insolent lip, that he
was saying to himself " we wouldn't stand that

sort of talk at Tanderagee."
But Dabzac was doomed to undergo some-

thing still more revolting to his feelings before
the day was over, for Mr. Spenser met the

benevolent and burly Father Magrath in the

street after church, and invited him home to

dinner. Magrath (who had been as zealous
that day at the altar as the rector had been in

the pulpit to inculcate the doctrines of peace
and charity) accepted the invitation cheerfully,
and promised to overtake the party on the

mountain. It was a chapter of Irish history to

mark how the colonel looked at the priest, just
as if he was a dog, or the priest of a religion in

which a dog was the divinity. Father Magrath,
on the other hand, eyed the colonel with the

defiant air of a man who felt that he represented
the people, and that the cause of the people was

"conquering and to conquer." The intense

enmity with which they regarded one another

was, indeed, the means of keeping the peace
between them

; for, feeling that any converse
must inevitably lead to a warmth of altercation

incompatible with good manners, particularly
in ladies' company, they refrained, by mutual

consent, from holding any intercourse whatso-
ever.

But what had become of Mr. Trundle ? He
certainly came out of church with the rest, yet,

when Mr. Spenser began to collect his little

flock of relatives and guests, whom he was that

day to provide with carnal as well as with

spiritual food, "the little, fat, round, oily man"
of projects was not to be seen. There was a

game of "hide and seek" about the precincts
f the church to find him

;
and where should he

turn up at last but in Mrs. Hogg's school-room,

getting the strapping Ellen herself and all her

scholars, male and female, down to the smallest

thing that could make a scratch with a pen, to

sign his petition and address to the Crown for

the ship-canal between Loch Foyle and Loch

Swilly.

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE RETURN.

" Here we go up, up, up,
And here we go down, down, downy."

NURSERY RHYMES.

THE return to the parsonage resembled the

march of a caravan. In front rode the Spenser

girls and Colonel Dabzac. Then came the cu-

rate's inside car, a curious, square, spacious ve-

hicle, of very rude construction, painted dark-

green, and drawn by a mule
;

it contained Carry
herself (no bad proof of its capacity), one of her
little girls on her knee, another by her side,

rather pinched for room, and the two boys, great

Billy Pitt and little Hercules, both still petti-

coated, on the opposite seat, their red and white

legs now and then appearing amid the ample
folds of their mother's dress. The car was fol-

lowed by the rector on his brown mare, Mr.
Trundle triumphing in his accession of signa-

tures, the curate bestriding Sligo, and Dr. Wil-

kins, the doctor of the neighborhood, who al-

ways paid Mrs. Spenser a Sunday visit, and gen-

erally dined at the parsonage on that day. Some-
times Elizabeth fell back to chat with her aunt,
and point out some beauty in the prospect;
sometimes Hercules bolted forward to join his

nieces, take his little namesake up before him
on the pony, or ask the elder boy the Latin for

a goat or a sea-gull, just to see how he was im-

proving under his mother's tuition. He had a

prodigious stock of nursery hymns, too, for the

entertainment of children, and tales of ./Esop's

immortal fox, to whose deeds he sometimes

gave a political complexion, so much so that the

rector used to say,
"
Hercules, your fox is al-

ways a Whig."
Doctor Wilkins was a remarkable man

;
he

had the most lugubrious countenance you ever

saw, yet he seldom spoke but he made you die

laughing. He was well worth a college of your

grave, formal physicians. It was hard to say
how it was Doctor Wilkins made you laugh, but

he did it, never once smiling himself ;
on the con-

trary, seemingly quite unconscious that he
was^

at all amusing, and looking the picture of the*

profoundest melancholy, while every body within

hearing was holding his sides. He knew every

body, and had a dry, solemn, historical way of

reproducing the preposterous things he heard or

witnessed, which (enhanced by a smooth, rich

brogue) was absolutely irresistible. He em-

belished very little, but he brought out the ridic-

ulous points to admiration, and in the most art-

less way in the world, more as if he was talking
to himself than trying or wishing to entertain
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the company. It was in reality comic talent of

a high order, but he was an able physician like-

wise, and justly popular with both rich and poor
all round the country.

It was a sultry day in the valleys, but on the

heights and on the water there was a delicious

breeze. Mrs. Woodward, not being partial to

boating, lamented the destruction of the bridge,
and began to stir up the gentlemen to have the

mischief repaired promptly.
"I was over at Major Armstrong's yester-

day," drawled the doctor,
" and they were talk-

ing on that subject. O'Madden was dining there,
and one or two more."

" The bridge is, or I should say was, on the
. major's property, I believe," said the rector.

" One side of the water is the major's ground,"
replied Wilkins,

" and the other, it appears, is

the O'Madden's."
" The expense will be trivial I should say

nnder twenty pounds," said Mr. Spenser.
"So they were saying," said the doctor, "but,

from all I could collect, I doubt if the work will

ever be done, necessary as it is, unless the coun-

ty takes it in hand, or his excellency the lord

lieutenant."

"The lord lieutenant!" exclaimed Mr. Spen-
ser "

why, it's not a bridge in the Phoenix
Park !

" The major says it's the business of the

grand jury; O'Madden is for throwing it on the

government. I'll tell you more," added the

doctor;
" there was a bit of a memorial drawn

up in my presence, and I left them seriously talk-

ing of sending up a deputation to the castle, to-

morrow or next day."
"You astonish me," said Mr. Spenser, "though

I have been long enough in Ireland, too. Why,
in England

"
" But we are not in England," said the doctor.

"I sometimes think we are in Higgledy-Pig-
gledy," said Carry Woodward.

" And the O'Madden, too ! a man who never

opens his lips but to bluster on patriotism and

independence," cried Mr. Spenser with unusual
warmth.

" And isn't it the height of patriotism to keep
our own money in our pockets, and get as much
as we can out of Johnny across the water?"
drawled the doctor.

" I've a good mind," said the curate,
" to go

up with the deputation to Dublin, and put in

my private claims at the same time. I want
a hinge to the door of my pig-sty, as you know,
Val."

" A capital satire it would be," said Mr.

Spenser.
After some time the rector and curate re-

commenced their argument on college educa-

tion, and Hercules, as before, had the best of it

decidedly, clearly proving that it was far more
difficult for a young man to go through the Dub-
lin university without some improvement, than

through either Oxford or Cambridge, and again
enumerating with enthusiasm all the legs of

mutton he had eaten, and all his ambrosial nights
with Tom Beamish.
While this dialogue was going on, Elizabeth

was riding close alongside of the car, convers-

ing on the same topic with Mrs. Woodward.

They talked also of Mr. Dawson, whose connec-
tion with Sydney was growing every day a

source of greater uneasiness to the ladies of the

Spenser family.
"Has your father no control?" asked Mrs.

Woodward, earnestly." He is so occupied with Mrs. Spenser and his

books," said Elizabeth.

"I have no patience with my brother," cried

Carry, in great vexation
;

" the worst of this un-
fortunate robbery is, that it seems likely to en-

tangle Sydney still more with that dangerous
man. What an evening jou must have had with
him ! Was he as coarse as usual ?"

"Indeed, aunt," said Elizabeth, smiling, "his
coarseness is not half so disagreeable as his re-

finement
;
but I would freely forgive both if he

would only not be so excessively attentive to me
as he alwavs is : he was particularly odious the

other evening."
" My poor girl," said Carry, with compassion-

ate vehemence,
"

if I were your father, or your
brother. I would not allow such a person as Mr.
Dawson to come within twenty miles of you, if

there was a pistol, or a horsewhip to be had in

the world."
It was curious to observe the looks of admira-

tion and awe with which Mrs. Woodward's chil-

dren regarded her when she delivered herself

in this impassioned sort of way. Their eyes
were riveted on her face, and the play of her
animated though massive features was indeed

very imposing.
"I am sometimes surprised at papa," said

her niece, after a moment's pause,
" he is so ob-

servant, and so naturally fastidious
;
but I never

saw him so annoyed by Mr. Dawson's manners
and conversation as he was on Friday."
"Very well," said Mrs. Woodward, "but will

he forbid Sydney to keep his company ? that's

the question."
" But my, uncle, you know," rejoined Eliza-

beth,
" sometimes takes Mr. Dawson's part, sa

we must not be so hard upon papa."
"
Oh, many a battle I have with your uncle

on that subject," said Carry; "indeed, I think

it's the only thing we ever fight about, except
the state of his study."

Before dinner there was a grand levee held in

Mrs. Spenser's boudoir; Miss M'Cracken and
Rebecca officiating as maids of honor

;
and the

salts and tonics, with a bouquet of magnificent

green-house flowers, duly arranged on a little

oval table, covered with a fair napkin. Doctor

Wilkins, the state physician, had recommended
her to receive visitors, knowing the

efficacy
of

a little gossip and excitement in female disor-

ders of the nervous class. The bed-room was
the prettiest room in the house, overlooking a

flower-garden, with the water and hills beyond,
and furnished both with taste and luxury, the

taste being the husband's and the luxury the

wife's. The lady sat near the window, with

pillows behind, pillows under, and pillows on

each side of her, richly attired in black satin,

and looking so very pale that you expected to

hear some news from the other world every time

she opened her lips. Mrs. Spenser was one of

those women who know something about every

body in a certain sphere, and who are expert at

discovering some sort of relationship or connec-

tion more or less remote between themselves

and every body else in the same privileged cir-

cle. She graced Dabzac at once with her special
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favor, knew some near relatives of his intimately
and presumed he was related to Sir Thomas
Dabzac, of Shropshire. Her reception of aunt

Carry (whom she stood slightly in awe of), was
civil enough, more because she was a Spenser
than because she was the best of women

;
bui

she returned the friendly greetings of the curate

with a coldness which, however, hurt the rec-

tor more than it did Hercules himself, who
despised the lady too much to care for the tem-

perature of her courtesy, had it been down to

zero. Mrs. Spenser, indeed, looked on curates
in the light of tutors and such low people. As
to the doctor, he was too useful to be snubbed

;

but, indeed, he would not have brooked it from
her

;
he was one of the few people who kept her

in any subjection, contradicting her with a cour-

age that astonished Mr. Spenser, and returning
slight for slight, the true way to deal with im-

pertinent women, whether in their boudoirs or
their drawing-rooms.
"Who preached to-day, my dear ?" she said

to Elizabeth, who sat close to her. She knew
very well that her husband had preached, but
she had her own small reasons for asking.

"Papa," replied her step-daughter.
"Papa! again!" exclaimed the white lady

in black satin, in aweak but perfectly audible tone.

The point of this short speech was in the

"again," or rather in the tone and look with
which the word was pronounced. It conveyed
most distinctly, and was intended to convey" what is the use, Mr. Spenser, of keeping a cu-

rate, if you preach yourself so often?"

Carry fired up, and bit her lip only for the

strangers present she would never have put up
with it. She sometimes gave Mrs. Spenser a
bit of her mind, as well as Doctor Wilkins. The
fact, however, was, that Mr. Spenser did preach
much more frequently than most rectors do who
have curates to preach for them. People some-
times said that he was the curate and Mr. Wood-
ward the rector. It arose from Mr. Spenser's
considerate regard for his brother-in-law, who,
having so large a family, and so poor a stipend,
was compelled to have other irons in the fire to

make out a respectable livelihood.

The rector now expressed his hope that Mrs.

Spenser would join the family at dinner :

" What
do you say, Doctor Wilkins ?"

"
I say yes, by all means

;
it will do her all

the good in the world," answered the doctor,

bluntly and decidedly.
"Ah, I am not equal to it I am not indeed,

Doctor Wilkins
;

the very idea of dinner

makes me ill doesn't it, Miss M'Cracken ?"
Miss M'Cracken assented, of course

;
it was

in the routine of her office.

Mrs. Spenser continued, speaking as if it was
an effort far beyond her strength,

" She hoped
Colonel Dabzae would excuse her, she was al-

ways such a wretched invalid
;
the climate of

Ireland was killing her
;
and you may imagine,"

she added, "that the late awful event has al-

most finished me
;

I can bear any thing any
thing in the world but this dreadful state of

things, when we can't call our lives our own,
without having one's house fortified like a cas-

tle, and the police at one's very door."

"
Oh, be asy, my darling," audibly muttered

Doctor Wilkins, in his long-drawn, comical

way.
Mrs. Woodward had been watching his coun-

tenance, which had been growing longer and

longer during Mrs. Spenser's speech, until at

last it grew as lugubrious as possible, and then
he came out with his amusing "Oh, be asy."

"Indeed, Valentine," the lady went on, af-

fecting not to hear the doctor,
"
I would greatly

prefer having a military force
;
soldiers are so

much better disciplined; I'm positive, if you
would write to your friend Mr.

,
at the castle,

he would order a regiment to be quartered here."
"A regiment, my dear!" exclaimed Mr.

Spenser, smiling.

"Well, a company," said the silly invalid.

"Fudge, nonsense, humbug," interrupted

Wilkins, unable to stand this any longer; "the
best company for you is our company at dinner

;

that's the company you want, ma'am. Come,
we must strengthen your nerves

;
rout you

about, and put some flesh on your bones,
ma'am. 'Faith, I'm not so sure that if Captain
Rock was to pay you a visit in earnest, it

wouldn't do you more good than the doctors.

I'll order you an insurrection if you don't be.

have yourself."

Every body laughed but Miss M'Cracken.
Mrs. Spenser was struck dumb by the doctor's

audacity, and enraged at the effect it produced
on the circle.

"The doctor's a regular trump," said Her-
cules to his wife, as they went down stairs to

have a little conjugal stroll on the sands and
examine together the paper found by the police.

"I trust they will not persuade her to come
down to dinner," said Carry, highly incensed at
Mrs. Spenser's impertinences.
"So do I, devoutly," said her husband; "I

sometimes think that poor woman is possessed
with a fiend."

"God help the fiend," answered Carry, "that
were possessed with her; I should say poor
fiend, not poor woman."

" What a person for your brother to place at

the head of his family !" said Hercules.

Something between a sigh and a groan that

ame from the abysses of Carry's voluminous

person, heaving up her stomacher like a great
billow, testified her cordial concurrence in the

sentiment.

Directly Mrs. Woodward glanced at the pa-
per, she said the name was Dawson, but the

curate still insisted that it was Lawlor, and said

tie had no doubt about it. His wife was just as

positive on her side.

"But, my dear," said Hercules, "how is it

possible a paper belonging to Mr. Dawson could

lave found its way into a vault under the

Black Castle?"
"
Easily enough," replied Carry, looking very

mysterious, and speaking very deliberately, "if

Vlr. Dawson had a hand "

The curate was too indignant to allow her to

finish the sentence. He gave her an awful lec-

ure on what he called the female vices of sus-

picion and detraction. Carry bit her lip, but

made no answer.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE ISLAND.

"Oh, had we some bright little isle of our own
In the blue summer ocean far off and alone !"

MOORE.
K,

"Blanda pericla maris." CLAUDIA.N.

MR. SPENSER proposed to put off the pic-nic

voyage to the island until the return of his son
;

a cruise without Sydney seemed, indeed, like

a fleet going to sea without an admiral
;

but

his daughters and their aunt were unanimous

against the postponement ;
not that they were

pleased to be without Sydney (rough as he was),
but his presence would probably involve that of

his friend Dawson, the feeling against whom
was so strong, that the party would have been
broken up had the postponement been insisted

on. Mr. Spenser intended to have made one of

the voyagers, but he was compelled to do serv-

ice on that day upon terra firma. At an early
hour in the morning he was waited on by the

commandant of the police force, whose object
was to intimate that he was under the necessity
of withdrawing the garrison from the parson-

age, as the services of the men were required
in a neighboring parish, where some slight dis-

turbances had actually broken out connected

with the collection of tithes. This intelligence
was doubly unpleasant; the agitation was ap-

proaching alarmingly near, and protection was
about to be withdrawn at the very moment it

seemed to be really desirable to have it. How
to communicate the news to Mrs. Spenser was,
however, the practical difficulty that first occur-

red. There was, of course, another hubbub,

quite as great as what took place when she dis-

covered Maguire's robbery. There was no re-

source but to write to the Under-Secretary for

the aid of the military. Mr. Spenser doubted
the absolute necessity of the application, but he
was compelled to sit down by his wife's bedside,
and an urgent letter, dictated by that lady's own

lips, was sent by the next post up to Dubli-n

Castle.

The Woodwards (having pressed Doctor Wil-
kins into their service) sailed from their own
place of embarkation close to the village. The
curate had a good stout well-built smack of his

own, called the Caroline, after his wife. The

arrangements were rough, but not very uncom-

fortable, and, when a pic-nic on the island was
in view, the smack was always provisioned for a

week, to guard against casualties, such as an

unlucky shifting of the wind, or a sea-fog. Her-
cules was never so glorious as on a day like

this. It developed his animal strength, and ex-
cited his animal spirits. It made him a boy
again, and no boy could have more fully, or

almost more boisterously, enjoyed it. Carry
promoted such expeditions on his account chief-

ly ;
it was his only relaxation after weeks of such

pastoral labors as no pastor in the church but
himself could have gone through. Indeed, his

very relaxation would have broken down most
other men.
The Spensers had their trim cutter, the Gip-

sy, and a pretty boat she was, though not to be
tnentiored on the same day with George Mark-

ham's Circe. Dabzac understood something of

navigation, but there were better seamen on
board the Gipsy, or Mr. Spenser would not have
committed his children to the Atlantic in her.

The girls went on board immediately after an

early breakfast, accompanied by the colonel, and
Miss M'Cracken, with the second brood of the

Spensers.
There was so little air on the water near the

parsonage, that the cutter had to be towed for a

couple of miles down the creek, where she

caught a breath of wind from the hills to the

northward, just sufficient, with the help of an

ebbing tide, to waft her gently toward the sea.

The scenery was beautifully bold, and grew
wilder and loftier every moment, while the inlet

narrowing at the same time toward its mouth

brought the heights on each side closer and

closer, until at length the voyagers found them-
selves in a marine gorge, through which for

some minutes there seemed to be no passage.
The height of the mountains just here was so

great as to exclude the direct rays of the sun at

that early hour, so that a certain air of somber

magnificence distinguished the scenery at this

spot, which had therefore acquired the romantic

name of the Dark Glen of the Ocean. A few
knots further changed the view remarkably.
As you emerged from these gloomy waters, you
passed as it were through the jaws of the gu f,

and the prospect of the Atlantic burst upon you
in all its splendor. There was always a little

agitation here on the stillest day in summer.
The Spensers were always distracted between
their admiration for the view at this point and
the disagreeable motion that universally accom-

panied it. Here, too, when there was any
breeze, you were sure to get either all the ben-

efit or all the disadvantage of it. The breeze

was now as propitious as possible. The cutter

showed all her canvas, and flew through the

waves merrily.
"
Why, that is a castle before us !" cried

Dabzac, struck by the singular appearance of a

pile about half a league distant, in the direct

line of their course.

It was not a castle, but only a huge castellated

cliff, forming the eastern face of the islet toward
which the Gipsy was bound. The resemblance
to an extensive castle, like that at St. Goar on
the Rhine, was very remarkable

; geologists ac-

counted for it by the basaltic character of the

rock of which the islet was composed. It seem-
ed a group of ruinous turrets, of various heights,
some very commanding, and connected by para-

pets and battlements, in which the eye, aided a

little by fancy, discovered embrasures and port-

holes, and every thing that a regular fortress

ought to be provided with. The mouth of a

cavern near the Center of the mass had all the

appearance of a low-browed arched gate with a

portcullis. The deception, on the whole, was

very complete and singular. It was sometimes

called The Isle of the Tower, either from this

remarkable peculiarity, or from a real tower or

fort, the ruins of which still existed in the interi-

or, But the name it commonly went by was
T ry Island, probably a corruption of the other
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appellation; or it may have been a Tory fastness

in by-gone days, when Tories were synony-
mous in the north of Ireland with robbers and

rapparees. Mr. Woodward, who was a passion-

ate antiquary, had a long and learned story from

that extremely barren chronicle,
" the Annals

of the Four Masters," about the original occu-

pation of this island t/ the Fomorians, a race of

gigantic corsairs, or sea-kings, sons of Ham,
and consequently grandsons of Noah. Mr.

Spenser used to say that Hercules looked ex-

tremely like a Sea-King himself.

The Gipsy was joined, amid mutual cheers,

by the Caroline, immediately under the gigantic

crags we have described. The water there was

deep enough for a frigate to ride in, almost up to

the very edge of the rock, so that (the sea being
smooth as crystal) the smack and cutter cast

their anchors within a yard of the shore, and
the party actually jumped on land, all but aunt

Carry for whom a stout plank was provided.
At first sight you thought there was no issue

from the short and narrow strip of beach on

which you stood, after landing at this spot ;
it

seemed as if you were completely hemmed in by
the water on one side and the tall towered cliffs

on the other. But a steep stair, as winding as

a cork-screw, had been roughly, but ingeniously,
hewn out among the fissures and crevices of the

rock, enabling you to climb with considerable

labor, but without much risk, not exactly to the

summit, but to a cleft, as it were, between two

bastions, from which a hollow slope of beauti-

fully smooth and verdant turf introduced you at

once into the ferny interior of the island, right

among the panic-stricken conies-. The whole
extent was not more than some dozen of acres

;

a little hollow or basin, with the richest wild

vegetation, presenting a rocky front to the ocean
on every side.

You may fancy how the young Sponsors and

their cousins, the still bolder little Woodwards,
reveled in a place like this. The latter were
the first to gain the top of the ascent, and they
were a little scared and surprised to find the

island apparently in possession, not of the rab-

bits, as usual, but of an enormous Newfoundland

dog, whom they saw careering through the

brake, lost in its deep masses, now appearing

again, rushing up to them with apparent hostil-

ity, and as swiftly scampering off' once more, in

exuberance of canine spirits. It puzzled them

extremely to find such an animal on the island,

and it puzzled the wiser heads of the party, too,

as they toiled up the craggy parapet in succes-

sion. Carry Woodward always felt this part of

the expedition sensibly, and often and often had

declared that she never would undergo it

again; but still there had never been a party to

Tory Island without her.

The proper w
r

ay to go down the green slope
was running ;

the curate, Doctor Wilkins, and

the boys, were already up to their hips in the

fern
;
the great Hercules, quite as wild as the

little, who was as wild as one of Cadwallader's

goats. The curate had already shot a brace of

rabbits . Carry stood puffing and panting to rest

herself, looking quite overcome and exhausted.

Dabzac offered her his arm to make the descent,
but she said she always managed it best by her-

self, with just the help of her parasol. The girls
made the race with their usual activity and suc-

cess. Miss M'Cracken got down with the help
of Doctor Wilkins, .and poor Mrs. Woodward
got down too, only that just at the last the bank
was too slippery, or her parasol too frail, or her
momentum too considerable, for she fell in the
most amusing manner with the utmost possible

safety, and came sliding down to where the turf

wyas level, and further slipping was against the

laws of nature. Elizabeth was at her side in an

instant, and there was merry laughing, of course,

Carry laughing herself as pleasantly as the rest,
as soon as she got on her legs again. Mean-
while the dog continued to make his evolutions

through the fern, occasioning a dozen specula-
tions as to how he came there and who could
own him. Once or twice he disappeared on the

opposite side over a brow which led to the ruin

already mentioned, under which, upon a spacious
flat rock, about thirty feet long by twenty broad,
the Spensers had long ago fixed a rustic table

of great massiveness, and surrounded (except on
the side next the sea) with a bench formed of

huge stones, cushioned with green sods. This
was the point to which parties of pleasure

(always more or less sensual) generally made in

the first instance. The boatmen carried the

panniers with the provisions, and Mrs. Wood-
ward herself superintended the dispositions for

what many people consider the most indispensa-
ble part of a fetc-champetre.

" There must be other people, papa, on the

island besides ourselves, to-day,
5 '

said Billy Pitt

to his father.

"I can ;

t think it possible, Billy," said the

curate,
"
my fear is that there has been a wreck

;

it is only too probable that the yacht we saw in

danger during the gale has been lost here
;
I can

not account in any other way for a dog like that

being on the island, and sec, he has a collar

round his neck."
The dog rushed past them at the moment up

the slope that commanded the ruins and the

rustic table beneath them
; Billy Pitt ran for-

ward with nearly equal speed, and in a few
moments made a signal to his father to hasten
after him. which, of course, he did with his giant
strides, expecting to see something surprising,
and he was not disappointed.
At the rustic table, about fifty yards beneath

the place where he stood, sat two young men,
attired in seemingly naval uniform, actively

engaged in discussing an excellent dinner, and

seemingly as much at their ease, and at home,
as if the island belonged to them in fee-simple.
The dinner was not entirely a cold one, for a

wreath of smoke was perceptible ascending from
one of the dishes, which seemed to consist of

broiled fish
;
a supposition which was confirmed

by the circumstance that a fire had been kindled,
and was still burning within the adjacent ruins,
which had an arched gate-way communicating
with the flat rock.

"They have turned the hall of Conaing's
Tower into a kitchen," said Billy Pitt, highly
excited and irritated at what, to his ingenuous
and enthusiastic mind, appeared a most sacrile-

gious proceeding.
"Yes, and I am mistaken," said Mr. Wood-

ward, "if that is not the cook lying on his back
in the shadow there under the wall, resting from
his labors."

"
See, papa, they are drinking cider."
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"More probably champagne, Billy," replied
his father

; "upon my word, they seem to be a

pair of luxurious young pirates/' The curate

knew what champagne was, probably not so

veil by the report of the cork, as the report of

the world. Even Mr. Spenser did not drink

expensive wines, and as to episcopal dinners, the

curate had only read of them, and scarce be-

lieved half that he read.
"
They do look piratical," said Doctor Wilkins,

" the taller of the two wears a cutlass, and I see

something behind the other like a blunderbuss

it is either a blunderbuss or a telescope."
At this moment, one of the banqueters on the

rock gave a shrill whistle, and cried Pedro in a

sonorous voice, which made the cliffs and caves

ring again. Pedro was chasing the rabbits and
other innocent little wild beasts many a yard
away, too far to be within hearing of the signal,
and the young man who had made it stood up to

look after his dog, and in so doing discovered

Mr. Woodward, his son, and Doctor Wilkins

peering down upon him from the edge of the

precipice. If the curate had been surprised at

the sight of the strangers in naval dress, they,

upon their part, were far more startled at the

sight of him. He was indeed a figure that might
well have been taken for a pirate, and a for-

midable one. His gigantic size, his features,
which looked at a distance so truculent, his

round, broad-brimmed, low-crowned glazed hat,
his blue jacket, and the fowling-piece on his

shoulder, formed an ensemble which led irresist-

ibly to the conclusion that he was some bold

smuggler, or sea-attorney, who had made this

almost inaccessible islet his stronghold. Doctor
Wilkins wore a blue jacket also, and might be

very well taken for a mate or a coxswain.
The curate was soon made sensible of the

impression he produced, for the young man who
was on his legs seized a rifle which had been

lying beside him, and made a sign to his com-
rade to arm himself, too, which he immediately
did, grasping the gun which Billy had taken for

a telescope. At this critical moment arrived

aunt Carry, escorted by the colonel, and followed

by her beautiful nieces and the rest of the party.
The young men looked at one another, and con-

versed in a low tone.
" The pirate or smuggler, or whatever he is

has got a jolly fat wife," said George Markham.
"And a fine family," said Vivyan.
"I fear it will turn out that we are the intru-

ders," said Markham.
"I fear so," said his friend; "these people

may possibly be the proprietors of this island,

they look wild enough for it
;

we certainly are

not; in my opinion we ought to parley with
them."
"And invite them to join us," added George,

"the women look civilized, at all events, and
so do two of the men that tall fellow in the

pea-jacket with the gun is certainly a very ill-

looking desperado."
"
Probably a kind of amphibious game-keeper ;

remember we are in Connaught."
"
Well, here goes," cried Markham, "I'll face

the party, strong as it is
;
do you make that

lubberly Lawrence stir himself; threaten to

mast-head him, and set a few flasks of cham-
pagne to cx>l in the water; there's a great
lobster left in the square basket make him

dress it
;

I'll give a whistle should I want you
to come to me," and so speaking, the active

young sportsman sprang up the rocks in an

oblique direction by a track he had before dis-

covered, and which conducted him in less than

five minutes to the group on the top of the cliffs,

i
who were eagerly discussing who the invaders

[

of their island might be, and where they should

spread their dinner, now that the flat rock had
been usurped so unceremoniously.
The curate, feeling himself the leading per-

soage of his sex present, advanced to meet

Markham, who did not at _once renounce the

opinion he had formed of him at a distance;
but the misapprehension was removed directly
Woodward spoke, which he was the first to do.

apologizing most civilly for having interrupted
the young men so unseasonably.

"It is our part to apologize," said Markham.
with a gesture of courtesy intended for the ladies

who stood close by, as much as for the strange

personage with whom he talked " but our story
is simply this : we are mariners in distress all

but shipwrecked we have been cast upon this

island, where we are doing our best to make
ourselves comfortable

; among other things, we
have been trying to-day to make out a dinner

;

and if you and your party will only honor my
friend and myself with your company down on

the table-rock yonder, we shall esteem it the

greatest kindness you can possibly confer upon
a pair of weather-beaten tars."

The curate looked at his helpmate, and she in

her turn looked at the curate, and the looks of

both were so decidedly affirmative that very few
words were necessary to conclude the treaty
of peace and hospitality between the parties.
Markham stated his own name and his friend's,

and Mr. Woodward (at his wife's prompting)
observed the same formality, following it up by
presenting the young Englishman to Carry, his

nieces, and the rest of his faction in order. This

done, he directed the crew of the Caroline to

proceed to the usual place with the baskets (for

he insisted on contributing to the entertainment),
and in less than a quarter of an hour the whole
human population of the island was assembled

on the flat rock, as happy and animated a circle

as ever met together on a convivial occasion.

If Markham made a favorable impression on the

women, you may conceive how much they were
struck with Vivyan, whose appearance had been

much improved by the exposure to the sun and

air, which had slightly bronzed his complexion,
and given him a manlier look than he wore when
he sailed from Southampton.

His address was grace itself, his smile the

blandest and brightest ;
there was a quiet joy-

ousness about him, a love of pleasing, and a dis-

position to be pleased, which, joined with his

elegant person, cultivated taste, and a natural

facility of expressing his thoughts in lively and

agreeable language, made him one of the most

fascinating young men of his tune.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE PIC-NIC.
" Medio in fonte leporum,

Surgit amari aliquid, quod ipsis in floribus angit."
LUCRETICB.

THAT probably was the most remarkable and
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romantic pic-nic that ever took place. What a

spot it was ! In the front of the party lay the

glorious expanse of the Atlantic, with not an
inch of dry land, no, not so much as a rock for a

sea-mew to perch on, between the place where

you stood and the mouth of the Mississippi. Be-

hind, a gray ruin, with a legend, of course, and

many a controversy, which we shall not molest
the reader with, about its date and its architect-

ure, among the Oldbucks of the Irish Academy.
The curate (a little of a bore on Irish antiqui-

ties) is already warm on the subject with Mark-

ham, quoting Doctor Petrie, and warning him
not to let himself be led astray by the heresies
of Sir William Betham. Markham is looking
at the ladies, and uncertain which of the girls to

admire most, or whether the matron is not bet-

ter worth looking at than either. Vivyan is

speaking to Arabella, just because she happens
to be nearest to him

;
he has scarcely seen Eliz-

abeth's face yet. All is tumult, surprise, and

gayety, on that strange wild place for a dinner-

party. Miss M'Cracken is opening the hamp-
ers from the parsonage, and repaying herself for

her pains by taking a foretaste of their contents.

Mr. Lawrence (heartily weary of his "yoyage
pittoresque") is dressing the great lobster (a su-

perb one it is, calling for lettuce, as big as cab-

bages), and Peter, the curate's butler, is com-

mitting all manner of gaucheries in the discharge
of his office, and somewhat undecided whether
the blunderbuss is a flask of champagne, or the

flask of champagne a blunderbuss.
"We have heard a great deal," said Mark-

ham, at length escaping from the curate and the

archaeology, and addressing Mrs. Woodward,
" we have heard a great deal of the ' wild sports
of the west,' but we never dreamed of enjoying
any thing at once so wild and so charming as

this." The "
charming" was meant for the lady

he was accosting, and she replied with her good-
liest smile that " she feared the wildness was all

upon the side of her party, for, often as she had
visited the island, this was the first time she had
found it in the possession of such a civilized and

agreeable' population."
It was a compliment to the Englishmen at the

expense of the rabbits.

"We are only adventurers," said Vivyan,
"
something like Stephano and Trinculo, only

we don't think of usurping Prospero's island."
" OuV Prospero is not with us," said aunt

Carry.
"

I mean my brother, the Rev. Mr.

Spenser, (father to those ladies," she added, in

a parenthetic tone),
" who will regret not meet-

ing you here
;
but I hope before your cruise is

over he will have that pleasure upon an island

of more respectable dimensions than this."
"
Spenser ! the name struck Markham, and

added to his surprises. He was on the point of

inquiring whether the Mr. Spenser mentioned
was Lord Bonham's friend, when one of the sail-

ors came up to receive some directions from
Mr. Woodward, and, addressing him, called

him "your reverence."
If they had called him "your holiness," or

"your majesty," they could not have more elec-

trified the young Englishmen. Wild sports of

the west, indeed ! they both exclaimed inter-

nally, for the idea that Mr. Woodward was a

clergyman had never occurred t( them, nor was
there any thing about his appearance at all sug-

I gestive of it, but entirely the reverse. It height-
ened their spirits to find so much to divert mixed
wT

ith so much to attract and delight them. Men
so odd and uncouth, and at the same time so re-

plenished with good nature as the curate and
Doctor Wilkins neither Vivyan nor Markham
(who had been in the East, and seen Arabs and

dancing dervishes) had ever encountered; and
to find them in the society of three women, not

merely with fine persons, but well-bred and ac-

complished, was one of those surprising things
which people like to meet on their travels, and
it was agreeably surprising, too, which made it

so muclTthe better. They saw some surprising

things in Ireland, that long vacation, which were

quite of another character.

Elizabeth that day looked supremely bright
and joyous ;

she was passionately fond of nature,
a girl who loved the gayety of the open air, in

the fern and heather among the rocks, the wild

flowers, and the wild birds, better than the gayety
of any ball-room. Though her father was ab-

sent, she had people with her who were very
dear to her, and to whom she knew that she was
dear

;
she idolized Carry Woodward, and was

greatly attached to uncle Hercules, without

being blind to his oddities and mannerisms
;
then

she had Arabella, and her little step-brother and

step-sister, toward all of whom she felt exactly
as a pure, healthy-minded girl ought to feel, so-

licitous for their happiness, and happy herself

when she saw them happy. What an inestima-

ble quality it is, that of deriving pleasure from
the mere prospect of it in others

;
that basking

in the light reflected from other faces
;

how it

multiplies the enjoyments of those who are for-

tunate enough to possess it
;
how it exceeds in

intensity as well as dignity, and in durability
still more than either, all satisfaction of a selfish

nature
;
how wise and independent, as well as

how good is it, to be capable of being thus made

happy ! Elizabeth Spenser abounded with this

beautiful attribute
;

it was this, and nothing else,

that gave that sweet, soft, glad luster to her

eye, that, serene, sunny, musical expression to

all her features, which, before his cruise in the

Circe was over, flung its dazzling spell over
one of the young Englishmen, and made that

day on the Atlantic islet the most important and
critical of his life.

Markham (who was not long in establishing
the identity of Mrs. Woodward's brother witl

the gentleman to whom he had introductory let

ters) took the lead on the part of the English in

vaders, as the curate did on the part of the Iris}*

residents, during the protracted festivities of tht

rock. Vivyan, in the beginning of acquaint

anceships naturally shy, conversed a little witk

Mrs. Woodward, who sat upon his right during
the banquet, seldom addressing the whole party,
and never except when Markham stimulated

him to the effort. Elizabeth was his neighboi
to the left; he often marveled afterward how
little impression she made on him in the firs<

moments of their acquaintance.
The expertest reporter of a London journal

would probably have failed to give a tolerablj
c-orrect report of the mirthful, hearty, ^nthusi

astic, and motley conversation of that day. The

curate's spirits were naturally somewhat too ex

uberant, but thev were just sufficiently control

led by the less turbulent hilarity of the rest oi
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the party. In a company of Irishmen Hercules

was Irish, but when you diluted the Hibernian

alcohol with English milder spirits, you produced
a very agreeable and indeed civilized mixture.

Mr. Lawrence's lobster was applauded by all

who tasted it, and the champagne did not dimin-

ish the vivacity of the circle. The very opening
of it caused considerable merriment, lor Peter,

being the Ganymede of a man with an income

of seventy-five pounds a year, and having con-

sequently never witnessed the phenomenon be-

fore, was very near tumbling over the cliff into

unfathomed water, when the first cork bounced

into the air. Mrs. Woodward is reported to

have drank three glasses on that ever-memor-
able day, one with Markham, one with Vivyan,
and one with Colonel Dabzac, who, on the

whole, behaved himself very socially, for a

lieutenant-colonel and a grand-master. Then

uprose the curate, and "in his rising seemed,"
not "a pillar of state," but rather a church-

steeple ;
he rose to propose a general health to

a reunion as agreeable as it was unexpected
and picturesque, accompanied with a jovial

prayer that the same society might assemble

again at some future time on the same rock
with hearts as light and faces as cheerful. The

glasses were filled, the sunbeams danced on the

sparkling foam, of the Epergnay grape, when a
shrill shout from the younger members of the

party, who were disporting themselves in the

heath above the cliffs, attracted attention and

interrupted the libation. The cry was "
Syd-

ney, Sydney." Mrs. Woodward and her nieces

were disturbed and vexed by it
; Elizabeth,

indeed, reproached herself with feeling as she

did when the approach of her brother was an-

nounced, but it was not her brother whose ap-

proach she dreaded it was that of Dawson,
and almost the next moment he stood at her

side.

He and Sydney had returned to the parson-

age that morning, soon after the expedition set

out, and on receiving information of the pic-nic,

they instantly took a boat and rowed to the

island, Dawson not hesitating to join the party
on his friend's invitation.

You could not, without the eyes of Argus
eyes to see every body at the same moment
have had an idea of the effect produced upon
this occasion by the sudden apparition of Sydney
and his companion. The Irish party fell at

once several degrees in the estimation of the

Englishmen. Sydney of himself would not have

produced such a result, for his face was not yet
levered by dissipation, or deformed by passion ;

his eye had not lost its ingenuous light; he
looked a wild, ungoverj.ed, but still a handsome
and well-born, if not well-bred, boy. With
Dawson, however, in Conjunction with him, it

was different. Markham instantly thought that

he had seen Dawson somewhere in London,
whether smoking in the Quadrant, betting at

Tattersalls, or lounging and whispering in the

gallery of the House of Commons, he was not
certain. Both he and Vivyan soon learned that

Sydney was brother to the fair girls whose ac-

quaintance they had just made, and that Dawson
was Sydney's friend, relative, or both, required
no sagacity to discover. Let the reader im-

agine what must naturally pass through the

mind under such circumstances
;
the disappoint-

ment of the Englishmen on the one nand, the

uncomfortable feelings of the Spensers and
Woodwards on the other, the feeling of being
ashamed of an acquaintance and a relative, and
that relative such a very near one.

There was an end of all hilarity and easy
conversation. The efforts of the new comers to

restore both only made the effect more remark-
able. The curate alone received Dawson with

any thing like cordiality; he rose to make a

place for him at the table, but Frank Vivyan
rose at the instant with the same object, and
little dreaming of the pain he was causing both
to Mrs. Woodward and Elizabeth, was instru-

mental in planting Dawson between them. In
the act of performing this civility, he encoun-
tered Dawson' s sinister and ambiguous eye,
with one so freezingly disregardful, that the
look was never forgiven or forgotten.

Both aunt and niece had dined as well as

Vivyan, so they saw no reason why they should

linger at the table, while Sydney and Dawson
satisfied the cravings of nature, particularly as

another gorgeous sunset was on the point of

taking place. They rose simultaneously, and a

proposition was soon made and accepted to

ramble over the island. The broad-brimmed
white hat which Dawson wore, concealed the

scowl with which he regarded the graceful

Vivyan, as now conversing with Elizabeth he
mounted the steep path that led to the top of
the cliffs. However, he applied himself to his

dinner notwithstanding, devoured the remnant
of the lobster, and divided with Sydney a flask

of champagne, neither inquiring from what
cellar the wine came. Miss M'Cracken paid
him little attention, knowing that he was no
favorite with Mrs. Spenser; but the honest

curate, who never deserted a friend in need,
took the best Care he could of him, and conversed
with him for some time. Among other things
he asked Dawson whether the report was true
that he was on the point of going into parlia-
ment for Rottenham.
The question excited Dawson's vulgar vanity,

and made him swagger a good deal, and talk

and eat simultaneously. He replied, that there

was something in the wind, he believed, on the

subject ;
but he would look before he leaped ;

no constituency should make a cat's-paw of

him, and he was equally resolved to be no man's

warming-pan ;
he didn't deny he was a liberal,

and he didn't assert that the country had no

wrongs and grievences, but he wouldn't pin
himself to the tail of any agitator; he would

blush, so he would he pronounced it bloosh
to be a mere shillelagh in the hand of Daniel
0' Council himself.

Dawson often talked of blushing, but he never
did.

The curate, however, felt that his principal

obligation for the time being was to entertain

the young Englishmen, and accordingly he now
strode after Markham, who was following the

women, having been intensely disgusted with
Dawson's display.

Miss M'Cracken, however, had overheard
the conversation between Dudley and the curate,
and taking a very different view of the former

gentleman when she learned that he was of
sufficient mark for a seat in parliament, she
now did all she could to make him comfortable
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helped him plentifully to tongue and chicken, ains, with an eye to enjoy, and a mil d to feel

and not only smiled and courtesied graciously, them. She had partly conquered Vivyan's re-

when he proposed a glass of champagne to her, serve, and was. now holding with him. the sort

but drank off the glass with the same amiable
I
of conversation that cultivated women are so

fond of, fanciful, poetical, lively, sentimental

without melancholy, a grain of philosophy in it

to make it serious, a strain of wit to make it

brilliant, and a little touch of gallantry to throw

complaisance.
" Your country is remarkable for the mag-

nificence of its sunsets," said Markham to the

curate, as they walked together, immediately
behind Mrs. Woodward, her nieces, and Frank

Vivyan.
"Men of your profession, sir," replied Wood-

ward,
" have constant opportunities of observing

and enjoying such phenomena."
Markham smiled, and undeceived the curate

as to his profession, acquainting him that both

himself and his comrade were only amateur

wailors, though they wore a costume something
Bsembling the naval.

"But where is your yacht?" asked the other.
* You did not lose her,' I trust, in the late gale."

"No," said Markham, "but how we pre-
served her, or indeed saved ourselves, I can

hardly inform you; I fear it was less by our

seamanship than our good-fortune. However,
we sustained so much damage that this morning
we ordered our men to carry her into the port
of Deny, to undergo the necessary repairs. We
lost our bowsprit and our rudder."

"We could have managed all that for you at

Redcross," said the curate; "but what do you
propose to do while your boat is repairing?"
"We propose, with your permission, to bivouac

here, on this pretty isle of yours," answered

Markham, coolly.
" We are tolerably well

armed and provisioned ;
we have a tent, plenty

of cloaks and blankets, lots of books: oh, we
shall do very well, I assure you."

" But we must try to provide you with some-
what better quarters, sir," said Woodward. "I

hope you will kindly prefer our hospitality, rude

as you will find it, to that of the rabbits and the

sea-p-ulls. Besides, I dori't think your friend

looks as if his frame w&s quite equal yet to the

hardships of a Robinson Crusoe life."

"Oh, is it Vivyan?" said Markham. "I as-

sure you he is a hardier fellow than you take

him for. He wa^ squeamish enough for the first

week, but, faith, now he is the best hand in the

Circe. However, your proposal is a very kind

and agreeable one, and I have no doubt my
friend will concur with me in accepting it very

thankfully."
Markham then gave the curate a full account

of the plan and the course of their voyage : told

him a good deal about Vivyan, a little about

himself; assured him that pleasure was their

sole object ;
and that they were visiting Ireland,

neither as politicians to meddle with state

affairs, artists to paint her scenery, or com-
missioners of the Times newspaper, to investi-

gate the relations of landlord and tenant. He
could not help thinking, as he said this, that

finer subjects for sketches, either with pen or

pencil, than the singular personage he was

talking to, and his fair, vast wife, it would not

be easy to find between the tropics, or beyond
them.

That fair wife was now sitting on a cushion
of turf, soft as Lyons velvet, and green as

oriental emerald, save where a tuft of purple
heath broidercd it, contemplating the glories of

the evening, the sun, the ocean, and the mount-

a rosy hue over all. Perhaps no woman loves

this sort of parley so well as a clever and hand-
some one of ripe years, with such a companion
as Vivyan, young enough to be her son, but

capable, as he was, of holding such discourse

with her. Carry, too, enjoyed it the more,
because it was rarely now that she met with a
man of elegant mind and soft acquirements, with
the exception of her brother, Mr. Spenser.
Elizabeth sat in her shadow, on the same natural

couch of green and purple, eagerly listening,
but taking no part in the dialogue, except with
her eyes, which incessantly chatted with those

of her aunt, though *they seldom encountered

Vivyan's, who indeed was not seated so as to

have the same full view of her that he had of

Mrs. Woodward.
The curate had one fault on a pic-nic he was

as eager to get home as he was to set out.

"Your uncle is getting fidgety," said Carry,
to her niece, as Hercules approached with Mark-
ham.

"It is still early, aunt," said Elizabeth, re-

luctant to leave the sunset, and finding the con-

versation pleasing, though participating little

in it.

Much, indeed, as Carry herself loved her hus-

band, and dutiful wife as she was, she would

very gladly have lingered another half hour on

the green couch with her fascinating new ac-

quaintance. But Mr. Woodward was commo-
dore of the squadron, and when he gave sailing

orders, his wife was not the person to mutiny,
so she gave her hand to Markham, who helped
her to rise, while Frank gave his arm to Eliza-

beth just in time to save her from the offer of

Dawson's, who came up at the moment with the

rest of the party, all now in motion for the beach.

Dawson next addressed himself to aunt Carry,
who repelled him in a certain dry way she had,
and which she well knew how to employ on

proper occasion. She was a porcupine to men
of his stamp, or rather a rhinoceros, for she was
content with defensive operations, and made her-

self as impenetrable to the people she disliked,
as she was affable and buxom to her favorites.

It ended in Dawson being obliged to put up
with the governess, who, indeed, wanted the as-

sistance of his arm to descend the rude winding
stair among the rocks, and it was the least re-

turn he could make for the tongue and chicken

she had helped him to. Lucy, being an accom-

plished coquette, managed to make herself ex-

tremely agreeable ;
and perhaps Dawson fore-

saw that so clever a girl might possibly hereafter

be useful to him, for, though he was a little mo-
rose at first, he grew even more than polite after

some moments, and formed on that occasion a

sort of flirting friendship with Miss M'Cracken,
which continued to the end of his career, and

was not without important results.

Hitherto the day had passed without any in-

cident more provoking than the intrusion of a

disagreeable guest ;
but a painful
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took place just 9s the party vvas all mustered on

the little narrow quay already described, and

on the point of embarking in their respective
vessels. Billy Pitt Woodward was playing some-

what riotously with his little cousins and the

dog- Pedro, and though several times warned
that the space was too limited for such gambols,

persevered, in the intoxication of his boyish

spirits. Elizabeth Spenser happened to" be

standing within a foot of the edge, just between
the yacht and the smack, and the boy in pass-

ing was pushed against her by the dog. She

stumbled, lost her "equilibrium," and before any
body could grasp her dress, or give any assist-

ance, she fell into the water. A general shriek

accompanied the horrid splash. Instantly it was
followed by another. A young man had thrown
off his coat and plunged after her it was Mr.
Dawson !

It was gallantly and admirably done. Xot
two minutes elapsed between the fall and the

rescue
;
but nothing

1

, of course, was thought of

but attention to the almost lifeless girl. She

soon, however, came to herself, and was carried

by her afflicted uncle (who was almost as skill-

ful in cases of drowning as Doctor Wilkins him-

self) on board the Gipsy, which was fortunately

provided with blankets in sufficient quantity,
and several other appliances useful on such oc-

casions. It was a disastrous termination of a

day of pleasure, and not the least annoying part
of it was the circumstance that the girl

:

s de-

liverer was the last man in the world whom she
would have chosen to owe her life to. But the
curate, as soon as he returned upon deck, em-
braced Dawson (dripping as he was) in the

transports of his gratitude, and Markham and

Vivyan agreed that he was a fine bold fellow,
after all, and only another Irish anomaly. Syd-
ney pressed his friend to return with him to the

parsonage ;
but Dawson accepted Mr. Wood-

ward's invitation to go to Redcross in the Caro-
line. Neither Mrs. Woodward nor Doctor Wil-
kins thought it prudent to leave Elizabeth. As
to Vivyan and Markham. they decided, under
the circumstances, to revoke their acceptance
of the curate's hospitality for the present, and

they passed the night adventurously on the
island the hares and rabbits their bedfellows,
the heather their pillow, the blue concave their

canopy, and the moon their night-lamp.

CHAPTER XXX.
BIVOUAC ON SPENSER ISLAND.

" For now I stand as one upon a rock,
Environed by a wilderness of sea."

TITUS ANDRONICCS.

"I DON'T apprehend any serious consequen-
ces," said Markham, as he and his cousin walked
leisurely back to the place where they had dined :

' ; she seems a hardy as well as a handsome girl]
and I never saw or heard of a rescue so prompt

almost so instantaneous
;

in fact, I scarcely
knew which of the party had met with the ac-

cident, until I saw her in the arms of that rev-
erend Goliath, who, it appears, is her uncle."

'I feared she was drowned," said Vivyan.
"I knew that was impossible," said Mark-

ham
5

"
I have seen cases of the kind more than

once.
: '

Well. George.'-' sa;d Frank, after some

pause.
'
if our Irish expedition goes on this way,

it will be romantic enough, at ail eve:

'But either you or I should have saved the

lady.-' said Markham, "by all the laws of ro-
: mance."

"Ah. if things would only happen in life as

they do in a novel." .said Vivyan.
"However," said his cousin, "we have no

|

great reason to murmur, wrecked upon such a

picturesque islet as this is. and after a day so

full of startling events."
" Such strange men, and such lovely women./'

added Vivyan :

%i

only think what a charming
little realm this was only an hour ago in the

whole female population not a woman who was
not a beauty. Even the lady who seemed a

governess was decidedly good looking."
"
Handsome, but decidedly not good looking,"

said Markham. " You mean that fair, fierce

girl? she made me think of arsenic."

"A little fierce, certainly." said Vivyan; "but

only think, George, what a world this would be
if there was nothing physical but beauty, and

nothing moral but love."

'The word moral has a very convenient vague-
ness in it." said Markham.

" The pleasure in beautv is moral, surely, es-

sentially moral," said Vivyan. who was at the

age when the night and the ocean make young
men desperately sentimental.

" Then, if a man admired a plain woman, you
would say he was immoral." said Markham.
"Xot exactly.'" said the other; "but, as a

general proposition. I maintain that the love of

beauty is virtue, and the love of deformity,
vice."

"
Well, it is a vice we need scarcely preach

a crusade against," said Markham; "but while
we have been talking metaphysics and senti-

ment, how splendidly the night has advanced

upon us !"

"How brilliant the stars are," cried Vivyan;"
let us sit down on this smooth rock and gaze

on them."
" Like Jessica and Lorenzo," said Markham,

who was tolerably well acquainted with Shak-

speare ;
and he that is so has an encyclopedia of

poetry in his memory.
"

I think I never saw the heavens so glorious
as they are to-night," said Vivyan.
"Do you know the names of the constella-

tions, Prank?"

"Only a few," said Vivyan. "I am of Bi-

ron's opinion on that subject. Is it not Biron
who says

"Those earthly godfathers of heaven's lights.
Who gave a name to every fixed star,

Have no more pleasure in their starry nights
Than those who gaze, and know not what they are."

They were both mute again for a few mo-

ments, their eyes riveted upon the blazing firma-

ment.
" How solemn, how beautiful, how grand all

this is !" exclaimed Vivyan. breaking the silence.

"Never shall we forget our first night on the

coast of Ireland."

"Never," said Markham, deeply feeling the

splendor of the scene.

"Had I ten thousand prejudices against the

country, George, upon this memorable rock I

should" abjure them all if this island were my
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property I should have a cottage on it assuredly
but look, the moon rises yonder, let us move

toward the beach, and watch the effect upon
the water."
The moon rose that night of a pale gold color,

a flickering causeway of the same delicate tint

seemed to traverse the face of the waters from
the base of the cliffs to the lower limb of the

planet. They made their way out to the extreme

point of a lofty ledge of rocks, and seating them-
selves on the uttermost gray splinter, fancied

that they could almost step on the radiant road

that terminated trembling at their feet.
" One can't help believing in the planetary

influences," said Vivyan. "I try in vain of

moon-light nights to recollect my astronomy,
and think of nothing but the moon's nodes and

librations
;
but to no purpose the poetry still re-

turns, Diana won't allow me to think of Newton."
While Frank was thus rhapsodizing, his rela-

tion was watching, with his keen nautical eye,
an object upon the water, apparently at about a

quarter of a mile from them. He called Vivyan's
attention to it, and in a few moments it was evi-

dent that it was a small brig, and that it was

standing in right for the island.
" Our adventures, perhaps, are not yet over,"

said Vivyan.
"Probably smugglers," said Markham "the

wise course is to arm ourselves, and be prepared
for an attack, at the same time avoiding obser-

vation as much as possible."

They rose, and proceeding to the spot where

they had left Lawrence with their arms and
other accouterments, both pacific and warlike,
each provided himself with a gun and cutlass,
and thus equipped, they moved forward among
the rocks, keeping out of view of the brig, until

they found a convenient station for watching the

behavior of her crew.

Almost immediately a boat left her, rowed by
two men, who pulled lustily for the beach, and

in a few minutes disappeared in the shadows of

the cliffs. Markham and Frank, like Crusoe

and Friday, crept as close as they safely could

to the spot where the boat seemed disposed to

land; but when they saw her again, she was

pushing back rapidly to the brig.

Vivyan was for clambering down the rocks

and searching for the cave where it seemed

likely the free-traders had been depositing some
articles of their irregular traffic.

"Not yet," said Markham, "the boat may
return."

'

It did return; and now they distinctly saw
the men run her into what appeared to be the

mouth of a cavern, almost directly under the

crags from which the young Englishmen were

watching their proceedings. The boat was in-

visible for about twenty minutes. When she re-

appeared, Vivyan could perceive nothing but the

sailors who rowed her (the moonbeams glancing
on their broad brimmed glazed hats), but Mark-

ham, who had the vision of a falcon, saw that

she contained several large wooden cases, to

carry off which it was now evident she had been
sent ashore.

The young men remained still until the boat

returned to the brig. What took place then, the

shadows prevented them from observing, but the

boat did not come back; on the contrary, the

brig weighed anchor, and stood out to sea on a

southerly course, as if she intended to make for

the port of Galway.
Never did a chamois-hunter in the Berneso

Oberland spring from rock to rock with the

speed of George Markham, in his eager curiosity
to discover the haunts of the pirates, or smug-
glers, whatever they were, and detect the nature
of their operations. He called to Vivyan not to

follow him, and indeed, there was not much oc-
casion for the remonstrance, the descent was so

rugged and perilous (particularly by the faint

light of the moon), and Frank was so unused to

exploits which his cousin, from his habits of

deer-stalking, thought as little of as if he had
been bred a smuggler himself.

Markham was soon lost to Vivyan's view, and
after some time the latter became uneasy, and
followed his footsteps as far as he could with

any consideration for his personal safety, shout-

ing at intervals, but receiving no answer. Just
as he was beginning to be seriously alarmed, he
heard a slight noise close to him, and he was
rejoined by his cousin, who had found a shorter

and easier way back than that by which he had
descended the cliffs.

"Well," said Vivyan. "and did you find the

cave?"
' '

I did,
' '

said Markham, looking as if he had dis-

covered something a great deal more surprising.
"And what did you find there, George?"
" A hall of statues, or a sculptor's studio,"

answered Markham, "the light was so bad, I

could not decide the question, but I found two
marble busts unquestionably."

" You are jesting," said Vivyan.
"I am not," said Markham, "and I can tell

you more, I strongly suspect that the cave con-
tains a picture-gallery also. It seems incredi-

ble, but it is true, I assure you."
Frank was disposed to be incredulous not

very unreasonably and Markham, instead of

repeating his story, conducted his cousin down
the comparatively easy path he had struck upon,
and in a few seconds they stood at the mouth of

the marvelous cave, the floor of which seemed
to be just above the ordinary high-water mark.
Had the moon been commodiously situated with

respect to the cavern, or the cavern with respect
to the moon, the interior might probably have
been more accurately surveyed, but the light
fell obliquely, and was half interrupted by the

rocks upon one side, so that the illumination

was very dim and imperfect.
Markham led his cousin by the hand, and

stopped at what seemed at first to be a mere

lump of white, or grayish stone.
" That's not a bust," said Vivyan.
"Pass your hand over this part of it," said

George.
Vivyan did so, and at once confessed that his

cousin was in the right.
"Nowcome onalittle further," saidMarkham.
Frank followed him, and could hardly discern

the next object of vertu to which his attention

was called; but on again applying his hand,
there was not a doubt on his mind but that he

stood in a museum of the fine arts, strange as it

was to find such an institution in such a place.
"Nowcome this way," said George, "you see

I am a capital cicerone; but tread cautiously
"

Immediately Frank's foot struck against some

thing that retrarned a hollow sound.
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"I thought at first it was a coffin," said Mark-

ham, "but I ascertained the shape ;
it is a square

box, such as pictures are packed in; and as the

cave contains the works of the chisel, it is only
natural to expect a few works of the pencil also."

"
Nothing would surprise me after this," cried

Vivyan.
" What a high notion it gives one of the

refinement of this part of Ireland to find a con-

traband trade in statues and pictures carried on

so actively."

"Unfortunately for that view of the matter,"
said Markham, "the trade seems to be an ex-

port one. I own there is something in this that

surprises me extremely. One can not help sus-

pecting that it is not the rightful owner of these

articles who has concealed them here, and who
seems to be shipping them off by degrees in this

clandestine manner."
The young men having further searched the

cavern, groping with hands and feet, but with-

out succeeding in finding any thing more of

consequence, were very glad to find themselves
under their lady the moon again, for the air of

the cave was extremely cold, and the floor was

damp, although not with the influx of the ocean.

Fortunately there was no dew upon the heath,
which was their couch that night ;

and luckily,

too, they had abundance of blankets and cloaks

above and beneath them, or a cold and a fever

might have discouraged their somewhat rash

enterprise of sleeping alfresco even at midsum-

mer, in the humid and fickle climate of Ireland.

At break of day, while Lawrence was making
their coffee, they hastened back to the cave, and
found sufficient light to confirm fully all the con-

jectures they had already made. It occurred to

them to try if they could move the busts and

carry them close to the entrance, so as to see

what they were. It required all their strength
to effect this object, but they ultimately achieved

it, and found that one was a bust of Socrates
;

the other they were not so clear about, but both

were apparently well executed, and in the finest

Carrara marble. When they returned to exam-
ine the wooden box, it was not to be found. The

smugglers had carried it off during the night.
After a wild but substantial and various break-

fast, the young men decided upon availing them-
selves of one of the boats of the Circe, which

they had retained, and pulling over to Redcross
to pay their respects to the Woodwards, and

inquire for Miss Spenser, for they were not suf-

ficiently acquainted with the coast to have found
their way to the parsonage, if they had proposed
to make their first visit there.

They found the great and good curate in that

extraordinary study of his, and 'the apartment
amused and astonished them as much as its oc-

cupier had done the day before. The ruins of a

morning meal were scattered over several ta-

bles, the chief one not much more than half cover-
ed by the cloth, and the curate was sitting among
them, like Marius in the wreck of Carthage,
only that Marius was not employed darning his

toga, as Hercules was repairing a rent in his

huge pea-jacket, not having his wife to perform
that delicate little office for him. The manly
simplicity of the rustic clergyman, so cheerful and

independent in the midst of his sacred poverty,
struck his visitors forcibly. He chased a glossy
and corpulent black cat from an oaken chair to

present it to Markham, and dusted a stool with a into

sleeve of the jacket to make it fit for Vivyan to

sit on. Then he flung thejacket aside, and, forget-

ting that he wanted it on his shoulders, entered

lustily into conversation, suffering the cat to jump
on his knee, to compensate her for ejectment
from the chair. Hercules had a partiality to

cats, in common with many other remarkable
men (including Tasso and Newton) ;

and had

surprising stories to tell of their affection as

well as their sagacity, contrary to the prevailing

opinion with respect to that most domestic of all

animals.

The first inquiry of the yachtsmen was, of

course, for the lady whom so alarming an acci-

dent had befallen. Hercules had been actually

preparing to walk over to the rectory, to satisfy
himself on the same point, and he was in rap-
tures at the proposition which Markham made
to bear him company.
"But will your friend be equal to it?" he

asked, compassionately contemplating Vivyan's
slender frame, much as Pantagruel may be sup-

posed to have contemplated the pilgrim whom
he found in the salad.

"Any thing under ten miles, sir," said Vivy-
an, smiling.
"Not five, by the rout I shall take you," said

the curate; "so I'll put on my coat and my
shoes, and we'll start immediately."

"I foresee I shall fall in love with this cu

rate," said Markham when he left the room.
" How odd that Bonham said nothing of him !"

They were not half done admiring the detail

of the study, when Mr. Woodward reappeared,

wonderfully metamorphosed, for, out of respect
to the travelers, he had put on his full black
suit. The coat, indeed, was an iron-gray, but
he called it his black one, and it answered the

purpose. His wife was the only person living
who thought the clerical dress improved him;
and indeed his frame and his features were more
in keeping with the garb which he commonly
wore on week-days.
"Now," said he, taking down the hat that

was intended to match the suit (a low-crowned
and broad-leaved one, but nothing of the shovel),

"now, gentlemen, let us take the road but

come, I must provide you with sticks."

"We have been admiring your formidable

store of them in the corner," said Markham,
smiling.

"Ay," said Hercules, "I'm a stick-fancier.

There's a cudgel there, I believe, of every wood
that a cudgel was ever made of, oak, ash, hazel,

holly, blackthorn
;
and bamboo, and some there

have seen service. Take your choice, but I rec-

ommend you, Mr. Vivyan, to choose the bam-

boo; you will find it stout enough, and light
into the bargain."

Vivyan took the curate's advice; Markham
selected a powerful oak sapling, and Hercules

himself sallied forth with the blackthorn.

"And so you actually bivouacked!" said

Woodward, as they crossed the courtyard,
"that's a thing I never did myself, and I

thought I had done most things of that kind."

Markham gave a full account of the night

they had passed, and the story of the cave ex-

cited the curate's curiosity greatly. It was ut-

terly incomprehensible, and for seme time he
could talk of nothing else, minutely inquiring

'

all the circumstances, and framing theory
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after theory to explain them, then demolishing
them himself without mercy. At length the

charms of the scenery diverted the conversation

into another channel.

The walk was enjoyed prodigiously by all

three. The curate was never so vigorous,

either in mind or body, as when he was on the

hills
;
he seemed to grow greater and greater

as he got higher and higher ;
his mind became

elastic as the turf he strode on
;
and his heart as

expansive as the concave over his head. Mark-
ham resembled him in his passion for the heath

and his insatiable love of muscular exertion.

"You would make a capital mountain cu-

rate," said Hercules, as George kept pace with

him manfully, Vivyan lagging a little behind,
and thinking that men might be very good pe-
destrians without walking quite so fast.

"I fear," said George, "I should have no

other qualification but a love for the mountains."
" You would soon begin to love the mountain-

eers," said Hercules; "the only fault I find

with my brother-in-law is that he can't walk or

won't walk
;

it comes to the same thing ;
but

now we are on the brow, and there is Redcross

Rectory, that white house in the wood beyond
the water."

" How quiet, how very beautiful !" exclaimed

Vivyan.
"The descent is nothing," said Woodward,

resuming his speed, and giving Frank very little

time to admire the prospect, so anxious was he

to get news of his niece.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE PARSONAGE VISITED.
" In recreations be both wise and free ;

Live still at home, home to thyself, howe'er
Enriched with noble company."

THE LADY'S TRIAL.

GEORGE MARKHAM was right. Elizabeth

Spenser was not the girl to succumb under a

couple of minutes' immersion in cold water
;
her

strong and elegant mind was cased in a frame,
which also united elegance with strength. It

was as much, indeed, as Carry Woodward could

do to keep her in bed the next morning until

after breakfast.

"Really," she said, "my dear aunt, I was
not much longer under the water than if I had

been bathing ;
and the water was so beautifully

bright !"

"But it's not pleasant to be ducked with

one's clothes on in the brightest water," said

Carry.
Elizabeth was sitting up in her little dimity-

curtained bed at her breakfast
;
aunt Carry sat

expanded by her side
;
the casement was open,

the sun was brilliant, the air fresh and balmy,
and the long shoots of the monthly roses and

woodbine, that covered the front of the house,
were flapping every now and then into the room,
encumbered with flowers. It was a picture
better worth seeing than many a modern car-

toon.

A tap at the door. Enter Lucy, curt and

ceremonious, with Mrs. Spenser's compliments
(that was her style with her step-daughters)
to know how Miss Elizabeth felt herself, and
would she try just five drops of the "

Royal
Soothing Restorative," recommended for all

cases of sudden fright or over-excitement; in-

dispensable for fires, hurricanes, inundations,
and earthquakes, in fact, every disorder in na-

ture, as Carry said, except moving bogs.
Then came the rector himself, kissed his pale

daughter affectionately, and received an account
from his sister of the agreeable young men
whose acquaintance they had made the day be-

fore. Mr. Spenser was happy to hear of the

safe arrival of the Circe, for he had been anx-
ious about her fate during the gale. He then
mentioned all he knew about Markham and

Vivyan, which was not much; but Elizabeth
was pleased to learn that the former was the
friend of the Bonhams, a circumstance which
had not transpired on the previous day. In

making new acquaintances it is always agreea-
ble to discover some link or another to connect
them with old ones.

Tap the third. Now it was the head girl of

Elizabeth's little school, with an address of con-
dolence from the scholars, in the misfortune of

their young mistress, and also to know whether

they were to tarry or to disperse to their several

homes. Carry sent them a cheering account ofher

niece, and took upon herself to proclaim a truce

with popular ignorance for a day or two. It

was not often she was so pacific in that way.
Shortly after noon, the fair girl rose, the first

time for many a day that the meridian sun had
seen her head on the pillow; and, still a little

weak, leaning on her portly relative, descended
to the library, where she found her father on
the point of setting out with Doctor Wilkins for

Redcross, to thank Mr. Dawson, both in his

daughter's name and his own, for his heroic
conduct.

" We are all very thankful to him, I am sure,"
said Mrs. Woodward. What would she not
have given, notwithstanding, that her niece's

life had been saved by almost any one else in the

world ?
" You have very good reason," said the doctor,

"promptitude is every thing in such cases;
minutes count for hours when young ladies are
at the bottom of the Atlantic. I am grateful to

Mr. Dawson, myself," he added, "for I haven't
so many patients in the neighborhood that I can
afford to lose them in so summary a way."

Smiling at the physician's speech, the recto*

kissed his rescued child, who repaid his smile in

the same bright coin, and proceeded to the door,
where he had not been standing a minute, before
he heard a well-known shout from the water,
and saw a boat within a bow-shot of the land,

containing the redoubted curate, and two other

gentlemen, whom he had never seen before.

Grateful as niece and aunt were to Mr
Dawson, neither regretted that he had not come
to receive their acknowledgments in person. It

was much more agreeable to see the English-
men enter. As to Dawson, Mr. Woodward only
knew that he had slept the night before at the

hotel at Redcross and had started by an early
mail for Dublin. A note, however, which

Sydney received from him, gave the important
addi*;3nal information, that his friend had been

suddenly summoned to town, in consequence of

a vacancy having unexpectedly occurred in the

borough which he had for some time past aspired
to represent.

Carry welcomed Markham and Vivyan in he*
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radiant, overflowing manner, and Elizabeth as

became a maiden receiving agreeable strangers
in her father's house; her cheek at the same
time almost recovering its wonted color, that

lovely brown with a delicate under-current of

carmine in it.

The yachtsmen called to pay a morning visit,

and remained the guests of the polished parson

many days. Charmingly wild as Tory Island

was, and enthusiastic as Markham and Vivyan
were about its scenery, and the luxury of the

life they had led there, "not much persuasion was

necessary to induce them to shift their quarters
to the cosy and rosy parsonage. Mr. Spenser

prevailed on them to promise him a week's

sojourn in his pastoral cot
;
and the Woodwards

consented to remain also, Carry having a very
discreet nurse, to whom she did not hesitate now
and then to confide her brood for a few days ;

all

but Billy Pitt, who still required her own im-

mediate supervision, and whom she had not yet

promoted to the paternal oak, or blackthorn,

though strongly tempted to do it by his late

pranks on the island.

The parsonage, however, lost a guest that

evening in the person of Colonel Dabzac, and

nobody but the rector himself was in the least

surprised at the circumstances under which his

departure took place. He completed the con-

quest of Miss Spenser on Tory Island, and just
before he mounted his horse, he drily asked, and

reluctantly received, her father's consent to the

match. In fact, there was no valid objection to

it. Dabzac was a young man of good fortune,
without a stain upon his insipid character, and

though very far from being the person whom
Mr. Spenser would have chosen for a son-in-law,
he was not to allow his own tastes, and still less

his own politics, to interfere in a matter of the

kind. Besides, Mrs. Spenser highly approved
of it, which was enough to settle the question.
In short, there never was a matrimonial affair

arranged with much less fuss. A not distant

wedding-day was provisionally fixed, and Mr.

Spenser gave his brother-in-law notice, that he

might not be on his rambles when wanting to

tie the knot.

Beauty and gayety, wit, wine, and worth,
made that day's dinner the most charming of

domestic convivialities, and it was succeeded

by many equally delightful. The custom was

(when the elements were propitious), after the

removal of the cloth, to enjoy the dessert and
wine al fresco, in the portico. One of the

pastimes on such occasions was the remarkable

echo, mentioned early in our story, and which
the rector called his oracle, the mode of con-

sulting it being to frame the question so that the

last word, or syllable, would be a plausible

answer, on the plan of the well-known dialogue
of Erasmus.

" Now you shall hear, Mr. Vivyan, how well
our Echo understands the state of Ireland."

Then he proceeded to catechise the nymph as

follows, taking care to pronounce the final wort's
of each sentence in a sufficiently loud tone.

What is the chief source of the evils of Ire-

land ? Echo Land.
What is the state of Munster? Stir.

What are they doing in Connaught? Naught.
Why don't they reclaim their morasses?

Asses.

Should we not excite them to industry ?- Try.
Inform us what the derivation of Erin is?

Erinnys.
Then the curate, with his stentorian lungs,

proposed the following interrogatories, shaped
with a view to show that the echo was of his

way of thinking.
What would you give the Catholics? Licks.

Who best deserves a fat rectory ? Tory.
But the Echo answered questions of another

kind, equally to the satisfaction of the company ;

for, on being asked
"In what wine shall we drink the health of

Colonel Dabzac ?" the airy tongue replied, with
the same promptitude and sharp distinctness

"Sack."
It made an amusing variety in an Irish night's

entertainments
; and, what with a lively tea, a

little music, and another hour's miscellaneous

conversation, the rector had every reason to

think that the first day was a tolerably success-

ful one.

At breakfast the ensuing morning a singular

discovery was made, which connected Vivyan in

a way none of the most agreeable with the

fortunes of the Spensers. This was nothing less

than the fact that the principal part of the

money of which Maguire had been robbed con-

sisted of the rents of Vivyan's small Irish estate,
to which it turned out that the little proctor was
bailiff, or collector. These were the rents

which Maguire had received at Mr, Branagan's
inn, near Castle Dawson, when he was surprised

counting his money, as has been related in a
former chapter.

" A provoking discovery for a landlord to make
on his first visit to his property," said the rector.

"Perhaps only a fit punishment for his not

having visited it before," said Vivyan, smiling, al-

though the loss ofsomuch money was no laughing
matter to a young man with his limited income.

" You deserve extremely little credit for visit-

ing it now," said Markham; "only for this un-
fortunate affair, you would probably never have
known that your estate lay in this part of the

country."
"It must be submitted to, I suppose," said the

easy Frank, "as a sort of local absentee-tax."

"You take the loss of a gale of rent very
coolly," said his friend; "but since we are on

the spot, we must use our best exertions, in

conjunction
with Mr. Spenser, to probe this

business to the bottom."

The curate was delighted with Markham's

energy; it was a quality which he possessed
himself in almost a superabundant degree ;

so he
declared his readiness to co-operate in any plan
that might be agreed on (and the more prompt
and strenuous the better) to discover the offend-

ers, and bring them to justice. The parties
who seemed apathetic and remiss were the

rector and Vivyan, the principal losers in the

transaction. The former thought that every

thing that was right to be done would be done

by the police and the authorities, while the latter

seemed infinitely to prefer the pleasures of boat-

ing, sauntering, and chatting with Mrs. Wood-
ward and the Spenser girls, to the fatiguing
amusement of hunting oandits through the

mountains. The weather, however, was now
exceedingly warm, so that for several

days
nothing was attempted, even by the energetic
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part of the company, which could give the most
J

and completed the task that Markham had left

sensitive malefactor in the country the slightest unfinished, after which, indeed, he was glad to

uneasiness for his personal safety, stretch his giantship on the turf, and refresh

One of those sultry days was agreeably spent himself with beef and mustard.

in a second party to the island, to which the

discoveries of the strangers had attached a new
interest almost as great as if they had found an

Herculaneum there. No accident threw a shade

over that day's pastime ;
not even Carry slipped

on the verdant slope, the muscular Markham
sustained her so ably. The breeze palliated the

heat : there were no guns to scare and slaughter
the/me nature? ; all disagreeable thoughts and

disagreeable people were left behind. As to

Sydney Spenser, nobody knew where he was
that day. but this was no uncommon occurrence

;

and displeased only Elizabeth and Mrs. Wood-

ward, who were always anxious to keep him in

the safe circle of his friends, however little the

pleasure they derived from his company. The
truth was, that Sydney's spirits had just received

a serious shock, which unfitted him for partaking
in any social enjoyment ;

he had seen the clever

sketch drawn by his uncle for the guidance of

the police, and had recognized with horror the

tall ruffian with whom he had dined at Castle

Dawson. He had also inspected the paper
found at the Black Castle

;
and though he could

make nothing of the writing in ink, the pencil-

ling, faint as it was, bore a striking resemblance
to his friend's hand.

The party scarcely expected to find the busts

still in the cavern, it seemed so likely that the

brig would have completed her business, but,
whatever the cause was. Socrates and Mirabeau
were found just where the yachtsmen had left

them, gazing with their lack-luster eyes on the

Atlantic, which had evidently risen to do them

homage, for a wreath of sea-wrack was twisted

round the brawny neck of the French orator,

and the claw of a crab was sticking in the fore-

head of the philosopher. The latter incident

caused great merriment, for the rector insisted

it was one of the fingers of Xantippe, and ought
not to be removed upon any account.

In order to show the ladies the wonders of art

which their favorite island contained, the curate

performed one of his great feats of bodily strength.
Markham suggested that as the women could

not come down to the grotto, the contents of the

grotto should be carried up to them.
"
By all means," said the curate,

" do you car-

ry the Frenchman, and I'll carry the Athenian."

Markham and Vivyan together had with diffi-

culty moved the busts from the interior of the

cave to its mouth, but, nevertheless, the former

had no doubt but that he could do what Hercu-

les proposed. Now, however, he had not only to

bear the load a greater distance, but he* had to

carry it up a steep and broken path. He car-

ried Mirabeau about a third of the way, and was
then very glad to deposit him on a shelf of the

rock. The curate then cried "
Come, old fel-

low !" addressing the marble Socrates, and heav-

ing him up in his brawny arms, he strode up the

precipitous ascent, and never paused until he de-

posited the bust at the feet of his wife, who was

sitting with her nieces in the heather. Mark-
ham was loud in his applause, and acknowledged
that Mr. Woodward was the most powerful man
he had ever met with. But the curate was not

satisfied with this
;
he went down the rocks again

They puzzled themselves in vain, during their

repast (for a visit to the island always implied
dining there), to frame some plausible theory to

account for the mysterious apparition of Art in

the wildest domains of Nature
;
but it is no dis-

paragement to their sagacity to relate that the

shrewdest guesses were wide of the mark.
What to do with the spoil was the next ques-

tion. Mr. Spenser decided it sensibly and

promptly; the presumption was, he said, that

the marbles had not been brought from the main
land for honest purposes, or by honest people,
and consequently it was his duty (especially as
he was a magistrate) to take possession of them
in the name of the law, until the rightful own-
ers should appear to claim them. This opinion

having been received with general approbation,
the crew of the Gipsy were sent for, and it was
as much as four lusty seamen could do to trans-

port the busts on board the cutter. The rector
was excessively amusing all the way back on
the subject of Socrates and Xantippe, and said,

among other things, that "
it was very hard on

the philosopher to have had two demons," im-

plying, of course, that Mrs. Socrates was one.
" One is quite enough for any man, even for a

philosopher," said Markham.
" As my poor brother knows to his cost," said

Mrs. Woodward, sotto voce, to her husband.

"Well," replied Hercules in the same tone,
"she has allowed Val. one pleasant day at all

events."

"And how he has enjoyed it!" said Carry.
That same evening the busts were enrolled

with those of Burke, Grattan, Fox, and Curran,
in the rector's elegant library. He happened to

possess two vacant scagliola pillars, to one of
which he elevated Socrates, and promoted Mira-
beau to the other, placing the latter by the side
of Mr. Fox, whom he resembled in the fervor
of his character and the impetuosity and abund-
ance of his eloquence.
The rector had, indeed, spent a happy day,

and he continued comparatively tranquil, as long
as his application to the government for troops
remained unanswered. The longer the reply
was delayed, his wife, though fidgety, continued
to cherish stronger and stronger"hopes that her
wishes would be liberally complied with. At
length arrived the official letter with its huge
seal, and if Mrs. Spenser was the most disap-
pointed, her husband was certainly the most as-

tonished at its contents. It ran as follows :

"Dublin Castle, July 17, 31.
"
SIR, In reply to your letter of the 5th in-

stant, applying to the Government for military
aid to protect your house and property from at-

tacks which you seem to apprehend (without,

perhaps sufficient grounds, considering the gen-
eral tranquillity of the county in which you re-

side), I am commanded by the Lord Lieutenant
to state that His Excellency considers the safety
of the district in question amply provided for by
the police-force stationed there, supported as it

is by the troops quartered at Letterkenny and
other towns at no great distance

;
but under no

circumstances whatsoever could His Excellency
consent to allow artillery to be employed for the
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defense of a private house, even that of a clergy-
man of the Established Church.

*'
I have the hxx>r to be, Sir,

v /our obedient humble servant,
* * #

' To Rev.Valentine Spenser, Redcross Rectory, Redcross.'

Conceive the rector's amazement on reading
this ! He had never said one word of artillery
in his letter. It was an after-thought of his

wife's, which she had added in a postscript,
without acquainting him with what she had
done.

BOOK VII.

CHAPTER XXXII.

PRELIMINARY CONQUESTS.

"Folk that love idlenesse,
And not delite in no kind besinesse,
But for to hunt and hawke and pley in modes,
And many other such like ydle dedes."

THE FLOURE AND THE LEAFK.

THE curate and Markham soon fraternized
;

not in the shallow sentimental way of French
or Irish clubbists, but honestly, heartily, as one

brave man should cleave and cotton to another.

They both loved sport and exercise, and both

abhorred a sedentary life. Woodward excelled

Markham in physical strength ;
but the latter

had the advantage in every thing that required
skill and address. The curate was the better

pedestrian, Markham was the better horseman.

Markham was a better shot with a rifle
;
but

the curate killed more hares and rabbits in a

given time. The curate was as poorly armed
lor the field, the moor, or the loch, as any sports-
man could possibly be a rusty single-barreled

gun, a powder-horn and shot-bag which had
been worn at the fight of the Boyne, a wicker-

basket instead of a game-bag, and dogs that set

at grouse and partridge when they met with

them, but took the same polite notice of larks,

corn-crakes, and water-wagtails. Now Mark-
ham piqued himself upon the completeness and

accuracy of his acccuterments. He could afford

to spend the double of Mr. Woodward's income

upon his sporting apparatus ;
his gun never

missed fire, his rifle was infallible, his fishing-
tackle was perfect, and his dogs knew what was

game, and what was not, as well as if they read

the Sporting Magazine, or had assisted in pass-

ing the game-laws. It was wonderful what ex-

ecution Hercules did with his deficient machine-

ry, and how close he trod on the heels of Mark-

ham, who had every sportsmanlike equipment,
and made the expertest and ablest use of them.
Had it not been for Mr. Woodward, it is possi-
ble that Markham might have felt his time hang-
ing somewhat heavily on his hands at the par-
sonage ;

his tastes were so widely different from
his cousin's, who seemed to have found in the

rector and his family the exact kind of society
and kind of life which by its freedom from re-

straint, and its intellectual cultivation, was best

adapted to his temperament and his talents.

The life, indeed, which Vivyan now led was
almost as happy a form of existence as he had
ever imagined in his castle-buildings. The rec-
tor's conversation, combining classic taste with

polished pleasantry, various, discursive, fanciful,

suggestive, with a strain of seriousness in its

gayety, and most sparkling when it was most
solid, exercised a powerful fascination over all

who had the faculty to appreciate it. His beat-
F

tiful and luxurious library was just the place for

an indolent lover of books like Frank to revel or

repose in. Out of doors were the Oreads and
the Naiads, if his fancy led him to wander on
the hills, or loiter along the warbling brooks or

sonorous torrents
;
and within doors, when the

sun or the showers interdicted roaming, in the

company of his new female acquaintances, he
had only a too charming and accessible resource
if ever he was threatened with ennui. Thus
was every thing propitious to the intensest en-

joyment that the eye, the ear, the mind, or the

fancy was capable of
;
and intensely did Vivyan

enjoy every thing, as oblivious of Cambridge as

ifhe had been born to a dukedom, and as thought-
less of the pecuniary loss he had sustained

(amounting to half of his slender income), as if

he had been as rich as Mr. D'Israeli's marvel-
ous Jew.
But it was not in the nature of Vivyan to be

happy himself, without being the cause of hap-
piness to those who made him so. He was
never so captivating as to those by whom he
was captivated. His first Irish success was
with the no less benign than intellectual Carry
Woodward. His second victory was over the

rector himself. He resembled Mr. Spenser re-

markably in the delicate qualities of his mind,
and not a little also in the ease and softness of

his character. Mr. Spenser, when at college,
must have been just such an engaging young
man. How painfully he was struck with the

contrast between Vivyan and his own son ! Yet
he had the gratification, not unmingled with con-

siderable surprise, of observing that Sydney,
though so rustic and unlettered, so inferior to

Frank in all respects, and particularly in man-
ners and conversation, seemed not unsmitten by
his attractions any more than other people. In

fact, singular though it may seem, Vivyan made
a most decided conquest of Sydney Spenser ;

and his sister Elizabeth and his aunt Woodward
observed it with the liveliest satisfaction. Just
about this time a certain thoughtfulness, and
even gloom, was becoming visible in Sydney's
looks and demeanor, and his relatives were glad
to perceive the change, attributing it to the rev-

olution of sentiment produced by the contrast

between his new acquaintance and his old asso-

ciates. It was not an unnatural explanation, but

unhappily it was not the right one.

It was certain, however, that Sydney was
smitten deeply by the daily contemplation, in a

young man not much his senior, of those accom-

plishments and graces in which he was himself

so sadly deficient. Probably it was partly

owing to the depression of spirits under which
he manifestly now labored that Markham did

not attract him more than his cousin
;
Mark-
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ham, who was so athletic, so renowned with the

rifle, so skilled in all manly sports and exer-

cises, while Vivyan had
so little in common with

young Spenser, in fact, nothing but the love of

pleasure and in their ideas of what constituted

pleasure they differed as widely as in any thing
else. But Markham, though not so fastidious

as his friend, was less careful to conceal any
dislike that he conceived

;
and having been from

the first disgusted with Sydney, he continued to

manifest his feeling by a reserve and dryness of

manner which kept young Spenser at a severe

distance, and disposed him doubly in Vivyan's
favor. On the other hand, the extreme placidity
and benevolence of the latter, indeed his better

breeding, made him totally incapable of repelling
the advances made by the son of his host, and
the brother and nephew of the charming wom-
en, with whom he laughed and chatted the live-

long day. Then the management of women,
the most artless women, is so clever ! Bent

upon availing herself of the present occasion to

produce a beneficial impression upon her broth-

er, Elisabeth, carefully concealing her design,
not only encouraged his attempts to converse

with Vivyan, but created opportunities for him,

brought him forward at favorable moments, and
threw a timely shield over his coarseness or ig-

norance, when she feared he was on the point
of committing himself in some alarming way.
She had no very great difficulty now to make
him appear at dinner in the costume of society;
his attire in the morning was of less moment,
particularly as the prevailing taste was for the

sailor's jacket or the shooting coat. Indeed,
Markham retained his naval dress, though Vi-

vyan laid his aside, and resumed the ordinary

garb of a man who was neither soldier, sailor,

or sportsman, but a plain citizen of the world.

Markham was astonished to observe how tol-

erant Vivyan seemed to be of a degree of un-

couthness and rusticity which he himself found

so offensive.

"He seems brave and good-natured," said

Frank; "we must put him down among our

anomalies."
" In the same class with Mr. Dawson

; they

may be very brave fellows, both of them, but

they are very bad company, nevertheless."

"Young Spenser has the advantage," said

Frank; "he seems to have run wild, and to

have lived in a society quite different from that

in which his family moves, but his father talks of

sending him to Cambridge; we'll civilize and

polish him there, depend upon it."

"My dear Frank," said his friend, in the tone

of remonstrance,
" don't engage yourself for a

bear-herd. Very well to see every thing on one's

travels
; very well to peep at bears in a pit, but

to undertake to lead and teach them to dance is

neither a very creditable employment nor a very
safe one." Vivyan laughed.

" What I mean is, Frank," continued his friend,

"that I would not have you involve yourself
with loutish fellows in Ireland, whom you may
find it difficult to shake off, when you return to

England."
" But what a fascinating family this is !" said

Vivyan.
"
Fascinating people," replied Markham.

" with relatives and friends who are just the re-

verse. Just be a little guarded I ask no more."

Vivyan promised.
But circumstances threw young Spenser more

into companionship with Frank than with the

other stranger. Mr. Spenser was sometimes

entirely engrossed by his demon-wife, torn from
his books, his children, and the society of his

guests. Hercules and Markham frequently

paired off together upon some prodigious un-

dertaking, far transcending Vivyan' s or even

Sydney's pedestrian powers. At such times
Aunt Carry, her nieces, or one or other of them,
with Vivyan and her nephew, would set out,

assisted, perhaps, by a jaunting-car, on a quiet-
er expedition, with generally some little object
in view, a lake, a water-fall, or some interesting
remnant of other da}^s. Carry, you may sup-

pose from her tonnage, was no great pedes-
trian, and got particularly soon knocked up when
there was much up-hill work, as there common-

ly is (topographers agree) in a highland region.
Then she and Arabella would sometimes return

and leave Elizabeth and the two young men to

pursue their ramble
; or, when the object was

too distant, or the day too sultry, all the ladies

would give it up in despair, and creep back to

the parsonage, escorted perhaps by Billy Pitt,

while Vivyan and Sydney would proceed to ac-

complish the purpose of the day.

Vivyan, indeed, would almost always have

preferred returning with Mrs. Woodward and
her nieces, for he much preferred young women
to old castles, and Carry's conversation infinite-

ly to her nephew's ;
but Carry would not allow

it,
and Sydney, sometimes recovering his buoy-

ant and too riotous spirits, was eager to show
his visitor what was to be seen in the country,
and was perhaps, moreover, not disinclined to try
the young Cantab's mettle over the mountains oi

Tyrconnell.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

PIG-DRIVING.
" Believe me sir,

That government is no holiday employment.
No velvet couch, or journey over flowers,
But a laborious, rugged, uphill task,

Demanding god-like force and faculties,

A righteous hand to wield the sword of justice,
A vigorous arm to hold her balance even,

Deep knowledge, old experience, high courage,
The hands of Briareus, and the eyes of Argus."

Niw PLAT.

IT blew a stiff gale for a couple of days abonc

this time, and the party had a most agreeable?
excursion on horseback to view the ocean; it

was the same ride which the Spensers had be-

fore taken with Colonel Dabzac, after the mem*
orable storm with which these chronicles com-
menced. Carry did not often ride, and, when
she did, it was a great event, and caused a

sensation in the stables, and much pleasant
remark everywhere. The rector had a fine old

glossy black mare a formal, sleek, monastic

animal, with a long tail and a broad back,

strong and steady as an elephant, and this was
the mare that aunt Carry rode. The rector

and Markham helped her to the saddle, where,
when she was seated, she looked like some

Amazon queen, save that she was slightly

nervous, and, if fierce at all, only fierce with

timidity. Mr. Spenser guarded her on the right
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flank, George Markham on the left, and Ara-

bella, Elizabeth, and Vivyan brought up the

rear. The pace of the black mare regulated
the pace of the whole party. She was just the

sort of discreet and solemn creature that you
read of in Spanish novels, ambling under comely
priests, mitered abbots, or other such sacred

burdens.

"You have immense water-power," said

Markham, "in this country." The hills were

pouring down torrents all round their line of

march, making wild, loud music to the ear, and

sometimes taking dashing leaps over the rocks,

ibrming picturesque water-falls.

"And wind-power, too," said Elizabeth,

smiling. The zephyrs were playing with her

hair and riding-dress somewhat rudely.
"Yet I see no mills," continued Markham.

" You do not seem to turn your advantages to

account."

It pained the rector to be forever censuring
and complaining of the country, and it was with

a very serious and almost melancholy tone he

said, in reply to Markham's observation

"Our very winds and waters are idle
;
not a

wheel is turning within twenty miles of this

spot. In other countries man revenges himself

on the elements by making them do work enough
to compensate for all their ravages ;

but here

the flood and the storm are our absolute masters.

We are deluged one day, and blown off our legs
the next, without the satisfaction of punishing a

single ruffian blast, or lawless torrent, by set-

ting them to turn a mill."

They had now gained a point that command-
ed the view of the ocean, and its imposing
splendor abruptly terminated the conversation.

" A more agreeable way, this, to enjoy the

commotion of the waves than from the deck of

the Circe," said the rector, breaking the silence,
and addressing Markham.

" I have no wish whatever to be afloat in that

swell," said George, "I feel quite content upon
terra firma."

"And I'll answer for my aunt," said Sydney:
"she prefers riding the black mare to riding the

billows, any day."
It was the first observation Sydney made

during the ride.

Carry assented, and said she feared America

W9uld never have been discovered if Columbus
had left the adventure to her; but she had no

objection to a short cruise in very smooth water ;

and to witness the agitation of the deep from a
safe position on shore, she thought a pleasure
of a very high order.

The Atlantic was indeed a glorious spectacle
that day. The waves thundered in the caverns,
and hurled the spray in clouds over the tops of

the cliffs, tossing the shells and sea-weed among
the heather, and impregnating with saline par-
ticles the whole atmosphere. The shattered

crests of the billows, as the sun glanced upon
them, looked like mountains of crystal smashed
into dazzling fragments by invisible sledges ;

and innumerable rainbows (combining the love-

liest with the most formidable objects in nature)
beautified the terror of the scene. They ap-

proached as near as was consistent with safety
to the edges of the crags, to peep into the

anarchy of the waters, where it was most tri-

umphant; how they boiled and tumbled, as if

seething in the crater of a volcano, and as if

rocks of adamant could oppose but poor resist-

ance to their fury. Here and there were enor-

mous insulated masses of the fallen cliff, which
the retiring breakers for a moment left totally

uncovered, and then, recollecting their wrath.

returned with fearful energy, and left not a

stone unsubmerged large enough for a cormorant
to perch on. In one or two instances it hap-

pened that the points of rock were sufficiently

lofty to escape all but the mere spray of the

insurgent flood, and these points had been seized

upon by the most daring of the sea-fowl, who
screamed defiance of the threatening surf, well

knowing, perhaps (feathered soothsayers that

they are), by their unerring instincts, that its

threats were impotent, as the exhausted winds
were retiring from the fray. It looked as if the

ocean would never be at peace again, as if

Halcyon would never brood on its bosom more.

Nothing that ever carried oar or sail could live

an instant in a sea like that, to whose prodigious
violence the destruction of the noblest ship that

ever carried the flag of a Nelson or a Napier
would have been no greater feat upon such a

coast, than the cracking of an egg-shell or a

vase.

They returned through Redcross, and the

Englishmen had an opportunity of observing the

municipal curiosities of that distinguished and

important place.
"You see, Mr. Markham," said the rector,

as they rode through the streets, "if we don't

manure our fields in this country, we manure
our streets liberally."
Markham smiled, and said that undoubtedly a

commerce in manure might be established with

great advantage between town and country.
The rector then was pleasant on pigs. He
compared the government of Ireland to pig-

driving, and said that the Lord-Lieutenant was
the Schwein-Gcneral.
"You will find," he observed, "parallels in

the Irish population to every variety of the pig

species, as they are enumerated so humorously
by Sir Francis Head in his 'Bubbles.' The

pigs, 'with a jaded, care-worn appearance,

evidently leaving behind them a numerous lit-

ter,' how only too easy it is to find their exact

human likenesses ! Then, there is
' the great,

tall, monastic, melancholy-looking creature,
which seems to have no other object left in this

wretched world than to become bacon,' there.

Mr. Markham, yonder is just such an animal

upon two legs. And look at that group of my
young parishioners disporting themselves on
their patrimonial dunghill ! in them you see

the 'thin, tiny, brisk, petulant piglings, with
the world and all its loves and sorrows before

them.'"
.Had there been a Young Ireland at the period

of this conversation, how forcibly Mr. Spenser
would have been struck by the resemblance of

the "tiny, brisk, petulent pigling" to the mem-
bers of that party !

" Noscitur a sociis, would appear to be ex-

tremely applicable in the present instance," said

Vivyan.
"
Well," said the curate's bouncing wife, who

loved the people, with all their faults, and, in-

deed, devoted much of her time and thoughts to

improve them. "
Well, but we must not be too
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hard upon the swinish multitude
;

I assure you,
Mr. Vivyan, there is a reformation going on,
and we are growing less and less piggish every

day."
"The pig is excellent, when cured" said the

rector,
" but it is a perverse, grunting, bristling

animal
;
and to drive it requires great tact and

patience inexhaustible, a quick eye, and a strong
hand

; you must be willing to encourage, and

you must be prepared to goad. The worst, too,
of the office of Schwein-General of Ireland is

that he is not the only drover
;
there are other

drovers, unfortunately, who are quite as dis-

orderly and swinish as the herd itself; the

agitator drives one way with his shillelagh, the

bishop another with his crozicr, the agrarian
captain with his pike, the Orange ringleader
with his bayonet. The Schwein-General has to

drive the drovers as well as the drove, and that

is an arduous duty for the swine-herd of a

people."
It was an unlucky day for the poor citizens

of Redcross, for, as the part^ rode through that

part of the town, which the McS'vvynes princi-

pally occupied, and where the houses were gen-
erally thatched, a most diverting and surprising
scene presented itself. The inhabitants were

observed, some perched like birds, others lying
on their faces, upon the roofs of their humble

dwellings; for what purpose the Englishmen
tried in vain to conjecture.

"It is an oriental custom," said Markham,
"and perhaps confirms what I have heard stated,
that the Irish are ofEastern and Hebrew origin."
The Spensers smiled at this learned solution,

but Vivyan naturally wondered how they could

enjoy this house-top recreation in such a high
wind.

"Why don't they come down," he asked,
"until the gale abates a little."

"On the contrary," said Mr. Spenser, "they
will never come down while the gale lasts

;
if

they did, their roofs would be blown into the air."

He then explained to his amazed guests this

singular usage of the McSwynes, who prefer

keeping their thatch steady in stormy weather
with the vis inertiae of their own bodies, to tak-

ing the trouble of putting it in a state of perma-
nent security by any mechanical means.

"It shows a degree of passive industry, and
also fortitude," said Markham, "which can not

be too much admired."
" You hit the truth exactly," said the rector,

"
if the virtues of these poor fellows were only

active instead of passive, they would be one of

the finest races in the world."
"But what is it," said Vivyan, "after all, but

an old school of philosophy revived, the sect of

the Cynics."

"Very true," said Mr. Spenser; "I have no
doubt but Diogenes was an Irishman."

" Or a native of Higgledy-piggledy,
"

said

Mrs. Woodward. "
By-the-bye, Valentine, you

must show our English friends your history of

that country."
Carry herself read it that evening after dinner

for the entertainment of the company. Mr.

Spenser made amusing strictures upon his own
performance, and was never once interrupted

during the reading of it by a summons from his

wife.

It was never well understood what kept Mrs.

Spenser so quiet, and made her so inoffensive,
as she was during this last fit of tempestuous
weather, and indeed during the greater part of

the time passed by Markham and Vivyan at the

parsonage. The rector, certainly, had not en-

joyed so much tranquillity for some years. What
made his wife's good behavior at this period the

more singular was that Doctor Wilkins now, for

the first time, pronounced her case to be one

requiring regular medical treatment. Her irri-

table and discontented disposition had, at length,
in his opinion, produced a morbid state of the

nervous system, which might contain the seeds

of more than one serious disorder, and which

therefore, required to be watched with care. He
recommended as much amusement and as little

medicine as possible ;
made her a present him-

self of a macaw, and gave Miss M'Cracken a

number of private directions for her manage-
ment, one of which was to be as sparing as pos-
sible of artificial means to produce sleep. In-

deed, his orders were, that no opiate of any kind

should be administered without express direc-

tions from himself; but upon this point it would
seem that Luoy differed in opinion from Doctor

Wilkins, for she continued in secret the same
liberal use of morphine which she had hitherto

found so convenient, taking care, however, not

to supply herself with it at the shop of Mr.

Spenser's apothecary. No doubt the firmness

of the governess in persevering in her own sys-

tem, though contrary to the doctor's prescription,
contributed not a little to keep Mrs. Spenser in

order; but other circumstances were favorable

likewise. If she was denied a military force for

her protection, she soon had the satisfaction, as

we shall see presently, of having the little garri-
son of police restored, and she not only took a

great fancy to George Markham, but discovered

that she was related to him on the maternal side,

and opened a correspondence with Mrs. Mark-
ham at Paris, on millinery and mesmerism,
gloves, poodles, bon-bons, and Angora cats,
which filled up many a vacant hour, and prom-
ised a little harvest of Christmas presents and

New-year's gifts, which no child in the nursery
was fonder of receiving.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE MODEL FARM.

" Intereunt segetes ; subit aspera sylva,

Lappreque, tribulique ; interque nitentia culta

Infelix lolium, et steriles dominantur avens."
THE GEOROICS.

THE curate could never be prevailed on to

write a sermon, or even to set about the mental

composition of one, until toward the close of the

week, seldom, indeed, until Saturday morning.
His plan then was to take one of his bludgeons
in his hand, and wander out alone, either along
the cliffs, near Redcross, or over the adjacent

mountains, when the cattle might sometimes be

seen scudding before him, terrified by his vocif

erous preparations to preach the gospel of peace
on the following day.

Hercules disappeared one Saturday morning
after breakfast, and Carry made no secret of the

cause of his absence. The day was then spent
! by the remaining gentlemen in a little agricul-
tural survey of the neighborhood, so that the
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present chapter, being Georgical and bucolical,

will probably be skipped by" those readers who
want nothing in a novel but love and mischief,

comedy or tragedy, forgetting that human life

has something corresponding to every form of

the drama, and, among the rest, to those enu-

merated by Polonius as "
pastoral-comical and

historical-pastoral," under either of which heads

you are free to class this chapter, or under both

if you please.
As Markham was something of a farmer as

well as a sportsman, you may fancy how he was
amused and interested by what he saw in Done-

gal. Indeed, he saw a great deal that was in-

structive as well as entertaining, for bad exam-

ples have their uses as well as good ones, and
in this way some of the Donegal farmers were
as good preceptors as Coke of Norfolk, or Smith
of Deanston.

Mr. Spenser, too, was a husbandman after a

fashion. The history, literature, and poetry of

agriculture seized on his imagination, and led

him to take a kind of scholarlike concern even
in its practical details. He had some original

English principles on the subject, but he had
lived so long in Ireland that he was growing
rather loose in his practice, partly in conse-

quence of the general law, which makes popular
systems and habits triumph over conflicting in-

dividual efforts, partly through his innate and
invincible indolence, a quality in which he was
much more of a Celt, than a Saxon or Norman.

Compared, however, with the majority of

farms through the neighborhood, the glebe lands

exhibited a very superior tillage ;
the principle

of rotation was evidently recognized and acted

on
;
the farm-buildings were in tolerable order

;

draining was attended to
;
manure was econo-

mized
;
and there was none of that wretched con-

federacy of sloth, nastiness, and poverty, which,
wherever it prevails, strips the name of husband-
man of every agreeable and picturesque associa-

tion.

"I need not ask, Mr. Spenser, if you are a

farmer;
: '

said Markham to the rector, as they
rode about one day together, accompanied, as it

happened, by Vivyan "your lands show it

plainly enough."
"Ah, they do not deserve so much praise,"

replied the clergyman.
"

I take some interest

in agriculture without being an agriculturist;
I sometimes think that if Virgil had not written
the Georgics, I should never have known a plow
from a spade, or a heifer from a kid."

" How poetry has exalted and beautified the

subject!" said Vivyan.
; '

Yes," said the rector, "Virgil has wreathed
the handle of the plow with flowers but, in

truth, the subject has an intrinsic dignity and
charm which naturally recommended it to so

great and so wise a poet. The merest utilita-

rian, the most prosaic Benthamite, must admit
the practical value of the Georgics."
"They were the work of a great poet," re-

marked Vivyan,
"
writing at the suggestion of

a great statesman."
" And the state of Italy when they were writ-

ten, wasted with civil wars and commotions,
bore considerable resemblance," said the rector," to that of Ireland at present. It were idle to

expect a second Virgil in the same field, but it

is not too much to hope that a minister may yet

arise, who, with the spirit and sagacity of Mae-

cenas, may give the impulse, so much wanting,
to the rural industry of this fine island."

"It were devoutly to be wished," said Mark-
ham. " What strikes me as so curious is, that

having always heard Ireland described as a coun-

try essentially agricultural, I find, on coming here,
that if there is one pursuit more despised and

neglected than another, it is the cultivation of

the soil."
"
Shamefully true," said the clergyman ;

"
I

am Irishman enough to be ashamed of it. Had
we your inexhaustible coal-fields, we should,

doubtless, be equally neglectful ofmanufactures.

Then, perhaps, we should take to the plow and
the harrow. Optat ephippia bos piger.'

1
'
1

'

The Irish, of all classes, it seems to me,"
said Markham, "attach over much importance
to legislative reforms, instead of applying their

minds to improvements within their own reach
and power."

"
Yes," said Mr. Spenser; "but it is also true

that the legislature, by deferring measures of

obvious justice, divert the public mind from the

species of improvements you allude to, and delay
the hour of self-amelioration. The people are

foolish, and their rulers are too often no wiser."
" That doctrine seems to lead to the repeal of

the union," said Vivyan.
"No," said Mr. Spenser, smiling; "I do not

see that it does. When an English government
is merely foolish, an Irish one would be stark

mad
;
mal-administration is much better than

anarchy ;
the frying-pan is uncomfortable, but

the fire is much more so. Let ill alone may be
sound policy, when ill can only be changed for

worse."
"
Besides," said Markham,

" a more liberal

spirit is growing up daily in the governing class-

es in England."
"Unquestionably," said the rector; "but at

the same time I see such an abundant crop of

evils on all sides (like that crop of weeds yonder),
so much ignorance, so much prejudice, so much
passion, so many sinister interests, so little truth

or patriotism in popular leaders, so little courage
in statesmen, such enormous abuses to be re-

formed, and such a dearth of moral power to

grapple with them, that I confess myself one of

those who think the regeneration of Ireland will

be a very slow process ;
and I think it is import-

ant to keep this steadily in view, for there is

nothing leads to despondency so much as indulg-

ing in over-sanguine expectations. I do not

despair; but the deliverance I see is afar ofi."
"
I perceive no green crops any w

rhere but on

your own ground," said Markham, bringing the

conversation back to Georgical matters.

"No," said the rector, "neither my precept
nor my example has ever produced a single tur-

nip beyond the precincts of my own farm. I do
not predict that any one will ever induce the

Irish peasantry to grow turnips, or cease to

scourge the earth for grain-crops, but whoever
does will be a Maecenas indeed."

"Then you think, sir," said Vivyan, "that
the glory is reserved for a minister?"

"
I am positive, Mr. Vivyan, that enormous

good would be effected by a statesman who
would but conceive the idea of making himself
Farmer-General a.<* well as Governor-General
of Ireland who would aim at making his rule
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illustrious, neither by the glitter of the bayonet,
nor even by the flashing- ol'the sword of justice,
but by the splendor of the plow-share burnished

by the clod."
"
I have somewhere read," said Vivyan, "that

the Emperor of China is annually informed of

the husbandman who has distinguished himself

most in the culture of the so and he makes
him a mandarin of a certain order."

" The idea might be adopted," said the rector,
' ; with great advantage ;

and I am reminded of

an observation of Montesquieu, that lazy nations

are generally proud, and that the effect might
be turned against the cause, and laziness "be

extirpated by bringing the feeling of pride into

play. But no ! it is not on the improvers of

society and the benefactors of mankind that our

governments bestow their rewards."

"Perhaps," said Vivyan, "when your Maece-
nas appears, to raise with his potent hand the

drooping agriculture of Ireland, this idea may
occur to him, and we may see the fountain of

honor in the crown playing on worthier objects
than those who are now usually sprinkled with
it. We shall have an order of the plow, per-

haps, or something of the kind."
" There's a farmer, yonder," said Markham,

laughing, "who is well entitled to be decorated
with the order of the thistle. I think I never
saw so fine a crop of thistles in my life as he
has raised in that field to the left of his cot-

tage."

"Magnificent," said the rector; "but you
must know that is what we call our model farm.

You will see exhibited there the entire system
of our Celtic husbandry in perfection, with the

solitary exception of plowing by the tail, which
it is surprising farmer M'Swyne has not return-

ed to."
" The land is not bad," said Markham.

"By no means
;
some of the best in this par-

ish
;
that is the beauty of it," replied Mr. Spen-

ser " but I see the model husbandman himself

digging yonder ;
let us dismount, and walk over

to him."

They left their horses with the grooms, and
entered the fields. Vivyan plucked a superb
thistle, as he moved along, and remarked, that

as a cultivator of wild flowers, the farmer was
entitled to much praise.

Roger M'Swyne was a model farmer, indeed.

He would have been a saint in the Indian theol-

ogy, which places human perfection in a state

of the utmost inactivity. He was at work, but

his work was as like relaxation as one egg is to

another
;
he dug passively ;

his sinews were un-

braced, and so were his nether garments. Like

Canning's knife-grinder,
" his hat had got a hole in't,

So had his breeches."

But he was very civil and good-humored,
gratified at being visited and talked to, with a

great deal of natural politeness and plenty of

"God bless you's." Markham observed with

intense curiosity Roger's manner of digging.
At what a very acute angle the spade entered
the ground, just scratching the old face of moth-
er Terra, as if to elude as far as possible the

original blessed curse of labor. Not more than
six inches of the spade were bright with the
friction

;
the rest was as rusty as you could wish

the soldier's bayonet or the rebels pike to be.

"Why, Mr. M'Swyne," said Markham, "you
don't call that digging, do you? why don't you
go down deeper?"

"
Och, then," replied the pattern agriculturist,

"
is it deeper your honor says ? sure there isn't

a man in the townland giving his bit of ground
such a diggin."
Markham gently took the spade out of his

hands, put it almost perpendicularly into the

earth, stood up straight, to it, pressing it down
with a strenuous exertion of the muscles of his

right foot, and turned up thirteen or fourteen

inches of new virgin soil.
"
Now, there is a spade-full of earth," said

Mr. Spenser, "that never saw the sun before

since the creation of the world."

Roger gazed with a comic expression of indo-

lent wonder at the phenomenon of Markham' s

exploit, and the result of it.

" That's what we call digging in England,"
said Markham, returning the spade.

"
Och, then it is diggin," said Roger, shrug-

ing his broad shoulders, the chief use he made
of them.

"
Why, man," continued the young English-

man, "there's gold under those acres of yours,
if you would only dig for it."

" There's gold's worth, at any rate," replied
the farmer, who perfectly understood the met-

aphor, not being at all defective in intelligence." Your thistles, Roger," said Vivyan, too

pleasantly to be at all offensive, even if the
farmer had been touchy, which he was not at

all,
" are so luxuriant, that I have plucked one

to stick in your button-hole
;
and I must have

the pleasure, at the same time, to dub you a

knight of that ancient and distinguished order."
Frank then, amid great laughter, in which

Farmer M'Swyne heartily joined, invested him
with the appropriate reward of his agricultural
success, and Roger was known for many a year
afterward, all round the country, as the Knight
of the Thistle.

They had their choice of egresses from the
model farm, for though there were twenty su-

perfluous fences, there was not one through
which elephants, or even mammoths, might not
have ranged with the utmost comfort and facil-

ity. Roger's cows were grazing at large on
the road-side, where there was better vegeta-
tion than in their proper pastures, which were

usurped by his neighbor's cattle, as indifferent

to meum and tuum as their* owners. There was
a pound in the parish, but as straying seemed to

be the established usage, it is to be presumed
that only perverse beasts, which staid at home,
were ever committed to it.

CHAPTER XXXV.

A LOVE CHASE.
" If such you seek,

It were a journey like the path to heaven
To help you find them." COMUS.

WHEN Vivyan returned from that ride, he
went in quest of the ladies, or at least of Mrs.

Woodward, for it was only for her that he in-

quired.
He was pretty well acquainted by this time

with all the little out-door haunts and resorts of

the women of the family, and he went rapidly
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from one to another, his heart fluttering for no

reason but that he had not heard a female voice,
or seen a female form, since breakfast. A room,
close to the laundry, had been fitted up in a rude,

temporary way for the rector's daughter to hold

her little school in, for the children of the labor-

ers on the glebe and the cottiers in the imme-
diate neighborhood. Frank raised the latch.

The place was silent and sunny. A robin, which
had got in through the open casement, was hop-

ping over the books and slates, picking up
crumbs of bread more probably than crumbs of

knowledge. The bird hopped out when Vivyan
entered. The school had been over for some
time

;
he looked into some of the books that

were nearest his hand. Elizabeth's handwrit-

ing was in most of them
;
her name with a few

kind words conferring the little rewards of in-

fant merits, or incitements to it. There was
her chair, too, and a little scarf of hers on the

back of it : trifling circumstances, but they did

not escape the attention of Frank Vivyan,
though the name on his tongue was still aunt

Carry.
The laundress had a little daughter, a round

four-year-old, bright-eyed, rosy, merry creat-

ure, that nobody in female form, except Miss

M'Cracken, ever passed without saying some-

thing, or giving something to, were it only a

cowslip or a kiss. It was always clean, too,
for the mother had been a pupil of Ellen Hogg.
The wonder was that the little laughing lump
had not long ago been kissed away, it got so

much kissing ;
but it seemed to thrive upon the

diet, and there it rolled and tumbled about with
its short clothes, among the daisies, the live-

long day when it was not raining, still laughing,

playing with the laughing flowers, or munch-

ing laughing potatoes, which possibly helped the

kisses to keep the laundress's daughter so florid

and fat.

"Miss Lizabeth not dcre," cried the little

joyous she-urchin to Frank Vivyan, as he came
out of the vacant school-room. The imperti-
nence of the infant provoked him. Vivyan was
no kisser of infant beauty, but he tapped the

thiflg playfully on the cheek. It fell back crow-

ing with its habitual glee ;
Venus at four could

not have been a more laughing child.

The bare-armed mother, unseen by Frank,
stood at the door of the laundry, hot from the

tub, exulting in the precocious sharpness of her

rosy rogue of an infant, and probably admiring
at the same time the handsome Vivyan, a pleas-

ing respite from the labor of washing on a sum-
mer day. Her eyes met Frank's, as he was
passing on, and the sly twinkle in them almost

brought the color to his cheek, for it made him
feel that every body divined the soft current of

his thoughts, from three years old to thirty.
He hastened on, not without a gracious notice

of the glowing laundress
;
and between two lofty

hedges, or rather walls, of laurel and yew inter--

woven, he next encountered the demure nursery-
governess, wrapped in a little scarlet mantle,
pacing the natural cloister alone. Vivyan still

thought her handsome, but he now distinctly

perceived the sinister expression which had
struck Markham the first time he saw her.

Lucy, indeed, looked more like a conspirator,
with a white powder in her pocket, or a dagger
under her cloak, than a nun telling her beads.

She had for some time admired Vivyin more
than she had confessed to any body, and had

frequently thrown herself in his way, and tried

to inveigle him into little flirtations. The pres-
ent meeting, however, was purely accidental,
but Miss M'Cracken thought she might as well
turn it to advantage ;

so she began by falling in

love with a sprig "of the broad-leaved myrtle in

full flower, which Frank chanced to wear in his

button-hole. He presented it to her, and she in-

stantly stuck it tenderly in her bosom.
"
Myrtle is my favorite tree," said Lucy, sen-

timentally.
Frank was compelled to remark the curious

coincidence of Lucy's taste in trees with that of

the Paphian queen. Lucy simpered, and wish-
ed Mr. Vivyan would tell her why Venus had
made the myrtle her own. He scarcely heard
the question, so impatient was he to escape
from the querist, pretty as she was. She then

inquired if he was a botanist. A monosyllable
answered that interrogatory.
"Would you like to learn?" she pursued

gliding by his side.
"
Why, to be instructed by you," said Vivyan ;

of course what else could he have said ?

"I should be very happy to teach you, sir,"
she rejoined, with the grave air of a person
solely intent upon the duty ojf communicating
knowledge. Frank knew not how to extricate

himself, for she plucked one of the flowers of the

myrtle and actually be gan her lecture.

"These are caller petals, one, two three,
four

;
this in the middle has a very hard name,

the pistil, and all those little things round it with
the dust on them, are called anthers

;
the dust

itself is named the farina oh, Mr. Vivyan," she
then exclaimed, with a sudden burst of enthusi-

asm, "there is absolutely no end to the wonders
and beauties of nature

;
are you fond of natural

theology?"
So abrupt a digression surprised Frank much

more than even the voluble anatomy of the flow-

er had done; scarcely knowing what reply to

make, he said he hoped Miss M'Cracken would

give him credit for not being uninterested in the
sacred subject she had alluded to. She then
asked him his opinion of Paley, Butler, and a
host of moralists and divines.

What a heavenly-minded young woman,
thought Frank, to meet between two laurel

hedges ! But, whether he gave her implicit
credit for sincerity or not, he decidedly thought
her ^conversation a bore, and, with all his polite-

ness, he was unable much longer to conceal the

fact, that the pains of his fair lecturer were ut-

terly thrown away upon him. Directly Lucy
perceived this, her looks and manner underwent
a sudden and marked change ;

she bit her lip,

with ill-concealed resentment, dropped a cere-

monious courtesy, and bade her inattentive schol-

ar good evening; adding, as she turned on her
heel

"You will find Miss Elizabeth, sir, in the

flower-garden."
This annoyed Vivyan, and indeed he was vex-

ed too, at having unintentionally wounded the

girl's amour jjropre, by having been so absent ia

her presence a crime that women, more an-

gelic than Lucy M'Cracken, are slow to par-
don. Besides, what crime is more heinous in the

eyes of a governess, than neglect or scorn of her
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lessons
;

so tnat Frank had offended in every

way.
He was half inclined to follow her, and make

the amende for his abstraction, and seeming in-

civility, when he saw a young man emerge from

a side-alley and join her. He distinguished his

featu'res but imperfectly ; they were strange to

him, and as disagreeable as" strange. There
was something, too, in the furtive way in which
he glanced about him, which struck Vivyan as

singular, but it was not his humor, or his busi-

ness, to be suspicious, so he went his way in the

direction of the garden, and soon thought no

more either ofMissM'Cracken or her companion.
Against the garden wall, close to the door,

grew an ancient fig-tree. Barren enough it

was in point of figs, for the climate was not like

that of the plains of Lombardy, but its foliage
was luxuriant, so that Mr. Spenser would not

hear of its being cut down
; but, on the contra-

ry, had a bench placed under it for his old gar-

dener, Pierce Byrne, to sit and smoke on, when
it was either too hot, or too cold, too early, or

too late to work
;
or when there was nothing to

be done that could not be done by proxy, which
was the commonest case of all.

The gardener was now sunning himself there

with his pipe ;
his right leg was crossed on his

left knee
;
his blue Connemara hose ungartered ;

his red waistcoat open, as much for want of but-

tons as because of the heat
;
and a pair of shears

at his side, with a comfortable coat of rust on

them, showing how charitable they were to the

excesses of vegetation. He was an aged man,
who had mismanaged the horticultural depart-
ment under three rectors

;
but he was hale and

hearty, having been always temperate and a sin-

gularly early riser, probably to have more time
for dawdling and doing nothing. If his plants

grew, well and good ;
he was too easy to force

them. Perched now on the same bench, smok-

ing likewise, and coughing and groaning at in-

tervals, was another old man, very diminutive,
with the oddest features Vivyan had ever seen,
his nose projecting from his shriveled face like

the bill of a fowl
;
no chin, or the same as none,

and a patch on his forehead, just under his little

gray wig, as if he belonged to the nation of the

pigmies, and had recently had a brush with the

cranes. The reader will instantly recognize
Mr. Maguire, the proctor. Vivyan ought to

have known him,' too, as Randy was in his em-

ployment, but Randy had gone up to Dublin be-

fore Vivyan's arrival, and had only that morn-

ing returned to the country. The reason of his

journey to the capital will be collected from the

dialogue with the gardener which Frank over-

heard, and which, indeed, made him acquainted
with the fact that the queer disconsolate little

old fellow smoking and croaking under the fig-
tree was the acting agent of his Irish estate.

The hedge was still between Vivyan and the old

man, so that he heard the following conversation

unseen by them.
"
Ugh, then, it's a hard, hard, world, Pierce,

so it is, and there are hard people in it
;
but

they won't be hard on myself much longer, ugh,
ugh> ugh," coughed the withered little proctor."

Och, then, it is a hard world," echoed the

gardener, who had no right at all to say so, for

not a man living in his sphere of life had found
it such an easy one.

"It will be all aqual to Randy before Christ-

mas comes round, ugh, ugh ; well, I never

wronged any one living, Pierce, of the value of

that ould withered leaf on the ground there, and
to be put out of my bread in my ould age ugh,
ugh, ugh," coughing (much increased by the

nicking) prevented Maguire from finishing the

entence, and his companion finished it for him.
" And for no crime, Randy, but the robbery,"

said the gardener.

Vivyan's first impression was, that the two
old men thought very lightly of the crime of

robbery, which seemed good ground enough for

turning a person out of his employment ;
but

Maguire soon relieved his mind upon that point

by his next observation.
" Sure I didivt rob myself," said Randy, "but

it's the innocent that suffer in this world, and
the wicked that prospers it's a quare world,
Pierce, and I don't care how soon I lave it for a
better."

"I'll take my davy," said the gardener, in a
similar strain of piety, "the villains that got the

money arn't much the better for it. Though
I'm nothing but a poor hard-working man, up
early and late, and out at all saisons, I wouldn't

change with the richest rogue in Ireland, and
take his conscience along with his plundher."

" And there's no country where there's such
rich rogues as in ould Ireland," said Randy.
"What else is them blood-sucking absen-

tees?" asked the gardener.
"
It's no lie to say that," said Randy.

" When
I tould the agent up in Dublin that I'd petition
the head-landlord (a chap of the name of Vivy-
an, rowling in luxury over in England), and see
if there was no justice or mercy for a poor man,
who had done no harm to nobody, he up and he
tould me that I might petition the pope, or the

d 1,
if I plazed, for all the good petitioning

would do me."
" And so you might, Randy ; my sister's son

held a bit of land onst up at Carrickmacross,
under that same Mr. Vivyan, and I know all

about him. I'm tould, and I believe, there's not

such a desolate young man any where
;
doesn't

know where his wealth comes from, only thinks

of squanderin' it on horses and curricles, drink-

ing, gaming, smoking, and divarting himself."

"Drinking, gaming, and smoking ugh, ugh,

ugh," repeated Randy after him. You may
fancy how astonished and amused Frank wras to

hear this account of his riches followed by such
a catalogue of his vices. It was time to join
the conversation, and an opportune opening in

the tall hedge enabled him to do so instantly.
" That's an indifferent character to have," he

said, as if he had only caught the gardener's
last words.

"It's a too true picthur," said Randy, "as

your honor would own, if you only knew the

gintleman who's the subject of discoorse."
" His acquaintance would appear to be a very

undesirable one," said Frank, "but I think," he

added, glancing at the pipes which the old cocks

had in their hands, "you might both have some
little mercy on the gentleman, w-hoever he is,

for the crime of smoking."
"
Och, thin, we ought to be merciful, as we

hope for mercy," said the gardener, rising to

open the door for Frank, and growing very
charitable all of a sudden.
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"It's a vanial sici, partiality to baccy," said

the proctor, ''in either a rich man or a poor
man."

Vivyan entered the garden, explored it rap-

idly, found nobody there, and returned to the

same door in about five minutes. The two

hoary sinners were now playing cards. Oh, if

Mr. Woodward had caught them! but they
knew very well that the curate was many miles

away. Randy had produced his pack, and he

and Pierce Byrne were deep in the old popular

game of five-and-forty, for halfpenny stakes,

with the bees humming about them under the

fig-tree.
"What!" cried Frank, who now despaired

of meeting the ladies before dinner "
gambling,

too, as well as smoking ! come, old fellows,
one little vice more, and you will have all the

qualities of the gentleman you were abusing

just now so heartily ;
to smoking and gaming

you must add a little drinking for my sake

only be more temperate in your liquor than you
have been in your language."
He put a sovereign down on the ace of clubs,

and went toward the house, resolved that poor

Randy Maguire should not be deprived of his

employment because he had the misfortune of

having been robbed.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
HUE AND CRY AFTER HERCULES.

"
Dogberry. You shall comprehend all vagrom men.

You are to bid any man stand in the Prince's name.
" Watchman. How, if he will not stand?
"
Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, but let him

go."

THE curate had a whimsical adventure to

amuse the party with when they were assem-
bled at dinner. He had taken a discursive ram-
ble over the hills, preparing his sermon in his

usual odd way that alarmed the mountain cattle

so exceedingly. At length (little thinking that

any thing in human form was observing his pro-

ceedings) he found himself in a lonely glen,

rarely visited by tourists, but of a strikingly
beautiful and bold character. Only a footpath,
known to shepherds or goatherds, traversed this

wild gorge, whose steep sides, here and there

terminated in sharp white cliffs, which at twi-

light looked like sheeted apparitions, showed
no sign of a human habitation, or even of animal
life itself, except a few small mountain sheep,
and the "feeble folk that make their houses in

the rocks." Roaming this deserted valley, he
came to a small lake, and observed at one side,
at a considerable elevation, the gleaming and

flashing of a stream through some patches of
birch and hazel, the noblest trees that grew
there. It was evidently a cascade, and he had
the curiosity to clamber up through the copse
to reconnoiter it. A path wound along the side

of the fall, which, as you approached it, was
very beautiful in its small way, tumbling over a

ragged precipice of some thirty feet into a

rocky basin, where it bubbled and sparkled a
moment in any stray gleam of sunshine that

pierced the sha'de, and thence pursued its course
more modestly until it identified its waters with
the lake.

Hercules was a little fagged when he reached
the rocky basin, and was glad to seat himself

upon a stone while he contemplated the cata-

ract. He had not been many moments thus re-

posing, when he was suddenly pounced on by
two armed constables, and apprehended on a

charge of no less a crime than highway robbery.

Greatly astonished, and still more amused at

such an incident, he made somewhat curt and

rough replies to his captors, eying them very
fiercely, and both by his voice and his looks

strongly confirming them in the opinion that

they had captured an atrocious criminal.

At length he desired to know where they in-

tended to take him.

"Before the nearest magistrate, and that's

the Rev. Mr. Spenser," said one of the officers.

"That's convenient," said Hercules, "for

I'm going there myself to dinner."

Not wishing to be troubled with such com-

panions, he then informed them who he was,
and verified his account of himself by letters

which he had in his pocket.
The constables looked extremely foolish, par-

ticularly when they admitted that they had been

dogging him all the morning, and Woodward
was curious, of course, to know how they came
to make such an absurd mistake. Upon this,

one of them, who seemed the most annoyed, and
most anxious to vindicata his conduct produced
a paper from his pocket, and exhibited to Her-
cules the identical pen-and-ink sketch he had
drawn himself of the fellow with whom he had
the rencounter at the Black Castle.

Hearty was the laugh with which the curate's

adventure was received by the company; only

Carry affected to be very angry with the police
for taking her husband for a bandit under any
circumstances.

" Was it a very striking likeness, Hercules ?"

inquired the rector.

"Well, Val.," said the curate, "I believe it

was sufficiently like to excuse the peelers."
In fact the sketch did resemble Hercules, as

much as if it had been done for him, and his

wife hoped it would be a lesson to him not to

stroll the country in future in the same outland-

ish attire.
" What would you have done, my dear," she ad-

ded,
"
if the men had been going in an opposite di-

rection, and insisted upon taking you with them?"
"
Why, in that case," said the powerful curate,

"I should perhaps have taken them with ?ne."

"I have no doubt you could have done it,"

said George Markham.
While they were thus conversing over their

wine and fruit, thre'e men were coming toward
them up the principal avenue.

"Heyday, what have we here?" cried the

rector, directing the attention of the company
to the new comers, who were advancing with a

rapid but measured tread. " The police again,
I protest Hercules, I fear^here is some fresh

charge against you."
It was, indeed, a party of three constables,

and the curate soon recognized in two of them
the identical fellows by whom he had been dog-

ged in the morning. They halted within a few

yards of the table, and one of them, who seemed
to command, and who was personally known
both to Mr. Spenser and the curate, advanced

respectfully, touching his hat with a movement
of his arm, as rigid as if it had bee<n made of

metal, and turned on a pivot.
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"Good evening to you, Mr. Crumpe," said

the rector.
" Good evening to you humbly, sir," answered

the officer, with a second salute, the stiffest and

most formal possible.
"Your business, I presume." continued the

rector, with well-feigned gravity, "is with that

gentleman there, my unfortunate brother-in-law."

Mr. Crumpe now turned to the curate, made
another of his cast-iron obeisances, and com-
menced an awkward and prolix apology for the

mistake his men had made in the morning, ex-

cusing them on the ground of their being young
men in the force, and only lately under his orders.

"
Oh, then," said Mr. Spenser, "your business

is not with Mr. Woodward this time."

"No, sir," said Mr. Crumpe, "my business

is. with you."
" The tables are turned, Val," cried the curate,

with the loud laugh he had brought from college
with him, and which Carry had never succeeded
in moderating.
The rector affected to be uneasy for his per-

sonal safety, and rose to talk with the officer

apart, leaving the rest of the party in a high state

of enjoyment.
He returned in less than ten minutes, his face

considerably lengthened, and evidently not too

well pleased by the result of the private confer-

ence with the chief constable.

"Well, Valentine," said Carry, "the police
have not come to apprehend you, at all events."

"
Apprehend me !" replied her brother

"they have come to do \vorse a great deal, they
have come to protect me. I am to be garrisoned
again, it appears, in spite of myself. Some oblig-

ing friend has been exerting his influence on my
behalf with the government, and Mr. Crumpe
and his men have received orders to quarter
themselves on my premises, and consider them-
selves at my disposal."

" How absurd," said Carry.
"The best way of disposing your troops,"

said Hercules, "is to send them trooping."
The serious looks of the rector and his rela-

tives showed Markham and Vivyan that there

were grave domestic considerations involved in

what seemed, at first sight, a mere ludicrous in-

cident. They rose, accordingly, from the table,
and joined the girls in one of the many charming
little promenades with which the glebe and its

neighborhood abounded.
" Who is your obliging friend at court, Val. ?"

asked the curate, as soon as the party was re-

duced to a council of three.

"Mr. Crumpe tells me," said the rector, "that
he supposes some members of parliament of my
acquaintance ha,ve been using their influence at

the Castle, but I know no member likely to be
so officious

;
I am positive that I never directly,

or indirectly, sanctioned such interference on the

part of any body."
"This is Mr. Dawson's doing, I have no

doubt," said Mrs. Woodward, with vivacity
and decision.

"I can't think it, Carry," said the curate.

"Nor I," said the rector;
"
besides, Dawson

is scarcely an M.P. of ten days' standing."
"Mind what I say, Valentine," said Carry;

"your friend at court is Mr. Dawson, and no-

body else. Who else would take such an im-

pertinent liberty ? Is there another man living

who would have the assurance *.o make an ap-
plication to the government in your name, with-
out your request, or your permis.'-ion ?"

"It's a most extraordinary occurrence," said

the rector
;

" but I must now go ^p and sit

awhile with Margaret, and leave you and Her-
cules to your conjugal stroll."

" But you will send the police packing, at all

events," said the curate, as his brother-in-law
left the room.
Mr. Spenser made no reply : perhaps he did

not hear what the curate said.

"He will do no such thing," said Carry, with

severity, biting her lips, and swelling with vexa-
tion at her brother's weakness. She then rose
from her chair and paced up and down the porti-

co, like a corpulent queen in high displeasure
with a minister

;
she abused her brother in fem-

inine but sharp language, and she did not let her
husband escape either, but told him he was a

great deal too simple even for a clergyman ;
that

he had too much of the dove, and too little of the

serpent, and more in the same strain of ladylike
invective

;
all because Hercules had not divined

what she had divined at the first glance, that

not only was Dawson at the bottom of this police

affair, but that his interference was a scheme of

that gentleman to ingratiate himself with Mrs.

Spenser.
"There are wheels within wheels, my dear,"

she said, at length reaching the peroration, and

speaking with great earnestness, but you and

my brother are as blind as those bats that are

flying past the windows."
"But you women," said her husband, a little

subdued by her energy, giant as he was,
" are

like watchmakers you have a microscopic eye
for wheels."

"And you men," rejoined Carry, "or some
of you, at least, have no eyes for wheels, until

they are as big as mill-wheels."

So ended that week at the parsonage. There
was one member of the household to whom the
return of the police was no mystery, nor the in-

fluence to which that event was owing. The
acquaintance which Mr. Dawson made with
Miss M'Cracken upon the island had not been
left unimproved. It was from her he had learned
the fact that the police force had been withdrawn
from the parsonage, and to her he privately com-

municated, not only the steps which he designed
to take in order to secure its restoration, but the

object which he had in view, namely, to gain the

good-will ofMrs. Spenser. Lucy engaged in this

privy correspondence, with little motive, in the

first instance, but the pure love of clandestine

doings. Her views of mischief, however, widen-
ed as she advanced; and she soon began to feel

an especial gratification in secretly supporting a
man whose addresses she knew were intolerable

to Elizabeth Spenser, toward whom she bore an
intense dislike, and of whom she had of late been

growing absurdly jealous. HowVivyan's indif-

ference to her (of w
rhich she had so decided a

proof in the laurel walk) tended to exasperate
this state of feeling may easily be imagined. The

young man who secretly joined Miss M'Cracken

upon that occasion was an envoy of Dawson's,
and the junior of the two suspicious personages
whom Sydney had met with at Dawson's house.

He was the bearer of a letter to her, containing
a present of a pair of bracelets, and was under
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the impression that Lucy was Dawson's cousin,

not that he would have objected to undertake

the same mission had its legitimacy been ever

so open to question. His instructions' from his

employer were to take Miss M'Cracken's orders
,

and execute promptly any little commission she

might intrust him with
;
but Lucy did not task

him heavily she merely sent him of an errand

to Redcross for a surreptitious supply of laud-

anum for her black bottle.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

THE CURATE'S SERMON.

" His preaching much, but more his practice wrought,
A living sermon of the truths he taught."

THE GOOD PARSON.

THE exordium of the curate's discourse alarm-

ed Mr. Spenser exceedingly, for it proclaimed

roaring war with a power which the preacher

reprobated as the grand enemy of mankind, and
of Irish mankind especially, the foe to all im-

provement and civilization, a spirit in open re-

bellion to the divine wvrd, and against which he
wished he had ten thousand tongues to testify,
and as many thousand hands to lift.

The rector trembled for the Pope he folded

his arms resignedly in his surplice, and awaited

the assault on the Vatican, which seemed inevi-

table. Before the end of the exordium Hercules
had actually made himself invisible in the dust

which, with his tremendous action, he knocked
out of the old red cushions

;
and the deep thun-

dering voice issued as it wrere out of a cloud.

Markham and Vivyan, accustomed to the repose
of the English pulpit, were amazed at such a

display of muscular energy and vocal power in

a quiet little country church. Bat it was not

against Rome the curate took up his parable on
the present occasion

;
it was neither against the

Pope, or Antichrist, that he bolted his invec-

tives, but against the sloth and indolence of his

countrymen. It was a capital, trenchant dis-

course, full of broad sense and sound morality,
but as termagant as any harangue could be.

He felt that he was entitled to inveigh against
sloth, being himself the most laborious and en-

ergetic of mortal men
;
and inveigh against the

vice he did, as if he had it before him incarnate
;

he bespattered it with the foulest language,
branded it with every crime, imputed every hu-
man misery to it, stuck it up in a pillory, and
scolded and pelted it for half an hour, with such
a copiousness and variety of epithets and re-

proaches, as would have better become the red
or the blue petticoat than the black gown. But
the abuse was mixed with so much undeniable

truth, and came so naturally from the curate's

lips, and so palpably from his heart, that it

seemed at length perfectly germane to the sub-

ject. He made his audience feel that sloth de-
served all he said of it, and sent some of the

Hogg family home with uncomfortable forbod-

ings as to their fate both here and hereafter.

He went back to the beginning of things, and

pointed out the deep moral in the simple tale of
the Creation; how there were six working days
to one sabbath; then he demanded whether earth
was to dictate to heaven, or heaven to earth;
frhat right had man to seven days of rest, when

God by precept and example, had declared there

should be one only, and that at the close of a
week of toil ? As for you, he cried, ye Hoggs
and M'Swynes, a perpetual sabbath is what you'
would fain keep, if Providence would only send
ravens to feed you, and shower manna down up-
on you ;

but I say unto you that the sluggard's
sabbaths are Satan's sabbaths, anct that it is

wrath heaven will rain on you and not manna
;

his ministers of vengeance, not of mercy, Provi-

dence will send to visit you, if you do not repent
and mend your lives

;
and the only repentance

that will be worth a button to you is to cease to

be the drowsy knaves you are, and work for your
bread like honest men. There never was an
honest man who was not a laborious one, and
there never was a sluggard but he was a rogue
into the bargain. Now I'll let you into one of

the secrets of the next world, and you may pub-
lish it from the tops of your neat cabins and at

the corners of your dainty streets
;

if there is

one thing under the sun that heaven detests and
abhors more than another, it is the very thing

you love most the abominable and rascally vice

of idleness. It is the will of heaven that man
shall eat his bread in the sweat of his own brow,
and you want to eat yours in that of your neigh-
bor's. See what a country Providence has given
to a crew of lazy lubberly varlets, who would
be only too well off in Zahara or Stony Arabia !

Dare you say that God is not goodness and

bounty itself to you? Ay, that he is, a thousand
times too bountiful : I could almost quarrel with
Heaven for not having given this charming and
fertile island to the honest hard-working inde-

pendent Dutch, and settled you in the swamps
of Holland, to pump for your lives. No thanks
to you if your fields are as green as they are

;

though they are not half so green as they ought
to be, and would be, if Providence had given
them to industrious people. Beware, I say unto

you, ye Hoggs and M'Swynes; Heaven with-
draws the blessings that man abuses; "a fertile

land," it is written, "maketh he barren for the

wickedness of them that dwell therein." And
do we not see the scripture already fulfilled in

the meager produce of your neglected or ex-

hausted fields ? No sirocco withers your lands
;

no army of locusts desolates your crops ;
the

only blight is human sloth
;
the only locusts are

your own selves.

Then he discharged a volley of texts at them,

principally from that magazine of practical ev-

ery-day wisdom, the Book of the Proverbs. "As
the door turneth on its hinges, so doth the sloth-

ful on his bed." "The slothful hideth his hand
in his bosom

;
it grieveth him to bring it again

to his mouth." "He that tilleth his land shall

be satisfied with bread, but he that followeth

vain persons is void of understanding." "The
slothful man saith, there is a lion in the way ;

a
lion is in the streets." Here the curate paused,
and sternly demanded of his congregation, which
of them did not see a lion every day of his life ?

"Why," he exclaimed,
" Afric is not so infested

with lions a-s Ireland is."

The junior part of the audience looked a little

startled at this asseveration, and Billy Pitt felt

abashed at his father's ignorance of the natural

history of his country. But the curate vehe-

mently protested that hf , affirmed the truth, and
that he would proclaim bom tho house-tops that
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all the miseries of Ireland were owing to the

lions. Why were the bogs unreclaimed ? For

fear of the lions. Why were the fields untilled ?

Fear of the lions. Why were the very streets

of Redcross unpaved and unbesomed? Because
there was a lion in every one of them. Then he

told them that the lion seen by the slothful is a

phantom sent to scare them from their duties by
him who is represented as a lion himself, and a

roaring lion, seeking to devour, and who would
eat up'the sluggards first of all.

Having thus sufficiently terrified his audi-

ence, he proceeded to inform them how the lions

were to be combated. "Face them," he cried,
" and they will scamper away like hares. I

have made lions run in my time so I speak
from experience, my friends. Resist the devil,
and the best way to resist him is to work. Chris-

tianity is the religion of work. Its divine Au-
thor was himself a workman

;
its apostles were

fishermen and mechanics, expressly to teach us
that there is nothing so good, nothing so holy,

nothing so godlike as industry, as there is noth-

ing so shabby and diabolical as sloth. The God
of Christianity is a God of industry ;

he took his

kings from the sheep-fold, and his prophets from
the plow." This idea led the enthusiastic preach-
er into a rhapsody which delighted Markham.
The curate broke forth into a glowing pane-
gyric upon rural life, with its pastoral and agri-
cultural occupations ;

their calm pleasures,
their salubrious nature, their transcendent use-

fulness, their true dignity; how the plow ex-
ceeded the sword in glory how no foughten
field, not the memorable fight of the Boyne it-

self (which in Mr. Woodward's estimation ex-
ceeded all the battles of history in glory), is

half so illustrious as the field that industry finds

a waste and leaves a garden ;
how the culti-

vator of the earth is the victor for man to hon-

or; how the Pagans understood this when they
adored the givers of the corn, the olive, and the
vine

;
and how he panted for the day when

some greater conqueror than had ever yet ap-
peared greater than Strafford, or Cromwell, or

glorious and immortal William, himself would
visit their shores, not with the sword to ravage,
but with wisdom to reclaim and cultivate

;
not

to subdue the people, but to vanquish their fol-

lies and their crimes
;
not to win gory honors

by the slaughter of men or the sack of towns,
but to bind his brows with unbloody and unfad-

ing laurels, gathered with the sickle, not the

sword, with all "the pomp and circumstance of

glorious Peace."
" You laid it hard on them," said the rector

to Hercules, after service, as they all walked
back together to the curate's house to lunch
there. The fact was, that Mr. Spenser winced
a little himself under his curate's invectives

;

and so, indeed, did Vivyan too, as he confessed
to his friend in the course of the evening.

"I give them a blast like that once a year,"
said Mr. Woodward

;
"it does them no harm, at

all events."
" No harm !" cried Markham. "

I should
think it ought to do them all the good in the
world."

"
Ah, the Syren, sloth, is a sweeter singer

than I am," said the curate. " That was not a
bad hit about the Dutch, eh, Val. ?"

"It was capital," said the rector
;

" but it was

all excellent, only perhaps a little too \vhat

shall I say too termagant."
"I have no patience," said Hercules, "with

the lazy varlets, starving in rags, and wallow-

ing in the mire, when, with a little common in-

dustry, they might be as well housed, clothed,
and fed, as any peasantry in Christendom."

" You don't think them the finest peasantry
in the world, Mr. Woodward ?" said George
Markham.

" The flatterers that tell them so are not their

friends," replied the curate "
it's not often the

rogues hear so much plain truth as they heard
from me to-day. Truth is a scarce commodity
in this country, Mr. Markham."

"It ought to be abundant," said the rector,
"for we are exceedingly economical of it."

" You think there ought to be a great accu-

mulation somewhere ?" said the curate, laugh-

ing.
"
Well, I wonder where it is ?"

"
But, Mr. Woodward," said Vivyan, who had

not yet spoken,
" were you not a little too hard

on the Piggledies, particularly as you let the

Higgledies go scot free ?"

"I gave it to the Higgledies at Easter," re-

plied Hercules,
" and there is no part of Ireland

where they deserve a rating better than in this

very county. Formerly I used to have them
both up together, landlords and tenants, but the

result was, that each thought himself abused

merely to humor the other
;
and besides, it was

only encouraging the notion, already far too

prevalent, that the faults of the rbh excuse those

of the poor, and vice versa"

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

YOUNG LOVE.
"
Beauties, have ye seen this toy
Called Love, a little boy,
Almost naked, wanton, blind,
Cruel now, and then as kind 1

If he be amongst ye, say,
He is Venus' runaway."

HUB AND CRY AFTER CUPID.

THE fonder Vivyan grew of the society of
Mr. Spenser and the ladies of his family, the

more gently and good-naturedly did he bear
with the comparative clownishness of Sydney,
the more incapable he was of repelling his ad-

vances with the coldness and hauteur of his less

complaisant and less facile cousin. Greatly to

Markham's chagrin, it was soon settled that

young Spenser was to be sent to Cambridge at

the end of autumn
;
and Vivyan, in fact, under-

took to introduce him to his own college, his own
tutor, and his own circle of acquaintance. There
was another party as well as Markham, who
disapproved as strongly as possible of the ar-

rangement ;
we need hardly say it was the cu-

rate, who never for a moment swerved from
his opinion that Dublin University was the best

in the world, and his friend, Tom Beamish, the

best scholar in that academy, and therefore the

best scholar in the world, by a plausible, if not

very sound or original process of reasoning.

Carry, however, kept her husband quiet ;
she

"
hoped it was all for the best," and in truth she

was secretly pleased that the point was carried

against Hercules, for (independently of her En-

glish notions) she wished her nephew to be re-

moved as far as possible from his Irish asso-
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ciates, and she thought it extremely fortunate

that at so critical a moment he should have

formed a friendship with a young man of Frank

Vivyan's stamp.
Simple George Markham ! While he was

tormenting himself about his cousin's entangle-
ment with Sydney, he was utterly blind to a

much more serious complicity with another

member of the rector's family.

Ah, it was a dangerous atmosphere for fiery
and waxen youth to breathe, that which two such
women as Mrs. Woodward and her niece made
round about them; an atmosphere of light anc

love, warmer and brighter than the very air of

those summer days. When Vivyan sailed in the

Circe nay, when he landed on the emerald isle

he was heart-free and heart-whole
; scarcely,

indeed, knew he had a heart at all, except as a
scientific fact, learned from a cabinet cyclope-
dia. Woman had entered his eye, but her image
had never penetrated beyond the retina

;
he had

only seen or read of beauty, and of passion
knew no more tlfon that it was something thai

inspires sonnets, and goes to the composition of

a romance. It boots not to inquire how it hap-
pened that the revelation was now made to him

the old mystery that is revealed to every son
of Adam, individually that "man is not made
to be alone." At what particular moment the

rich golden shaft smote him, or whether it was
in the boudoir or the library, or the gardens, or

on the glassy water, or on the pine-clad height
to the left of the parsonage, a favorite resort in

the sweet summer evenings, was known per-

haps only to himself. It is idle to pretend ac-

quaintance with facts of this nature, as many
writers of domestic history are wont to do. He
was young, ardent, imaginative, soft, suscepti-

ble, and it is enough to say of Elizabeth Spen-
ser, that it would have been almost a reproach
to Vivyan had he been proof against her charms

;

her companion, as he was, from morning to

night in some amusing occupation or busy
amusement; sitting with her, or sauntering, or

sailing, conversing or reading; no "strict age
or sour severity," to check the flow of youthful
spirits, or the play of fancy ;

the serenity of Mr.

Spenser, on the contrary, and his admiration of

Vivyan, sanctioning and promoting freedom,
and Carry Woodward licensing with the broad
seal of her comely presence and goodly counte-
nance the growing familiarities in which she
did not perceive the sweet mischief that was
latent.

It was not by her accomplishments that Eliz-

abeth Spenser fascinated Frank Vivyan, for no

girl of her rank had so few of what are com-

monly so called. She understood and loved mu-
sic without being a performer; she neither
drew nor painted ;

in fact, her accomplishments
were of a higher kind

;
her mind was accom-

plished by the habit of elegant and solid read-

ing; her character with tenderness, modesty,
truth and courage. There was every thing fem-
inine about her, and nothing frivolous. She was
the only woman Vivyan had ever met who was
not perpetually inquiring for new books. Her
father had taught her to see in old books a vari-

ety, a freshness, a fullness and vigor to be

sought in vain in the annual teemings of the lit-

erature of the day. But Elizabeth did not use
to talk of her reading. You might find out that

she was familiar with Shakspeare, with Milton
and Pope, with Massillon, or Jeremy Taylor,
for she was as far from the affectation of con-

concealment as from that of display. It was

by the tone of her conversation, and the good
taste and -sound judgment of her remarks that

you discovered the superiority of her intellec-

tual training. Then she had a keen apprecia-
tion of wit in conversation; the pleasures she
loved were the calm, pure, healthy enjoyment
of books, flowers, friendships, and beneficent

occupations. Vivyan saw her not merely by
her own light, but by the light reflected from
the faces of those that loved her, and from the

numerous objects of her care. Her spirit of

usefulness was visible through a wide circle

round her father's house
;

she supplied, in a

great measure, his deficiency in point of vigor ;

there was no want of benevolence in Mr. Spen-
ser's nature, and his daughter supplied the

place of that active usefulness without which
benevolence resembles the tree that gives no

shade, or the flower that yields no fruit:

A relative of Vivyan's had once shown him a
character of his mother, written by Mr. Ever-
ard long after his retirement to the continent.

It had many features in common with that of

Elizabeth Spenser, and (as he afterward owned)
it was the perception of this resemblance that

first led him to indulge in the dangerous pursuit
of studying the mind of a captivating woman,
with her person at the same time before his

eyes, inevitably blending the admiration of form
and feature with the moral or metaphysical
pleasure of contemplating inward beauty.

It was a strange but a natural thought that

occurred to him one evening, as he sat alone in

a little bocage close to the house, the creation

of Elizabeth's hands, and one of her favorite re-

sorts, either to crop her carnations, or provide
for a little colony of robins and blackbirds,
which had settled there under her protection.
It was a singular thought, but a natural one
" My mother, at her marriage, was probably
just such a girl." How long did he sit dream-

ing there in that bocage ? No matter.

The clock struck seven
;
he started up to per-

form the duties of the toilet, and on his hurried

way to his chamber, he met Elizabeth descend-

ing to the drawing-room. She seemed to his

view a miracle of loveliness
; lovely she was in-

deed, but what beauty is it that imagination
does not heighten; imagination, that paints the

lily and perfumes the violet ? Its magic beams

falling full at that moment on Elizabeth made
her a blaze of beauty ;

it deprived him of the

power of expression, and he never saw her af-

terward but in that enchanted light of love.

For it is not by the light of the sun that young
love sees its idols, but by the fairy light of its

own dreams. Love's vision is not subject to the

laws of optics ;
it has optics of its own, to which

every line is a line of beauty, and in which eve-

ry ray is couleur de rose.

But of all passions love is the most unsocia-

3le. Your lover is the worst company in the

world. Vivyan was unconvivial that day as a

specter at a banquet. Mr. Spenser's wine and
Mr. Spenser's wit sparkled in vain for him.

Even Mrs. Woodward's cordial affability, which
seldom failed to warm and animate all within

he sphere of her fascinations, was entirely
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thrown awa/. His abstraction, however, was
ascribed to a cause different from the true one,
for it was known that he had received a letter

acquainting him with the serious illness of his

friend and benefactor in Spain, and that seemed
sufficient reason for the depression of spirits un-

der which he manifestly labored

Indeed, nobody but Carry herself seemed up
to the conversational mark at dinner. The cu-

rate and Markham were manifestly done up
after what they called a saunter of fifteen o

twenty miles, and had little more force left than

they wanted for the exercise of the knife and
fork. As to Sydney, he had not been seen
since breakfast.

With coffee, however, a light breeze of con-

versation sprang up ;
but it threatened to fall

again in a few minutes, so that Mrs. Woodward,
alarmed at the prospect of being becalmed for

the rest of the evening, dropped a hint to the

effect that if Mr. Spenser would amuse them
cither with his " Directions to Governesses," or

his " Advice to Curates," the company would
take it as a great favor.

"Do, Val., and keep Mr. Markham and me
awake," said the curate, rousing himself, and

conquering a disposition to yawn with a muscu-
lar effort not much more polite.

"I shall more probably put you asleep," said

the rector.

"No, no, no," said Markham, not very dis-

tinctly knowing what he was negativing, but
conscious that he ought to negative something.
"Which will you have, Carry?" asked the

rector, rising.
"The Governesses, Val.," answered Hercules

for her, "for I'm not equal to controversy to-

night, and the other paper would provoke one,
as sure as a gun."
"Be it so," said the rector, and, producing a

small manuscript, handed it to Carry, who, with

.a good discretion, read it to the circle.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

ADVICE TO GOVERNESSES.

" But pardon me, I am too sudden bold :

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me."
LOVE'S LABOR LOST.

"WHILE the most celebrated wits have not

thought it beneath them to advise all other

classes of domestics, it has been your misfor-

tune, ladies, and not the least of the wrongs of

which you are entitled to complain, that no

pains have been taken by any competent au-

thority to instruct you in the principles of your
profession and duty. Without going the length
of affirming that your vocation is equal in im-

portance and respectability to that of the cook,
or the butler, I may assert, without flattering

you too much, that it is not inferior to that of

either the house-maid or the kitchen-maid, from

which it follows that you have at least an equal

right to a place in any complete system of

directions to servants.
"
Regarding you in the light in which you are

considered by the greater part of the world, I

do not know how I can better commence the

advice, which in the most friendly spirit I desire

to ofler, than by earnestly warning you against

the fatal error of thinking more highly of your-
selves than you are thought of by your masters
and mistresses. Connected with this is another

mistake, no less serious, into which I have ob-
served many of you prone to fall that of taking
a deeper and livelier interest in your pupils than
is felt by their parents themselves, whose value
for their children may fairly be measured by the

respect and consideration they pay those into

whose hands they confide them at the tenderest
and most critical season of life. Divest your-
selves, at once and forever, of all romance and
sentiment upon the subject of education. Your
sole business is, like other menials, to make the
best of your place ;

and as the wages are com-

monly trifling (if, indeed, salary is
' an object' to

you at all), you must only endeavor to eke them
out as well as you can, with every little incidental

emolument and advantage which your situation

throws in your way. Always recollect that

nobody can have a right to greater services than

they choose to pay for ,
and that you are only

bound in conscience to give your scholars an

equivalent for the pittance you receive
5
and not

even that little, if you are expected to combine
the office of instruction with the collateral duties

of the laundress or the mantua-maker. You
stand (as learned writers agree) in loco parcntis;

you represent the mistress of the family you
enter, and you have, consequently, as clear a

right to neglect or mismanage your subjects as

if jou stood literally in the maternal relation

toward them. Ponder this principle well, and
it will save you from a great deal of anxiety
and vexation. What can be more preposterous
than to see a lady exhausting her patience,

overworking her brain, and sometimes even

wearying her hand, for the benefit of a set of
turbulent young people who are not related to

her ever so remotely, while the woman who bore
them sees them perhaps only once a day, scarcely
ever thinks of them at all. and probably never
corrected one of them in her life ?

"Begin by keeping your pupils at an awful
distance. The further you keep them from you,
the less you expose your temper to be ruffled

by their disobedience or their inattention, and a
serene temper is, in your situation, a quality of

the first importance. Besides, the communica-
tion of knowledge implies the previous acquisi-
tion of it, and how can a young lady improve
her own mind as she ought to do, if she squanders
the greater part of the day in the nursery or the

school-room, in the worst possible company, that

of ignorant, ill-behaved children. You will at

least be always justified in bestowing as much
time upon the cultivation of your own mind as

the mother of your pupils devotes to fashionable

frivolities and amusements.
" If you are forbidden to correct your pupils

upon any occasion, or for any transgression

whatsoever, strictly comply with the injunction.
A mother is free to ruin her children, if she

pleases, and it is extremely presumptuous in a
hired governess to try to hinder her. It is

another question, when you find it impossible to

retain your situation in consequence of thd tur-

bulence of your subjects, which you are not per-
mitted to repress. You will in such a case con-

sult your own generous impulses only, and not

resign your place and your salary without leav-

ing a character for energy behind you, which
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may probably be of use to the lady who succeeds

to your enviable post.
" Be very particular in the choice of books for

your pupils. The best rule is to select them

exactly as if you were selecting them for your
own use. You will, of course, take care that

they relate to those branches of knowledge with

which you are least familiar, should you happen
not to be one of those omniscient young women
who teach all things teachable, and 'make
themselves useful' into the bargain. Suppose
the mother to remark that the works you have

ordered from the family bookseller are too ab-

stract or advanced for the school-room, nothing
is easier than to tell her that she greatly under-

rates the abilities of her children; and, as this

is always an agreeable remark to the maternal

ear, you may order another batch of similar

publications very soon after, upon the strength
of it.

"It is very convenient for you when the

mother has a reasonable share of ignorance for

a woman, and knows little or nothing of modern

languages. You may then purchase the novels

of George Sand, and pass them off as the works
of a French Mrs. Ellis or Mrs. Trimmer. Be-

sides, should you happen to be a daughter of a
Welsh parson, nothing would be easier than to

make the language of the ancient Britons answer
for German, and increase your reputation, if not

your income, by the device."

Just at this point, Carry suddenly dropped
the paper she was reading on her lap, and

glanced over her shoulder at the door, near
which she happened to sit, as if she heard some
noise in that direction or expected somebody to

enter. It was but a momentary interruption.
She resumed as follows.

"Another excellent and approved mode of

improving yourself is by securing the assistance

of eminent masters. Many a young governess
has entered a family illiterate and unaccom-

plished, and left it a well-informed and highly
polished woman. You can not afford yourself
to incur the expense of the best professors of

music and dancing, or Italian and German, but

your employers can / impress the advantage of

masters upon them strongly, and if you have

any relatives or friends of" your own in the line,

you will have an opportunity of serving them at

the same time that you serve yourself. Should

you be in love with any handsome young pianist,
or drawing-master, a charming arrangement
will easily occur to you, by which you can at

one and the same time improve your scholars,
and secure

< happiness as well as improvement
for yourself. If you are extremely frank and I scholars from the irksomeness" of too close ap-

oonfiding, you will let your flirtation with the
j

plication. Their health, as well as their instruc-

gay artist be known to the family 5
if you take I tion, is in your province. See that they take

my advice, you will keep it as quiet as you can. abundant out-door exercise. Accompany them
" Do not encourage the mother to be always when you please, but a head-ache, a cofd, or a

popping into your school-room, and prying into '

sprained ankle, will always enable you to remain

your proceedings. Some ladies have the mean-
\ quietly at your fire-side, and the children's maid

ness to be always watching their governesses, I is, or ought to be, a perfectly safe person to

and controlling their hours and their movements,
j

trust them to.* You, at least, may always have

Keep your mistress at as great a distance as her
\
as much confidence in her as you think proper ;

children. If she has confidence in you, she should; and should any accident ever befall a child in

mind her own business, and leave you to manage < her custody, it will always be easy to demon-

yours; if she has not, she ought to declare" it strate that the same would have happened had

frankly, and then you would know how to act. the mother herself been on the spot at the mo-
Establish yourself either at the top of the house,

' ment. When you can not escape walking with
or in some remote wing of it,

so as to make it
> at your pupils, carry out their mother's wishes

all events, a long journey for madam, or my lady,

to visit your apartment, either to call you to ac-

count for chastising her favorite son, or, perhaps,
to pry after your Angelo, or your Tamburini."

Here Mrs. Woodward again glanced over her

shoulder, but without discontinuing her reading.
Some mothers think their children can never

get governessing and schooling enough. They
desire to make prodigies of them, and for that

object would sacrifice not only the health of the

poor things themselves, but what is of much
more consequence (at least to you), the health

of their preceptress. Combat this system reso

lutely. Be prepared with the fable of the bow

kept always bent, and ready with cases of fine

boys, who, to your knowledge, became abso-

lute idiots in consequence of too close atten-

tion to their books. You ruined a charming lit-

tle fellow yourself (did you not) by over-teaching

him, and what would you not give now that you
had acted upon the opposite system. How you
reproach yourself with all the severities you
employed "to please a mother and to produce a

dunce ! Not for worlds would you commit

again the same fatal folly."
Now Mrs. Woodward not only dropped the

Aianuscript again, but bounced up, and sharply

opening the door, received Miss M'Cracken in

her arms. In fact, that young lady would prob-

ably have tumbled into the room, head foremost,
had she not been supported by Carry's volumin-

ous person.
"Miss M'Cracken!" exclaimed the matron,

in her most formidable manner, drawing herself

up to her full height, and sternly regarding the

detected eavesdropper.

Lucy, however, encountered her looks un-

dauntedly, and with the utmost composure sim-

peringly addressed the rector, and said that

Mrs. Spenser desired to see him. He obeyed,
of course, and the governess withdrew along
with him.

"You don't think she was listening at the

door, aunt?" said one of the girls.
"I am positive of it," said Carry, "I have a

quick ear, my dear."
" You may be mistaken, after all," said the

charitable curate, drily,
" but go on with your

reading."
"At all events," said his wife, preparing to

obey, "she has given Valentine a hint to im-

prove his essay." She then continued without

further interruption to the end.
" If this sound reasoning should fail to answer

its purpose, there are various methods to which

you may resort, to relieve both yourself and your
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effectually, and give them enough of it. Should

a trifling illness result from over-walking them,
it is no fault of yours, and you will gain a few

days' repose for your feet, and also save your
shoes, which is no trifling consideration. Never
be without Buchan at your elbow, have a medi-

cine-chest of your own, and be on a good under-

standing with the family apothecary. Many an
hour of relaxation is to be procured by proper
attention to the little illnesses of young people.
It is much wiser to anticipate a disorder than

to wait for it to make its appearance formally.
Such of you as teach 'the rudiments of Latin'

will understand the meaning of <

principles obsta.'
1

"As I have alluded to Latin, let me drop a
hint upon the subject while I think of it. Do
not suffer the elder brothers of your pupils to

entrap you into classical discussions. You only
p-ofess the rudiments, and though, of course,

you know much more, you ought not to parade
it in society, but rather keep it in the back-

ground, and reserve it all for your scholars in

private. Apply the same rule to other things
as well as Latin. Many of our sex preserve a

reputation for learning by shunning every oppor-
tunity of displaying it

;
how much more becom-

ing, then, is the same modesty in people <bf

yours.
" With French it is otherwise. You can not

be too lavish or ostentatious of whatever French

you know, be it much or little. Lard every
thing you write, and interlard every thing you
say, with it

; nothing makes such an impression
on people who don't understand the language,
and the less they comprehend what you mean,
the higher opinion they will have of you. At
breakfast ask for the pang and thp boor. At
dinner, say you will take some dingdong, and
afterward have some of the buff bully. You
have no conception what an effect these little

feminine displays (for French is essentially

feminine), produce in Bloomsbury and about

Hackney. I have known wine taken with a

governess in an irresistible burst of admiration,
occasioned by a quotation of two words from
the ' Echo de Pan's.' It will always, however,
be well to be on your guard against disagreeable
surprises. Beware of the exiled Poles, and the

young wine-merchants from Bourdeaux. When
you hear that M. Latour, or M. St. Etienne, has
been asked to dinner, you can have one of those

convenient aches and indispositions, of which a

governess ought always to have a large stock
on hand. If you have exhausted those excuses
in other ways, do any thing sooner than let the

extent ofyour French acquisitions be discovered.

You may say that you don't understand the patois

of Gascony !
" So universal is the notion that the British

governess possesses every qualification under
the sun, and so common is it to pledge them to

be 'generally useful,' that in many houses you
would be required to act as garde-malade to the

children in the measles, nor do I well know how
you are to escape the duty, except through the

friendly interposition of the apothecary, who (at

your suggestion) may insist upon calling in a

professional nurse-tender. You would then have
a few weeks at your disposal to visit your father

at his curacy in Ireland, or your uncle Williams,
at his vicarage in Wales. The danger of a de-

duction from your salary need not much alarm

you, for few people understand fractions well

enovgh to calculate what it ought to be.
" Do not expect civility and good-nature, and

you will never be disappointed at not meeting
with it. Truly wise and good people will always
treat you with urbanity and kindness, but tj

shape your conduct with reference to the wise
and good would argue a degree of ignorance of

human nature inconceivable in a woman who is

bound to be ignorant of nothing. Never remain
an instant in any place after you find another

more advantageous and at your disposal. Be

just as considerate and grateful to your employ-
ers as they are to you no more. If you con-

fine yourself, as many ladies do, to the education

of young gentlemen, take care that they are not

much above your shoulder, or over the age of

twelve, unless you happen to be a Thalestris,
or a lineal descendent from Boadicea. In that

case I do not see why you should not prepare
them for college, as well as for Eton and Har-
row. If you belong to the class of finishing

governesses, as you are paid much better than

the rest of your profession, be as slow in finish-

ing your young ladies as you can
; you may be

certain they will be finished soon enough, if you
give them the last exquisite touch just when

you have amassed a hundred pounds, and are

resolved to keep your attachment to Angelo no

longer a secret.

"If you could command your personal appear-

ance, I would advise you to be good-looking
rather than handsome." If you are beautiful,

the mother will dislike you ;
if you are plain,

you will be equally unfortunate on the other

side of the house. The most comfortable post
for you is the family of a widower. There you
may be as absolute with your subjects as you
please, and it is your own fault if you do not

speedily turn the maiden aunt out of doors, and

raise yourself from the low condition of a gover-
ness into the haughty station of a step-mother.

" But the natural close of a governess's ca-

reer is the opening of that of a school-mistress.

You are a fish in a frying-pan, and the only trans-

ition for you is into the fire. Tyrannize now
over the young as you have been tyrannized over

by the old. JXs education, in a narrow sphere,
has been made painful and degrading to your-

self, so let it be to others in the wider circle

where you are now supreme. Be a Czarina to

boys at Brompton, or an Ogress to girls at Black-

heath. The great world has been harsh to you,

revenge its harshness upon the little one. Re-
turn neglect with neglect, and cruelty with cru-

elty, or continue (if you are very simple, and

very good) to be an amiable, conscientious,
and* Christian woman, filling the sacred post
that mothers abdicate, earning ill-usage hardly,
and receiving no wages worth mentioning but

those of scorn and ingratitude."
The curate and Markham had been sound

asleep for some time before Mrs. Woodward
had done reading.

"Very flattering to Valentine," she said, ris-

ing to shake Hercules, and affecting to be hurt

at this practical criticism on her brother's pro-
duetion.

As she crossed the hall a few minutes after-

ward on her way to her chamber, she encount-

ered her nephew, and would fain have inquired

where he had dined and spent the day ; but he
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Jooked more than usually morose and gloomy,
and scarcely vouchsafed her a civil return to the

affectionate good night she wished him.

CHAPTER XL.

A DISCOVERY.
"

I understand you very well (quoth Pantagruel) : But

preach it usp ; prattle on it, and defend it as much as you
will, even from hence to the next Whitsuntide, if you

please so to do
; yet in the end will you be astonished to

find how you shall have gained no ground at all upon me,
nor persuaded me by your fair speeches and smooth talk,

to enter ever so little into the thraldom of debt. And I am
fully confirmed in the opinion, that the Persians erred not

when they said that the second vice was to lie, the first

being that of owing money" RABELAIS.

THE brow of Sydney Spenser was growing
daily darker and darker, and an expression of

care was visible in his features, not only foreign
to his age, but to his former character. His

disappearances were growing at the same time

more frequent and abrupt ;
he made appoint-

ments and broke them on slight pretenses ;
he

walked or rode out with the rest of the party,
and suddenly quitted them, sometimes giving an
account of his conduct, but often vouchsafing no

explanation.
Mrs. Woodward, and his sister Elizabeth, had

been far enough indeed from conjecturing the

true cause of his depression of spirits, when first

they remarked it. Now they did not observe

him as closely as before
;
the mind of the best

of sisters can not be always occupied with solic-

itude for a brother, and Carry surely had enough
to engage her thoughts and affections, active

and warm as they were, without anxieties for a

graceless nephew.
But Sydney was now, indeed, an object of

compassion, and he would not have wanted pity
and sympathy, had his distresses been but known

;

had he only possessed the courage, or the pru-
dence to reveal them to the relatives who were
so tenderly interested in his welfare.

The days of his unbounded confidence in false

friends were nearly over. Though far from being
convinced of the profligacy of Dawson, he had

begun to be painfully sensible of the influence

which, even in his absence, he exerted over him.

Those small debts, from which his false friend

had obligingly promised to relieve him (having
first encouraged him to contract them), remain-

ed still undischarged, or at least the greater part
of them

; they considerably exceeded Sydney's

rough estimate, and though Dawson had made
some small advances, they only sufficed to keep
the creditors quiet for a lew weeks. The resi-

due still hung over him a millstone round his

neck by day, an incubus on his breast by night.
Let young men beware of contracting small

debts, for small debts may be great calamities.

There are few sadder, and at the same time
more unnatural, spectacles in the world, than a

young
man under twenty with the cares of the

Fleet prison written on his forehead, with the

anxieties of debt clouding his eye and hollowing
his cheek. Had Sydney candidly disclosed his

embarrassments to his father, there was nothing
in them so serious that he could not have been
extricated from them with facility. But Mr.

Spenser had never been in his son's confidence.

He was too negligent to seek it, and Sydney,
\eft to himself, and depending for the means of

G

enjoyment upon the acquaintanceships of his

own" making, had never felt the want of his

father's friendship, or even conceived the idea

that such a relationship could exist between
them. Then, to have had recourse to his father

would have involved the necessity of numerous

confessions, which false pride deterred him from

making ;
he had contracted those small debts

disingenuously, and he now concealed them,
with the folly which uniformly accompanies in-

directness, and aggravates its evil consequences.

Moreover, he could not but feel that the re-

cent loss of a considerable sum of money made
it a particularly unfavorable moment for adding
to the rector's burdens. No, it was no longer
the pursuit of coarse and boisterous pleasures
elsewhere that led Sydney to absent himself

from the society of the parsonage, or the festive

expeditions from it. How little dreamed the

virtuous and affectionate Elizabeth that the

copses on the heights over the house, and the

heathery nooks on the edge of the water, where
she and her brother had a thousand times played
hide and seek in their childhood, were often used

now for a like game in real life, the undiverting
and degrading one of debtor and creditor, which,

though it supplies the stage with so much farce,
and though the riotous wit of a Rabelais may
torture mirth out of it, will never, to the end of

the chapter, be fun and frolic to the actual play-
ers at it. Respect for Mr. Spenser alone kept
his son's creditors from coming up boldly under
his library windows and asking a settlement of

their little accounts. Some of them were now
beginning to menace Sydney with that extreme

course, but he had hitherto, by excuses, prom-
ises, even threats, and a variety of tricks and

stratagems, kept them from the house, though
the more impatient of the number sometimes

penetrated the glebe, and drove him to skulk,
not always with success, about the grounds, or

in the farm-offices.

Cheerfully, without a murmur or a moment's

hesitation, would Elizabeth have given all she

possessed in the world, to the very rings on her

fingers, to have extricated her brother from such

disgraceful difficulties. Cheerfully would Carry
have sold her diamonds, if she had had diamonds
to sell, for the same purpose ;

but the truth was

utterly unknown to them, and indeed to every
member of the household but Miss M'Cracken,
to whom nothing was unknown that was said or

done in the parsonage, or round about it, partic-

ularly by Sydney, over all whose doings she had

long exercised a malignant and unsuspected sur-

veillance.

But, as we have already seen, he had another

cause of uneasiness. He had little doubt, from
the description his uncle had given, and still

less from the portrait he had drawn of the per-
son he had seen at the Black Castle, that he
was one of the two suspicious characters, whom
he himself had not only met, but sat at table

with at Dawson's ill-omened house. To be sure,
Dawson had stated the man's profession, and

explained what brought him to the country ;

but then, on the other hand, it seemed impossi-
ble not to connect him, in some way or another,
with the robbery. Fearful ideas flashed for a
moment across his mind

;
he laughed at them,

but still they returned. Was his confidence in

Dawson diminished ? he said to himself that it
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was not, yet he acted as if it was, for he could

not bring himself to disclose to his uncle his sus-

picions respecting Messieurs Lamb and Thom-

son, although it might have furnished a clew to

the detection of the thieves, and could not possi-

bly compromise Dawson, assuming the state-

ments to be true which he had made to Sydney.
Thus, not only haunted by the faces of credit-

ors (aspects which would be repulsive, were we
in debt to an Adonis, or in the books of Apollo
himself), but dogged as it were by the still more

terrifying apparition of the soi-disant Major
Lamb, the misguided Sydney was visibly and

greatly altered. The ruddy health and the noisy

spirits were gone ;
he no longer lounged about

the house or the grounds, whistling, like Cymon,
"for want of thought," or singing the "Boys of

Kilkenny, or the Fortunes of Brian O'Linn," at

the top of his good sonorous tenor; he was

grown wonderfully quiet and gentlemanlike,
civilized by debt, and subdued and polished by
mental anxiety.
The curate one day proposed at breakfast a

walk to the Black Castle. Markham agreed
cheerfully, but Sydney declined to accompany
them, pretending a slight indisposition, but real-

ly apprehensive of encountering his formidable

Castle Dawson acquaintance.
Hercules and Markham then armed them-

selves, more, however, to shoot hares than rob-

bers, and proceeded on their expedition without
him. The rector and Vivyan sauntered about

together, quoting Milton and the Georgics, and

conversing about Cambridge. Sydney passed
the morning differently. One of the most trouble-

some of his creditors was Amby Horjg, the sex-

ton of the parish. Amby had walked over from
Redcross that morning to press once more his

little demand, being probably pressed himself to

procure food and clothes for his dear though
dirty children. One of Sydney's scouts (ofwhom
he retained several in his service) informed him
of this arrival, and he retired to a favorite fast-

ness of his in the Haggard.
The bull-dog already mentioned was eminent-

ly useful on such occasions. It was a savage
animal, called Brutus, that barked wickedly, and

would have flown at a lion. Amby knew he was

running a risk, but he suspected that Sydney was
in the yard, and creditors are proverbially daring.

Directly the poor shop-keeper raised the latch

and put his nose into the haggard, Brutus sprang
at him with a terrific growl. If he had not step-

ped back and banged the door to with the ut-

most celerity, his leg or his throat would have
been in the bull-dog's fangs. One of the farm-

servants ran up and Sydney called to him to lock

the door. The boy executed the order promptly,

being used to adopt such defensive measures;
and then there was the following short parley
between him and the creditor outside.

" What does your masther mane by keeping
a dog to ate the people ?" growled the terrified

sexton.
" My masther's dog ates nobody that oughtn't

to be aten," replied the gossoon through the key-
hole.

Then they reviled one another like fishwives

in Redcross, and the stable-boy, prompted by
Sydney who was close to him, but so placed as

not to be discoverable through the key-hole, told

ies enough to bring down lightning, if falsehood

were a conductor cf the electric fluid, which foi

tunately it is not, ir. a part of the world so "give/ :

to lying" as h-eland.

However, Sydney eluded once more his cred-

itor's grasp, and ufter lurking some time longer
in the straw, causing his amiable and useful

friend Brutus, bw ".rspt into the house to lunch-
eon.

Some hours -vrra then spent delightfully upon
the water. V;vf<w. suggested it to Sydney, and
Mrs. Woodws.rJ n;i& Elizabeth were easily pre-
vailed on to accompany them. Never was the

surface of a summer sea smoother; the water
was alternately gray, purple, gold, and azure,
as it reflected the rocks the heath, the gorse, or

the blue concave.

It was through Mrs. Woodward's medium that

Frank had become acquainted with Elizabeth,
that is to say with her mind, its cultivation,

solidity, and loveliness. Cp-rry possessed in an

eminent degree the talent of developing the

talents and characters of every body round her
who had talents and character. -\ to be developed;
and Elizabeth never revealed herself so freely as

in her society, or expressed her thoughts and

emotions with the same confidence. Hers was
not the enthusiasm that shows itself in exagger-
ation and emphasis, or in looks, sighs, and ges-

tures, but the enthusiasm whose very strength
conceals it from observation

;
it was not the

perfume of the flower, perceived and enjoyed by
all the world, but the. essence of its incense,

yielded to few, perhaps entirely only to one.

That was a glorious ripening day, not to the

mountain crops alone, but in love's harvest

Vivyan fully experienced the rapturous feeling
of the oft translated and oftener imitated frag-
ment of Greek song

" Blest as the immortal gods is he,
The youth who fondly sits by thee,
And sees and hears thee all the while

Softly speak, and sweetly smile."

Never did he take so little part in conversation

himself; the little he did say'was either to Mrs.

Woodward, or to Sydney, and chiefly on the

subject of Cambridge ;
but this was to Elizabeth

a most agreeable topic, so happy was she in the

thought that her brother was on the point of

being delivered, as it were, by the accomplished
and amiable Vivyan, from the hateful influence

of Mr. Dawson. However, silent or eloquent,

Vivyan pleased her, and Mrs. Woodward per-
ceived it that day for the first time, and inwardly
resolved to make all the inquiries suggested by
a motherly prudence respecting Vivyan's posi-
tion and prospects, and to make them without

delay.
The hour of dinner and of sunset was ap-

proaching when they ran their skiff ashore

alongside of the small pier, under the flag which

was now gayly streaming in a delicious evening
breeze. Sydney remained behind a moment to

secure the boat by
5

its chain and padlock. The
ladies and Vivyan went up to the house, and

found in the porch the curate and Markham,
just returned from their excursion, and convers-

ing with unusual eagerness with Mr. Spenser
and his eldest daughter. The visit to the Black

Castle had not been a fruitless one. The new
comers shared the excitement directly they

joined the group, and Sydney hearing the ex-

clamations and the earnest speaking, hastened
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to the spot. As he came up he perceived that

George Markham held something in his hand,

and he heard him say
" The robbery was committed by the owner

of this pistol."

Sydney advanced another step.

The pistol was his own the pistol he had lost

during his visit to Castle Dawson. It was

natural that the incident should astonish and

disconcert him
;
but his confusion was remarked

by nobody. Indeed, his position at the moment,
and the shadows of the portico and its pillars,

were sufficient to protect him from observation,

even had attention been directed toward him,

which of course it was not in any degree.
Candor at that moment would have saved

Sydney and his family untold troubles. Had his

father or his sisters ever seen the pistol in his

possession, concealment would of course have

been useless
;
but he knew they had not, and to

have acknowledged it would have made it indis-

pensable to relate a multitude of incidents, which

might possibly and undeservedly throw suspicion
on Dawson. In such cases, too, the truth must

be told at once, or it is too late. Sydney suffered

the moment to pass, through his moral coward-

ice, and thus deprived himself of a testimony in

his own favor, that would have rebutted all the

circumstantial evidence which was only too soon

accumulated against him.

Markham retained possession of the pistol,

fully determined to trace its owner by every
means in his power, and he heartily congratu-
lated his fair cousin, as they went to dress for

dinner, upon such a practical result of their voy-

age to the Irish shores. But different thoughts
from pistols and robberies were occupying the

mind of Frank Yivyan. He returned from that

day's boating over head and ears in love.

Sydney Spenser would that evening have

given a thousand pounds for that small weapon,
which had not cost him five. He shuddered to

think that he had its fellow in his bed-room, and

rising in the dead waste of night, he stole out

of the house, unmoored the boat again, pushed
out a hundred yards from shore, and flung it

into the loch.

CHAPTER XLI.

CLOUD AND SUNSHINE.

" Love ! yield thy quiver and thine arrows up
To this triumphant stranger. Before him, Fortune !

Pour out thy mint of treasures
;
crown him sovereign

Of all his thoughts can glory to command."
THE SON'S DARLING.

THE next day Mrs. Woodward begged a pri-
vate interview with Vivyrm's friend and cousin.

There was a directness about George Markham
that inspired you with confidence almost on the

first acquaintance : you saw that he was a man
of worth and honor, of moral as well as physical

courage, on whose word you might rely with

profound assurance, and who would infallibly
take the right-minded view of any practical

question you proposed to him. Mrs. Woodward
resolved to open her mind to him freely upon
a subject to her niece of paramount importance,
and to young Vivyan ofno small consequence also.

Markham fully justified the reliance placed on
him: he stated, with the utmost candor, his

ousin's circumstances and prospects ;
com-

letely satisfied Carry as to h is family and con-

ections, but entirely concurr ed in opinion, that

nothing could be more unfortunate than that

Miss Spenser's affections sh ould be engaged by
young man with no fortun 3 but his talents, his

ttractions, and his hopes.
"Fortune on neither side, Mr. Markham,"

said Carry; "it may seem a strange objection,"
she added, smiling,

" for a, curate's wife to make,
nit poverty and happiness combined is the lot of

ew indeed in this world
;

it has been mine, but

[ would not willingly see the risk run again by
any girl I love, or, indeed, by any young man
m whom I take the interest nobody can help

;aking in your charming friend."

"It is very well to despise money, Mrs.

Woodward, when we have it to despise," said

Markham, with his blunt good sense, and in-

wardly resolving to hurry Vivyan away from
this enchanted ground with relentless celerity.
The resolution was taken too late. While Mark-

and Mrs. Woodward were conversing

calmly on the necessity of loving with discretion^

Vivyan was declaring his passion to Elizabeth
in another place, without a thought of any thing

she inspired

,

sentiments with whichbut the

him.

Markham left Carry to go in quest of his

cousin, vexed with himself for not having kept a

sharper eye upon his conduct, but not dreaming
that matters had gone as far as in fact they had.

Vivyan resembled Telemachus more than his

cousin did Mentor.
" But you have made no declaration, Frank, I

hope."
"I have," said Vivyan." Then I trust the girl has not been as rash

as you."
" Her heart is mine," Vivyan answered " but

her hand will depend upon the approbation of

her friends."
"
Ah, that is always the phrase," said Mark-

ham
;

u
all imprudent marriages begin that way.

With your little Irish property, Frank, you seem
to have inherited the proverbial improvidence of

the country. I fear you have not considered

how remote is even the prospect of professional
success for you who are still so young, and not

yet of two years' standing at college !"

Vivyan, of course, had considered nothing but

that Elizabeth was fair, and that, like Shen-
stone's shepherdess, "she was every way pleas-

ing" to him. Consideration was left, as usual,
to fathers, aunts, and friends. The usual con-

ferences and debates took place. They ended
in Elizabeth and Vivyan being both brought to

acknowledge (she far more easily than he) the

prudence of immediate separation. Under such
circumstances it is the best thing that can be

done, and the pity is that the prudence does not

much diminish the pain of it to the parties prin-

cipally concerned. Various are the results with

which such separations take place : they arc, in

fact, appeals to time and fortune, either to con-

firm rash engagements, by preserving their

spirit and removing the obstacles to them, or to

quash the original proceedings altogether, by
giving the eye leisure to review its decree, or

the fancy to revise its judgment.
But Vivyan seemed to be fortune's darling,

and the appea. to time in the present instance
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was not kept long pending. The cloud was
scarce gathered over the heads of the rash lov-

ers, before a propitious gale dispersed it, and

the sun shone forth with unexpected luster.

Markham had sent orders for the Circe to be in

readiness to sail. While she was wearing round
the coast from the port of Derry, where she had
been sent to undergo the repairs necessary after

the storm, Markham, all impatience for her ar-

rival, Vivyan miserable, though his understand-

ing was convinced that his speedy departure for

England was most advisable, a letter addressed

to the latter, but in a hand which he did not rec-

ognize, arrived from Grenada. Vivyan was com-

paratively a rich man.
The previous letters acquainting him with the

rapidly-declining health of his friend, Mr. Ev-

erard, prepared him in some measure for the

account of his death, which he now received
;

but he had never reckoned upon being enriched

by that event, and it was with no little astonish-

ment he now learned that his romantic benefac-

tor, whom he had never seen, had bequeathed to

him a large portion of his property, so consid-

erable a sum as probably to yield an income of

nearly two thousand a year.

Vivyan mourned sincerely, if not poignantly,
the loss of the friend, who living had been so

kind, and who dying was thus munificent. A
mind more indifferent to pelf never informed a

human frame. He only valued it now as it re-

moved the barrier between himself and Eliza-

beth Spenser, and blotted out the word separa-
tion almost as soon as it was written. It is

wretched to record a farewell in the first leaf of

a love story, but how seldom does a reprieve fol-

low so close on the heel of a sentence !

There was, however, one little drawback
;

there always is. It was necessary that Vivyan
should go to Spain to take some legal steps, in

order to obtain the dominion over the property

bequeathed to him. To Spain ! He could scarce-

ly have thought more of a voyage to China. A

few weeks before, how the prospect of visiting
one of the most picturesque and romantic ofEu-

ropean kingdoms would have enchanted him !

Now he infinitely preferred to linger on the
shores of the little bay of Redcross

;
an humble

parsonage had more charms for him than the

Alhambra
;
and the barren hills of Tyrconnell,

with scarce a ballad in their praise, pleased him
more than the Sierra Morena, immortalized by
the genius of Cervantes.

Vivyan was greatly discouraged by the thought
of having to take this journey to the peninsula.
Markham laughed at him, and indeed it did seem
to be excessively unreasonable in Vivyan to be

depressed by the prospect of an absence of two
or three months, he who had only a few hours
before been sentenced to a separation of per-

haps as many years. But it did dispirit him

exceedingly, and he tried in vain to reason him-
self out of his melancholy, and to conceal what
he considered his weakness from Elizabeth's ob-

servation. But she perceived his dejection, and
it infected her. The voyage to Spain was an

indispensable preliminary to their union, yet both
one and the other contemplated it with alarm,
and would willingly have long delayed it. Nei-
ther spoke of a presentiment, yet both felt some-

thing like a boding that the first obstacle to

their happiness had only been surmounted to

make room for another which might not be
overcome so easily.
Had a foreshadowing of misfortune been visi-

ble to her mind's eye alone, events would soon
have proved it only too clear a peep into futurity.
A serious calamity was even now impending
over the rector's family, and it was Vivyari's lot

to leave the parsonage in extreme confusion and

distress, though utterly unconnected with his

engagement to Elizabeth Spenser.
To give the history of this, it is necessary to

see what Mr. Dawson has been doing since we
saw him last, or rather what fortune has beep

doing for him.

BOOK VIII.

CHAPTER XLIL

DUBLIN CASTLE.

" My good Mr. Dean, there are few that come here,
But have something to hope or something to fear."

SWIFT'S WORKS.

WE have not seen Mr. Dawson since his gal-
lant service to our heroine, nor heard, indeed,

any news of him, except that he advanced a cer-

tain sum of money to Sydney, and was pitch-
forked into Parliament by a little knot of priests
and attorneys, who jobbed at that time the rep-
x-esentation of the borough of Rottenham.

Another man would have presumed upon his

brilliant exploit, and his now distinguished po-

sition, and prosecuted his love-suit vigorously on
the strength of both

;
but Dawson seemed above

taking advantage of adventitious circumstances
;

he seemed to think nothing either of personal
hazards, or personal advancement. It was lit-

tle to him to save a lady's life at the risk of his

own, and as to the House of Commons, that was
only his proper sphere.

Such were the appearances, and they were

certainly in his favor
;
but the truth was that

for some time after his return for Rottenham he
had too much business on his hands of a finan-

cial nature to leave him much time to think of

his affairs at Redcross. Among other things,
he had to make a clandestine sale in London of

the books and pictures, and it was no easy mat-
ter to squeeze out of the Nathans and Morde-
cais money enough ta cover the honestest of his

electioneering expenses, although he had called

the powers of earth and heaven to witness, at a

public banquet, that his election had not cost

him a single shilling.
There were several constituencies at that

period (it
is to be hoped there is more public

virtue extant at present), which had a positive

antipathy to respectable men. They exacted
two qualifications, and only two, from their

representatives ;
a certain sum of money, and a

readiness to take any pledge required of them
on the hustings. The necessary money Dawson

managed to raise by the well-known fiscal opera-
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tion called hook and crook (chiefly by selling the

portraits of his fictitious ancestors) ;
and as for

the pledges, there was not the slightest difficulty

on that head, Dawson's swallow being prodigious,

only comparable to that of the giant in the French

romance, whose ordinary diet was windmills.

He pledged himself to dismember the British

empire without a scruple, and would have en-

tered into an equally solemn engagement to re-

peal the law of gravity and dissolve the universe,
with just as little remorse of conscience- That

great political bubble, the cry for the Irish

Harem-Scarem, was then newly blown, and be-

ginning to soar and glitter in the public eye;

fascinating with its rainbow colors all who were

ignorant of its flimsy materials and utterly hollow

nature. Some, no doubt, were honest in espous-

ing the question, sincerely believing in its vitality,
and flattering themselves that they had reasons

to give for " the faith that was in them ;" but to

many it was only an hurrah, which they stupidly

echoed, or a game which they profligately played.
A frenzy against the union actuated some of the

most popular constituencies, and a little phalanx
of repealers was sent into the House of Commons,
where (whether they retarded the prosperity of

the country or not) they certainly did not ad-

vance their cause an iota. With this phalanx
Dawson aspired to connect himself, and he was

qualified to act with it in several important re-

spects. He had studied eloquence in that great
national school of oratory, whose fundamental

principles are to divorce logic from argument,
truth from statement, and decency from lan-

guage ;
a system of rhetoric which considers

violence strength, and rigmarole reasoning, and
where abuse and personality constitute the graces
and delicacies of elocution. Such was Dawson's
intellectual education for the senate. As to his

patriotism and public spirit, they were heredita-

ry ;
he prized his country too highly to sell her

for a trifle, and he thought it the indefeasible

right of an Irish gentleman to have a parliament
of his own, wherein to carry his jobs. The last

generation had driven their parliamentary trade

in College Green, and he saw no reason why the

present should be forced to do their dirty work
at Westminster

;
so far was Dudley a thoroughly

sincere repealer.
With his parliamentary career, however, we

have little to do. indeed nothing, except as far

as it was curiously mixed up with the affairs of

the Spensers.
The influence of Dawson as a public man was

felt at the parsonage, and felt agreeably, at least

by one member of the family, almost immediately
after his return to parliament. Dawson's be-

havior in the affair of the police was so very
handsome, that it is a pleasure to record it. In

the first place he addressed an elaborate letter

to the Chief Secretary, and represented to him

that, though the peace of the country about Red-
cross was not disturbed, or in immediate danger,

yet that circumstances had happened well cal-

culated to alarm the family of a clergyman liv-

ing in a wild and remote place in the mountains.
This effect, he added, had unfortunately been

produced in the present instance
;
the wife of the

clergyman,
" a most amiable and highly-accom-

plished lady" (so Mr. Dawson painted her), was
an invalid, and a state of apprehension was not

merely dangerous to her health, but to her life
;

in short, what he feared and predicted was that,
unless the protection he asked was granted, the

result would be that Mr. Spenser would be forced

to leave the country, than which a greater ca-

lamity could not happen, inasmuch as, in losing

him, they would lose not only a pious, learned,
and exemplary clergyman, but a man whose
services as a magistrate and a country-gentle-
man it was impossible to over-rate. Dawson,
however, not merely wrote the letter, of which
this was the substance, but he proceeded to the

castle and demanded an interview with the min-
ister. There were circumstances connected
with this first act of Mr. Dudley Dawson in his

parliamentary character which incline us to de-

scribe it in some little detail.

He excited not a little attention as he swag-
gered one day about five o'clock into the wait-

ing-room of the castle, generally thronged about

that hour with officials having appointments on

business, deputations, suitors, claimants, expect-

ants, political quacks hawking their sovereign
remedies for all manner of public disorders and
social evils, news-mongers, outrage-mongers,

vote-mongers, pamphleteers (dirty fellows, some
of them in more ways than one), reporters, mes-

sengers, loungers, tattlers, idlers, and spectators.
It was capital to overhear the different little

groups into which the assemblage was divided

whispering together, and mutually despising and

abusing one another as hirelings, place-hunters,
and castle-hacks. Mr. Trundle was there, with
his address to the crown, and enormous chart

of Loch Swilly, determined to see the Chief

Secretary, who, upon his part, was equally de-

termined not to see Mr. Trundle. Mr. Fosberry
was there also, as great a bore in his way as

Trundle, with his pockets full of samples of all

kinds of guano, liquid and solid. He perfumed
the ante-room in not the most agreeable way.
Mr. Trundle was acquainted with Dawson,

and running up to him, congratulated him on

his entrance into parliament, begged his signa-
ture to the address (forgetting that Dawson had

signed it before), and desired at the same time

to know whether the world had ever produced
such another booby as Mr. Fosberry ? At the

very same moment Mr. Fosberry was regaling
with- one of his phials of guano the nostrils of a

group of barristers of six years' standing (in

chase probably of a vacant chairmanship), and

expressing himself most contemptuously ot Mr.
Trundle and Loch Swilly. A well-known, clever,
and popular attorney, Tom Conolly by name, was
there among the rest, having some little business

of his own to transact, and beguiling the time

before his interview with poignant jests and
humorous anecdotes, keeping a large circle in

fits of laughter. Conolly was the shrewdest,

cleverest, pleasantest, jolliest limb of the law
that ever the sweet south, whence he came (and
which alone could have produced him), contrib-

uted to the hall of the Four-Courts. He had
fun enough to make a doz<!m funny fellows, and
he knew more law than all the place-hunting
barristers put together. His electioneering ta-

lents were matchless
; craft, daring, good-humor,

with a strong voluble courts-house elocution; a
Machiavelli in the committe e-room, a Wilkes on
the hustings. His broad ro and face was as full

of sensible drollery as the p art of one of Shak-

speare's clowns. It was i ntensely Irish ; its
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ered with mirth, and he had an eye for the holem every man's coat, or co old pick one at his
pleasure.
And comedy there was strewn thickly about

him; nobodies
affecting to) Je somebodies : peoplewhom nobody knew pret< 3nding to know every

body; fellows taking airs of independence, who
were ready the next mor lient to clean the secre-
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Every body looked at the self-advertised legis-

lator, and Conolly, who was acquainted with

every thing and every body, soon made it

known who Dawson was, telling stories of his

father and grandfather, and the Dawson nose,

which forced his audience to hold their sides.

Dawson's card was handed in
;
the messenger

re-appeared, but, to the astonishment of every

body, the person summoned to have his audience

was Mr. Fosberry. Triumphant at being so

promptly admitted, he snatched one of his phials
of guano from the hand of one of the barristers,

and in doing so spilled half the contents upon the

floor of the apartment, the smell ofwhich was now

vile enough to stifle a sanatory commissioner.

Every one held his nose but Mr. Trundle, who

thought of nothing
but the iniquity of the great

man In receiving "Fosberry before himself,

"This is enough," he muttered audibly, "to

make a man a repealer. Here am I having
most important business no less than the im-

provement of Ireland kept waiting for two

hours, and that booby, Fosberry, gets an audi-

ence before me."
"Lord doe isn't know who you are, Trun-

dle, or he wouldn't keep you waiting a moment,"
said Tom Conolly, winking at his friends.

"I must say," said an elderly gentleman, with

a sour face and a querulous voice, in another

^roup, "there is g) 'eat inconvenience in this sys-

tem of sending us c ver young English lords, who
know no more aboi j.t people in this country than

they do of the Che rokee Indians
; only think of

Lord having 1 )een more than a year in Ire-

land, and yet it wa s- only the other day he was
aware ofthe fact the /c I have a son in the Church."

"His lordship 01 ight to be impeached," said

Conolly, sotto vocc.

Now a bell rung petulantly.
" That's Stanley's ,

" said the dirty pamphleteer,
to show his intirnae -y with the noble lord who
then, held the agrees ible office of Chief Secretary

'eland,

A short intend 3W that," said one of the

:ceet^ said the waggish so-

ent the messenger came up

:;=?=i?

im. If it rang steadily

;er the bowing out, an

roduced, and the claim

All this time the mes

is were bustling to anc

;,
some with black, some

'some taking cards and

aiting, and promising
to

first opportunity.
Daw-

messengers, and said, in

that he wanted to see

iy," said the ready fellow,

in'd presenting
his c?rd,

>ai'nsters.
" Short but not s

icitor.

At the same mom
and said

" Now, Mr. Daws ion, this way."
Dawson swagger* id out of the ante-room, as

he had swaggered ii i to it
;
with difficulty avoid-

ed collision with M r. Fosberry, who appeared

to have been almos t kicked out
;
and in a mo-

ment was ushered ijito the presence of Lord

. Scarcely risi ; ig from his chair, the Sec-

retary made a sup ercilious inclination of his

head, as he motion- 3 d Dudley to a seat which

was placed on the o pposite side of the table, and

between it and the d oor.

The Secretary ha A seen some bad specimens

of popular represen tatives, but he thought the

crpntlp.man now bef< .re him was the sorriest he

Da> .vson wriggled on his chairseen.had yet
as usual, endeavorin ^ to assume a parliamentary

look and tone, for it is one of the characteristics

of such men to thi: ak there is a particular way
of lookinc and spe: iking for every rank and sit-
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uation of life. They are always acting, and

never act well.

Dawson's business surprised the Secretary
not a little. He expected to be solicited for a

place in the Excise for an independent elector,

or a colonial appointment for a brother, or a

cousin, and he was agreeably disappointed when
the application proved to be one on behalf of a

clergyman, for his lordship had taken the clergy
under his special protection, and indeed was
accused of showing an undue partiality to the

Church.
" The case you have stated, Mr. Dawson,"

he said, "is a strong one certainly; and if such

is the state of the clergymen of the Established

Church and their families in those parts of the

country which are comparatively tranquil, what
must be their condition in the actually disturbed

districts ? I trust you and your friends will

seriously reflect upon it."

Here a messenger entered, and said that the

Lord-Lieutenant desired to see Lord for a

moment. His lordship rose, excused himself to

Dawson, and saying he would return in a few

minutes, left the room.

Dawson was not idle during the Secretary's
absence. He looked over several of his lord-

ship's papers, with the feeling that an honest

government can have no wish to conceal any
part of its conduct

;
then he examined the traces

left upon some blotting-paper with that sort of

appetite for truth which despises or neglects no
source of information

;
and he was beginning

to amuse himself with the scraps of a torn

letter, just trying if he could arrange them in

their original order and position (like a Chinese

puzzle), when the minister reappeared. Daw-
son's gentlemanlike occupation would have been

discovered, if he had dropped the fragments, so

he crumpled them up and put them in his pocket.
" Mr. Dawson," said the Secretary, without

sitting down, "I was sorry to be under the

necessity of refusing Mr. Spenser's application
for a military force indeed, he wanted some

pieces of cannon, which was quite out of the

question but, to the extent of a small detach-

ment of police, I have no objection to comply
with his wishes and yours. As long as I hold

office, the clergy shall be protected, and when-
ever you have any favor to ask on their behalf I

shall be always happy to see you either here or

in London."
As he made this speech, he bowed the mem-

ber out of the room as adroitly as if he had
studied the rules Mr. Taylor gives in his

"Statesman" for putting an abrupt end to offi-

cial conferences.

When Dawson passed through the waiting-
room again, it was less crowded than before.

The droll solicitor had departed, and so had the

least hopeful of the briefless barristers
;
but the

sour old man with the son in the Church was
standing his ground still, and so was poor Mr.

Trundle, who might as well have been seeking
a personal interview with the Ottoman Porte.

Leaving the Castle, Dawson proceeded in-

stantly to the office of a newspaper, with the

editor of which he was intimate, and procured
the insertion of a short paragraph to the effect

that "Dudley Dawson, Esq., M.P. for Rotten-

ham, transacted business to-day with the Chief

Secretary." He then paraded the principal

streets for half an hour, with a cigar in his

mouth, in company with two more legislators
of the same stamp ;

after which he dined with
Bob Sharkey, who called him his "honorable

friend" at least a hundred times in the course

of the evening.

CHAPTER XLIII.

CUPID AMOXG THE CONSTABLES.
" Even as one heat another heat expels,
Or as one nail by strength drives out another,
So the remembrance of my former love
Is by a newer object quite forgotten."

THE Two GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

THE police party which, in consequence of

Mr. Dawson's exertions at head-quarters, were
sent to the rectory to garrison it against dangers
which were purely imaginary, consisted (as we
have seen) of a chief constable and three sub-

constables, all respectable men, and one of them
a particularly good-looking young fellow, whose

language, as well as whose features, intimated

that his birth and education were above his

position in life. The name of this young man
was Edward Peacock; he was tall, his figure
was good, he wore a private's dress in an officer-

like manner, and in short the coarse cloth in his

coat did not altogether conceal the gentleman.
The fact was that he was a younger son of a

younger brother of a good family in the south

of Ireland. His father, without land, capital, or

profession, had committed matrimony without
an extenuating circumstance

;
his wife was

prolific, his income small
;

the rest may be

imagined ;
he was only too happy to procure

for his eldest son a subordinate appointment at

the Castle, and his second was the handsome

young sub-constable now doing holiday duty at

Mr. Spenser's. This Edward Peacock had one
fault at least in a policeman it was one he
had a very susceptible heart, and was very apt
to take tender impressions wherever he hap-
pened to be stationed. In truth, he would have
been long ago dismissed from the force, only
that, he was exceedingly brave and active when
not under the sway of Venus. Already he had
been removed three times from quarters where
his amorous temperament had involved either

himself or some equally tender-hearted damsel
in embarrassments. His last scrape had been
a serious one (the object of his transitory ad-

miration having been the daughter of a gentle-
man of good fortune), and it had occasioned his

abrupt transfer from the county of Longford to

his present station, where directions had been

given to his superior officer to keep a sharp eye

upon him, and instantly report his first relapse
into " la belle passion." Peacock himself had
been made sensible of the indiscretion of his

conduct, and it was clear that he would never

offend again until the next time.

One of Mrs. Spenser's cravings almost the

only one she had that was innocent was her

craving for flowers. It was part of Miss
M'Cracken's regular daily duty to ravage the

gardens and conservatories to gratify this pas-
sion

;
and she was a Tamerlane in her devasta-

tions, thinking of nothing else but how to ingra-
tiate herself with her mistress by the enormous
size of her bouquets. It happened on a certain
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morning, that Edward Peacock was on guard
at the door of the green-house guarding the

geraniums and balsams, I presume, for there
was nothing else to be sentineled when Miss
M'Cracken arrived as usual with her flower-

basket on her left arm, her scissors and the key
of the green-house in her right hand, meditating
havoc to every plant that was in bloom or blos-

som. Now Miss M'Cracken, though so crafty-
and servile, made decidedly a pretty flower-girl ;

she looked particularly smart and grisettish of a

morning ;
and when she had no great distance

to go, only about the grounds or the garden, her
out-door dress in general was a coquettish little

French cap, with gay ribbons, and a short scar-

let cloak, which, over a white frock, looked very
smart and distinguished. Very little attention

her governess-ship paid the policeman as she

glided demurely along, and he, upon his part,
tried to be equally inattentive to her, but scarlet

is a very attractive color- it seizes the eye whe-
ther we will or not, and so it happened quite

unavoidably that the eye of the young sub-con-
stable did rest for a moment upon the pretty
and piquant Lucy. A plague upon keys ! They
certainly hold a high place among the minor
ills of human life. Twenty, ay, a hundred times

over, had Miss M'Cracken opened that glass
door without the slightest difficulty ; yet now
the key stuck in the lock, and refused to turn
one way or the other. Miss M'Cracken was
never very patient, and she soon grew provoked
with the key, just as she would have done with
one of her pupils, but still the key would not

open the lock. She set down her basket and
tried it with both her hands, uttering little pee-
vish exclamations, scolding the key for stupidity
and obstinacy ;

not loud enough, however, to be

very distinctly heard by Peacock. Then she
looked into the lock (and she had an eye sharp
enough to pick one), lest there might be some-

thing obstructive in it a leaf, or a snail, per-

haps but she could see nothing, and she tried

the key again, but to no purpose, though she
used all her strength, and uttered more of her
little angry sub-audible objurgations. It was
full time for the policeman, therefore, to step
forward to help her

;
it was no part of his posi-

tive duty, but it was civil, and policemen are

expected to be civil to every body.
"Allow me to try, ma'am," he said, advancing

deferentially, and bowing to Red-Riding-Hood.
"I suppose it is not the right key," she said,

scarcely looking at the person who accosted her,
but presenting the key to him at the same time.

The sub-constable took it respectfully, not
without an eye to the governess's rosy fingers,
which peered out of her half-handed gloves. He
put the key into the lock

"
Open sesame," said he, and at the first trial

the glass-door flew open.
Miss M'Cracken was surprised to meet a

policeman who had read the Arabian Nights,
and she could not help smiling as she slightly
courtesied and thanked him. It would have been
civil to have asked him to step in and look at

the plants, but she was in too great a hurry to

fill her basket, and commenced her ravages,

nipping, snipping, clipping, and whipping into

her basket every thing odoriferous or gay that

was not beyond or above her reach. Peacock
was fond of flowers, and knew more about them

than was necessary for his profession, so he
could not resist the temptation of entering this

palace of Flora, though not invited by the gov-
erness. However, he entered modestly, and
was very careful not to follow the scarlet man-
tle. The scarlet mantle, however, came round
to him in the course of its ravages, and sur-

prised him gazing admiringly on a group of

balsams. He retired a little, making awkward
excuses, and Miss M'Cracken began to fell the

delicate green stalks
;
but there wras one which

she could not come at even standing on tip-toe,
and she was glad to avail herself of the aid of

the tall sub-constable, who, having the scissors

in his hand, not only cut her down the particular

plant she longed for, but a great many other

beauties also, which were far beyond the range
of her arm. In fact, she never carried off such a

booty before, and she could not but look thankful

and ask her assistant whether he liked flowers.

"I love them," he answered, heightening the

expression used by Miss M'Cracken. She could

not but remark the improvement, nor help ob-

serving, as she took the scissors from his hand,
that it was nearly as white as her own.

" You never were in a green-house before, I

dare say," she continued, condescendingly. He
smiled, and said,

" Pardon me, we had a larger
one than this at my father's."

" Miss M'Cracken concluded that the civilized

and communicative policeman was the son of a

seedsman, or florist, and there was no more con-

versation between them, for the children came

running into the garden, calling their governess
with their shrill voices, and Peacock saw a man
approaching at some distance, who, he suspected,
was the chiefconstable watching his movements,
so that he w#s glad to make his retreat in time.

It so happened, however, that several morn-

ings successively, the green coat and the red
mantle met either in the garden, or the conser

vatory. Peacock, perhaps, thought it his duty to

prevent a civil war breaking out afresh among
the roses, or to keep the factious lilies in order;
and Miss M'Cracken was not sorry to have a
tall young man to help her to crop those flowers

which had hitherto been safe from her depreda-
tions. But the upshot was that they knew each
other better and better every day; before the

end of a week the susceptible Peacock was once
more over head and ears in love, and Lucy, on
her part, made up her mind to receive his ad-

dresses, having at length found an admirer who
was not only a handsome man, but a gentleman,
with a name she fancied, and the other qualities
which she considered indispensable in a husband.
As to the swain's present position, it only served
to throw an air of romance over his fortunes, and

besides, there were precedents enough of young
men, of even higher birth, compelled, by adverse

circumstances, to begin their career in the low-
est ranks both of civil and military service.

Meanwhile, the chief constable had not been
inattentive to what was going on. As Peacock
had little to do but to fall in love, so his chief

had little to do but to watch his proceedings,
which he did so warily, that Peacock flattered

himself that for once in his life he had managed
to keep his love affairs secret. One morning,
after a longer colloquy than usual with his fair,
he was suddenly confronted by his superior, in

a retired part of the garden, whither he had ro
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paired,
either to compose a sonnet, or to indulge

in a reverie. They had a short, sharp, decisive

conversation.

"You seem partial to the garden," said the

chief constable.

"The moss-roses are so beautiful," said Pea-

cock, coloring like one of them.

"Humph," said the chief, "I know the sort

of rose you come here every morning to look

at."

"Hear me," said the young man, abashed

and
imploringly." Hear me, sir," said the other

;

"
this is your

third offense, and it is not only a breach of duty,
but a violation of your word of honor. I shall

not only report it to head-quarters, but I shall

take it upon myself to act in a summary way,
so far as to send you up this night to Dublin."

" Hear me, sir," said poor Peacock, earnestly.
"I will not, sir," rejoined the chief with

warmth, "you shall go up to town by this

night's mail, so be ready to start from Redcross
in half an hour from the present moment." So

saying, the officer turned on his heel, and the

desperate Peacock went in quest of Miss

M'Cracken, resolved to disobey his orders and
brave all the consequences. But he had a pru-
dent young woman to deal with, who, though
she was astonished and distressed at a blow so

unexpected, was far from being thrown off her

center by it. She would not hear of her lover

not only flinging away his bread for the present,
but ruining all his chances of promotion, and
she not only advised, but enjoined him to obey
his commanding officer.

"I shall be dismissed," he said, ruefully.
" Better be dismissed for love, Edward, than

for insubordination," said the shrewd Lucy.
"You are right, dear Lucy," said Peacock.
"
Oh, if I had only a little parliamentary in-

fluence," he added,
"

all would be right soon."

A thought seemed to flash across her mind,
but she said nothing, and parted with her lover

on the spot, much firmer than he was, and cry-

ing very sparingly, if at all, for there never was
a girl so little tearful as Lucy M'Cracken,
though she was the cause of tears to others oc-

casionally, but that, to be sure, was in the way
of her profession.

Going straight up to her own little room, she

sat down and wrote a letter to the only member
of parliament she knew, namely the member
for Rottenham; told him the whole tale, how
she had lost her heart to a friendless gentleman
in disguise, and 1

earnestly besought his interpo-
sition in the gentleman's behalf, renewing at

the same time her protestations of steadfast de-

votion to his interests at the parsonage, and as-

suring him that she was resolved to remain in

her present situation for another year, notwith-

standing her engagement to Peacock.
Dawson was only too happy to have so fair

an opportunity of confirming his hold upon
Lucy. He not only exerted his own influence

for Edward Peacock, but induced another mem-
ber of parliament, a friend and crony of his, to

work for him too. Day after day they besieged
the castle, until their laces were as familiar as

that of the state porter. The job was not an
enormous one, but a job it was, and of course it

was prosecuted with zeal and assiduity. Had
Peacock done some signal public service, and

not had two members of parliament to back

him, the secretary would probably never have
heard his name

;
as it was, he not merely es-

caped the unpleasant consequences which would
have followed in the case of another man, but
he was actually promoted for his misbehavior
in the police to a place in the excise. As this

appointment, though worth a hundred a year,
and one that a gentleman might becomingly
hold, involved residence in Dublin, the amorous

simpleton grumbled exceedingly at the arrange-
ment which removed him to it, and wrote a ro-

mantic epistle to his Lucy, full of quotations
from Moore and Petrarch, about the insupport-
able horrors of absence, and offering, of course,
to fling office and salary to the winds, and live

with her in a cottage, a grotto, or a tent. Not
a girl in Chirstendom had less of such nonsense
about her than the woman to whom all this sen-

timental stuff was addressed. Lucy had no no-

tion of living in tents or grottos, nor indeed had
her lover any very serious thoughts of it either.

In fact, he had already made similar Arcadian

propositions to several fair maidens, one or two
of whom were silly enough to have embraced

them, had things been suffered to go to such a

length. Miss M'Cracken thought him very
simple, and would have told him so, had she

thought it prudent. She was overjoyed at the

success of Mr. Dawson's kind offices, congratu-
lated her lover in the tenderest manner on his

good fortune, convincing him that he was a

lucky fellow, while at the same time she stu-

diously kept the flame burning, which made
him feel that his lot could never be completely
blessed until she was at his side to share his

prosperity and continue to promote it. In fact,

though Lucy was not much alive to the horrors
of absence, she was fully conscious of its dan-

gers. She had got some little inklings of her
Edward's past career in love, and she soon be-
came fully as anxious to join him in Dublin as
he was to join her in the country. The differ-

ence was, that she was a girl of business, and he
was a youth of sentiment. The policy of follow-

ing her lover as soon as possible no sooner im-

pressed itself upon her, than she cast about in

her ingenious mind for the practical means of

accomplishing it. To resign her situation

would have been the simplest course of all, but
that would have been imprudent in two ways,
involving both the loss of another year's salary,
which she was bent on securing, and the aban-
donment of a position in which she might fairly

hope to turn Dawson's interest to still better

advantage. In this difficulty it occurred to her
to make more effectual use of her mistress's

nerves than she had yet done, and by a bold
stroke accomplish the long-desired object of the

migration of the family

CHAPTER XLIV.

DAWSON'S SECRET JOURNEY TO REDCROSS.

"There is no secresy comparable to celerity, like the
motion of a bullet in the air, which flieth so swift as it

outruns the eye." BACON.

WHEN Dawson had established his claims on
the friendship of Miss M'Cracken, in the politic
manner related in the foregoing chapter, he be-

an to turn his mind in what way he could make
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her gratitude serviceable to his own objects.

Indeed, he did not rely on her gratitude alto-

gether, and took care therefore to represent
what he had already done for Peacock as but

a trifle compared with what he might hereafter

be able to do for him. For it is the well-known

way of the world to be more influenced by fa-

vors expected than favors received
;
at least, it

was the way of Miss M'Cracken.

Upon the whole, Dawson thought it would be
wise to have a personal interview with Lucy as

soon as possible ;
matters of delicacy are some-

times managed so much better, and with so

much less hazard, by conversation than in writ-

ing. Another matter, too, required immediate

looking after in the country. The busts were

missing among the property transported to Lon-

don, and he was not so anxious on account of

their intrinsic value, as of the risk of detection

to which they might expose him, were they to

fall into the hands of suspicious or inquisitive

people. Actuated by these two motives, he
made a rapid and secret journey to Redcross

;

arrived at the village, while all the Hoggs and

M'Swynes were immersed in slumber
;
and by

the light of the stars and the waning moon,
being well acquainted with the country, walked
alone across the shadowy hills in the direction

of the rectory.
Had he been an innocent man, how the fresh-

ness, the intense quiet, the balm and the cool of

that romantic walk at that spiritual hour would
have charmed him ! Nature does not reveal

herself to men like Dawson. The first heraldic

streaks of day were just visible in the orient as

he gained the summit of the ridge, commanding
the earliest glimpse of the loch and the country
on its further side.

" Jocund day
Stood tip-toe on the misty mountain-top."

An upper sea of fleecy vapor hung over the

waters of the fiorde
;
and the hills above the

still and sequestered parsonage had the aspect
of an island emerging from this silvery ocean,
the mansion itself being as yet only dimly visi-

ble. As he descended toward the loch, the haze

frew
thinner and thinner

;
and the eastern tints

righter, until at length, suddenly as a bright
arrow darts from the string, an horizontal ray
of the most glorious crimson smote the summits
of the clump of pines on the rocky headland to

the right, and proclaimed the day.

Gorgeous miracle it is ! In the union of re-

pose with splendor, what sign and wonder in all

the range of nature can compare with the sun's

rising ? How sweet, yet how stupendous ;
its

beauty how majestic, its magnificence how calm !

The commonest, yet royalest and solemnest of

all spectacles, a prodigy wrought in the heav-

ens every morning, oldest and newest of celes-

tial glories, the Advent and Apocalypse of Light.
The powers of darkness are defeated, the spirits

of life and health resume their empire, a general

song the carol of birds, the strains of poets, the

hymns of early pilgrims greet the renewed

dispensation. Earth hails it with a thousand

voices, and ocean welcomes it with unnumbered
smiles. Cheering, vivifying, purifying, strength-

ening hour
;
dear alike to genius and devotion,

precious to virtue and to beauty.
But what cared the profligate young man,

who had now all those purple mountains to him-

self, and seemed the only waking witness of the

enchanting change that was in progress what
cared he for the loveliness that was beneath and

above and round about him ? As he stood, ankle-

deep in the rich heather, which decked his un-

worthy feet with pearls, a flood of rosy light
bathed him, but there was no light in his breast,

save the lurid one of passion and low designs.
To him, beauty was but an object of appetite,
and virtue only a difficulty to be evaded, or an
obstacle to be overthrown. Now he could dis-

inctly see the picturesque abode of the Spen-
sers, the residence of the fair, wise girl, on

whom, with folly equal to his presumption, he
had fixed such affections as he had. The exhal-

ation still lingered, but it was now transparent,
and gave an airy beauty to the substantial ob-

jects discerned through it. The mountain be-

hind looked fanciful, and the irregular house,
with its raiment of roses, and its pale gray wings,
one of which was the library, looked speculative
and dreamy, like its master's mind. A parson-

age in the air it seemed, such as Mab constructs

with her no materials in the visions of young
divines.

The descent of the mountain-side was rapid ;

the boat was in its wonted receptacle ;
Dawson

\vas in his lusty prime, and Mr. Woodward could

scarcely have pushed across the water with

greater expedition. He did not land, however,
at the usual point, but higher up, in a little cove,
surrounded with a wilderness of heath and wild

shrubs, immediately under the pine-clad prom-

ontory, and only accessible from the land by one

approach, and that so steep and so tangled that

it was rarely visited by any one, and known, in-

deed, only to very few
;
but Dawson had a sort

of instinctive knowledge of crypts and caverns

and all manner of solitary places. The clock of

the parsonage struck four as he stepped out of

the boat upon the narrow strand. He sat down
on a lichened stone, and taking out his watch
held it in his hand, evidently expecting the ar-

rival of some person, or some event. A quarter
of an hour elapsed and he grew impatient and

began to look round about him, but he had a

small horizon for circumspection, being inclosed

on all sides by a wall either of rock or of wild

vegetation. Presently there was a slight rust-

ling in the heather and bushes not far irom him.

He looked to the right and left, but observed no

motion
;

it might have been only a linnet or a

hare
; still, however, the rustling continued, and

grew more audible. " She is coming,'- he said

to himself; and at the same instant he was struck

on his hat with a few small cones of the pines,

and, raising his head, saw a girl, wrapped in a

shawl of gray plaid, cautiously descending by
the precipitous path already mentioned. She

had plucked the cones, on discovering Dawson,
and thrown them down upon him to advertise

him of her coming.

Lucy M'Cracken was strong, agile, and dar-

ing, equal to any thing that any girl of her age
and size, perhaps indeed that any young woman
was equal to. Dawson thought her very pretty

that morning, and she certainly did look attract-

ive enough, particularly
as the consciousness

that she was not where she ought to be at that

hour, and in such company, made her a little

fearful, and her fears gave her a touch of maid-

enly bashfulness, which was just the charm she
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lacked most. She had exchanged her red man-
tle for the gray shawl, probably because she was
less anxious to look an Aurora in Dawson's 'eyes,

than to pass through the rocks and woods as un-

noticed as possible.
Time was precious ;

both seemed equally
liwarc of it,

and but few moments were wasted
n civilities and compliments. Dawson's object
was to gain over Lucy to his interests

; Lucy's
was simply to gratify and flatter Dawson. He
was inordinately vain, and she was shrewd, dex-

terous, and insinuating. She could not, or would

not, see any serious obstacle to the accomplish-
ment of his designs upon Elizabeth Spenser. He
spoke of the prejudices that existed against him.

''They are nothing but prejudices, sir, and of

course they will wear out in time," said Miss
M'Cracken.
"You think, then, my prospects are fair?"

said Dawson.

Lucy smiled ironically.

"Fair," she said; "as if any gentleman ever

stood in a better position than you do, to win any
lady in the land. I grant Miss Elizabeth is

handsome if she was not, Mr. Dawson, you
would not be the man to admire her but I thinjk

even you will not say she is positively a beauty ;

so that why a gentleman like you should not

succeed with her, or with a much greater match,
is more than I can understand, to say nothing of

the fact that you are her brother's bosom friend,

and that only a week ago you saved her life so

gallantly, at the imminent hazard of your own."

"Well, really," said Dawson, tickled by this

speech ;
but Lucy had not finished.

" I am sure I don't know what fair prospects

are, if yours are not fair," she continued, earn-

estly ;

u
you have the three grand recommenda-

tions of family, fortune, rank and and I could
mention another thing that can't but be much in

your favor, Mr. Dawson, if I dared." She look-

ed at him in a very peculiar way, and then she

looked down, and played with the strings of her

little black apron.
"
Say all that you think every thing that

conies into your mind, my dear Lucy," said

Dawson, seizing her hand.

"It was only this, sir," she answered, with

admirably counterfeited modesty and reluctance,
"I do think you such a very handsome man."
Dawson was exactly of the same opinion him-

self, so that he was not electrified, though greatly

pleased, by the last link of Miss M'Cracken's

argument. The personal hit told so well, that

she tried another without a moment's interval.

"The first time I ever saw you, sir, was riding
with Mr. Sydney ;

did any one ever tell you, sir,

that you look particularly well on horseback ?"
We have seen that Dawson plumed himself on

his horsemanship, and indeed he rode extremely
well; only that his seat was a little theatrical, in

keeping with the general ostentation of his char-

acter. It was now time for him to take his

part in the conference.

"I must see her," he said, "I have never
seen her since that night upon the island."

"So much the better, perhaps," said Lucy;"
your sudden disappearance had a good effect,

and besides, you were much better employed
getting into parliament ;

but now that you have

got such a fine feather in your cap, I do not see

why you should keep in the back ground a mo-

ment longer though I would not advise you,

sir, to do any thing too hastily."
"Mrs. Spenser is my enemy, Lucy, and the

consequence is, that I am not invited here
;

Sydney has told me so repeatedly."
" Can you do nothing to make her your friend,

Mr. Dawson? You have no notion how fond

she is of getting presents a parrot, a French

watch, or any trifle of the kind would make a
wonderful change some ladies are so shocking
mercenary even such a pretty ring as that on

your little finger."
"This ring is for you, Lucy," said Dawson,

taking her hand again.

"Oh, Mr. Dawson!" but she did not decline

the ring, which was a small emerald, handsome-

ly set, which he had purchased in Dublin, ex-

pressly for the corrupt purpose to which he now
applied it.

"I am in hopes," he went on to say, while

Lucy was admiring and even kissing the brilliant

transferred to her hand,
"
I am in hopes that my

exertions in the police affair will be of some lit-

tle use to me."

Lucy assured him that the exertions alluded

to had already been of the greatest service to

him in the quarter alluded to, and
"
I am sure,"

she added, with all the outward signs of grate-
ful emotion, "I ought to be thankful to you, too,

Mr. Dawson, as only for you I should never
have seen or known my dear Edward."

"
It was not an easy job to manage, I assure

you," said Dawson.
He then told her of his letter to the Chief

Secretary, and lamented that he had not kept a

copy, as it would not fail to impress Mrs. Spen-
ser most favorabty toward him, she was spoken
of there in terms of such glowing compliment.

Lucy instantly recollected that her lover's

brother held a subordinate place at the Castle,
and that she had no doubt but that she could

manage, through him, to procure a copy of the

letter, or, indeed, even the letter itself, if it

were required.
"A copy would do," said Dawson, "you

could let Mrs. Spenser see it, as if it came to

your hand by mere accident."

This little matter was easily settled
;
but he

subsequently hit upon a better mode of turning
the letter in question to good account.

Dawson was most grateful to his fair friend

for her zeal and ingenuity in his service.
"
Rely upon it, Lucy," he said,

"
I will do all

in my power for your Edward: I never met a

young man who so captivated me on a short

acquaintance ;
I am greatly mistaken if he is not

destined to make a splendid figure in the world."

The eyes ofthe worldly-minded Lucy glittered.
Her love was one of those adulterated varieties of

the passion, in which other passions, particularly
avarice and ambition, are very largely mixed.

She was on the point of bringing her honor-

able friend to promise something specific for the

advancement of Peacock, when a loud barking
at no great distance threw both parties into the

greatest consternation.
"
Oh, dear !" exclaimed Lucy, pale as ashes,

"that's Pedro's bark."

"Who is Pedro?" whispered Dawson, scarce-

ly less agitated.
"Mr. Markham's dog; oh, what will become

of me?" She paid no attention to the effect
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which the name of Markham had upon her com-

panion, to whom it conveyed the fact that the

young Englishmen, whom he had seen on the

island, had ever since been the guests of Mr.

Spenser. He moved a step aside to conceal the

passion which suddenly seized him, and made
him for the instant thoughtless of danger. When
he turned again, the nimble Lucy was springing
up the steep bank, to hide herself in the darkest
thicket she could find. He naturally thought
that she feared to be detected in his society un-
der circumstances so suspicious, but the false

girl had another and still stronger motive (which
will be disclosed in time) for shunning all obser-

vation at that hour, and she succeeded in regain-

ing the house and her own bed-room without any
eye but that of Heaven upon her doings.

It was altogether a busy and exciting morn-

ing with her
;
a whim took her to school the

children before breakfast, and in the course of

the proceedings she detected, or fancied she de-

tected, little Arthur Spenser in an offense which,
to her pure eyes, was unpardonable an aber-

ration from the paths of truth. She corrected
the child severely, and immediately after sat

down to her desk, and with the rod actually
before her with which she had punished deceit,
wrote a letter to her lover in town, directing
him to procure a surreptitious copy of Dawson's
letter to the Chief Secretary. This done, she

carefully arranged her hair and her dress, and
went down to breakfast, for she now breakfasted
with the family, though she still dined with the

children at two o'clock. Several times during
the meal she thought of poor Mr. Dawson, in

the little alcove under the hill, probably still

besieged by Pedro. She would have carried

the honorable gentleman his breakfast, if she

could have done it clandestinely, but that wTas

impossible; so she ate her own heartily, for

both her mind and her body had been exercised

that morning.

CHAPTER XLV.
THE THREATENING NOTICE.

" It is the nature of extreme self-lovers, that they will

set a house on fire, an it were but to roast their eggs."
BACON'S ESSAYS.

ON the heathery verge of the picturesque

point overhanging the senator's hiding-place
the rector had long ago placed a semicircular

bench of rough-hewn timber, affording seats for

about half-a-dozen persons, and as the view from
it was fine, and the ascent, by a winding path,
not quite as" hazardous as that of Mont Blanc or

Chimborazo, it was a common thing to loiter an
hour there, chatting or reading, musing or spec-
ulating. Some elegant sermons had there been

imagined and partly written
;
much solid sense

had been talked there, and much airy nothing
too

;
there the rector and Father Magrath had

often bewailed the discords which raged between
twc branches of the same great Christian family;
there the rector and curate had often wrangled
about Demosthenes and Plunket

;
and there had

Carry and Elizabeth held many a little council
of charity for the benefit and improvement of the

poor of the neighborhood, and raised many an
orison for the peace and happiness of every body
round about them.
On the day in question they resorted with

their books and work to this favorite haunt soon
after breakfast. It was still a somber but sweet

morning ;
the lingering haziness of the atmo-

sphere mitigated the solstitial heat, and beauti-

fully softened every object by land and water.
The surface of the latter was motion at rest

;

the wing of a sea-bird agitated it visibly. The
silence was profound, save where a grasshopper
or two chirped in the fern, a gull screamed as he

lazily flitted over the loch, or the faintest dis-

tinguishable murmur reached the ear from the

ripple of the water upon the beach beneath.

Indeed, Carry had to raise her cap, and a cloud
of her bright-brown hair also, before she was
able to catch this almost noiseless sound. Eliza-

beth neglected her book, but her aunt's needle
was industrious, and the musical tongues were

busy also. Carry's voice was remarkably de-

cided, clear, distinct, and fluent
;

Elizabeth's

was a liquid, loving, warbling one. They were

discoursing of many things and many persons,
when Mr. Spenser joined them, in extreme agi-
tation. He held a piece of soiled paper in his

hand, with some writing scrawled upon it.

"
Carry, my dear," he said, sitting down be-

side her
;
but he could say no more, he was so

moved and out of breath, and he placed the pa-
per in her hands, with a gesture that showed
how much he was affected by it.

It was a threatening notice, which he had
found himself, only a few minutes before, posted
on the old fig-tree close to the door of the gar-
den. The document ran as follows :

" TITHES TITHES TITHES !

"
I hereby caution the Rev. Mr. Spenser to

have no more to say or to do with the tithes of

the parish of Redcross, and to refund what he
has received for the six months last past. Any
person who pays tithes to him, or to any other

parson whatsoever, will meet a villain's fate,

which is sharp and sudden death
;
so let them

mark and digest the consequence. If Mr. Spen-
ser (or any others) violates my rules and regu-
lations, I will pay him an early visit, and all the

police and troops in the county will not save

him. Here is the coffin prepared for extortion-

ers and robbers of the poor.
" Given under my hand,

"
Captain KILL-PROCTOR or KILL-PARSON

(as the case may be)."

Carry could not help smiling while she read

this proclamation of the blood-thirsty unknown,
to which a representation of a coffin was annex-

ed, i'n the established form of such instruments.

"For myself," said Mr. Spenser, recovering
his speech, "I do not attach as much weight as

some people do to notices like this, which are so

easily forged, and are often, I believe, nothing
but malicious hoaxes; at the same time, it is

most unfortunate that such tricks should be

played just now."
"If you take my advice, Valentine," said

Carry, regarding the paper contemptuously,

"you will tear it in pieces this moment, throw
it into the loch, and not say a word about it to a

human being."
"Do, papa," cried Elizabeth, "it has all the

look of a foolish forgery ; destroy it,
and do not

give the author the satisfaction of knowing that

he has even succeeded in alarming you. Of all

things, do not let mamma hear of it."
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"Ah," said the rector, "the mischief I fear

is done she has heard of it already."
"
Oh, Valentine," exclaimed Carry, about to

reproach him with having communicated such a

thing to his wife, of all people in the world, but

he had his defense ready ;
it appeared that Re-

becca was just coming out of the garden at the

moment, and had been present when he and

George Markham discovered and took down the

notice.

"It can't be helped, then," said Mrs. Wood-

ward, "we must only do the best we can under

the circumstances, and try to trace the writer,

who I dare say has as little notion of shooting
either a proctor or a parson as I have myself."
Mr. Spenser wished Carry to accompany him

back to the house. She did so, and left Eliza-

beth with no other society but her book and her

maidenly meditations. She had not enjoyed
these excellent companions many minutes when
she heard a step close to her, and concluded it

was either her father or her aunt returned
;
im-

agine her astonishment and dismay when she

beheld Dawson !

He was equally unprepared to meet Eliza-

beth, and far more embarrassed than she was.

as he had no good excuse to give for so abrupt
an appearance in her presence. He had merely
clambered up the height to gain a path by which
he knew he could in all probability effect his re-

treat in safety. It was necessary to speak, but

not so easy to say any thing apropos under the

circumstances. His dress disordered by travel,

and his extreme confusion of manner, impressed
her with the notion that he was intoxicated.

He began by stammering out something to the

effect that he was delighted to find she had not

seriously suffered by the late accident, and made
a number of inconsistent and needless apologies
for being so late in waiting upon her after it.

"Oh, no, Mr. Dawson," said Elizabeth, trem-

ulously, "you have no apologies to make
5

it is

I that have cause to regret not having had an
earlier, opportunity of thanking you, as indeed I

do, most sincerely."
" Don't thank me, Miss Spenser," he replied,

"what I did is not worth your thinking of; all

I hope is,
that you don't consider me utterly un-

worthy of the honor I had on that occasion."

"Indeed, sir," replied Elizabeth, still more

nervously. "I hope I feel every thing that I

ought toward a gentleman who so nobly hazard-

ed his life for mine."
" Who would willingly have sacrificed it," in-

terrupted Dawson, vehemently, and sitting down
close to her.

"I am indeed very grateful," she said, her
voice husky with agitation, and with difficulty

preventing herself from withdrawing herself to

a distance from him.
" Don't say grateful, charming Miss Spenser,"

said Dawson, in a low deep voice, passionate
more than tender.

Elizabeth affected not to hear, and trembling-
ly inquired whether he had seen her father or

herv brother.
"
No," he replied, "I have only this moment

arrived in the country : I am on my way to Castle
Dawson

;
I came here to see you, and nobody

but you."
"
Me, sir !" said Elizabeth, recovering a little

self-possession, as the occasion for it increased.

"
You," said Dawson, gaz.'ng at her " to tell

you that I admire you that I adore you."
"
Oh, Mr. Dawson," said Elizabeth, starting

up amazed and indignant
"

I can not listen to

this excuse me, I must return to the house."
" Not until I tell you how I love you," cried

Dawson, attempting to seize her hand, which
she nimbly withdrew, her face glowing with re-

sentment, while her frame quivered with alarm.
" Not until I tell you that I love you, that I

have long loved you, that I will never cease to

love and adore you," he pursued violently, now

succeeding in holding her, which he did, how-

ever, but for an instant, for she was robust as

well as fair, and she liberated herself with a

single strong effort, and fled down the hill, not

even keeping the path, but rushing like a fawn

through the copse and heather. She never
ceased to run until she gained the skirts of the

lawn, where she met Carry Woodward, and al

most fainted in her arms. Carry and Elizabeth

agreed, after a long consultation, to communi-
cate what had taken place to the rector himself

only ; they feared to let Sydney know that his

dangerous friend was again in the country; but
it was indispensable that Mr. Spenser should

write to Dawson without delay, to complain of

his unwarrantable intrusion (particularly in so

clandestine a manner), on the privacy of his

glebe and his family, and acquaint him, unam-

biguously, with the ut.ter hopelessness of his de-

sign to gain the affections of his daughter.
The rector was, indeed, as much incensed at

Dawson's conduct, when it was related to him

by his sister, as it was in his placid nature to be
incensed at any thing ;

but the letter he wrote
at Carry's suggestion (unfortunately not her

dictation) was far below the mark, both in vigor
and precision. It was not much to be wondered
at. The device of the threatening notice had
succeeded only too completely. Mrs. Spenser
had already extorted a promise from him that

he would remove to Dublin with the least possi-
ble delay. There was an end of his pastoral
life an end of his rural happiness ;

all the

many ties of duty, affection, taste, benevolence,
love of ease, love of retirement, love of nature,
which bound him to his picturesque parish, and

simple, loyal, attached parishioners, were to be
torn asunder, and the gentle-natured man poig-

nantly felt it.

Several hours elapsed before he could muster

up the courage to confess to his sister and daugh-
ters the decision to which he had come. The

grief of Elizabeth was extreme. That of aunt

Carry was mingled with just indignation at her

brother's deplorable weakness, and her sister-in-

law's enormous selfishness. But no one in the

family seemed to feel so much on the occasion

as Lucy M'Cracken, for whom it is hoped the

reader will feel the due degree of pity, if he

does not harbor suspicion that she had a hand
in the threatening notice. She was confident

she never could live in Dublin
;
the happiest

days of her life had been spent in the Irish

highlands. Mrs. Spenser began by trying to

console her, and ended by scolding and telling
her sharply that, if she wanted to continue in

the country, she must look out for another

nursery to govern. Then Lucy commanded
her feelings, and went resignedly to pack her
trunk.



BOOK IX.

CHAPTER XLVI.

THE PARSONAGE DESERTED.

"The place is now forsaken ;

The house is dark and silent
;
on the threshold

Professors soon shall botanize, and within
Aracime weave unharmed her subtle web."

NEW PLAY.

THE curate was at Redcross on some busi-

ness of his sacred calling, when the vexatious

incident took place which has just been recorded.

On the previous evening he had taken his leave

of Markham and Vivyan, who were onlv waiting
for a favorable wind to weigh anchor. Markham
returned his cordial squeeze with one of nearly
equal power. But Vivyan's more delicate hand

long retained the sense of the lusty clergyman's
too strenuous adieu.

Carry was not sorry that her husband was
absent when the threatening notice, like the fall

of a bomb-shell, threw the whole household into

confusion. Had he been at the parsonage at the

time, he would probably have made confusion

worse confounded, he was so much in the habit,
not only of speaking the truth upon all occasions,
but laying it on in the most energetic and un-

sparing manner.
The Circe sailed. The parting of lovers has

been described so often, both"in prose and rhyme,
that we may safely leave the reader to imagine
the parting-scene between Elizabeth Spenser
and Frank Vivyan. But mingled with the grief
of separation were tender solicitudes for others.

and concern for objects beyond themselves.

Vivyan had become strongly attached to Mr.

Spenser, and felt acutely for the distress in

which he saw that he was involved by seemingly
uncontrollable circumstances. Elizabeth not

only felt for her father, but for her brother still

more deeply. Her anxiety for Sydney, indeed,
had been extreme, ever since the change in

Vivyan's fortunes (by preventing his return to

Cambridge) had deprived her brother of the

anticipated advantages of such a friend to intro-

duce him to the University, and protect him
from corrupting associations within its dangerous
precincts. In all the ardor of her love for Vivy-
an, this tender care for Sydney never ceased to

occupy her mind
;
and gladly would she have

seen the plan of sending him to England over-

ruled, and the advice of her uncle followed.

But it was too la*te. Sydney was now bent

upon going to Cambridge, and with a degree of

eagerness which astonished, while it could not

but please his family, to whom his principal
reasons for wishing himself far removed were

totally unknown. At the same time, it was not

without regret he parted with Frank Vivyan,
whose ascendency over him had been steadily

increasing from the beginning of their acquaint-
ance. Sydney embraced him affectionately be-

fore he sailed, and Elizabeth felt (as she wit-

nessed their farewell) how completely it was in

Vivyan's power to reform him completely, and
how unfortunate it was that their intercourse
was broken off thus prematurely. Carry Wood-
ward had precisely the same feelings, and the
last thing she said, as maternally she took leave
of Frank, suffering him to kiss her mellow

cheek, was that Elizabeth would feel his de-

parture most, but that Sydney would be the

greatest loser by it.

All that the amiable Vivyan could do for the
brother of his betrothed he did with more than
the zeal of friendship ;

he left a warm letter of

introduction behind him to Mr. Peters, his own
tutor, and a few other letters of judicious re-

commendation to such of his college acquaint-
ances as he knew would make safe companions,
and who he thought would, out of friendship for

himself, tolerate Sydney's deficiencies in man-
ners and refinement.

The Circe sailed. The rector was called

away to his wife's chamber, while in the act of

shaking hands with Markham
;
but Elizabeth,

Mrs. Woodward, and Sydney, never left the little

quay until the last inch of canvas disappeared,
where the bend of the fiorde abruptly terminated
the prospect seaward.

Elizabeth shed a few tears, and Carry wiped
them away, as she led her back to the house,
speaking as comfortably as she could; and it

was a hard task to speak so, for she was heavy
at heart herself, and felt as if a long course of
life's sunshine was about to be succeeded by a

period of gloom and difficulty.
Elizabeth went to her room. It was still

day-light. Carry called Billy Pitt, and directed
him to go to the stables and order the black

maret^bjp saddled, as well as his cousin Eliza-
beth's pony; to have both put on board the boat,
and to equip himself also without delay, as she
intended to ride home that evening. Billy Pitt

was enchanted at the novelty of being his

mother's escort and champion upon an eques-
trian expedition ;

and it never once occurred to

him, when they were both mounted, after cross-

ing the water, how much he resembled Tom
Thumb squiring the princess Glumdalca. At a

marvelous pace, for both the mare and her bur-

then, the journey was accomplished before the

end of twilight.
The curate was engaged in supplying his

pigs with clean straw, when his wife and his

son trotted up to the gate, and he was not slow
to divine that something extraordinary must
have happened at the rectory. When he learned

what it was, no words can express either the

agitation of his mind, or the commotion of his

frame. Carry never saw him so moved before,
not even when the Duke of Wellington struck

to Mr. O'Connell. He was somewhat calmer
when he and she were together once more in

his untidy study, but it was the mighty swell of

the sea on the day after a hurricane, and quite

alarming enough to witness.

"A worthy shepherd," he cried, "to abandon
his flock in this fashion, on the very first cry of

wolf. But Val. was always a coward
;
a cow-

ardly father, a cowardly husband, and now he

is going to show himself a cowardly shepherd,
and run away from his sheep. Cowed by a slip

of paper pinned to a fig-tree ! I would as soon

be cowed by that spider there on the ceiling. I

should like to see Val. with a grove of pikes at

his throat, as I saw my own father in the '98 (I

was not half as big as Billy at the time), since
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a scratch of a pen makes a woman of him. A
man might as well be a woman at once as be

the slave of a woman's fears and vagaries.

Down, puss, down, down/' The great black

cat was preparing to spring on his knee, as if it

desired to mollify him. "
Carry, Carry, much

as I scorn a dastard in a red coat, I hold a das-

tard in a black one to be twice as contemptible."
"Ten times," responded his wife, bitterly,

and pacing up and down the study as rapidly as

she could with the encumbrance of her riding-
dress. She was almost as excited as her hus-

band, though thinking more of the domestic

unhappiness involved in her brother's determina-

tion than of its effects upon the parish.
"It all comes of uxoriousness," continued the

curate, as if summing up his invective, and still

repelling the advances of the corpulent black cat.

"It comes of having married a silly, selfish

woman," said Mrs. Woodward, "and it comes
of cherishing a viper in the bosom of his family."

Carry then related Mr. Dawson's strange ap-

parition and behavior at the parsonage that

morning ;
she could not but suspect that there

was some mysterious alliance between Miss
M'Cracken and that gentleman, particularly as

Elizabeth was decidedly of opinion, from the

negligence of his dress, that his scene \vith her
was not a premeditated one.

For the first time in his life Hercules made
no apology for Dawson

;
his tenderness for his

niece was extreme, and never did any man ab-

hor more intensely than he did duplicity and
dark practices of all kinds.

"I^don't understand," he said, after some mo-
ments of grim silence,

" how Dawson could pos-

sibly have passed through Redcross without my
knowledge; I'll send Peter down to the inn to

inquire whether he arrived by the night-coach."
Peter brought word that Mr. Dawson had not

been seen in the country for several weeks, and

that, to the best of the innkeeper's belief, the

honorable member for Rottenham was then in

Dublin. The curate was Mr. Dawson's friend

no longer.
Now there commenced a ferment not com-

monly witnessed in a rural parish, and one of the

singular features of it was the triple alliance of

a Catholic priest, a Presbyterian minister, and a

clergyman of the Established Church. Rare, in

Ireland at least, was such a confederacy; but

people of all persuasions were afflicted at the

thought of losing Mr. Spenser, and Hercules had
no difficulty whatsoever in rousing a spirit of

determined opposition to his brother-in-law's

cowardly resolve. He, who had all his life been

railing at agitators, and denouncing aggregate
meetings, was now a flaming agitator himself;
and convened so vast an assemblage of the in-

habitants of the parish that the meeting was held
in the church-yard, no building in the town being
large enough for the purpose. The chair (placed
on the summit of a heap of tombs), was taken by
Father Magrath; resolutions, prefaced by en-

thusiastic speeches, were unanimously passed,

expressive of the most devoted attachment to

Mr. Spenser, and declaring the determination
of men of all sects and parties to support and

protect him
;
a subscription was entered into

and a reward offered for the discovery of the
writer of the notice, which was ascribed with
one accord either to private malice or wanton

j

mischief
; and, finally, an address to the rector

was voted, which Father Magrath and the Pres-
'

byterian divine undertook to prepare between
i them.

Mr. Spenser would have prevented all these

j
proceedings, particularly the address, if it had
been in his power ;

but the pai'ochial feeling was
too strong, and the expression of it placed the

rector in a difficult position; so much so that

Hercules was not without hope at one moment
that his brother-in-law would return to his

senses, take the true view of his duty, and re-

tract the rash vow he had made to his wife.

"I am miserable, Hercules," said the rector,

looking very unhappy indeed, and walking up
and down his library, with his clasped hands

apmetimes behind and sometimes before him. A
/[raft of the address lay on the table, having been
sent to him before presentation, to enable him to

prepare his answer.
" To be weak is to be miserable," said the

vigorous curate, quoting the speech of one of

Milton's angels.
"I have promised her, Hercules," said Mr.

Spenser, with melancholy emphasis on the word

"promised."
" You are not the first man who has made a

hasty promise," said Hercules, "but you know
Val., as well as I do, that in case of a foolish or

a wrong engagement the moral obligation is to

break and not to keep it."

"I'll go up to her," said the distracted rector,

passing his hand over his pale and throbbing
temples.
He went, and Hercules remained in the libra-

ry, striding and straggling about, to the immi-
nent danger of the busts, as usual. In about ten
minutes the rector came down again, and enter-

ing the room with an excitement and vehemence
such as he rarely exhibited, slapped the table

with his hand, and exclaimed
"

It's her health, Hercules it's her health

her health makes it indispensable."
Hercules saw that all was over, and rushed

out of the library without uttering a word.
Never did he walk at such a pace as he did back
to Redcross that evening ;

never did he look so

truculent and unlike a minister of the gospel of

peace.
Within a fortnight from that date the parson-

age was deserted. The rector's library was
consigned to the spiders, and there was nobody
left to feed Elizabeth's robins, or talk playful

politics with the echo from the hills.

CHAPTER XLVII.

THE SPENSERS IN TOWN.

"Matto in testa, Savio in bocca." ITALIAN PROVERB.

THE Spensers passed the autumn at a favorite

watering-place in the neighborhood of Dublin.

The beginning of winter found them in the.,

capital, tenants of a handsome house in one of '

the principal squares, looking at straight dull

rows of brick houses, instead of picturesque
mountain chains

;
the lazy Liffey and shriveled

Dodder in place of the foaming streams of

Tyrconnell; miry streets for the clean, fresh,
elastic heather, and the smoked sparrows of the

city, for the white-winged sea-birds of the coast,
or the broad-pinioned eagles of the hills.
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Sydney had gone to Cambridge almost imme-

diately after the removal of his family from
Redcross. His father, with his characteristic

negligence of every thing that did not immedi-

ately press, or pinch him, after one admirable

letter, in which he laid down a course of study
such as an Aristotle might have prescribed to

an Alexander, soon dismissed him almost entirely
from his thoughts. Elizabeth, however, wrote
to him frequently, and when her letters either

remained unanswered, or \vere hurriedly and

curtly replied to, she amiably ascribed it to the

intensity of her brother's application to mathe-
matics.

However, she had a correspondent in Spain,
who was not chargeable with neglecting her

letters, or answering them too briefly.

Vivyan was forced to protract his absence far

beyond the period within which he had hoped to

conclude his business. The affairs of his de-

ceased friend were involved in no small degree
of complication between the law and the lawyers
of two nations, and Frank had occasion to

remark that all he had heard of the romance of

Spain was certainly borne out by his personal
experience of the jurisprudence of that country.
A voluminous correspondence passed between
him and Elizabeth, and perhaps some of the
letters were as prolix as the pleadings of any
court of justice in the world.
The frivolous and selfish Mrs. Spenser was

really reduced in strength when she arrived in

town. The laudanum system was rapidly turn-

ing imaginary disorders into actual ones, and
she suffered, besides, considerably by the fatigues
of the journey. The novelty, however, of a

town-house, and the excitement of new faces

and acquaintances, produced a salutary re-action,
and for some short time she wTas a marvelously
amiable patient, her bed-room crowded with

doctors, and her boudoir with fashionable gossips,

alternately a college of physicians and a school

for scandal. Some of the doctors, indeed, were
first-rate gossips themselves, and probably did

her as much good by their talk as by their

tonics. They gave her old complaints new
names, they favored her with several new disor-

ders, consulted her palate as much as her pulse,
and operated occasionally on her risible muscles.

Too much of the rector's money, more than

he could afford, went in doctors' fees; but he
never complained, and often, indeed, declared

that he found the leading members of the faculty

any thing but grasping. Some, when they
learned that he was a beneficed clergyman,
driven from the country by the league against
tithes, had too much good feeling to conspire
with Captain Rock to fleece him. Others found

in Mr. Spenser a most agreeable accession to

Dublin society; they enjoyed his acute and

Eleasant
conversation, and declined to have their

iendly visits counted and enumerated as medical

calls. Those who were convivial were delighted
to have a new man at their dinners, with such a

fund as the rector possessed of the cleverest

table-talk, for in that Mr. Spenser had few

equals. He missed his library chiefly, and use,d

to say that, like Prospero, he was "a sot with-

out his books." Though his social success in

Dublin was complete, there was not much
society that he greatly relished; and he could

not but observe that he was much more prized

and courted as a clergyman of rank, than for his

wit or his literary eminence. There was also a
certain narrowness and timidity about the Dublin
circles which struck him as distinguishing soci

ety there remarkably from society in London.
He thought he never saw people so absurdly
afraid of ridicule, and so apt to suspect literary
men of dealing in small satire and anonymous
personalities, meannesses from which such men
are particularly free. As Mr. Spenser (when
he did indulge his humor) never intended to

wound individuals, he was hurt at having the

design imputed to him; but, indeed, he was
accused of lampooning people of whose very
existence he was ignorant until their preposter-
ous charges reached his ear. Of course he
never condescended to notice either such accu-

sations or such accusers; he merely remarked
in general that it was discreet to be dull in

provincial capitals.
In one of his letters to Carry Woodward he

observed, speaking on this subject, that "small

satire is like small cutlery, and those who use

such weapons are more likely to wound them-
selves than seriously hurt others. Satire ought
to be a sword and not a penknife."

Very soon after his arrival at the seat of

government, he was appointed, through his

wife's little ambitious intrigues, one of the

Lord-Lieutenant's chaplains, an honor he was
not solicitous of; it gave him some trouble and
no emolument

;
he had to preach for the mimic

court, and dine at trumpet-dinners, and unfor-

tunately the dinners were not as concise as his

sermons.
"I am not fond of a diffuse dinner any more

than of a diffuse discourse
;

I like to dine

laconically',
as Marshal Turenne used to say,"

he remarked one day, talking in the street to his

friend Sir Floras Bloomfield, an eminent surgeon
and accomplished member not only of his pro-

fession, but of society.
" Dine with me in that fashion to-morrow at

seven," said the courtly baronet, and cantered

away to perform one of his brilliant operations.
Sir Floras did every thing brilliantly, lectured,

operated, talked, dressed, and rode. Nay, he
sometimes hunted, and even rode a steeple-chase,
but that was perhaps to encourage and give
eclat to amusements, of which the members of

the surgical profession are the natural and

proper patrons. At least Mr. Spenser used to

say so.

The dinner at Sir Florus's proved far more
Attic than Laconic. Several distinguished guests
had been invited to meet the rector, who made
on that day some valuable additions to his list of

friends. Two men particularly pleased him.

The first was a lawyer by profession, a dema-

gogue by necessity, and a poet and orator by
nature

;
the warmest of friends, the most attract-

ive of companions ;
a mind all fancy and fire

;
a

heart all frankness and good-nature ;
Catholic in

genius as in creed. The fortunes of his country
had determined his career. He started at a

time when it was patriotic to be turbulent. But

his was a turbulence embellished by wit and

illumined by eloquence; born of just discontent,

and extinguished by the achievement of its high

objects. He generously coveted, and fairly won,

j

the first privileges and honors of the constitution
,

forced his way into parliament to adorn, not to
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snake the empire ; serving Ireland best by
making Irish talents useful, and Irish worth

conspicuous in his person.
The other was Sir Charles Freeman, a phy-

sician profoundly versed in the science and learn-

ing of his humane profession, though he did not

prosecute it as a source of income. His wit re-

sembled Mr. Spenser's, at once playful and

scholarlike, drawn from every sparkling fount in

ancient or modern letters. Probably no man in

his time had hived up so much elegant and cu-

rious knowledge, or had his infinite reading so

much at command. With French literature he
was as familiar as the best educated French-

man, and in Greek learning he was altogether
unrivaled. He was an equally acute and good-
natured observer of manners

;
a brilliant essay-

ist, and a politician whose liberality was not ad-

hesion to party, but a deduction from his studies,
and a confidence in moral truth. Yet his en-

lightenment and his wit were but a small part
of his value

;
he was the humanest, simplest,

and worthiest of men, though his virtues, no
more than his talents, won for him in Ireland

the consideration they deserved. The jealousies
and bigotries were too strong for him. He re-

quired another sphere, a higher and wider stage,
and a more judicious and magnanimous society.
It was his fortune, some years after the period
when Mr. Spenser made his acquaintance, to

live admired and loved, and to die honored and

lamented, by the statesmen, the wits, poets, and

philosophers, of the metropolis of England and
the world.

The company of such men, and a few others

of kindred character and genius, was delightful
to the rector, and had his wife allowed him to

enjoy more of
it, he might easily have been rec-

onciled to life in Dublin. But Mrs. Spenser was
not less perverse in town than country, and Eliz-

abeth could not help thinking that she made it a

point to be taken
ill, when her husband was in-

vited to some particularly agreeable dinner.

In the mornings he walked or rode about a

good deal with his daughters, when the weather
was not too atrocious. They visited all that was
sight-worthy in the city, and it took no very long
time to complete the survey. There were lions

enough, in the curate's sense of the word, but

very few in its more popular meaning. A court
without nobility, an exchange without mer-
chants, a theater without the drama, and a zoolo-

gical garden without a wild beast. So Mr.
Spenser described the Irish capital in a letter to

his curate, but his wife had been troublesome in

the morning, and perhaps there was more gall
in his ink than usual. When she was quiet and
well-behaved, he took a different view of things,
and sometimes gave a very agreeable picture
of life in Dublin.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

PERSECUTIONS.

"Had I been seized by a hungry lion,
I would have been a breakfast to the beast

;

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me.
heaven be judge, how I love Valentine,

Whose life's as tender to me as my soul
;

And full as much (for more there can not be),
1 do detest false, perjur'd Proteus :

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more."
THE Two GENTLEMEN or VEROHJU

ELIZABETH hoped, as parliament was now sit-

ting, that Mr. Dawson would forget a subject
so insignificant as herself in the cares of states-

rflanship and the toils of legislation, but whether
it was that the talents of that gentleman were
not decidedly parliamentary, or that his feelings
toward Miss Spenser overpowered his sense of

public duty, or that there was room enough in

his great capacity for the affairs of the heart as

well as those of the nation, certain it was that

he spent more of his time in Dublin than was
consistent with the duties he had to discharge
at Westminster.
The rector had written him a sharp letter im-

mediately after the incident of the Signal Rock,
but it was not sharp enough, and it wanted that

tone of decision which Mrs. Woodward would
have given it, and which might have shown
Dawson once for all the utter folly of his atten-

tions to Miss Spenser. The consequence was,
that an opening was left for a letter of explana-
tion and apology, which Mr. Spenser had the

weakness to reply to in such gentle and forgiv-

ing terms that Dawson' s position was rather im-

proved than injured by the result of the whole
transaction. But his success with Mrs. Spenser
was still more complete. He had written, the

reader will recollect, a letter to the government,
in which, with the utmost indelicacy, he had in-

troduced Mrs. Spenser's name, extolling her in

the most fulsome language as another Eleanora,
or Mrs. Killigrew. Miss M'Cracken had un-
dertaken to procure a copy of this state-paper

through a brother of Peacock's, who had some

appointment at the castle, but she over-rated her

corrupt influence, and this drove Dawson to de-

vise a still cleverer way of gaining his object.
He prevailed on one of his parliamentary asso-

ciates to move for copies of papers and corre-

spondence connected with the anti-tithe agita-
tion, shaping the motion so that his own letter

must necessarily be produced among the other
documents. It succeeded to admiration. The
returns were made, printed in a blue book, pub-
lished in the newspapers, and Mrs. Spenser's
graces and virtues became part of the public
records of the kingdom.
The rector himself, uxorious as he was, had

no notion what a divine helpmate he had, until,
to his amazement, he read her character in the

newspapers, extracted from the blue book
;
and

as to the lady herself, not even in the mirror of
Miss M'Cracken's most abject and daring flat-

tery, had she ever seen herself arrayed in such
a panoply of charms. You may conceive how
high Dawson stood in her opinion after this.

Lucy assured her mistress that she had read
Lord Chesterfield's letters, and thought Mr
Dawson's worth them all put together, "it was
not only so very beautiful, but so very true.

7 '

Still nothing but the most enormous personal
conceit could have urged him to persevere in

addresses which Elizabeth had upon all occa-
sions repelled with the utmost coldness. Daw-
son's vanity was more than mere satisfaction

with himself; it amounted to admiration and

rapture. When he had accomplished himself
from top to toe in what he considered, or what
tailors, hatters, and hair-dressers assured him
was the acme of fashion when he was mount-
ed on a showy horse, or seated in a dashing cab

he thought himself the most redoubtable lady-
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killer
;
and when, to crown all, he recollected

that he was a public character and a member
of parliament, he believed that nothing in female

form, however beautiful, wealthy, or exalted,
could possibly resist him.

One day Elizabeth had spent the morning
with her friends, the Ramsdens, who lived in a

neighboring street. A servant attended her

home. Pacing up and down before the door

was a groom in a handsome livery, mounted on
a superb horse, and leading another nearly as

fine. Not having paid much attention to such

matters, she concluded that Sir Florus Bloom-
field was visiting Mrs. Spenser, and, as his com-

pany was always agreeable, instead of going to

her own room, she proceeded to her step-moth-
er's. Just as she reached the door, Rebecca
was coming out

;
a glimpse into the interior

was thus afforded, and that glimpse revealed

Mr. Dudley Dawson. Miss Spenser recoiled, as

if she had inadvertently approached the mouth
of a dragon's den, and flew on tip-toe to her own
apartment. She had not been there many mo-

ments, when Miss M'Cracken came tapping,
and said that Mrs. Spenser desired to see her.

Elizabeth excused herself, saying (which was
indeed the truth) that she was changing her

dress, and Lucy went away disappointed, to give
a still greater disappointment to Mr. Dawson.

Mrs. Spenser had given Dawson the most
cordial reception imaginable. In return for his

adulation of herself, she loaded him with com-

pliments, congratulations, expressions of grati-

tude, and civil speeches of all kinds. She would
never forget his kindness

;
she lamented that her

health had prevented her from seeing more of

him in the country, she thought his waistcoat
the handsomest of the season, asked him for

franks, and hoped to see him frequently, as long
as he remained in town.
While the excited invalid was making this

long oration, Miss M'Cracken was sitting at a
window with a devout book in her hand, looking
meek as a nun, but now and then directing fur-

tive glances at the senator, expressive of her

triumph in the success of their schemes. What
followed almost threw her into ecstasies. The
rector entered as Dawson was taking leave. A
sudden thought struck Mrs. Spenser.

" Would Mr. Dawson, if he happened not to

be engaged would he kindly return to dinner?"
Mr. Spenser had, of course, no alternative but

to concur in the request, but Dawson was to dine

that day with the Lord Lieutenant. "
Happy

condition of vice-regal state," thought the rector.

"To-morrow?" Mr. Dawson was only too

proud and too happy to consent.

Mr. Spenser pitied the viceroy for having to

entertain such a man as Dudley, but he ought
to have rather compassionatecl his daughter,
who had not the formalities and ceremony of

the Castle to protect her against a repulsive

guest. The state that accompanies great em-

ployments is not necessary merely to make them

imposing in the eyes of the vulgar; it is abso-

lutely essential to defend those that fill them
from the importunities, familiarities, and thou-

sand indecorums ofscores of persons, who, unless

kept back by troops of aids-de-camps and ush-

ers, would make the service of the public in

high offices an intolerable burthen. As to

Dawson, he was a man to be received with a

file of battle-axes and the whole college of her-

alds, Ulster, Cork, and Athlone pursuivant.
The dreaded day came and went, with less

pain to Elizabeth, however, than she could have

anticipated, but unluckily with more satisfaction
also to Dawson than he had hoped for. Eliza-
beth received him with cold civility, but being
under the impression that he was aware of her

engagement to Vivyan (with which, however,
Miss M'Cracken had not acquainted him), her
manner was less freezing than it would other-
wise have been, and his vanity, of course, inter-

preted this negative symptom as a favorable one.
The next day Dawson paid a visit; it was

expected and endured.
On the following evening Elizabeth went to

the theater with her relations, the Ramsdens.
The greatest actor of the age was playino"
Macbeth. In the interval between the first ana
second acts, she happened just to turn her head
round for a moment to make a remark to one of
her friends in whose party she was, when the
door of the box opened, and Dawson appeared,
blazing in gold chains, gilt buttons, and pink
velvet. He bowed, and she could not but return
the salute. There was a vacant place in the
box

;
he closed the door and took possession of

it in such a flourishing way as to attract gener-
al attention. The great drama went on, but
Macbeth and Macready no longer engrossed
Elizabeth's mind. She never could cease think-

ing of the offensive personage behind her.

"Hence, horrible shadow!"
The words seemed strangely applicable to her

situation, but unfortunately Dawson was no
"unreal mockery." Before the play was over,
a gentleman in the row immediately behind her,
but not of her party, quitted the box. Dawsoii

instantly seized the vacant post, and then she

thought the green curtain would never fall. His

criticisms, however, amused her friends, if they
disgusted her. Every second word was eithei

gorgeous, or splendid, or magnificent, or tre-

mendous. "Thrilling," too, was a favorite

phrase of his. Something was always thrilling

Dawson, he was of such an extremely sensitive

constitution. Scotland was not more relieved
than Miss Spenser was, when the sword of Mac-
duff concluded the tragedy. But she was not

quite delivered from Dawson yet; he assisted her
in shawling, and intrusively offered her his arm
to conduct her to the carriage. She took the
arm of one of her cousins, but Dawson followed

her, making odious attempts to be agreeable,
hoping she would not catch cold, and wondering
how, after witnessing such stupendous acting,

any one could remain to see a paltry after-piece.

Directly, however, the Ramsdens' carriage drove

off, our man of such delicate taste and refinement
returned to the house

; sought out a knot of his

friends, and after laughing vociferously at a low

farce, passed the residue of the night in the

pleasures of loo and lobsters.

Now, indeed, scarcely a day passed without
Elizabeth experiencing more or less annoyance
from the same gentleman. She underwent near-

ly the same persecution that another lady, more
known to the world, was doomed to undergo
some years afterward from%nother Lothario of

the emerald isle. If Elizabeth walked in the

squares, with the Ramsdens, or any of her
female friends, Dawson seldom failed to inflict
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himself upon them. If she went shopping, she

was pounced on in the same manner. At con-

certs and other public places, there was no pro-
tection from him, and his visits to Mrs. Spenser
were now events of almost daily occurrence.

Dawson gave her all his franks, and was so

obliging as to offer to receive all the letters of

the family, which, if sent under cover to him,
would thus come to them free of postage. Of
this privilege, however, Elizabeth did not avail

herself, but her step-mother made use of it

liberally, and made the rector do so too.

Mr. Spenser, however, had the misfortune

accidentally to involve himself at this time much

deeper with Dawson than by the mere accept-
ance of a few franks. He had taken a first-class

house, furnished in the handsomest manner, and

this, with the increased expenses of a town resi-

dence, the outlay at his daughter's wedding, and
the necessary advances to Sydney, was now be-

ginning to press so heavily on his means, that

he was under the necessity of negotiating a
loan of five hundred pounds. With three hun-
dred of this sum his bookseller, more generous-
ly than prudently, accommodated him, and he
found it no easy matter (having but few friends

in Dublin) to raise the remainder. At length
he heard of an obscure solicitor, by whom mat-
ters of this kind were adroitly and confidentially

managed, and to this gentleman he repaired for

assistance. It turned out that this person was
Dawson' s attorney, and Dawson was actually
in his office when a clerk entered and informed
the man of the law that the Reverend Mr. Spen-
ser desired to see him. Sharkey and Dawson

whispered, and Dawson stepped into a very
small closet behind the attorney's chair, where
he was almost stifled with old coats, boots, and

musty parchments, but could hear what went
on in the office as well as if he had stood his

ground like an honest man. When Dawson
heard the rector state his little embarrassments,
^w deeply it affected him in his hole must be

to the reader to imagine. Mr. Sharkey
.A what low money-jobbers always say upon

such occasions : talked of the times, the scarcity
of money, (with which the market then chanced
to be actually glutted), but concluded by prom-
ising to see what could be done, and requesting
the rector to call again in a few days. The
clergyman departed, and the senator emerged,
the former feeling deeply the indignity to which
his necessities reduced him, the latter actually
vain of having wantonly played the part of a

knave.
"Will you lend the money, Dud.?" asked

the attorney, who was Dawson's boon com-

panion and bosom friend. He was a small man.
with a red face and sharp features, but not as

sharp as his practice. In the hall of the Four
Courts he was considered a dandy, and when he
was engaged in any particularly dirty business,
he invariably wore canary gloves and a white
waistcoat.

" You best know whether I can or not," re-

plied Dawson
;

" but there's not a man living,

Bob, to whom I'd rather lend a couple of hun-
dred pounds, if I had it. You know who he

is,

don't you?"
" To be sure I do : the father of the girl you're

after," said Sharkey.
" The same," said Dawson.

"
I don't think you'll ever get her, Dud."

"By 1 will, assure as I'm member for

Rottenham. But I tell you what it is, Bob, I

think it would do me no harm to be in her papa's
books for the two hundred."

"
Upon my sowl, Dud., it's the very thing would

do the business for you. And didn't you save

her life?"

"But about the money," said Dawson.

"Why, you haven't it, and that's all about

it," said the attorney, and, lowering his voice,
added with a facetious grim,

" are there any
more pictures by the ould masters at the castle.

Dud. ?"

"By , Bob," whispered Dawson, elate at

the thought of his management of the affair al-

luded to, "that was the cleverest job I ever
did."

"
But, tell me, Dud. ;" the attorney lowered

his voice again, and still more than before

"what's become of the major and Thomson?"
" The major's gone abroad," said Dawson.
"For seven years ?" said Sharkey.
"Not so bad," said the other

;
"but he got

wild about the repeal of the union, and he

thought he could serve the question in New
York as well as in ould Ireland."

" And you didn't discourage him," said the

attorney.

"No," answered the M.P., "but, touching
the money is there no way?"
Mr. Sharkey now looked very deliberative,

and his eyes corresponded with Dawson's for

several moments, with that sort of silent but
most intelligible language which it is a mistake
to think confined to the interviews of swains and

shepherdesses. It can take place just as well
on two stools in an attorney's dingy office, over-

hung with cobwebbed papers, as upon banks of

violets, under canopies of roses and eglantine.
"It just occurs to me," said the attorney,

breaking this eloquent silence first, "that there's

a client of mine who is anxious to get a poor

boy of his something or other in the public serv-

ice any thing that's going worth a hundred a

year, or even less, but you see the poor fellow

has nobody to ask for him, though I think he'd
come down with two or three hundred pounds,
if the thing could be managed in an honorable

way."
Dawson looked as roguish as he well could

look, but did not answer for a moment or two.
"
Confidential, Bob," he said at length." Honor bright, Dud."

Dawson took his hat, reminded his legal ad-

viser of an appointment for the night, and went
his way. He was seen a good deal for a fe\v

days about the castle, swaggering in the ante-

room, or wriggling in the corridors. What
success he had is unknown, or what place he

got for the son of Sharkey's client
;
but the at-

torney managed in the course of the week to

accommodate the rector with the sum he re-

quired, securing a pretty per centage for him-

self, and concealing the name of the real lender,
Dawson being too delicate to appear in the

transaction, though he put the rector's accept-
ances into his pocket.
Dawson would have been a happy man had

all the sex been as devoted to him as Miss

M'Cracken, but tenderly as she watched over
his interests, she was more on the qui vive about
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her own, and as just about this time she thought
it prudent to bring matters with Peacock (the
amorous exciseman) to a matrimonial crisis,
she judged it also to be only discreet to get him
another shove forward in life.

Mr. Spenser continued to take a Donegal
newspaper, called the Tyrconnell Mercury, and
it happened one morning that Lucy, glanc-
ing over the columns of this rural journal, saw
recorded among other news the promotion of
the postmaster of Redcross to the like office in

the city of Cork. The announcement at first

made no impression on her mind, but in the
course of the day the thought flashed across

it,

that the office of postmaster would suit her lov-

er, and that through Dawson's exertions it might
not be an unattainable object. At first she
found the M.P. a little impracticable. He had
been using his influence freely of late, and had
a hundred more applicants for places on his list

than he had the least chance of providing for,

though not a few of them were ready to accept
any office, however mean, at any salary, how-
ever moderate, in any part of the world, no mat-
ter how distant or pestilential

Dawson, one Sunday afternoon, did a very un-
usual thing a thing he had never done before
on the same day, and at the same hour he
went to church. In the morning he had re-

ceived the following short note from Miss
M'Cracken :

"DEAR MR. DAWSON Miss S will be at

the chapel, this evening." Your obliged and devoted,
"L.M'C."

Dawson attended punctually ; but, though
Elizabeth was there, as the female spy had cor-

rectly informed him, he might as well have been

losing his time under the walls of the most jeal-
ous harem in the East, trying to get a glimpse
at the Fatimas, and Zobeides. Miss Spenser
was with her father and the Ramsdens, in a

private pew, well pavilioned about with cur-

tains, and inaccessible to strangers, even with
the silver key, which Dawson would gladly
have applied to the lock. Never was a mind
less in unison with the spirit of prayer and

thanksgiving than his was, as he dodged about
the aisles and galleries, in the dim religious

lamp-light, seeking a position, whence seen or

unseen, he might command at least a view of

the pure girl, with whom he fancied himself in

love, in his absolute ignorance of what love is.

After he had stood some time, like Satan

among "the sons of God," his frivolous design
completely baffled by the crimson hangings of

the pew where Elizabeth was ensconced, he be-

thought himself that he was wasting his evening
with unprofitable hypocrisy, and was stealing
out of the church to resort to the tavern, just as

a sacred song was given out to be sung by the

congregation. The voices were almost all fe-

male, and one drew general attention, not mere-

ly by its real sweetness, but by the impassioned

energy with which it lifted the note of praise far

higher than any other voice that was raised upon
the occasion. In the midst of the hymn that di-

vine voice ceasftd abruptly, and the people looked
about them, wondering what could have struck
it dumb. But the surprise did not extend to

Dwson, who recognized the tones of an instru-

ment of bis own, and perfectly well understood

that Miss M'Cracken was about to sacrifice the
sermon for a chat with him in the vestibule. It

was exactly so. She came out immediately
after him, wriggling through the crowd on tip-

toe, every body thinking that the girl with the

enchanting voice was overpowered by the heat,
and in want of fresh air. The sermon, that

night, was delivered by one of the most cele-

brated preachers of the time, and even the pew-
openers and beadles pressed into the aisles to

hear him, leaving the vestibule deserted, so that
our worthy pair had it all to themselves. They
sat down together on a wooden form that was
there, and were not much disturbed, on the

whole, by the distant thunders of the pulpit.
Their remarks on the service were not edify-

ing, and shall, therefore, be omitted. Lucy was
sorely grieved at Dawson's disappointment, and
said many harsh things of the pew system, and
on the exclusiveness of crimson velvet curtains.

No such things were allowed in Scotland
; they

would not be tolerated, she said, in the Church
that she belonged to

;
and Dawson paid her a

just compliment upon her liberality in attending
the services of the English Church, though born
and bred a Presbyterian. He was then about to

leave her (not wishing her, perhaps, to lose the

sermon), when, after sundry little hesitations,
and beatings about the bush, she brought the

subject of her own little fortunes and her Ed-
ward's promotion on the tapis." The post-office at Redcross is a very snug
thing, Lucy," said the senator, musingly and

dubiously.
"It would suit Edward and me so very nice-

ly," said the amiable girl in her most persuasive
tones.

"Well, Lucy," said Dawson, "suppose you
were post-mistress, would you take great care
of the Castle-Dawson bag ? would you take

particular care of my letters and newspapers?"
Lucy thought she might make herself useful

in the situation, if she was appointed to it. The
member of parliament thought so too, though
neither he nor she stated precisely in what way
the usefulness was to be shown. There arc
some things which it is not either pleasant or

politic to speak of with precision even in the

most confidential communications.

"Well," said Dawson, rising, "you are a

jewel of a girl, Lucy, and to-morrow I'll see

what can be done
;
but do not be too sanguine.

I am by no means confident of carrying the

point."

"

It was raining when they looked out of the

porch of the edifice, which they had thus been

desecrating, into the gloomy street, but Daw-
son had an umbrella and proposed to conduct

Lucy home. This, however, she declined,

having some curiosity, she said, to hear a little

of the sermon
;
and besides, she just made tho

discovery that she had left her hymn-book be-

hind her. They parted, however, affectionately,
he braving the elements out of doors

; she, with
still greater hardihood, venturing back into the

house where the worship of God was still going
on.

The rector walked home from church that

evening, having resigned his seat in the carriage
to a lady. As he moved along, keeping the

most sheltered side of the street, and musing on
the arrangements for his daughter's wedding,
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which was to take place in a few days, a tall

young man, who was walking rapidly, passed

him, and it struck Mr. Spenser immediately
that he bore a striking resemblance to George
Markham.
He instantly turned, and overtook him

;
it was

indeed Markham, but the pleasure of the meet-

ing seemed to be all on the rector's side, for

when Mr. Spenser informed him where he was

quartered, and hoped to see him at his house,

George declined with obvious embarrassment,
and pleaded the urgency of the affairs which

had brought him over, and the very limited

time he had at his disposal while he remained

in Ireland. They spoke of Vivyan, but Mark-
ham had no news of a recent date to give of his

friend, and upon this, as upon other subjects, he

was strangely uncommunicative, though the few
words he did exchange with Mr. Spenser were
not unfriendly, and at parting he shook his hand,
and thanked him with warmth for his past and

his proffered hospitality.
Mr. Spenser thought there was something

strange in all this, but ascribed it to the pre-

occupation of the young man's mind with the

urgent affairs he had spoken of, and continued

his walk home, in doubt whether to blame him-
self or not for having omitted to invite Markham
to assist at Arabella's marriage.

Elizabeth, however, was extremely pained
and perplexed when she heard from her father

what had occurred; she remembered what a

frank, joyous fellow George had been at Red-
cross

;
and found it difficult to avoid the thought

that Vivyan must be connected in some way or

another with the circumstances, whatever they
were, which had brought his friend back to Ire-

land.

"Did he ask for the Woodwards? 1 ' she in-

quired, with anxiety.

"No," replied her father.

This she thought very unaccountable, Mark-
ham having taken such a prodigious fancy to

her uncle : it looked like either profound ab-

sorption in business, or as if, after all, there was
no great solidity in the attachments which

George formed yachting.
A letter from Vivyan, however, arrived the

next morning, all tenderness and eloquence, as

usual, and Elizabeth, having the cares of a

wedding on her shoulders, thought little more
of Markham, his business, or his abstraction.

The first event of any consequence that took

place in Dublin was Arabella Spenser's mar-

riage, and it was as heavy an affair of the kind
as was ever transacted at St. George's, Hanover

Square, or St. Peter's, in Dublin. Indeed, it

only deserves to be chronicled as an illustration

of Arabella's littleness and her uncle's magna-
nimity. It had been considered a settled point
that the curate was to perform the ceremony,
and we may remember that the rector had ad-
vertised him to keep himself in readiness to dis-

charge that interesting duty, when called upon.
In fact, Hercules had ordered a new coat (not
an iron-gray, but an actual black), and had been

very urgent and impatient with his tailor about
it.

" Do be patient, my dear," Carry said more
than once,

" recollect what a time it must take
to make a coat for you." The tailor, however,
kept his engagement better than other people
did. About a week before the wedding, it was

decided that no ecclesiastic under the rank of a

bishop would answer to unite so important a

personage as Lieutenant-Colonel Dabzac in the

bonds of matrimony with Miss Spenser, and as

the bishop of one of the northern sees was a
connection of the bridegroom, the bride had a

shabby pretext for cashiering her uncle the

curate. The rector was excessively morti-

fied and distressed, and indeed he was secretly
more grieved than he owned to any body at the

whole of his daughter's conduct in relation to

her marriage ;
she showed such little concern

at leaving her father's roof, and such a precip-
itate eagerness to identify hei-self with her hus-

band's family and connections. As to Mrs.

Woodward, though very indignant, she knew
her niece's character too well to be much sur-

prised at her paltry conduct, so she was not

sorry to find in the illness of one of her children

an excuse for not being present at the wedding.
Hercules, however, made it a point to go up to

town, and he could not have more effectually

revenged himself on Arabella, had such been his

wish, for the curate's exterior was unquestion-

ably ill-calculated to adorn a "marriage a la

mode." The provincial tailor had done him
more justice in the quantity of cloth than in the

elegance of his cut. His shoes were very new,
but made for the bogs, rather than the carpet ;

and as for the delicate white gloves with which
he was duly presented, after a single glance of

curiosity and contempt, he thrust them into his

pocket for Carry, with grave doubts whether

they were not much too small for her plump
hand as well as his own. Indeed, it was no

easy matter to adapt the curate to a drawing-
room at any time

;
and now that he was left to

his own devices, with no good wife to look after

his toilet, the more he studied to be a beau,
the more extraordinary was the figure he cut-

Even Elizabeth herself could not help wishing
that he had not got his hair curled so egregi-

ously, and that he had seen the impropriety of

putting cambric enough into his cravat to make
a surplice. There were no fewer than five

lieutenant-colonels (either relatives or friends

of Dabzac's) present at the wedding. There
were also old Mrs. Dabzac and her sister, old

Mrs. Loquax, Lord and Lady Brabble, Mr. and
Mrs. Pepper, several young Peppers, and a

certain angelical Miss Vallancey, all of the

Dabzac faction. The Spensers were inferior

in number, but in number only. There was the

rector himself and his daughter, the good curate

(well worth an army of the colonels) the Rams-
dens (excellent people, related to the Spensers),
Sir Florus Bloomfield, and last and least of all,

little Mr. Trundle, in full feather, and chatter-

ing at the very steps of the altar about Loch
Swilly and the thirty millions. Mr. Trundle
had been invited by both parties, being not only

agent to Dabzac, but also to Lord Bonham, Mr.

Spenser's friend and patron.
If Hercules was snubbed at breakfast by some

of the company, he was compensated in some
measure by the honor of an introduction to the

bishop, who kindly shook his hand, and gra-

ciously said that he had heard of Mr. Wood-
ward, and was happy to have the opportunity
of making his acquaintance. Hercules was
pleased to be thus noticed by one of the heads
of the Church, and indeed the prelate was *
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man by whom it was almost promotion to be

praised, for his life was as spotless as his lawn,
and the luster of his virtues outshone his miter.

On the evening of the wedding-day the cu-

rate returned to his parish, having been absent

from his pastoral duties only three days. He
had not been in Dublin for ten years before, and
it was a sore grief to him not to have had a sin-

gle jolly night with his friend Tom Beamish.
He breakfasted, however, with Tom one morn-

ing, and was accompanied by Elizabeth, whose

beauty and affability made such a sensation in

the university that to this day her visit to it is

matter of table-talk at college commons. Her-
cules showed her the chambers which he had

occupied himself when a scholar
;
conducted

her to the hall, and pointed out the precise spot
where the illustrious Doctor Prior had examined
him in Thucydides ;

led her to the academic

kitchen, and explained the machinery by which
one fire roasted innumerable legs of mutton;
from thence to the buttery, where he and Beam-
ish joked all their jokes, and punned all their

puns over again, enormously exaggerating their

old potations of October, while Miss Spenser
unaffectedly laughed with them, although far

from understanding one-half of their quips and

quiddities. She was greatly pleased, on the

whole, with her reception in the college of her

royal namesake
;
the only fault she found with

it was that it was not sufficiently national, but

her uncle luminously explained to her, as they
walked home, that to admit a single Catholic

on the foundation would be tantamount to plac-

ing a barrel of gunpowder under it, and blowing
the establishment into the air.

CHAPTER XLIX.

MARKHAM REVISITS THE PARSONAGE.
"
Revisit, say you ?

Who ever visited the same mansion twice 7

The walls remain, the roof, the gables, chimneys ;

The mason's work will stand a century,
But 'tis not stone and mortar makes the house,
The bricks, or timber, but the hearts and faces,
And these change every day and every hour."

NEW PLAY.

ALMOST immediately after the curate's return

home, he went to reside at the parsonage,
which was a central point in the parish, where-
as the town of Iledcross was situated on the

edge of
it, bordering on Mr. Oliver's benefice.

Hercules did not feel half so comfortable

as if he had been in his own dear disorderly
old house, for he was obliged to forego a num-
ber of his little innocent freedoms and enjoy-
ments

;
he was no longer in a position to repel

the invasions of housemaids
;

the sweeping-
brush now swept all before

it, and the Pope's
head was too strong for him, sturdy Protestant

as he was. Carry now kept him in reasonable

order; only she could not prevent him from
sometimes clapping his oil-skin head-piece on

the bust of Curran in the library, the worst of

which was that Billy Pitt followed the paternal

example, and took the same liberty with the

bust of Fox, who, in Billy's straw hat and green
ribbons, looked like a superannuated Colin, or

an Alexis of sixty.

Carry had just been talking one morning of

writing to her friends in Dublin, when the cu-

rate was called out to speak to a shopkeeper of

Redcross, who had come over the water to in-

form him that he thought he had discovered a
clew which might possibly lead to the detection

of the robbery of the tithe-proctor. The clew
consisted in a bank-note for five pounds, on one

corner of which the shopkeeper recognized a

mark, which he thought exceedingly like Mr
Randy Maguire's 'signature. There was also

a date immediately under, and apparently in the

same cramped hand. The curate was not fa-

miliar enough with the proctor's writing to give
an opinion; but Randy was sent for, and not

only identified the initials and the date, but was
enabled by the latter to pronounce the note to

be one of those which he had received at Bran-

agan's house from a tenant of Mr. Vivyan.
Hercules hurried back to Carry with the joyful
news of the probable discovery of the criminals

in consequence of this occurrence; and then,

taking the shopkeeper and Maguire with him,

proceeded to Redcross to -prosecute the inquiry.
The shopkeeper had a dispute with his wife as

to the quarter from which they had received

the note. He maintained it was from a grazier
in the neighborhood; the wife was positive it

had been received from Amby Hogg, the sex-

ton, who has been already honorably mentioned
in the course of our story.

"Well," said Hercules, "let us go to Amby
first."

Amby was a vain little tradesman, who wish-
ed to be thought more familiar with considera-

ble sums of money than in fact he was, so he
talked of ascertaining the hand from which any
particular note came to his as a thing not to be
done.

"I'm happy to find you receive so many of

them, Amby," said the curate.
" It would be a bad business, your reverence,"

said the sexton,
"

if five-pound notes were as

scarce as green peas at Christmas."
"
They're not quite as plenty, howsomdever,

as blackberries at Michaelmas," muttered the

other shopkeeper, not pleased at his fellow-

townsman's ostentation of wealth.

While these observations were passing back-
ward and forward, Amby Hogg's daughter, a

quiet but smart little girl of about fourteen, who
kept his shop, and indeed made the most of his

money for him, gave her father sundry winks
and plucks by the coat, which the curate per-
ceived sooner than the sexton himself did.

" Your daughter has got something to say to

you," said Hercules. "Perhaps she may be
able to jog your memory, Amby."
Amby followed the girl into a little parlor

behind the shop, where much of the profits of

the trade were drank in toddy by himself, and
in tea and toddy by his wife. In a moment he

returned, and, with a mysterious face, said to

the clergyman
" Will your reverence step this way ?"

Amby took the curate into the inner room,
and there informed him that his daughter said

the note in question had been received from
Mr. Sydney Spenser.

" Why make a mystery of that ?" said Hercu-
les

;
"we must only try to find out how it came

into my nephew's possession."
The curate was returning to the shop, when

Amby held him back, and, in a low voice, a._
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vised him not to mention his nephew's name in

connection with the business.

This still more surprised Hercules, and he

desired to know why Amby recommended such

reserve.

"When I'm alone with your reverence, I'll

tell you my maning," said Amby.
The curate was at a loss what to say to the

other shopkeeper, who stood outside, but Amby's
invention was quicker.

" Tell him," said he, "just nothing at all about

it
; only keep the bank-note in your own posses-

sion."

"It's a serious thing," said the considerate

Hercules,
" to detain so large a sum of money

from a poor fellow like him."
"Then your reverence must only give him

another note in place of it," said the sexton, flip-

pantly.
Never was the ascendency of moral dignity

over mere pecuniary consequence more con-

spicuous than it was in the aspect of Mr. Wood-
ward, as calmly and silently it intimated the fact,

that it was entirely out of tiis power to adopt Mr.

Hogg's last suggestion.
"I'll see if I've got as much in the till, my-

self," replied Amby, but not as conceitedly as

he would have said it, if his little pride of purse
had not been rebuked by the high-minded sim-

plicity with which the man of education, and
the minister of the Gospel, had confessed how
little he possessed of the world's wealth.

However, Amby went to his treasury, and pro-
duced the required sum of money, without seem-

ing to have much trouble in making it up. The
sexton of Redcross was a richer man than the

curate !

As soon as they were alone together, Amby
made a statement which wounded Mr. Wood-
ward to the soul. Sydney, on leaving Redcross,
had left several unsettled accounts behind him.

Some of his debts (among others, that to Amby
himself) he had discharged; but by so doing he

only exasperated those creditors whose demands
he left entirely unsatisfied, and nothing, in fact,

but a feeling of delicacy toward the rector (par-

ticularly as he was parting from them under pain-
ful circumstances) kept them from making a noise

about their accounts, and calling on Mr. Spenser
to settle them. Imagine the feelings of the

honest and humane uncle, when he heard that

in some instances his nephew had actually bor-

rowed small sums of money, on sundry pretenses,
from the poor shopkeepers, and that these sums
had not been repaid. He was not in the least

surprised when the sexton proceeded to inform
him that some people in Redcross had begun to

speak hardly of Sydney.
"Of course they have," cried Hercules, im-

petuously "to be sure they have."

"But," continued Amby, with hesitation,
"there's some of them says what they have
no call to say at all, but perhaps I'm wrong
in telling your riverence any thing about

it,

as it's sure to aggravate you and make you
unasy."

" That's the very reason I ought to hear it,"
said the curate, with stern composure.

"
Why, then," replied the sexton,

"
I needn't

acquaint you, sir, that there are people in Red-
cross, as elsewhere, with malice in their hearts,
and bad tongues in their heads

;
and thim that

have no character to lose themselves are the first

to take it away from thim that has."

"Come to the point, Amby."
"I didn't like to tell your reverence before

(but there's no help for it)
that Master Sydney

owes a trifle to the widdy Grogan, who keeps
the little shop for ship's stores down at the har-

bor."

The curate's eye expressed his indignation ;

but he was too impatient for the upshot of Am-
by's narrative to interrupt him by a word.

"
Well, she is a poor creature," said Amby,

still beating about the bush, "and that's why
people say it's so hard upon her in times like

these.
" What do they say ofmy nephew ?" demanded

Hercules, almost savagely.

"They say," said Amby, at length driven to

extremity, "that a young man who would rob a

poor widdy, wouldn't think much of robbing his

own father."

"What do they mean by that?" cried Her-
cules.

"Then," said Amby, "they have no ground
to stand upon the size of a sixpenny bit, for their

wicked surmises
; only that Ned Grogan, the

widdy Grogan's husband's brother (they're black

Presbyterians, your reverence), swears he met
Master Sydney within a stone's throw of the

Black Castle on the night of the robbeiy."
The curate's wrath, when he heard how his

unfortunate nephew was slandered by the ruth-

less tongues of his little creditors, knew no
bounds.

"It's well for him, you're a ministher," said

Amby.
"My ministry shan't protect him," cried the

enraged clergyman ; but, of course, upon reflec-

tion, he abandoned his first violent intentions,

and also perceived the prudence of the soxton's

advice, that nothing ought to be said or done to

give an appearance of countenance to what at

present was a mere slanderous imputation, with-

out a scintilla of evidence to support it
;
for as to

Sydney having been seen near the Black Castle

on that memorable night, what was there in that

to support such a charge against the son of a

clergyman ;
and moreover, as the curate re-

marked, there was just the same evidence against
himself.

Leaving the suspicious five-pound note in the

custody of Amby Hogg, who was indeed now its

rightful owner, Mr. Woodward trudged back to

the parsonage. What he had heard about Syd-

ney grieved him sorely, and Ellen Hogg, the

schoolmistress, whom he visited for a few mo-

ments, perceived that something was wrong
with him, but she thought he had been visiting
some death-bed, or performing some other mel-

ancholy office of charity, and after the perform-
ance of such duties, Hercules did not speedily

get up his spirits, for though his exterior was so

rough and hard, his heart was of another tex-

ture. He was a nut with a rugged shell and a

sweet and oily kernel.

The first occupation of his thoughts was how

immediately to pay off those small debts which
his nephew had so shamefully contracted, and
still more shamefully left undischarged. He
then employed himself speculating upon the

nature and singularities of circumstantial evi-

dence
;
he put the case that his nephew should be
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unable to state how the note which he had given
to the sexton had come into his possession ;

that

some other circumstances with a sinister aspect
should come to light; and he then figured to

himself how difficult it might become for his

nephew to meet a case of the kind, notwith-

standing the apparent improbability that such a

robbery had been committed by a gentleman,
the son of a clergyman, and the identical cler-

gyman who was the chief sufferer by the crime.

That such a charge should ever be actually

made, seemed, of course, altogether out of the

question ;
but it was painful to contemplate the

bare possibility of the event happening ;
and

shocking to think that Sydney should have left

a character behind him at Redcross, such as to

suggest and countenance, instead of being itself

an overwhelming answer to the daring insinua-

tions of calumnious people.
There was another distressing view of the

matter which did not occur to Mr. Woodward
at first. The sums of which Maguire had been

rifled, included money of Frank Vivyan's as well

as Mr. Spenser's ;
so that the imputation hang-

ing over Sydney was not merely that he was
concerned in defrauding his father, but that he
had also robbed the man to whom his sister was
then actually contracted in marriage.

This view of the case struck Mrs. Woodward
at once, and she trembled to think of what Eliza-

beth would feel and suffer, were the lightest ru-

mor to reach her of what slander was whispering
in the miry streets of Redcross.

" These small sums must be paid instantly,-'
said the curate.

" You had better write to Valentine at once,"
?,aid Carry.

" Val. has had a load of trouble lately," said

her husband, "and a heavy increase to his ex-

penses, what with removing to town, and send-

ing that unfortunate boy to Cambridge it was

against my judgment but there's no use in

talking of that now. What I think of doing is

to dispose of Sligo. Wilkins offered me twenty
pounds for him not long ago."

"My dear, good, good Hercules !" cried Car-

ry, jumping up and running to him
;
"to think

of selling the pony !"
"
Carry, my dear, I would do more than that

to save Val. trouble, and, after all, it's not doing
much, for I'm not a bad walker, you know; and,
at a pinch, I can always take one of the plough-
horses."

Hercules sent the pony to Doctor Wilkins

that very evening, with a letter stating that he

had reconsidered his offer and felt disposed to

accept it. The next morning the doctor called

at the parsonage and paid him the twenty
pounds ; upon receiving which the curate set off

instantly to Redcross, and went all through the

town, accompanied by the sexton, settling the

demands against his scampish nephew, carefully,

however, concealing the fact that the money
came from his own pocket. It gave him no

great trouble to hide his good deeds, he was so

accustomed to that kind of under-hand proceed-

ing.

Hercules, however, grossly misreckoned in

expecting that the arrangement of these little

matters would silence the tongue of defamation.

Already had an ill construction been put upon
the detention of the five-pound note, virtually by

Sydney's relative ; the sexton had repeated to

his wife (the slattern sextoness) all the conversa-
tion he had held with the curate about Sydney,
and what people were saying of him, so that

when the payment of the debts followed so speed-

ily, the slattern sextoness shrugged her broad

shoulders, only one of which was as much cov-

ered by her gown as it should have been, and

said,
" she knew very well the matter would be

hushed up, and that, for her part, she thought it

better it should be."

The curate's next step was to write to Sydney.
Carry and he concocted the letter between them,
sitting at the fire-side in a small parlor, connect-

ed with the library. It was wearing toward
dusk on a dry but gusty evening in March. The
letter was finished and dispatched to Redcross
for the next post by one of the farm-servants,
who took the bull-dog with him for company
and protection.

Carry and Hercules sat down to their plain
but neat and excellent dinner. Neatness was
Mrs. Woodward's luxury; she was satisfied

when she had a snowy cloth on her table, and a
substantial dish or two for the masculine stom-
ach of her spouse. On this occasion there was

part of a turbot, which had been caught opposite
to the house, wr

ith a piece of boiled pork and

peas-pudding (a union which the curate was

nearly as much attached to as he was to that of

England and Ireland). It was abundance in all

conscience for two people, particularly as Car-

ry's appetite was not, like the curate's, in direct

proportion to the scale of her person.

They had not long been seated, when Carry's
maid entered and announced a visitor. She

thought she had seen the gentleman last sum-

mer, but was not very certain, he was so wrap-
ped up. Hercules went out

;
and his boisterous

greetings reaching his wife's ear, assured her
that it was no stranger who had arrived, but
some old and very welcome friend. It was
George Markham, whom the curate found in the

hall, disencumbering himself of his coats and
shawls. He had not dined, and after a few
minutes' attention to the toilet (during which the

fish and the joint were sent back to the kitchen
to be kept hot), he made a third at the curate's

table, but did scanty justice to his substantial

fare. He appeared to be much fatigued and

way-worn, so that neither host nor hostess press-
ed him with many questions, though one was

nearly as curious as the other to learn what it

could be that brought him back so unexpectedly
to Donegal. When dinner was over, Markham
preferred a glass of the rector's old Innishowen
to wine, .and dispelled the reserve which a

very unlocked for visit occasions as long as the

motive of it is unknown, by saying, in his usual

frank way that he had come down to the country
on a matter of business, which he would mention
to the curate in the morning.

" I must be your
debtor," he added, with something of his natu-

ral vivacity,
" for this night's lodging, as I find

you have not yet repaired your bridge."
The evening was a short one. Carry fan

cied that it was not altogether fatigue that madfr

Markham unsociable : unpleasant thoughts oc-

curred to her
;
her niece was uppermost in her

mind, and she naturally apprehended that some

thing or other had occurred to verify the old

adage about the course of love. It was a re-
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lief to her when their visitor requested permis-
sion to retire, for she wished to be alone again
in council with Hercules, to discuss what it pos-

sibly could be that brought Markham to the

parsonage, and was evidently weighing on his

spirits more than sleep on his eyelids.
" Sufficient to the day, my dear," said Hercu-

les, half quoting the text
;

" but Mr.Markhanrs
business is obvious enough ;

he is come over

about his friend's affairs, of course."
"
Oh, Hercules, I am certain of it," she an-

swered; "something is going wrong."
The curate laughed, and said he only alluded

to the affairs of Vivyan's little estate, which it

was but natural he should have begged Mark-
ham to attend to in his absence. Carry was not

to be persuaded of this, though her husband said

he had no doubt on the subject, and in this di-

vided state of opinion the curate and his wife

retired to rest.

Terrible was the disclosure of the following

morning. Through the gun-smiths of London
and Dublin, Markham had traced the ownership
of the pistol found at the Black Castle to Syd-

ney Spenser.

CHAPTER L.

LETTERS FROM TOWN.
" Let us hear from thee by letters,

And I likewise will visit thee with mine."
Two GENTLEMAN OF VERONA.

MARKHAM went as abruptly as he came.
With the utmost delicacy and tenderness he

discharged what he considered his duty, and no
man could have felt more poignantly for the dis-

tress he caused. His principal object was to

enable Sydney's friends to send him out of the

way in time, before the discovery of his assumed

criminality through some other channel.

It was some time before Hercules saw all the

painful bearings of the case, as it now stood.

The marriage of Elizabeth Spenser was in-

volved in the result; it was evidently impossi-
ble it could take place until every thing connect-
ed with this unfortunate business was cleared

up, and cleared up honorably to the reputation
of her brother.

Markham grasped the hand of the tender-

hearted curate, in whose eye a great drop of

manly sorrow glittered, as he thought of the

grief that was in store for Carry and the niece,
whom both he and she loved like a daughter.
Hercules brushed away the tear with his sleeve.

Markham stooped and plucked a primrose which

grew opportunely at his feet, the firstling of the
Irish spring. They walked side by side for some
moments without speaking ;

then Markham again
wrung his friend's hand, and hastened to the
boat which waited for him.

Mrs. Woodward was as quick as her husband
had been slow to see the connection between
Elizabeth's union with Vivyan, and even the
shadow of guilt upon Sydney's character. The
idea stirred all the woman, the friend, the sis-

ter, and the mother within her
;
she entered

with only too lively an imagination into all the
miseries with which even a doubt was preg-
nant

;
the anguish to her sensitive brother, the

ruin of Elizabeth's happiness, perhaps for life
;

the disgrace of the family, the cruel wrong to

her nephew himself, who was redeeming his

youthful follies at Cambridge (at least she

thought so), little dreaming of the cloud that

was gathering over his head at home. Some

time, indeed, elapsed before her husband could

make her understand that there was any thing
in the aspect of affairs by which Sydney could

be seriously compromised. Carry was not as

familiar with the nature of circumstantial evi-

dence as if she had been the wife of a lawyer,
and probably few lawyers' wives know much
more about it than what they read in slip-

shod novels while their husbands go their cir-

cuits. Even when the curate did make her see

what the cumulative effect of the various cir-

cumstances would be in a court of justice, Carry
still took a woman's view of the matter, and
said

" But it is all nonsense, Hercules. Surely you
can't think for a moment that Sydney is really

guilty."
" On the contrary, I firmly believe him inno-

cent," said her husband, "but it is not a ques-
tion of fact at present God forbid it were it is

a question of opinion ;
not of your opinion, or

mine, Carry, but what the opinion of strangers
will be of a man like Mr. Markham, for ex-

ample, or a man like Vivyan."
"As to Vivyan," she replied, "he would just

as easily be brought to believe that Elizabeth

herself committed the crime."
"

Sit down, Carry," said Hercules, and, lead-

ing her to a sofa, he seated himself beside her,
and then resumed, speaking slowly and collect-

edly
" Elizabeth was not out of her bed on the

night of the robbery ;
she was not seen that

night close to the scene of it
;
she did not settle

an account with money that bears Maguire's
private marks

;
she was not the possessor of a

brace of pistols, one of which was found by
George Markham and myself among the weeds,
not many yards from the spot where the out-

rage was perpetrated."
"
Oh," cried his wife, with strong emotion,

"are all these facts in evidence against Syd-
ney?"

"There is, unhappily, not a shadow of a uoubt

upon one of them
;
but support yourself, my dear

Carry, for this is a severe trial, and may possi-

bly require all our strength to sustain, not only
ourselves, but others."

"
Oh, Hercules, if it should be true, when the

very imputation is so shocking to think of!"

She threw herself back on the sofa, and spoke
with her hands clasped over her forehead.

"Let us face it boldly," said the curate, "and
shut our eyes to nothing ;

it is the wise course,
were it only for the sake of the unfortunate boy
himself, whom I firmly believe guiltless, despite
of all the appearances against him."

" Guiltless ! impossible !" cried Carry, al-

most distracted, and now thinking it hopeless to

reconcile the facts which had been just recap-
itulated with her unfortunate nephew's inno-

ence.

"Not so; far from impossible," said her hus.

band,
" and yet I have not enumerated all the

adverse circumstances two just occur to me
;

I now recollect that Sydney declined to visit the
Black Castle with Markham and me on the day
we found the pistol I thought it odd at . the
time and when we exhibited it on our return
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in his presence, he did not claim, or seem to rec-

ognize it."

"It was growing- dark, Hercules; I remember
the evening perfectly."

"
Well," said the curate, rising,

" I shall write
to the unfortunate boy again ;

I trust and hope
he will be able to explain every thing."
As he was leaving the room, Peter brought

letters which had just arrived, and among them
was one/ from Elizabeth and one from the rec-

tor. They were both for Carry. Miss Spenser
did not write from home, but from a villa in the

neighborhood of town, which the Bonhams had

lately taken for a short period. The health of

Lady Bonham, whom, next to her aunt, ElizaT

beth loved most tenderly, had recently been de-

clining ;
and as it was always her greatest hap-

piness and comfort to have Elizabeth with her,
it was so particularly now, when her illness un-
fitted her for general society, and made that of
one beloved friend more than ever valuable.
This part of the letter was written in great de-

pression of spirits, for Lady Bonham was a wom-
an who was loved enthusiastically by the few
who knew her sufficiently to love her at all.

She was indeed a woman of the Eleonora race,

though when she died, as, not many months after

she did, she had no Dryden to honor her mem-
ory in verse that will never die.

She was a woman of lofty figure, and singu-
larly fascinating and gracious aspect ;

her mind
was highly cultivated and richly stored, not with

common-place acquirements, but with the knowl-

edge that is at once elegant and profitable. Her
taste in books and conversation was, perhaps,
somewhat masculine, like that of Elizabeth her-

self, but not to the extent that displeases men,
though it disqualified her to live with the frivo-

lous of her own sex. Distinguished and remark-
able in many ways, her most striking attributes

were the earnestness and fervor of her charac-
ter. This showed itself most in her religion,
which was not so much a principle as a divine

and sweet enthusiasm, which made her a very
apostle in her sphere. She did more than many di-

vines to diffuse the spirit of Christianity wherever
her influence extended, and she enjoyed, if ever
woman did, that "heaven upon earth" described

by Bacon, when " the mind moves in charity,
rests in providence, and turns upon the poles of

truth."

Such was Lady Bonham. She deserves this

passing notice, were it only for the sake of the

rector's daughter, who was so devotedly attach-

ed to her.

Mr. Spenser's letter was full of interesting
matter. Exclamation after exclamation escaped
from Mrs. Woodward, as she ran her eye rapid-

ly over it. "Miss M'Cracken gone such a
scene such a fracas my poor Valentine and
Elizabeth absent a monster of ingratitude
married to that policeman post-mistress im-

possible ! Oh ! Hercules, only think of that

abominable woman being at this moment post-
mistress of Redcross !"

" Of Redcross !" cried the curate, in amaze-
ment.

" Mr. Dawson's interest, of course," said his

wife.

The rector gave the following detailed ac-

count of the circumstances connected with the

departure of Lucy.

He was sitting one morning after breakfast

reading the Edinburgh Review. Miss M'Crack-
en entered in a particularly smart walking-dress,
and approached him smiling."

Well, Lucy," said the bland clergyman, lay-
ing down on his knee the book in blue and yellow.

"I have news to tell you, sir," she said, with
a sly simper.

"Something good of yourself, I hope, Lucy."
"Yes, sir." Then she cast her eyes on the

ground, like a marble modesty, and added, "I
was married this morning."
"The clandestine marriage," said Mr. Spen-

ser, with good-humored surprise; "but I con-

gratulate you with all my heart upon the happy
event, though I suppose its ultimate effect will
be to deprive us of you."

"Yes, indeed, sir, I fear it will," she replied,
with well feigned regret ;

and then, in a falter

ing tone, also assumed for the occasion, she an
nounced her second piece of intelligence the

appointment to the provincial post-office." Have you communicated all this good news
to Mrs. Spenser?" asked the astonished rector.

" Not yet, sir
;

I was so afraid of agitating
her, sir."

"Indeed, Mrs. Peacock, I fear it will," he re-

plied, anxiously.
" Mrs. Edward Peacock, please, sir

; my hus-
band is only a younger son."

The rector found it difficult to suppress a smile
at the girl's ridiculous airs

;
but the sequel was

no laughing matter. It was absolutely neces-

sary to break the news to Mrs. Spenser, and as
neither the rector nor Lucy would undertake the
task alone, they agreed to go about it together.
The first question the hysterical lady put was"
By whose interest the appointment had been

obtained?"
" My husband's parliamentary connections,"

repliecl Lucy, with ludicrous importance. Daw-
son had charged her to keep his share in the
business a secret.

Mrs. Spenser scoffed like a maniac at the

parliamentary connections of a police-constable.

Lucy was about to reply in the same tone, but
the rector laid his hand on her arm, and in a

low, earnest voice, besought her to be quiet. She
bit her lip, and commanded her busy member.
Then came the critical question "When did

Mrs. Peacock propose to resign her present em-

ployment?"
Lucy knew the effect her answer would pro-

duce, and had armed herself in triple brass to

make it.

"To-morrow, madam, if you please," she

said, with the most impudent composure.
"I do not please," shrieked the irritated in-

valid, not irritated, indeed, without cause in the

present instance.

Lucy contented herself with replying, that

Mr. Edward Peacock had already taken places
in the Donegal mail.

The excitement and rage of Mrs. Spenser
were indescribable. The distracted rector,
while he sought to calm her, could not but join
in severely censuring Mrs. Peacock, who at

length waxed hot, too, stoutly defended herself

against her master, and repaid the invectives of

her mistress with usury.
The rector was eventually compelled to push

the termagant young lady out of the room
;
and
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when he returned to the bedside of his wife he

found her in a truly alarming state, and a seri-

ous apprehension was entertained for seme time

that she had ruptured a blood-vessel in the par-

oxysm of her passion. When Mr. Spenser

wrote, she was not entirely out of danger.
"
Well," said Carry,

" I am heartily glad they
are rid of that odious woman, at all events

;
al-

though I wish she had been provided for any-

where else in the world but in our neighborhood/'
" She can do no great harm as post-mistress,"

said the curate.

When he walked into the town that same

evening, and went to the post-office, among
other places, he actually found the Peacocks in-

stalled, and Lucy transacting in person the busi-

ness of that confidential department. She had

only arrived the preceding day, and almost the

first letter committed to her charge was that

which Mr. Woodward had just written to Syd-

ney, at college. After congratulating his old

acquaintance upon her marriage and advance-

ment being extremely anxious about the sub-

ject of his correspondence, he was particular in

his inquiries as to the hour of forwarding the

mail, and strict in his injunctions to Lucy to

take care to dispatch his letter by the earliest

post. Perhaps this piqued the new post-mis-
tress's curiosity, or perhaps she was impelled by
her more general thirst for information; be

this as it might, the curate was no sooner gone
than Lucy Peacock, putting the letter into her

bosom, retired into a neat little bed-chamber,

adjoining the office, bolted the door, lighted a

taper, and very cleverly slipping the heated

blade of a small pen-knife under the wax of the

seal, raised it daintily from the paper, and made
herself rapidly acquainted with every syllable
of the dispatch to Cambridge. This done, she

heated the knife again, nicely melted the under

surface of the seal, and brought the edges of

the paper again into contact with an adroitness

that would have been wonderful if this had been

her first attempt of the kind
;
which it probably

was not. This delicate little proceeding having
been taken, the new post-mistress deposited the

letter in the bag with the strictest probity, and
went about her household arrangements. She

had a small, but neat and cheerful suite of apart-

ments, which she tastefully decorated with all

the little nicknacks, gimcracks, and articles of

cheap vertu which she had accumulated in the

days of her governess-ship. Over the mantle-

piece of her "drawing-room" she hung up, in

seemly order, her gallery of exemplary men and

pattern women, to which she had made some
nice additions in Dublin

; and, on the shelves of

a very gay glass-case, she displayed all the

pretty books of her own property, with several

to which her right might have been fairly dis-

puted, particularly by members of the Spenser

family.

CHAPTER LI.

DAWSON IN PARLIAMENT.

" Master Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt

in the land, 'tis thine. Pistol, I will double-charge thee

With dignities."
SECOND PART OF KING HENRY IV.

IF the curate's first letter to his nephew did

not much alarm him, the second had more suc-

:ess. It found Sydney occupied with neither
"
Wit, eloquence, or poetry,
Or search of deep philosophy,"

>ut carousing in a circle of young debauchees
)f his own age, whom he was treating to wine,

ruits, and ices, and enchanting with his Irish

melodies and mimicries, comic songs and stories,

some of which he sang and told as cleverly as

VIr. Lover. Never had greater folly been com-
mitted than to launch a youth like Sydney Spen-

ser, without studious habits or tastes, without

he ballast of principle or judgment, upon the

dangerous sea of an English university. He
icarcely made a week's stand against the mul-
itudinous seductions of the place. Accustomed
lot merely to the gratification of his senses, but

to the practice of many little clandestine and

unworthy arts to procure the means of self-in-

dulgence, he arrived at Cambridge in a high
state of preparation for a course of extravagance
and sensuality; and rf Science and Literature

"ound him a slow scholar, Vice and Folly, on

;he contrary, had no cause to be dissatisfied

with his progress. The progress from dissipa-
tion to debt, and from debt to dishonor, has too

often been related to need reiteration here. It

s enough to say, that Sydney Spenser found the

road to ruin as free from obstructions, as broad,

smooth, flowery, and inviting as any young man
who ever traveled it. It was easier to raise a
lundred pounds at Cambridge than it had been

to raise ten in the county of Donegal. At Red-

cross, the position and means of his father were
known to every body, and besides, the shop-

keepers were too poor themselves to give long
or considerable credits

;
but on the banks of the

Cam it was quite different. Instead of soliciting
credit from the tradesmen, the tradesmen solicit-

ed him to become their debtor; and such was
the current impression as to the wealth of the

Irish Church, that directly it was known that

Sydney was the son of a beneficed clergyman,
there was scarcely an amount to which the

tailors, hatters, confectioners, and fruiterers

would not have accommodated him
; and, what

was more, there was no so monstrous price for

their goods, or no usury on the sums of money
they supplied him with, which they did not

think it perfectly fair to impose. It was only
to be wondered at, considering all this, that his

involvements at the present period were not

greater than they actually were : what they did

amount to, he himself had no notion, but had all

the demands of his Cambridge creditors been
totted up, and his various debts of honor added
to them, five hundred pounds would not have

cleared off the score, even after a smart taxa-

tion, and he had not yet been six full months a

pupil of the excellent Mr. Peters.

Sydney had not seen Dawson for some time,
but on receiving the letters from his uncle, he

determined to go up to London, seeing by the

newspapers that there was a call of the house,
which would probably bring together the scat-

tered elements of the council of tho nation. But
it was necessary to write to his uncle before he

left Cambridge, and again he might have re-

deemed himself by frankly stating the truth upon
both the points that so urgently required eluci-

dation the hand from which he had got the

bank-note, and the way in which he had lost
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the pistol. He persisted, however, in the same
course of infatuated insincerity ;

declared that it

was utterly out of his power to say, after so long I

an interval, from whom he had received a par- !

ticular sum of money ;
and with respect to the

pistol, he made a careless statement, partly true

and partly false, namely, that he had lost a brace

of pocket-pistols about the time in question, that

it was possible they might have fallen into bad

hands, but he suspected there must be some
mistake about the identity of the pistol found

last summer by Markham and his uncle, as he
had not recognized it at the time. So much of

Sydney's letter was lamentably defective in truth

and good sense; but the scorn and indignation
with which he repelled the monstrous charge
which his base slanderers at Redcross seemed

disposed to fix upon him, were perfectly sincere,
and exactly in the tone to be expected from the

son of a gentleman accused of a crime so inex-

pressibly heinous. He concluded by saying,

that, though he thought it right to reply to

questions put to him by his relatives, yet he
would not stoop to vindicate himself in any other

quarter ;
the enormity of the imputation was an

answer to itself, and he would take no further

notice of it except with one of his uncle's clubs,
or with another pair of pistols which he fortu-

nately had still in his possession.
Dawson was at the Burlington, confounding

night and day as usual, legislating, drinking,

jobbing, gaming, leading a life of miscellaneous

profligacy between clubs, committees, taverns,
and billiard-tables. There is always a little

knot of lawgivers who live in this sort of way
during the session, call it parliamentary life,

and make a great merit of sacrificing in the

public service the health and strength which

they really squander in disgracing the legisla-

ture, not in performing its duties.

Sydney called at the Burlington at twelve
o'clock on the day of his arrival in town. Mr.
Dawson had not been long in bed

;
he generally

breakfasted at three in the afternoon. Sydney
called again at four. Mr. Dawson had gone
down to the house, leaving a line for Sydney on
a card, requesting him to follow and send his

name by the door-keepers.
Who ever forgot his first impressions of the

lobby of the House of Commons? It seemed at

first sight to Sydney merely a dim, dirty, noisy

room, crowded with people, either passing to

and fro in several directions, or standing chat-

ting in groups. The first intimation he had that

there was any regularity in its seeming confu-

sion, was a civil but peremptory order to stand

back, given him by a stout, short, elderly man
in a plain black suit. Sydney perceived a baton

in his hand, and thence inferred that the elderly
man was a constable, and not the Speaker. His
next discovery was, that there was one leading

thoroughfare in the apartment, between two
rows of wooden pillars. There was a double

door at the far end, continually opening and

shutting, and revealing, when it opened, mo-

mentary glimpses of a hall, lighted with gilt

chandeliers, and not very unlike a parish church.

Now and then Sydney thought he saw a person-

age at the upper extremity in a big wig, who
might have stood for the rector, while a couple of

lesser wigs beneath him represented the curate's

assistant. Incomprehensible things were going

on at the door. In the first place there were
posted there, one upon each side, two men in

complete black suits, with white heads, very red

faces, and an alternate gentleness and fierceness
of aspect and demeanor which seemed as diffi-

cult to understand as the British constitution

tself. Sometimes these mysterious red-faced
men bowed to the ground, and seemed all bland-
ness and servility. Then, again, they seemed
to wax suddenly ferocious, and sometimes even
flew like bull-dogs at gentlemen who approached
them, though in many instances of much less

questionable exterior than those upon whom
they fawned. Repeatedly people stepped up to

them, and with the utmost humility presented
them with cards or papers, which sometimes

they superciliously received, and then anon con-

temptuously spurned. This looked almost as if

they were two of his Majesty's principal Secre-
taries of State; but then the deference they
were seen to pay the next moment to shabby
fellows, not half so well dressed as themselves,

negatived that supposition, and left their func-

tions still a conundrum. While he was trying
to solve, and on the point of asking some of the

bystanders to solve it for him, he spied Mr.
Trundle not far off, still carrying his roll, now
nearly as thick as himself, so easy is it to get
millions of signatures to any document, no mat-
ter how preposterous its "contents. Trundle,
however, was probably the honestest man in the

lobby, for he was seeking nothing for himself,

only a modest thirty millions of money for the

drainage of Loch Swilly. Sydney watched his

movements with interest. He was pressing
forward with vigor, as fast as he could with his

burden, and had just gained a position within
about a yard of the door, when the. two red-

faced men sprang at him simultaneously, which
was the first circumstance that seemed clearly
to establish their janitorial functions. Poor Mr.
Trundle was good-humor itself, and being also

supported by his patriotic enthusiasm, he was

returning to the charge, when the valves of the

door were opened from the inside
;
a gentleman

walked rapidly out " Lord " " one of the

ministers" ran through the crowd; the red-

faced men did homage as he passed, and Mr.
Trundle rushed, or rather rolled, after him.

This was highly amusing to Sydney ;
but there

was more diversion in store for him, for Mr.

Connolly, the droll attorney, whom the reader

has already seen in the waiting-room of Dublin

Castle, was one of the throng, and was keeping,
as usual, every body near him in roars of laugh-

ter, by the never-ceasing flow of his fun, anec-

dote, and shrewd remarks upon men and things.

Connolly, however, had his eyes bent upon the

door like others, and at length approached it.

He was put back. After some interval, he tried

it again, but again was repulsed. A third time,
and one of the fierce men with red faces ran at

him as he had done before at Mr. Trundle, and

Sydney heard him say
"You must stand back, sir; you are not a

member of the house."

"Thank ye for the information," retorted

Connolly, with humorous composure, and un-

dauntedly regarding the gruff official
;
"but if

I'm not a member of the house at this present

moment, may-be it won't be so some of those

days, and the first motion I'll make, my fine
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tellow, alter taking my sate, will be that you
and your colleague opposite shall wear red plush

inexpressibles."
A burst of laughter followed this sally, par-

ticularly from Connolly's countrymen, who were

present in great force, and most of whom had,

doubtless, received what they considered affronts

from the fiery officials at the door, which were
now handsomely avenged by the disparaging

speech of the humorous attorney. But the

wrath of the red-faced man in black was not to

be described; dreadful deeds would have been

done, as Homer says, and Connolly might have

been committed to the coal-hole for his audacity,
had not the scene instantly changed.
The door of the house was suddenly flung open,

and poured forth an impetuous tide of senators,

flying from a speech of Sir Andrew Agnew, or

some other dinner-bell, the Urquharts and An-

steys of the period. Foremost in the rout was
Dawson

;
he spied and seized Sydney by the

arm, and carried him away to Bellamy's.

Sydney spoke during dinner of what was

uppermost in his mind, the annoying news he
had received from Ireland. Dawson treated the

matter with the utmost levity and contempt, and
advised his friend to do so too.

"
I have always through life, my dear fellow,"

said Dudley, "made it a rule to stand on my
character

;
it's the best way, rely upon it

;

never defend yourself against the charges of a
rascal

;
thrash him, or kick him, if you like, but

give him no other answer."
"But one can't thrash cobblers and tinkers,"

said Sydney. "I only wish a gentleman would

impeach my honor."
'

"You are very well off, I think," said Dawson,
" to have your honor only impeached by cobblers

and tinkers."

"I shall never be at ease," said Spenser talk-

ing in the lowest possible tone of voice that

could be heard by his friend, "until the fellows

are found out who committed the robbery. For

my part, I can not but strongly suspect the

men who were at Castle Dawson that day at

dinner."

He then informed Dawson that he had posi-

tively received from Thomson, in settlement of

the account of the whist-table, the five-pound
note which he had paid over to his father's

sexton. Dawson said it was very strange, and

quite possible that Sydney might be right.
"Did you ever see him since?" Sydney in-

quired.
Dawson said he had not, and thought he would

scarcely recognize, were he to meet him.
The conversation then changed. Dawson was

dull and abstracted, as usual, until the wine

operated ;
he drank port freely, and grew more

parliamentary and patronizing at every glass.
He began by talking in a strain of indignation
of the scandalous exclusion of Irishmen from

high offices in the government.
"I don't care for salary," he said, "but I care

for place, and place I'm resolved to have. I

want to be able to advance my friends, and first

of all yourself, my dear fellow; I pledge you
my word of honor as a gentleman you shall be

my first object."

They drank more wine, and Dawson next re-

quested Sydney to say what he would like to

have
;
from what branch of the public service

he would like to have a thousand a year or so

dropping into his mouth.

Sydney's eyes glistened, as he answered that

he would count himself a lucky fellow to have
such a salary in any department of the state.

He thought of his debts at Cambridge, and how
pleasant it would be to pay them off out of the

public purse. Then he inquired what office his

liberal friend proposed to fill himself.

"Men generally begin with the Treasury,'"
said Dawson ; but after another pint of port, he
was disposed to think that he might possibly, in

certain contingencies, and with particular stipu-

lations, be prevailed on to accept a situation

abroad, but nothing under the government of a

colony, or an island.

"In such an event," he added, now overflow-

ing with generosity and friendship, "what would

you think, my dear fellow, of going out with me
as my secretary ?"

Sydney had no time to answer this serious

question^ for immediately a bell rang loud and

sharply: Dawson jumped up; the house was

going to divide, and every one flew to his place.
" Breakfast at one to-morrow," said Dawson,

shaking the astonished Sydney by the hand, and

flying with the rest.

Between the unusual noise and bustle, the

port wine, and the visions of place and power
which his parliamentary friend had filled his

mind with, Sydney's brain was now seething
like a kettle

;
his eyes were beginning to swim

;

he felt feverish, and the cool air of the streets

was an agreeable relief. He wandered about
for some time, and then feeling drowsy, returned
to his hotel, threw himself on a sofa in the

coffee-room, and slept for more than two hours.

He then rose, and seeing that it was only eleven

o'clock, he went out again, intending to drop into

one of the minor theaters, to see John Reeve or

Liston. Liston was then killing the public with

laughter at the Olympic, and Sydney, having
ascertained this from the bills, proceeded there

to lay in a fresh stock of fun for his boon-com-

panions at Cambridge. Several people of both
sexes were loitering about the piazzas, as usual.

Two men stood so close to the door that he had
to brush close by them in order to enter the

house
;
a stream of light from a lamp fell directly

on the face of one of them. Sydney's memory
for faces was good; he thought he recognized
the ghastly features of Mr. Thomson, and a
second glance assured him that his conjecture
was right. Instead of entering the theater, he
now withdrew to some little distance under the

vestibule, undecided whether to accost his sus-

picious acquaintance, or only watch his move-
ments. He had not been debating this point
with himself for three minutes, when a cab
drove up within a couple of yards from where
he stood. A gentleman jumped out; it was

Dawson, and Sydney was just running up to

him, when he was anticipated by the man he
had been observing. Sydney was amazed. Only
two or three hours ago his friend Dudley had
stated tha||he

had never seen Mr. Thomson
since last summer, that he scarcely recalled his

features, and now he saw him shake him by the

hand, and they walked away together immedi-

ately in close conference toward the Strand.

Sydney neither kept his appointment with
Dawson the following morning, nor sent him any
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message or communication. When Dawson
inquired about him at the Union Hotel, he was
informed that he had left town by a morning
coach for Cambridge.
Dawson wrote to him at the University, but

received no answer. Sydney had started for

Ireland.

CHAPTER LII.

THE CURATE IN TOWN.
" A poor man, sir, in point of gold and silver ; he has

not land enough to serve him for a grave, but he has a
treasury of worth in his heart, and will travel round the
globe barefoot, to be at the side of a friend in need."

NEW PLAY.

THE vindictive Mrs. Peacock was not long
in turning to account the information she had

picked out of the curate's letter. Lucy had an
old flirtation with the sub-editor of the Tyrcon-
ndl Mercury, a certain sentimental Mr. O'Dowd,
whom she had once even thought of marrying,
but was deterred by the name, which she did
not think a pretty or imposing one. Through
her influence with this literary gentleman she

procured the insertion of the following piquant
little paragraph in the journal with which he
was connected :

"
Strange reports are current on the subject

of the robbery committed last summer on the

proctor of a well-known clergyman in this coun-

ty. A small pistol, of exquisite workmanship,
is said to have been found on the spot where
the crime was perpetrated, which will probably
lead to the detection of the guilty parties. In
the mean time we deliberately suspend our

opinion ;
but it would seem highly improbable

that such a pistol could have been in the pos-
session of any person under the rank of a gen-
tleman."

The pain which these few lines gave the
Woodwards was intense They tried in vain to

conjecture how the fact alluded to could have
become known to the conductors of the Mercu-

ry, and were apprehensive that Markham had
not been sufficiently reserved upon the subject.
Mr. Spenser, when he saw the paragraph,
wrote instantly to his brother-in-law, being nat-

urally curious to learn what the reports were
to which allusion was made. Hercules and

Carry consulted together, and the result of their

deliberations was, that Hercules resolved on a

journey to Dublin. The old portmanteau was

again compelled to yield up the extraordinary
miscellany of odds and ends of which it was the

depository when off regular duty, and Carry
packed it herself with the curate's Sunday suit,
and put in his gown and cassock, in case he
should be invited to preach some charity sermon.
The rector, indeed, never was more in want

of the presence and support of his strenuous
friend. His wife's illness had assumed a dan-

gerous aspect ;
and on the very day of the cu-

rate's arrival in town, Mr. Spenser received his

first intimation, in a letter from Mr. Peters, of

the career of extravagance which
hj|

son had
been running at college.
The letter coolly stated that the debts, on the

whole, did not probably exceed six hundred

pounds, and the writer excused himself for not

having made a very minute inquiry, on the

ground that he was then deeply absorbed in

some abstruse mathematical researches. Six
hundred pounds was more than one-half of Mr.
Spenser's income, and he had already, as we
have seen, contracted a debt of five hundred, to

meet the expenses consequent upon his removal
to town. Dearly was he now beginning to pay
the inevitable penalty of his conjugal facility
and his parental insouciance. *

The critical situation of Mrs. Spenser had al-

ready recalled Elizabeth to town. How loving,
ly she flew to welcome her uncle, when, totally

unexpected, he entered the drawing-room ;
how

tenderly the huge good man returned her affec-

tionate embraces. Mr. Spenser was in his

wife's room. Elizabeth saw anxiety on Mr.
Woodward's forehead, and concluded that he,

too, had heard the untoward news of Sydney,
and had good-naturedly come up to cheer and
advise her father. Mr. Spenser appeared in a
few moments. Each saw dejection in the vis-

age of the other, and each ascribed it to the
cause of uneasiness with which he was ac-

quainted himself. It was not until Elizabeth
retired that they mutually discovered that there
were two sources of trouble instead of one, and
that Sydney was concerned equally in both.

But Mr. Woodward was more deeply affected

by the information his brother-in-law communi-
cated, than the latter was by the business
which brought the curate to Dublin. Mr.

Spenser thought that the curate was frightening
himself with a bugbear in attaching so much
weight to the gossip of idle and malicious

tongues of Redcross.
"This is one of those accusations, Hercules,"

said the rector, "which would require the most

positive and direct evidence to support it. What
the boy states in his letter to you is no doubt the

simple truth. Besides, no human being in his

senses would ever suppose that the paragraph
in the Mercury could possibly refer to Sydney.
I heartily wish his follies were as visionary as
his crimes. His debts are unfortunately only
too real."

" How will you meet them, Val. ?"
The rector looked profoundly melancholy, but

made no answer, and Hercules did not allude
to the subject again. On the other point, too,
he said as little as possible, trying to persuade
himself that his brother-in-law took the right
view of it, and unwilling to add to the cares of
a man who had care enough on his mind already.
In conversation with Elizabeth he never alluded
to either subject; she had not as yet a notion

of the suspicions afloat to her brother's preju-

dice, and as lo the newspaper paragraph, she
fancied that it was aimed at Dawson.

It was fine weather, and as Mrs. Spenser re-

pelled the attentions of her niece, and preferred
to be waited on by a hired nurse-tender, Eliza-

beth was her uncle's constant companion during
his stay in Dublin

; they perambulated the town
a good deal together, and much speculation

they caused in the fashionable thoroughfares.
The tall, uncouth, formidable man in clerical

attire, with that refined and handsome girl

hanging on his arm, looking so ill-assorted, and

yet perfectly well-pleased with her rough com-

panion, like the fair maiden in romance under
the escort and patronage of the lion. Every
body saw that Hercules was a country clergy-

men, at most a rural dean; and it was a ques-
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lion whether Elizabeth was his daughter or his

wife, though it was difficult to conceive how
she could be connected with him in either or in

any way.
The Dabzacs were now in town, having ta-

ken a house for the season, not far from where
the Spensers resided. Mrs. Dabzac called al-

most every day to inquire for her step-mother,
and sometimes dropped in for a moment to see

her father or Elizabeth : but it was only a mo-

ment, for she was always on her way to some

gay scene, a dejeuner, a concert, or a flower-

show
;
or Lady Brabble was in her carriage, or

she expected Lord and Lady Western to lunch.

Then the curate saw her name daily in the news-

papers, in the accounts of drawing-rooms, balls,

dinners, in short, all the festive doings of the Dub-
lin world,and he thought it strange that a daughter
should lead such a life, while her father was in so

much trouble. But Elizabeth made twenty ex-

cuses for her sister, and often reminded her un-

cle that Arabella was not long married, and
that her husband was not the sort of man to

forego his social enjoyments because his wife's

step-mother was indisposed. Hercules met
Mrs. Dabzac only once. Elizabeth took him
with her to pay a visit of civility, which he was
the more particular to do, as he had been so ill-

used at the wedding. A chariot, with a lady
in it, was standing at the door, which opened
almost directly Mr. Woodward knocked, and
Mrs. Dabzac appeared at the same moment,
tripping down stairs, superbly dressed, and

thinking of any thing but her rural relations.

She uttered an exclamation of unaffected sur-

prise, but feigned and ill-feigned pleasure, and
received her uncle the curate with her habitual

cold simper, only giving him two of her fingers,
to save her gloves from being violated, and

pouring out a torrent of frigid nothings, partly
addressed to him and partly to her sister, while
at the same time she kept beckoning to her
friend in the carriage, as much as to say,

" what
a bore ! what a contre-tems /" She kindly of-

fered, however, to return to the drawing-room,
and have "a

long chat about old tunes" with
her unwelcome visitors

;
which they, of course,

would not hear of; and they also declined to go
into the parlor, where there was luncheon, as

they had lunched before. So far Hercules acted

perfectly to the satisfaction of his heartless

niece, but he spoiled all by insisting on handing
her into the chariot. It certainly made an

amusing scene. A group of Mrs. Dabzac's

gayest acquaintance were passing, and two su-

perfine men of a hussar regiment also rode up
at the moment, so that poor Hercules found
himself suddenly surrounded by a set of people
who looked at him as if he was an orang-outang ;

and as to Mrs. Dabzac, she could not have felt

or looked more ashamed of her uncle, had he

actually been an animal of that species.
The next day the cards of Colonel and Mrs.

Dabzac were left for Mr. Woodward, and also

an affectionate note, in which his niece proved
to a demonstration, by a list of her engagements,
that it was out of her power to have her uncle
to dinner any day for the next week, but trusted
she would see a great deal ofhim on his next visit

to Dublin, or perhaps at Dabzac House in the
course of the summer. The only remark Her-
cules made upon this (whatever he may have

thought of it) was that "
it was no time for din-

ing out." Nor indeed was it, at least for peoplo
like himself and Elizabeth, for not only was
Mrs. Spenser sinking apace (having, in addition

to her regular train of maladies, been attacked

by an epidemic then raging in Dublin), but Lady
Bonham was declining also. Elizabeth knew
that her friend would gladly receive a visit from
such a man as her uncle, and Hercules was al-

ways ready to go to the house of mourning.
He held a long private conversation with the de-

clining lady, and when he rejoined his niece in

another apartment, he found her alone and in

tears. She had seen Lord Bonham, and had
heard from his own lips that the physicians had
abandoned all hopes of their patient. Elizabeth

wept again upon her uncle's shoulder as she told

him the cause of her sorrow. " She deserves
those tears," he said, as he comforted her and
shed one or two himself; "she is a noble crea-

ture, Lizzy : she is fit to live and she is fit to

die."

The next day was Sunday. It was Mr. Spen-
ser's turn to preach at the Castle Chapel, but at

nine o'clock in the morning, his wife was pro-
nounced in imminent danger, and the rector had
no one to do the duty for him but his brother-in-

law. It was a trying situation for the modest

country parson to preach at a moment's notice

in the presence of the court
; Carry never

dreamed of such an event, when she packed up
his gown and cassock

;
but Hercules acquitted

himself well, and his robust style and fervent

manner attracted the gracious attention of the

excellent viceroy himself. When he retired to

lay aside his sacred garments, an aid-de-camp
was announced, and was in the act of inviting
the astonished curate to dine with the lord-lieu-

tenant, when a hurried note from his niece was
put into his hand Mrs. Spenser was no more.
At the same hour, and perhaps the same mo-

ment, Mrs. Woodward, having just returned
from church, was in her dressing-room at the

parsonage, when she was startled by the abrupt
appearance of Sydney Spenser. His agitated
looks, his disordered, dress his excited manner,
frightened her. She sharply scrutinized his fea-

tures, holding him at a little distance ere she
embraced him, but the scrutiny was satisfactory;
she found alarm there and indignation, but no

guilt. He understood the meaning of her eye,
and said, with a scornful smile

"
No, aunt Carry, I am not an highwayman."" You did well to come over," she answered,

sitting down on a sofa to recover herself, and

motioning Sydney to sit beside her.
" Where is my uncle ?" he asked.

"In Dublin."
" Then I shall not stay here an hour

;
I must

see and consult with uncle Hercules without
loss of time."

Carry approved of his resolution, but was nat-

urally anxious to have from his own lips an ac-

count of the circumstances which had awakened

suspicion, not doubting but that, when related

by him, they would make the groundlessness of

the charge as plain as the light of the day.
But he had not gone far in his story before she

clearly perceived that he was not making a
clean breast

;
that he was concealing some

things and varying in his statement of others.

In truth he was driven to and fro between his
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suspicions of Dawson, and his reluctance to im-

plicate a man whose spell was still upon him,
and of whose power to injure or to serve him he

entertained an habitually exaggerated notion.

Those doublings and falterings alarmed Mrs.

Woodward more than she had been alarmed yet.

"Sydney," she exclaimed, with passionate

emotion, "you are not adhering to the truth, even

with me, whom you can have no earthly object
in deceiving. Beware, I implore you I warn

yOU how you make your innocence look like

guilt by unavailing concealments, dictated, I am
convinced, either by false shame, or by your
desire to screen somebody, I know not whom.

Nobody will believe you guilty, if you do not

condemn yourself by acting the part of guilt."
Her feminine vehemence produced a sensible

effect. It was as if a Siddons had thus accosted

him. Carry pressed her success.
"
I fear nothing," she said, "but your own want

ofcandor and directness. Sydney, I implore you,
as your near relative, as your true friend, as you
value your father's character, your sister's hap-

piness, the respectability of your family, and

your own personal safety, do not tamper with

the truth. Frankly disclose every circumstance
connected with your visit to Castle Dawson

previous to the robbery ;
disclose them fully,

without considering what construction they may
bear, or what inference may be drawn from

them, and my life upon it, Sydney, you will come
out of this cloud without a shade of suspicion on

your character."

It was the advice of a wise woman, given
with a force of which only women of a certain

mettle are capable ; Sydney walked about the

room and promised to act upon it.

" There may be circumstances," added Mrs.
Woodward more calmly indeed she had fa-

tigued herselfwith the foregoing appeal, and was
now reclining upon the couch were she had just
been sitting so erect and commanding

" there

may be circumstances which to me you may not

think it necessary or proper to reveal; but in

the name of heaven, my dear boy, conceal noth-

ing from your uncle
; put him in possession

of the whole truth, from the first to the last, and

remember, spare no false friends at the expense
ofyour true ones you well know my meaning."

So saying, she rose, hastily adjusted her hair,

which had fallen into disorder in the agitation
of the scene, and took her nephew down to the

dining-room, where she prevailed upon him to

take some refreshment before he returned to

Redcross.
She embraced him and kissed him at parting

with the affectionate fervor of a mother, and now
for the first time remarked the improvement in

his personal appearance. If Cambridge had not

moralized and intellectualized, it had mannered
and dressed him. He looked like a gentleman,

though a foppish one, not like Dudley Dawson

any longer. The flash coat, the gaudy cravat,
and the check shirt had disappeared. His coat

was the work of a Bond street artist, his boots

the handy-work of Hoby. They were not paid

for, but they looked not the less handsome and
well made on that account.

Very little now passed at Redcross that es-

caped the piercing eyes of the new postmaster's
wife, or lady, as he called her. She was up
early and late, people that are so see twice as

much as sluggards and snoozers do : at least

Lucy did. However, it was not very suprising
that Sydney's arrival and departure were not

unknown to her, for at least twenty pair of eyes
saw him as well as Mrs. Peacock's.

"There's something mysterious in it," said

the sexton's slut of a wife, shrugging her broad
shoulders at her shop-doer, and alternately dis-

closing them to view, her draperies were so

loose and classical.

"It's above my comprehension," said the to-

bacconist's spouse next-door, taking a curl-paper
from her head, to wrap up a penny-worth of

snuff for old Randy Maguire.
"
Randy knows more anent it than he likes to

let on," said Farmer M'Swyne, the knight of

the thistle, who had come into town to sell a slip
of a pig, and discourse about the weather with
the idlers in the market-place.

" Then I just know as much as your own self,
Sir Roger," said old Randy.
There was a laugh at the farmer's expense,

so he went up the street with his slip of a pig,
which was making as great an uproar, and with
as little meaning in it, as if he had been the

leading politician of the place.
The sexton's wife and the' tobacconist's lady

prolonged their gossip at the shop-door, until it

was time for tea, when the former invited the

latter to share that repast with her; and the

sexton coming home soon after, accompanied
by the proctor, the four of them sat down to a

game of cards, which they enjoyed exceedingly,
while the kettle on the hearth performed a

sprightly overture to a supper of punch and

oysters.

CHAPTER LIII.

THE REWARD.
" Plutus. What ! I ! can I do such mighty matters f
" Chrernes. Can you 1 Ay, by Jupiter, and many more,

too, for no man ever had his fill of thee. Of all other,

things we may be surfeited, even of love ; of you never."
ARISTOPHANES.

SYDNEY arrived in Dublin at an early hour on
the day but one after his sudden appearance at

Redcross. On reaching the street where his

aunt had informed him, that his father lived, he
found the thoroughfare obstructed by the mourn-
ful preparations for a funeral. If there was
sorrow, it was not a silent one. There seemed
to be no mutes assisting at the ceremony.
There was a crowd assembled, and a great
bustle among coachmen, footmen, and the reg-
ular standing army of the horseboys, beggars,
and idlers of the quarter. The undertakers'

men were distributing, and the servants were

wrangling for those trappings of mock distress,
called scarfs and hat-bands, a custom intro-

duced into Ireland by way of encouraging the

linen manufacture. Sydney had never before

had an opportunity of observing the details of a
funeral as it is managed in the Irish capital,
and he stopped to observe what went on. The
black hearse, waved over by black plumes, and
drawn by large black horses, led by grooms in

sable livery, stood at an open door/ thronged
with faces of which few were even grave.
Behind the bier was a train of some half-dozen

carriages, two evidently belonging to the funeral

state, for like the hearse they were black, and
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drawn by horses of the same color. The other

carriages were private ones
;
two looked like

those of the physicians who had either acceler-

ated or failed to defeat the triumph of disease

and death. The windows of the upper apart-
ments of the opposite and adjoining houses were
thrown up, and curious cooks and excited house-

maids were eagerly gazing down upon the ob-

streperous scene, as if they had never seen

black plumes and white scarfs before. Sydney,
with his fondness for coarse humor, could not

but enjoy, as he could not but hear, the singular
mixture"of drollery and pathos which character-

izes the dialogue of the lower classes in Ire-

land. While he stood listening, a stir took

place in the throng ;
the people gave way upon

each side as the coffin was borne out. For a
moment the crowd was still. The chief mourn-
ers followed. Sydney marked them as they
issued from the door, and notwithstanding their

downcast heads, and the sable mantles that en-

veloped their persons, he recognized his father

and his uncle.

The truth immediately suggested itself, for

he had heard from Mrs. Woodward of the dan-

gerous illness of his step-mother.
But one servant remained in his father's house

after the funeral had slowly moved away. Syd-

ney asked for his sister
;
she had been removed

the day before to the house of her friends, the

Ramsdens. He obtained the direction, and
hurried to find her. It was now about ten

o'clock, and the streets were beginning to look

lively, if not business-like. Those strange, un-

couth, wild, convenient and inconvenient vehi-

cles, the jaunting-cars, drawn by wild horses

and driven by wild men, were beginning to

career about the town, obeying no law, human
or divine, reckless of the lives and limbs of the

passengers, the most of whom, indeed, seemed
reckless of their own carcases, for they preferred
the middle of the street to the trottoirs, and
when any of the Celtic charioteers, having a

drop of the milk of human kindness left, raised

a shout of warning to his probable victims, as

he drove a muck among them, the fellow warned
either doggedly despised the caution, or profited

by it with a savage execration.

As Sydney was walking rapidly along, rather

closer than was prudent to the edge of the pave
one of those unsightly conveniences came sweep-
ing down, the driver on one side yelling to the

populace, a passenger on the other swearing at

the driver, and the intermediate space crowded
and piled with portmanteaus and traveling-bags.

Sydney recoiled to save his knees from collision

with the iron steps of the vehicle, and at the

same moment meeting the eye of the passenger,
discovered that it was his honorable friend, the

member for Rottenham.
Dawson instantly jumped off, and Sydney's

hand was in his grasp before he could agree or

disagree to be so embraced. They stood before

the hotel where Dawson was in the habit of

staying when in Dublin.

"You are cold to me," said Dudley: "how
have I offended you ?"
The question was not hypocritical. Dawson

was really ignorant what offense he had given
to

young Spenser, who returned some gruff

reply, but with an agitation which the other did

not fail to notice and take advantage of. He

spoke in his most soothing tones, merely inviting

Sydney to step into the hotel, anu candidly state

what he complained of. To so much Dawson
was fairly entitled, and Sydney accompanied
him into the house, where the senator, being
well known, was speedily accommodated with a

private room.
" Breakfast for two," he said to the waiter, as

coolly as if nothing had happened to vary his

relations "arith young Spenser.

Sydney's bolt was soon shot. He charged
his friend Dudley with playing him false re-

specting his acquaintanceship with Mr. Thom-
son. Dawson winced under the charge visibly,
if Sydney had been collected enough to mark it,

but he was over-excited, and at no time very
observant. Dawson, however, recovered him-
self instantly, burst into an affected laugh, and
exclaimed

"Well, they are strikingly like one -another;
I am not in the least astonished at your mistake,
ludicrous as it is. Why, man, the fellow you
took for Thomson was a reporter of the Morning
Chronicle ; I had an assignation with him, cer-

tainly, and I'll tell you for what, to correct his

report of my speech that night on the state of

the country."

Sydney remarked that the piazza of the Olym-
pic was an odd place for an appointment with a

reporter.
"Quite the contrary," said Dawson, "the

office of the Morning Chronicle is in the Strand,

you know, hard by."
"And did you speak that night?" continued

Sydney, fancying that he was cross-examining
his friend very acutely.
Dawson rang the bell.

"Did I, indeed?" he replied, triumphantly;
"the Tories know whether I spoke or not. I

made a speech, and, what's more, it was a hit,

my boy ; why, I spoke for one hour and twenty
minutes. Sheil only spoke for half an hour, and
O'Connell was not on his legs much longer.

Waiter, bring me the file of the Morning Chron-
icle. You shall read my speech, corrected by
myself from the report of the very fellow you
took for Thomson.

"I see I was mistaken," said Sydney com-

pletely hood-winked, "but he was extremely
like Thomson, Dudley."
The waiter re-appeared with the file, follow-

ed by another with breakfast. Sydney then, had
to listen to two mortal columns of that species,
of declamation of which the imperial House of

Commons has such a lively horror, but which, 'it

is to be presumed, would rank in an Irish one
with the speeches of Cicero, or above them. It

was a proper punishment for young Spenser's

simplicity. Had he even examined the dates,
he would have detected the imposition.
Thus was the misplaced confidence once more

re-established, and the fatal ascendency once
more restored. Sydney breakfasted with Daw-
son, who seemed profoundly affected by the ac-

count of Mrs. Spenser's death (much more, in-

deed than Sydney himself), and made several

touching remarks about the precariousness of

earthly things. Then they separated for the

morning, after an appointment to meet again at

a later hour in the day.

Sydney and Elizabeth met. Elizabeth was fil

the deepest grief, not for the loss of a step-rootfr-
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er, In whom she had never had so much as a

friend, but for the sorrow in which the event
had plunged her father. But she little knew the

extent of his distress that melancholy morning.
The rector confessed to Hercules, as they re-

turned together in one of the gloomy carriages,
after the performance of the funeral rites, that he
had no means of paying off his son's debts and
his own (the latter now amounting to a large
sum) but by a sequestration of his living and
the sale of of his furniture, and even his books.
"Not the books not the books, Vai.," said

the good curate, his eye moist and his voice
tremulous with sympathy; "we won't let the
books go, come what will."

"Hercules, I ought to have taken your advice

respecting that boy," said the rector.

"You acted for the best," said Woodward.
Such was the short sad conversation of the

mourning coach.

They reached the silent house and entered it

unnoticed. The rector buried himself in the in-

most chamber, and Hercules went to make ar-

rangements for the immediate return of the fam-

ily to the country. Elizabeth hastened to her
father's side, and informed him of Sydney's ar-

rival. Mr. Spenser declined to see his son, and
sent him a message by his uncle, conveying his

desire that he should go to his sister, Mrs. Dab-
zac (who had gone down a few days before to

her country seat in the north), and remain under
her roof for the present. Uncle and nephew
met. Dawson had regained his dangerous influ-

ence upon Sydney since the latter had conversed
with his aunt at the parsonage, and all Carry's
wise and eloquent advice might as wT

ell have
been given to the winds. To such an extent, in-

deed, did the misguided young man now waver
in his statements, and equivocate in his replies
to the questions put to him, that he actually
forced upon his uncle the terrifying conclusion
that to some extent or another he was not unim-

plicated in the crime. All unhappiness about
his nephew's debts disappeared from the mind of

Hercules directly the idea of his guilt entered it.

It was not without some difficulty that he

brought himself to suggest a course which he
had been turning in his mind for some time,

namely, the expediency of offering a large re-

ward for the discovery of the person or persons
who robbed Maguire.
But Sydney seized on the idea with alacrity." Let my father offer five or six hundred pounds,"

he exclaimed, flippantly, as if the sum he named
was a mere trifle.

He never forgot the tremendous look which
his uncle gave him, as he passionately answered," Five or six hundred pounds, ill-conditioned

boy that is about the amount you have squan-
dered in six months in wine and gluttony, on
horses and dogs, and your idle and unprincipled

associates, reckless whence the money was to

come to pay for your profligacy, never thinking
what burdens you were heaping on the back of

your father, what privations you were bringing
on your good sister, what disgrace and misery
on all your relations and connections ! Five hun-
dred pounds you talk glibly of hundreds of

pounds !"

Fiercely and impetuously delivered, this speech
of Hercules amazed and overwhelmed his neph-
ew : he quailed and cowered under every word

as if it had been a blow, twirling a foppish little

cane round his finger, and looking extremely
foolish.

Sydney was at a loss to divine how the news
of his excesses had reached the ears of his fam-

ily. He exclaimed, doggedly and at random,
that his enemies exaggerated his wildnesses, as

usual.
"
No, sir," resumed his uncle. "

I believe

the exact contrary is the fact. Your enemies,
indeed ! Your enemy, sir, is yourself; and, let

me tell you, you have a great fool and a great
coxcomb for your enemy. Your tutor has in-

quired, and admits that your debts exceed six

hundred pounds some of them, no doubt, gam-
bling debts debts of honor, I understand you
call them

;
and pray, sir, what do you call your

debts to the poor shopkeepers at Redcross, to the

widow Grogan, for example?"
" All this, sir, is beside the present question,"

said Sydney, with provoking hauteur, though
almost livid at the same time with shame and
vexation.

The curate was out of breath, and admitted

that, to some extent, it was so.
" To return, then, sir, to the question of the

reward," continued the nephew, with the super-
cilious air of one who has gained an advantage
in argument, and slapping his refulgent boots

impatiently.

"My opinion is," said the curate, despising
his nephew too much to continue a dispute with

him,
" that the reward ought to be offered by the

government."
" Of course, that would answer equally well,"

said Sydney.
There was no difficulty about it. Mr. Spen-

ser, that same evening, addressed a note to a

leading member of the Irish government, which
Hercules the next day presented at the castle.

It procured him an immediate interview, much
to the surprise and envy of the throng in the

anti-room, who had been making merry at the

curate's expense, and marveling what he could

be, or what he could be looking for, unless i>

was the office of chaplain to Newgate.
The following evening the Dublin Gazette an-

nounced that the lord-lieutenant would give a
reward of three hundred pounds to any person
who would prosecute to conviction the robbers

ofMr. Spenser's proctor, and one hundred pounds
to any body who wTould give such information

as would lead to the discovery of the offenders.

On the same evening a traveling-carriage drove

up to Mr. Spenser's door, and the rector, his

daughter, the curate, with the two children,

stepped into it, and accomplished the usual first

stage of the journey to Redcross.

Dawson heard of the reward first from Syd-

ney. Sydney was dining with him, intending on

the following day to go to Mrs. Dabzac's, should

she be able to receive him, which he internally

hoped she would not. Mr. Spenser had writteo

to her before he left town, requesting her to send

her answer to her brother directly. Dawson said

the reward was a very proper step ;
he won-

dered it had not been thought of before
;
and

then he asked Sydney to take wine.

"Bring some champagne," he cried to the

waiter.
" Let it be well iced," added the luxurious

young spendthrift, whose father's heart was at
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lhat moment breaking in a country inn, bitterly

thinking of his benefice about to be mortgaged,
and his library going to the hammer. But the

iced champagne was drank to be sure the sen-

ator was to pay for it and after the champagne
they drank a bottle of claret each, and then they
went to the play. After the play they resorted,

accompanied by two of Dawson's Dublin friends

(Bob Sharkey was one of them), to a notorious

house, where they smoked cigars, ate lobsters,
and drank mulled port, Sydney objecting to punch,
and paying for his supper with his celebrated

mimicry of his uncle Hercules. With this amia-

ble effort of genius that virtuous night closed,
and the next morning Sydney found on his table

the following tender epistle from his married
sister :

" Dabzac House, Tanderagee.
" MY DEAR SYDNEY My feelings so com-

pletely overpower me, that I hardly know what
I am writing, or whether I am writing or not.

Oh, my poor, poor father ! what he has gone
through what he has endured

;
but what a

blessing it was to have Elizabeth with him, and

my dear good uncle, and you, Sydney, who
came over so providentially, just when he re-

quired every support. Oh, what would I not

have given to have been with you all : but Col-

onel Dabzac would not hear of it, and two of the

carriage-horses are laid up, so it was not to be
;

and 1 hope it is all for the better
;

I fear I

should have broken down under such a trial.

Oh, Sydney, let this be a warning to all of us.

No one can tell whose turn it may be next to ap-
pear at the dread tribunal. Oh, that we may
be all prepared. I am sure, my dear, dear Syd-
ney, if your coming to us just now would be any
relief or amusement to you, it would only make
me too happy to have you with us, and it would

gratify my husband, too, more than I can tell.

The way we are situated is this : Lord and

Lady Western are here for the summer, I fear,
and the odious Dalrymples ;

then the assizes

are coming on, and we are to have those stupid
old judges, and the high sheriff, and half a dozen

Dabzacs, as a matter of course
;

I don't expect
to survive it, I assure you ; but, my dear Syd-

ney, if all this does not frighten you as it does

me, do come down, I entreat
; indeed, I do so

want somebody to support me
;

I hardly dare

promise you a bed, but you would put up with
a sofa, I am sure, for the sake of being near me

;

and recollect, Sydney, you have not been my
guest since I was married. Colonel Dabzac

begs to join me in all I have said, and in condo-

lences upon the late melancholy, but, I hope,
instructive event.

" Your ever dear sister,
" ARABELLA DABZAC.

"To Sydney Spenser, Esq.
&c., &.C., &c."

The truth was, that Mrs. Dabzac figured Syd-

ney to herself as she had last seen him at her

father's house, dressing, talking, laughing, blus-

tering, and swaggering like Dudley Dawson
;

she had no idea how effectually the tailors of

Cambridge had brushed up his exterior, and its

society rubbed down his manners
;
how the con-

sciousness of owing large instead of paltry sums
had quieted and dignified his bearing ;

how fa-

ftiiliar he had grown
1*
with expensive luxuries

and fashionable occupations ;
with the systems,

nomenclatures, and usages of the great world,
or she would not have been ashamed to present
her brother to Lord and Lady Western and the

odious Dalrymples.
Sydney forwarded his sister's letter to his fa-

ther, as his excuse for not going to Dabzac
House

;
but the rector had surely distress enough

without the additional pang of a daughter's
heartlessness.

CHAPTER LIV.

THE EXPLOSION.
"
Oh, what was love made for, if 'tis not the same
Through joy and through sorrow, through glory, through

shame." MOORE.

THE gold offered by the Castle operated

quickly only too quickly. Vivyan, returning
from the Peninsula, found his Elizabeth the sis-

ter of a denounced criminal, and a fugitive from
the hands of justice.
The curate, whose strong, keen eye was al-

ways on the watch under his beetling brows
for opportunities of doing his fellow-creatures

some service, or saving them from some harm

(a faithful shepherd, if ever a flock had one),
observed prowling about the neighborhood of

Redcross, soon after his return home, a stranger
whose features, at once profoundly melancholy
and expressive of hardened guilt, exercised a

painful fascination upon him. Once or twice

he met him hanging about the post-office, and
he asked Mrs. Peacock if she knew who he

was, and what was his business in the town.
She answered promptly that she believed he
was a poor young artist, who had come down
to sketch the scenery on the coast. This was

plausible, but still Hercules kept his eye upon
him, probably thinking that it was not the pen-
cil which had drawn those deep lines in the

stranger's cheeks, nor the fine arts wrhich had

given him that air of pensive profligacy. Upon
one occasion it happened that the curate was

walking with Mr. Spenser (the first day the poor
rector had been prevailed on to take the air),

when this remarkable yet mean personage cross-

ed their path.
" Of what age would you take him to be ?"

said Hercules.
"
Young," said the rector

5

" but age is not

altogether measured by years."
" A young man and an old scoundrel, I should

say," added the curate.

They re-entered the curate's house (for the

Spensers had not returned to the parsonage, nor

was it their intention to do so for some time),
and sat down to a homely dinner. Time was
when the homeliest dinner in that house was a

happy one; but now the faces were sad, and
the voices spoke with effort. Mr. Spenser was

mourning both as a husband and a father; Eliza-

beth had also her complicated grief; Carry's

big heart was bursting with solicitude for them
both

;
and Hercules was all tenderness to every

body in his own rugged, colossal way. Their

sorrow at that moment resembled one of those

somber masses of vapor that so often brooded

in calm wet weather over the mountains of the

region, mists which poured down steady rain,
and involved every object in the landscape in

dense but serene obscurity. How different was



132 M\T UNCLE THE CURATE.

it after the blow which followed ! In the course
of that same evening, a gentleman with whom
both Mr. Spenser and Mr. Woodward were

slightly acquainted, a magistrate of the county
rode up to the gate of the court-yard. He so-

licited a private interview with the rector, who
received him in the curate's study.
Thomson had that morning tendered informa-

tions on oath against Sydney Spenser.
It is almost unnecessary to state that the out-

rage had been actually committed by the two
fellows who had been employed at Castle Daw-
son, in aiding and abetting its proprietor in a
lawless proceeding of another character. We
have seen that one of those fellows, Lamb, had

already been sent out of the country ;
and Daw-

son would have gladly disposed of Thomson in

the same way, but he was not successful in

inducing him to expatriate himself. His last

attempt had been on the late occasion, when
Sydney had accidentally witnessed their meet-

ing by night in London. Whether Thomson
had followed Dawson over to Ireland, or had
returned to that country in search of another

job, is uncertain, but he was in Dublin when
the reward was offered, and its first effect was
to agitate and alarm him exceedingly, for he did
not know what had become of his accomplice,
and the lively faith he had in Lamb's villainy
assured him that no time would be lost on his

part in turning approver to clutch the money.
Haunted by this well-founded apprehension, he

accidentally met with Mr. Sharkey, his old em-
ployer, and from him he learned the fact that
Lamb was gone to improve his fortunes and

morality among the Yankees. How devoutly
Thomson then wished that they had been a party
of three at the Black Castle, that he might have

somebody to transport and make three hundred

pounds by. Brooding still on the money, he
recollected that he had met a man on the night
of the robbery, and near the scene of it, whose
features he thought he would recall if he was
to meet him again. Acting on this hint from
the author of all roguery, he crept by tortuous

ways to Redcross. He had personated an artist

at Castle Dawson to blind Sydney Spenser, and
he now resumed the same easily-supported
character

;
it only required a portfolio, a scrap

of chalk, and a few terms of art gleaned from a

penny cyclopaedia. Ned Grogan (the man who
saw Sydney that night in the neighborhood of

the old castle) had a narrow escape, for it was
he who had been seen by Thomson, and whom
the miscreant would infallibly have sacrificed,
had he not been diverted from that scheme by
accidentally falling in with his old acquaintance,
Mrs. Peacock. Thomson had not been many
days in the society of the unprincipled and

revengeful Lucy, before he abandoned his de-

signs against Grogan, and (having the benefit

of all the information which the post-mistress
had collected, not only from the gossip of the

town, but from official sources) determined to

fly at higher game. It was equal to him, of

course, whether he earned the reward of the

government, or extorted the money from Mr.

Spenser ;
and it was probably in the latter way

that he reckoned upon securing his object.
To Elizabeth there was nothing to break the

shock occasioned by the explosion of this
"
in-

fernal machine;" the other members of the

family had been in some slight degree prepared,
at least, as far as knowing that malicious people
had for some time been making free with Syd
ney's character, and that there was a singular
concurrence of circumstances to support a

charge against him
;
but to his sister the first

disclosure came in its last and most appalling
shape ;

she fell with a harrowing shriek into

Carry's arms, and Hercules carried her, almost

lifeless, to her room.
That same night, at a late hour, a traveling-

carriage arrived at the principal inn of the town.
The handsome young mar. browned by southern

suns, who alighted from k, was Frank Vivyan.
What fearful changes had taken place since he
had been last in Redcross ! But the saddest

change of all was, that his return gave his

Elizabeth no joy, but, on the contrary, made
her sorrows more hard to bear.

He returned not to be a comforter, for dis-

honor admits of no solace
;
and alike incapable

of performing the active offices of a friend, foi

the case seemed equally beyond the reach of

friendship. He came back, too, in what a har-

rowing relation to herself! Elizabeth's share
in the misfortune was the largest and bitterest

of all.

Mrs. Woodward, knowing the force of her
niece's character perfectly, was fully prepared
for the determination to which she came in the
first moment of recovered self-possession to

cancel her engagement to Vivyan. Mrs. Wood-
ward communicated this inevitable result to the

miserable young man before Elizabeth had di-

rectly alluded to the subject. In fact, so"clear-

ly did the noble-minded girl see the path which

uty and high-minded love pointed out to her
so plain did the road to be taken lie before her,

shining in the bright sun of honor that her
resolution to tread it was rather implied thar.

expressed in her conversation, and Carry was
not slower to divine, than her niece was to form,
a right and high-souled purpose.

Vivyan, on his side, would have thought him-
self the blackest and most heartless traitor, had

any guilt of Sydney's, whatever its amount, or

how clear soever its demonstration, led him for

one moment to waver in his devotion to Eliza-

beth. Some days elapsed before she was strong

enough to support the severe trial of an inter-

view with him. These days were passed by
Vivyan in no company but that of Mrs. Wood-
ward, for the rector and his brother-in-law had

gone up to Dublin to be directed by professional
advice as to the conduct to be pursued with

respect to their son and nephew. Vivyan nev-

er doubted Sydney's innocence for a moment.

Every circumstance attending the charge seemed
a complete answer to it the nature of the accu-

sation the position of the accused he might
well have added the character of the accuser,
as well as his personal appearance, had he been

acquainted with either. All these topics were

urged by Vivyan over and over again in long
"nterviews with Mrs. Woodward.

"
But, as to myself and Elizabeth," he repeat-

edly added,
"

let the issue of this unfortunate

business be what it may, it does not alter our

affections, and it can not and must not prevent
our union."

' Cherish no such hop^ I implore you, Mr.

Vivyan," replied Mrs. Woodward, who was al-
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ready beginning to show in her cheek, and her

diminished figure, the outward signs of sorrow
and anxiety "Elizabeth's love is too pure, too

elevated, to suffer you, in the violence of your
attachment, to connect yourself with a dishon-

ored family. Oh, no, nothing now but the most

complete vindication of her brother in the face

of the world, and in the eyes of the law in fact,

nothing but the discovery and conviction of the

actual offenders if, indeed, my unfortunate

nephew is innocent
" Her voice and her tears

fell at the torturing thought that it might be

otherwise.

"Innocent! of course he is," cried Vivyan,

taking her hand with affectionate warmth
;

"none of us, at least, have a doubt of it."

"Alas, my husband has," said Carry, and, no

.onger controlling her grief, wept abundantly.
Before Elizabeth was able to receive Vivyan.

the rector and curate returned from Dublin.

Sydney had been sent to Canada. It was the

result of a consultation with an eminent lawyer
and an old friend of the family, who, having had
all the circumstances of the case before him,
and viewed it in all its bearings, formed the ad-

verse opinion upon which Mr. Spenser immedi-

ately acted.

Strong suspicion also fell at the same time

upon Dawson. Indeed, the impression upon the

mind of the lawyer was that Sydney had com-
mitted the crime at the instigation of his dan-

gerous associate
5
in fact, that Sydney had been

what is commonly called a cat's-paw in the

transaction. Dawson had been invited to be

present at the secret inquiry, but had excused
himself on the plea of urgent parliamentary
business, whereas in truth he was apprehensive
of being cross-examined inconveniently as to the

character and real employment of Thomson and
Lamb. Besides, he had no direct evidence to

ive which could have been of use to young
penser. The only way in which he could pos-

sibly have served him would have been by de-

stroying Thomson's credit, which no man could

have done more effectually, but he would have

destroyed himself at the same time.

But Sydney had damaged his own case from
first to last by his fatal deviations from truth.

He reserved to the eleventh hour the statement
that he had received the bank-note, which he
had paid to Mr. Hogg, the sexton, from the

hands of Thomson himself. There was no cor-

roboration of this assertion, and he had previ-

ously assured his uncle that he had no recol-

lection whatever of the way in which the note

came into his possession. Again, he prevari-
cated with respect to the arms in the same sui-

cidal manner. He had disowned the pistol found

by Markham, a suspicious circumstance in itself;

but when a solemn address from the lawyer ex-

torted from him the other fact, that he had
thrown its fellow into the loch, his unhappy rel-

atives hung their heads down
;
the inquiry was

considered at an end, and the unfortunate young
man was sensible himself that he had no longer

any support but the unavailing consciousness of

his own innocence. "It is possible," said the

lawyer, privately to Mr. Woodward,
"

it is pos-
sible that your nephew may not be guilty ;

the

crime may, in fact, have been committed by the

fellow who now appears to accuse him; but

your nephew has done so much to give his case

the aspect of criminality, and deprive himself of

the benefit of character, that I can not recom-
mend you to trust to the verdict of the jury.

My advice is, to send him out of the country be-

fore informations are sworn, after which it may
be too late."

Elizabeth and Vivyan met. Her resolution,

taken in the depths of her sorrow, and conceived

in the spirit of the purest and most disinterested

love (the love that prizes not its own gratifica-

tion, but the happiness, and above all, the honor
of the loved object), never wavered for a mo-
ment. Its strength consisted in the very excess
of its delicacy and tenderness

;
never did woman

need the support of a lover and a husband more
than in the circumstances under which this gen-
erous girl steadfastly declined it; never was
more fervent attachment, more passionate re-

monstrance, brought to bear upon a woman's

purpose, to warp her from it. It was the con-

test of two spirits of the truest love, the strug-

gle of two rival principles of the finest honor
;

Elizabeth prevailed.

"No, dearest Frank," she said, with the

sweetest sadness; "I shall always love you,

only not in the character to which I formerly

aspired."
He urged, and urged in vain, that love's trial

was in the storms and vicissitudes of life, and
that she was robbing love of its best privilege

by repelling its sympathy and protection at a
moment when both were most needful.

"Oh! Frank," she answered, "if this were a
misfortune which I ought to share with you, if

it were only poverty, if it were any thing but

disgrace, do you think I would have come to

this decision?"

"Dearest Elizabeth," he replied,
"

I will not

hear you talk of disgrace. There is a mystery
unexplained, that is all that can be said

;
I still

believe firmly that your brother is innocent as I

am
;

the criminal is bis accuser, or Dawson

himself; but at all events, does dishonor touch

you? oh, you talk of dishonoring me, and yet

you would deprive me of the only honor I seek,
all I am ambitious of that of calling you my
wife."

"Ah," she answered, "with what delight I

once listened to that language, and from you did

not call it flattery ;
but how can I now deceive

myself? I am no longer an object of ambition,
but only, only of pity."

"
Only of love, nothing but devoted and eter-

nal love," cried Vivyan, clasping her in his

arms. " How can you talk of separation, dear-

est girl, when I know your love is unchanged ?"

"Unchanged it is, indeed," she answered;
"unchanged and unchangeable. Alas! I love

you too well to marry you."
From that determination neither tears nor elo-

quence, persuasion nor argument could make
her swerve. Vivyan' s last appeal was founded

upon the unfavorable inference which the world
would draw from the breaking-off of their mar-

riage ;
but Elizabeth had taken her stand upon

a clear broad principle of conduct, and all con-

siderations of a secondary nature were pressed
upon her to no purpose.

They met once more, and Vivyan went abroad
soon after, miserable himself, and leaving those
he loved best in the world in misery behind
him.
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CHAPTER LV.

UNCLE AND NIECE.
"
Oh, Goneril,

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face

;
I fear your disposition."

LEAR.

THE world talked with its usual flippancy,

impertinence, ignorance, and often malice, of the

reverses of the Spensers. The great world in

London and Dublin gossiped pretty much in the

same style as the little world in Redcross. Peo-

ple judged every thing without knowing much
about any thing ;

and arranged what every body
was to do, and the relative duties and obliga-
tions of

every
member of the family precisely as

if they constituted a tribunal fully informed upon
the whole of the case, and authorized to pro-
nounce a decree settling the rights and respon-
sibilities of all the parties. Most coteries agreed
that the Spensers must quarter themselves upon
somebody, or at least distribute themselves

among their rich friends and relations
;
Eliza-

beth was to go to the Ramsdens, the children

were to be taken by the Woodwards, and Mr.

Spenser himself would naturally devolve upon
his married, wealthy, and favorite daughter,
Mrs. Dabzac. This was all very nice and com-
fortable

;
but you may be certain many things

were said by the world, in the course of these

arrangements, which were not altogether so

good-natured.
"I am not quite so sure," observed Lady

Brabble, for instance,
" that the Ramsdens will

like to have Elizabeth Spenser again, after this

very awkward affair about her brother; Mrs.
Ramsden is very particular, and I really can not

blame her, as she has daughters."
"I know, for my own part," said old Mrs.

Loquax,
"
I always judge girls by their broth-

ers
;
it's a principle I have always acted on, and

I advise every body to do the same."
"
Then, you know, that was all extremely

unpleasant about that terrible Mr. Dawson
;
and

I'm told it's going on still," said Miss Vallancey,
a wickedly virtuous old maid.

"Mr. Spenser, I'm told, is going abroad,"
said Lady Brabble.

"I can't tell you how I pity him," said Lady
Towser; "at the same time, he has brought it

all on himself, poor man; there's no denying it."
"
Oh, I should think nothing about it, Lady

Towser, if it had happened in any other family
but that of a clergyman," said the godly Miss

Vallancey.
"
Things like this give the enemies

of religion such a handle."

"By-the-by," said Lady Brabble, ''talking
of the Spensers, reminds me of the Dabzacs

;

we are going down to them next week what a

dear good creature she is, and how much she is

to be pitied."
This is just a specimen of the way in which

the Dublin world discussed the affairs of the

Spensers, shooting their poisoned little shafts at

random, in morning visits, and the talkative

corners of ball-rooms.
The Spensers did not quarter themselves any

where, at least in the free and easy sense in

which the Dublin ladies used the word. They
certainly quartered themselves in no sense at

all upon the Ramsdens, or even upon the Dab-
acs. If they lived at free quarters any where

at all for a short time, it was under the humble
roof of the plain curate of Redcross, the roof

which he was wont to repair with his own
hands, when the storms stripped it.

As to Mrs. Dabzac, she wrote, indeed, several

rigmarole letters, in the style of her epistle to

Sydney, full of anxieties and tendernesses, com-
miserations and remembrances, but she never
invited either her father or sister to her house,

angelical as Lady Brabble pronounced her.

Arabella, however, had excuses as plenty as

blackberries for not doing what a daughter of

any feeling would have done under the circum-
stances. Perhaps they did not altogether im-

pose upon the rector : but if he questioned their

validity he was silent upon the subject.
He had a child, however, who did not fail him

in his troubles, who stuck the closer to him the

more the tempest raged and the storms of life

buffeted him.

"You have a daughter left, Val.," said Her-

cules, when Mr. Spenser was speaking of his

reduced circumstances,
" who has worth enough

to make any man who possesses her a Crossus."

"Yes," said the rector, "Elizabeth has

always done her duty."

"Nobody has lost so much as she has," said

the curate.

So in truth it was
;
but minds that are strong

and good are supported by trial under trial
;
the

very variety of their afflictions sustains them.

They are like the strong-rooted tree of the

forest, which many winds conspire to over-

throw, but which remains upright, though
shaken, by the very conflict of the opposing
blasts.

Those who saw the parsonage in a few
months after the calamities recorded in the

previous book, witnessed a melancholy revolu-

tion there. The house was shut up ;
its fur-

niture had been sold; the rector's pictures,

bronzes, busts, and, what he valued and regret-
ted most of all, his select and beautiful library,
with its curiously carved oaken bookcases, had
been removed to Dublin, and were destined to

the hammer, to satisfy the demands of his son's

Cambridge creditors, and discharge his other

pecuniary obligatious. The horses and car-

riages had been disposed of; even the old black

mare on which Carry Woodward used to sit so

portly ;
and the Gipsy was no more to be seen

moored alongside the* little pier.
The curate did not let the books go without

a vigorous effort to save them.
"All nonsense, Carry," he said, "the books

can't be sold
;

it is impossible ;
I have turned it

all over in my mind
;
his daughter will never

allow it."

Carry looked surprised, thinking that he

meant Elizabeth.
" Not allow it, my dear Hercules ! she is

perfectly resigned on that as upon every other

subject."
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"I'm not talking of Lizzy, Carry I'm talk-

ing of Arabella, Mrs. Dabzac."

"Well, my love," said Carry, regarding him
with curiosity, not knowing what he was driv-

ing at,
" what of Mrs. Dabzac ?"

"Why," said Hercules, "only that she is his

daughter, and was always his favorite
;

I can

not but think, if she knew the actual state of his

affairs, she would at least redeem his library
if Val. had only his books he would weather the

storm."
" My dear, good Hercules," cried his wife,

smiling affectionately on him, in a way that

clearly intimated her opinion that he was much
too simple for a man of his years. He perfectly
understood her looks, and vociferated, slapping
his thigh

"Why, Carry, she is not a Goneril, or a

Regan."
"
Very far from a Cordelia," said Carry.

"Why, my dear, not to speak of her recent

behavior to her father himself, her very conduct

to you I mean the way she acted at her mar-

riage might show you how little is to be ex-

pected from her."

"Come, Carry, love, let by-gones be by-

gones; I have forgiven her long ago. She

probably thought that a bishop would tie the

knot faster than a curate, and perhaps she was

right. That is no reason for denying her the

common feelings of a daughter for a father."

At day-break the next morning, Hercules

rose, saddled Sligo with his own hand, and set

out on a long journey across the country, taking
the line of road that led to the county of Ar-

magh. The reader may think it strange to see

him bestriding Sligo again, as he had sold that

redoubted steed to Doctor Wilkins for twenty
pounds ;

but Sligo was a pony who had a will

of his own, and whether it was that he preferred

divinity to physic, or had grown so attached to

his old shed in the curate's yard, that he could

not make himself comfortable any where else,

certain it was that the doctor could get no good
of him

; for, whenever he found the stable door

open, or had any opportunity of making his

escape, he invariably trotted back to his former

abode, and was found with his nose against the

latch, as if trying to raise it and let himself in.

After this had happened several times, Doctor
Wilkins thought he might as well reconvey him

formally to his ancient master, but he stead-

fastly refused to take back the twenty pounds,

insisting that he bought the pony, subject to all

his faults and eccentricities.

Dabzac House was a spacious, gray, formal

building, with a story more than a country-house
ought to have

;
it looked cold and ceremonious

;

there was a dull, square piece of water in front

of it, with two stiff swans lazily navigating it
;

the trees and shrubs seemed to have been
trimmed by a carpenter, and thenly flowers

to be seen were holly-hocks and orange lilies.

The house was just now full of company. A
great many frigid and fashionable people were

gathered together, the personages enumerated
in Mrs. Dabzac's letter to Sydney, and several

more whom she had not referred to, including
two or three lieutenant-colonels and grand-
masters.

Arabella, habited in graceful and almost gay
mourning, was standing, shortly before dinner,

at a window, chatting with the Honorable John

Dalrymple and the Honorable Tom Flinch
; they

were talking of Cambridge, and Arabella had
been actually boasting of her brother's extrava-

gant career there (that having been the cause

publicly assigned for Sydney's abrupt expatria-
tion), when with horror indescribable she espied
her uncle riding up the rigid avenue, between
the regular rows of beeches.
"Whom have we got here?" said the Honor-

able Tom, the first to call attention to the ap-
proaching curiosity.

"I think," said the Honorable John, "it must
be Dominie Sampson."

"Or Doctor Johnson redivivus," said the
other.

Arabella was a little short-sighted, though in

the present instance she had been the first to

descry her relative, and she now reconnoitered
him through her eye-glass, just to gain time to

arrange her ideas. While she was doing so,
Colonel Dabzac came to the window, and in-

stantly recognized his wife's uncle.

"Can it be possible? really I believe Dab-
zac is right my uncle, my dear good odd un-

cle," exclaimed his amiable niece, with her little

affected simper.
The colonel went out instantly to receive Mr.

Woodward with his habitual starched civility,
but still as became a gentleman in his own house.

Arabella received him, too, with a great deal

more warmth in her manner than she really felt,

and yet she looked any thing but cordial.

The honorables John and Tom .were too well

bred to jest any more on the curate's personal

appearance, now that he proved to be a relation

of the family, but they saw in a twinkling that

their hostess was disconcerted by the new arrival,
and despised her vulgarity of mind much more
than they did the curate's coat.

Hercules had all the great points that consti-

tute the true gentleman. He was independent
and unselfish, respected others, and respected

himself; he knew his position, and though no
man had a higher sense than he had of the dig-

nity of a minister of the Gospel, no man knew
better the practical difference in society between
the opulent drones and the indigent working-bees
of the hive. As a clergyman, and a relative of

Mrs. Dabzac, he was received respectfully by
the company, who were accustomed to the

homely manners of the northern clergy, and did

not want to be assured that Hercules was a plain
blunt man and an eccentricity, points that were

repeatedly pressed by his niece.

As the people began to assemble before din-

ner, the Honorable John said to the Honorable

Tom
" Do you know, Tom, this is the first time, to

my knowledge, that I was ever in the same room
with a curate."

" Well." replied the Honorable Tom,
"
I have

no recollection whether I ever met a curate be-

fore, but I was once in the same room with an

attorney."
"That must have been very unpleasant,"

drawled his brother coxcomb.

Lady Brabble observed to Lady Western that

she was positive Mrs. Dabzac wished her uncle

in Jericho.
" Dear me," exclaimed Lady Western, and

being a little deaf, she began to examine Mr.
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Woodward very attentively, under the impres-
' and then it took an acrimonious political tarn,

sion that he was a missionary, just returned from which brought forth the curate again, and af-

the city named by Lady Brabble

When dinner was announced, Hercules was
amazed. He had dined on the road, at two

cvslock, and had purposely delayed his arrival

at Dabzae House to an hour when he thought
that dinner would be over, having no notion of

spunging on his niece for more than a tea and a

night's lodging. An eight o'clock dinner had
never entered into his calculations, and he had

hardly made up his mind whether the announce-
ment was serious, ere he found himself seated at

a pompous banquet, with the deaf Lady Western
on one side ofhim. and the Honorable Tom Flinch
on the other. Hercules was called on to say

grace, and his performance of that office drew
all eyes upon him, it was at once so brief and
so devout, so energetic and sonorous. Lady
Western began immediately to attack him about
his travels in Palestine. She was particularly

inquisitive about Jericho, and it was to no pur-

pose the curate explained over and over again,
that though he took the greatest interest in the

part of the globe she was talking of, his only

knowledge of it was from the Bible and books
of travels. At length he gave up the contest,

and suffered her ladyship to take him for an
oriental missionary during the rest of the even-

ing.

With the Honorable Tom he got on capitally.
Tom took good care ofhim, though he puzzled him
a little with dry champagne ;

but the best of it

was. that Tom turned out to be an aid-de-camp
to the lord-lieutenant, and the identical officer

who, after the curate's sermon at the Castle

Chapei had been commissioned to invite him to

the viceroyal table.

Mrs. Dabzac was in hopes of concealing her
uncle's humble position in the church under the

general denomination of a country clergyman,
but she was not successful in this little manoeu-
vre. Mr. Pepper and Lord Brabble began to

talk of the state of the country : and the distress

of the clergy being alluded to. Lord Brabble said

he believed very lew clergymen were receiving
the half of their incomes,

t;

as, I dare say, you
know very welL sir." he added, addressing him-
self to Hercules.

by my own personal experience, my
lord." replied Mr. Woodward.

Then your income is paid; you are a lucky
ad Mr. Pepper.

I never received mv seventy-five more regul-

forded him an opportunity of reading the grand-
masters and grand-secretaries a lecture which

they did not soon forget. He told them, that if

they could not reconcile peace and charity with
their orange principles, the sooner they plucked
the orange ribbons from their coats the better

;

that bad as the pope was, there was another

spiritual personage against whom Christians

ought to be still more on their guard : that they
were to purify politics with religion, not defile

religion with "politics; that he detested popery
as much, he hoped, as any man could, but that

he utterly despaired of smothering it with orange
lilies, or bawling and drumming it out of the

country. This speech caused a" general set to

be made upon the curate, who had need of all

his prowess to sustain his numerous assailants.

Colonel Dabzac said, dryly, that he had heard
Mr. Woodward was one of themselves.

My principles are orange, sir,'' replied Her-
cules ;'

' but I am very far from approving of the

doings of a great many of our party."
; -

Pray which of our doings do you disapprove
of?" asked Mr. Pepper, sneering'ly.

i: As I was riding here, this day." said the

curate,
" I passed a church ten miles from this,

and I saw an orange flag floating from the

steeple. I disapprove of that, sir; f disapprove
of it mightily : that, sir, is what I call defiling
religion with politics."

;iat all you have to find fault with?"
asked Lord Brabble.

-No, nor the half, my lord,'
? answered Her-

cules, roundly. "I don't like your orange
lodges, what you call your organization ;

I don't

see the sense, and still less do I see the grandeur
of it. Grand men ought to be above meeting in

holes and corners. I don't like secrecy, my lord.

What legitimate object is there which may not
be achieved by proceedings in the face of the
world? The presumption is, and will always
be, that when men enter secret associations,

whether in Tanderagee, or in Tipperary, their

objects are of a nature that look better in a weak
light than a strong one. And another reason,

my lord, is this, that if ice have our John Knox
lodge, and our Beresford lodge, depend upon it

the time will come when others will have their

I disap.Emmet clubs and Wolfe Tone clubs,

prove of all such bodies, whether the ribbon *is

green or orange ; they are all capable of doing
mischief, and the best of them can possibly do

arly." said the curate, in a tone that reached the
j

no good."
four corners of the table

;
and if he had taken up

|

'' My uncle's a fine fellow," said the Honor-
a decanter, and flung it at his niece's head, he able Tom to the Honorable John, as they both
could hardly have shocked her more than by his moved together from the dining-room.
blunt mention of the sum which, being the exact
arithmetical symbol of curacy, at once dispersed
all the obscurity that belonged to the phrase

"country clergyman.
75

Several people present (Lord Brabble and Tom
Flinch, for instance) liked Hercules all the more

"Devilish fine," said the Honorable John,

heartily weary of the political squabble, daring
which the wine had been kept standing half an
hour before Lord Brabble.

Hercules thought the rest of the evening
dreadfully tedious, so anxious was he to have a

f
'

i i i

for his honest speech, but some looked scornful, | private conference with his niece, who, upon
and Arabella herself devoutlv wished him at the

\

her part, was equally fidgety to learn what could
_ 1 f* 1 1 T T TIT **. . 1 1 _ M 1 I 1

"
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place from which Lady Western insisted on be-

lieving him just returned.
It seemed, however, as if the presence of a

possibly have brought him to her house, and not

undisturbed by shabby suspicions that his visit

was connected with the distressed affairs of her

poor working clergyman had the effect of a wet
j

family.
blanket ;n the company in general, for there was ; At'length the drawing-room was left to them-
no more conversation until the ladies were gone.

|
feelves, and Arabella, throwing herself on a sofa,
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; rn.
"

Goneril:" as he ragged offhis boots and his coats,
" How I did pity yon, my dear uncle." she and flung them to all corners of the room.

eaid, with her counterfeit earnestness : -a clever

man like you seated between that prosy old

woman, and an absolute idiot like Tom Flinch.'

He seems a very good-natured young man.

said Hercules; "he was very obliging and
LVI.

attentive to me at dinner/
' : Oh. but. sir, I should have so liked to have

had you all to myself: we have so many things
to talkabo

CHAPTER
THE 30CROSCOPE.

"Oh, coward conscience, bow dost thou affiet me!"
RlCHAlD HI.

THE Spensers continued for a considerable

time the guests of the Woodwards, and fortu-

inany things, Arabella, and such sad nately the crazy old white house was elastic, or

things." said Hercules, with deep solemnity, lit would not have answered the demands now
seating himself at her side. made upon it by the consolidation of the two

. sad indeed," said his niece: i;
I can't families. Though Dabzac House was not open

tell you, sir. how distressing it is to be obliged to the rector in his adversity, many more agree-
to receive all this company at such a time." , able mansions were, both in Ireland and En-

And, as she spoke, she raised the corner of her : gland ;
but it did not suit his depressed spirits to

little handkerchief of snowy gauze, to receive make tours of visits : and Elizabeth, in the

any pearly tribute which her eyes might be

disposed to pay to the claims of sympathy and

kindred.

Arabella looked, spoke, and dressed sorrow !

spirit of retrenchment, had taken upon herself

the education of her little brothers and

which was an additional reason for remaining

stationary and retired. A happy domestic revo-

was now their school-room : they were instructed

bv the lips of beautv. and governed by the hand

very respectably. Black lace, white cambric, lution it was to the little Spensers, after the

and downcast eyelids do a great deal : besides
j
negligent tyranny of Mrs. Peacock. The bou-

we all know what an advantage a handsome doir of an affectionate and accomplished
Mrs. HaDer or Mrs. Beverley has over a plain
one. Arabella imposed upon*her uncle, and yet
he found it no easy matter to bring the conver- of love. Carry called it the golden age of

sation to the desired point. At length he found i Queen Bess, and Hercules said it was a little

what he thought a tolerably fair opening ra in his chrono:
j

.ppose you have heard/' he said, -that I The death of Lady Bonham. while it added to

it has been found necessary to dispose of the
j

Miss Spenser's sorrows, produced an unexpected
furniture and other property at the parsona,

Arabella answered in the affirmative, with a

most touching expression of regret.
The furniture plate pictures horse*

-n CpClLSCl S 5VHUW s. pl^*JUA;cvi ttu iuic-a.^-\,w

change in the arrangements of the family. Lord
Bonham went abroad immediately after'his loss;

but, before he went, prevailed upon Mr. Spenser
to settle himself for some time at his shooting
lodge, in the mountains to the north of the

parsonage. It was painful to leave the Wood-

wards, but the rector felt that he had been long

interrupting him; -my poor father ahv nugh a burden to his curate: and another

such a very high value on his library/" | consideration, of a totally different kind, disposed
Hercules was overjoyed ;

his niece was actu- ! Elizabeth also to accept the offer of Bonham

Lodge. Her deceased friend had left three

children of a tender age, who were now at the

lodge, under the care of a person in whom Miss

carriages" repeated Hercules, detailing the

items of poor Mr. Spenser's sacrifices.

the books!" exclaimed Mrs. Dabzac,

ally anticipating the object of his mission. He
hastened to tell her that the books were not yet
disposed of, an4, for the first time in his I

fondled down her stately name from Arabella to Spenser knew that Lord Bonham placed but
"~ "

i . i & v J /*!_' -.""[+.-
Bell.

"It was only this very morning,'' she added,
"the cqjonel and I were talking on ti:

subject."
Hercules seized both her small white hands

with his huge brown ones, and could almost have

little confidence. The idea of being useful to

these little ones immediately occurred to her, for

her mind was something like her good uncle
:

s

house, it was always so ready to expar
for any number of new virtues or new duties.

xlward. she was more satis-

fied upon the whole than displeased at this new
turn of events, for she knew that her niece re-

knelt to her.

"We were saying." she added, -that
book-cases alone would produce several hundred quired all the support of constant and engross-

pounds at a London auction." occupations through her complicated trials;
Hercules dropped her hands as if her fingers \ Mrs. Woodward's own experience told her how

were adders. He was expecting her pretty little time maternal ofiices leave for brooding
mouth to drop pearls and diamonds, and it on recollections, or indulging fancies : and she

opened to let out reptiles. He gave a very loose encouraged and applauded Elizabeth's benevo-
and unsatisfactory account of the remainder of

,

lent resolution, as the v old possibly
his interview with Mrs. Dabzac. Carry con- take in her present circumstances,
eluded that he had given too loose a rein to his i The idle and talkative women of Dublin (for

indignant emotions. Certain it was that he left
j

there were a few such women in that capital at
Dabzac House the following morning long before the period of these events) took a different view
breakfast, and arrived at" Red of the matter.

ride almost as remarkable as Turpic '> to talk," said Lady Brabble to
s a Regan, Carry ;

she's a Goneril," he Mrs. Pepper, -of Lord Bonham bek r
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Spenser's old college acquaintance ;
there's no

disguising the fact, that Miss Spenser is going
to Bonhara Lodge in the capacity of a governess ;

the world will look upon it in no other light, at

all events."
" I'm told Lord Bonhara is to allow her fifty

pounds a year," said Miss Vallancey.
"Don't you pity poor pretty Mrs. Dabzac,

with such relations such a brother and such a
sister?" said Lady Towser.

"It's positively beginning to affect her spirits
and her looks, poor thing," said another member
of the group.
"I foresaw what it would end in, when I

heard of the scrapes the brother got into," said

old Mrs. Loquax ;

"
my rule is always to judge

of girls by their brothers."

But, undeterred by the slanderous gossip of

her sex, Elizabeth Spenser entered upon her en-

larged sphere of usefulness, and in the employ-
ment of the present labored to forget the griefs
and the impressions of the past. It was a lovely

September morning when the Spensers parted
in tears from their affectionate relatives, and at

a late hour in the evening of the same day they
reached their new abode.

Bonham Lodge was situated in an angle of

the coast, about a mile from the beach. The
mountains were piled about it in fantastic mass-

es, possessing every variety of picturesque at-

traction that wood, rock, heath, and water, with
their infinite combinations, could give them.
The house was a cottage in form, but had some
excellent rooms, and was built in the massive

style that the stormy character of the coast ren-

dered indispensable for stability and safety.

Being comfortably furnished, and so charmingly
situated, it was a most desirable place to pass
a few weeks at, particularly at the season when
the Spensers went there

;
and Mrs. Woodward

was wont to say, that the only thing against it

was the circumstance that the only road by
which it was accessible from Redcross was also

the road to Castle Dawson.
But it was now a good while since the pro-

prietor of that dismal mansion had presumed to

molest Elizabeth; she had almost ceased to

think of him, and little dreamed of the fresh

persecution that even now, in her grief and sol-

itude, was impending over her. Little did the

rector dream that he was actually connected

himself with Dawson in the most unpleasant

way 5 namely, as his debtor for a considerable

sum of money. The reader will recollect the

loan which Sharkey, the attorney, had negotiat-
ed for Mr. Spenser ;

the money had been found

by Dawson, and the rector had accepted bills,

which Dawson held not only as securities for

the repayment, but (as he sordidly and vaguely
calculated) as a means of influencing the daugh-
ter through the father's difficulties. In this

scheme, however, he was baffled by the curious

train of circumstances which we have now to

relate.

When the bills were about to fall due (which
was soon after the removal to Bonham Lodge),
Mr. Spenser was but ill-prepared to meet them,
and wrote to Mr. Sharkey with a view to pro-
cure renewals, or, in other words, to postpone
the period of payment. Dawson was pinched
for money at the time quite as much as the rec-

tor was
;
indeed it was nothing btrt the desper-

ate state of his affairs which, engrossing all his

thoughts, had so long protected Miss Spenser
from his attentions, but he could not resist the

temptation now thrown in his way, of at once

revealing himself as Mr. Spenser's benefactor,
and confirming his hold by preserving that gen-
erous character still longer. The rector's sur-

prise and Elizabeth's horror were extreme,
when Sharkey's reply disclosed who the owner
of the bills really was. The affair was managed
adroitly enough by both worthy solicitor and

worthy client. The former communicated Mr.

Spenser's- request to the latter; the latter wrote
to the former, cordially agreeing to the propo-
sal, and graciously offering any accommodation
the rector desired

;
then Mr. Sharkey forwarded

the substance of this interesting correspondence
to Bonham Lodge, not without the expression
of a fear that Mr. Dawson would be displeased
at having his name made known in the transac-
tion. It was no easy matter to unriddle Mr.

Sharkey's writing, he wrote such an execrable
hand

;
and to this circumstance the rector owed

his escape from the trap laid for him, for he was
obliged to call in the aid of his daughter to read
the letter, and she fell at her father's knees al-

most swooning, when at last she deciphered the

name of Dawson.

"Oh, papa!" she exclaimed, recovering her

self,
" do not put yourself under any further ob-

ligation to that man
; surely you are not driven

to have recourse to such assistance."

In the most earnest and touching manner was
this petition made, and the amiable rector loved

her too tenderly to refuse it, although his con-

stitutional weakness, and the facility of renew-

ing an old negotiation, would probably have led

him to continue Dawson' s debtor, had not this

fortunate accident happened to prevent it. He
wrote that day, nay that very hour (for Eliza-

beth anxiously pressed him), to thank Mr. Daw-
son for his kindness in grateful terms, declining,

however, to avail himself of it, on the ground
that altered circumstances made it desirable to

him to close the transaction. How to raise the

money to pay the bills was then the next ques-

tion, and while both father and daughter were

deliberating on that point, and taking such steps
as seemed most advisable, a man rode up to the

lodge, mounted on a strong white horse
;

it

was Dawson himself.

A great alteration had taken place not only
in his position, but in his personal appearance,
since the last time the rector saw him. The

portrait we drew of him in a previous chapter
must now be retouched. He was no longer the

picture of robust vice, and immorality with a

good digestion. Anxiety was plowing his

forehead, and delving hollows in his cheeks
;

even his carbuncles were beginning to pale,

though intemperance supplied their fires with
even more than their former fuel. His eyes,

however, had grown red, as if at the expense
of his cheeks

; they looked languid, as if sleep

rarely visited their lids, yet watchful as if they

momentarily expected the approach of an ene-

my, or the explosion of a mine. How his posi-
tion was altered will be related afterward

;
it is

sufficient to mention here that he was no longer
a member of parliament.

Elizabeth fled, terrified, to her chamber, and

immured herself there on the pretext of indispo-
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jition, firmly resolved not to appear as long as

a visitor so detested haunted the house. He in-

flicted his bad company on the rector for three

days, pressing his services upon him. and still

hoping that Miss Spenser would come forth and

receive his homage It would be injustice,

however, to Dawson, not to add that he was far

from being unconcerned at the misfortunes that

had befallen Sydney, and that he would have done

any thing in his power, short of personal risk and

exposure, to repair the evils of which he himself

was so much the cause. It was even possible
that he might have involved himself, by his feel-

ings on this point, in admissions of a dangerous
nature, had not the rector, on the first mention
of his son's name, begged to be spared the fruit-

less discussion of a painful topic.
The seclusion of Elizabeth, and her firmness

in maintaining it, embarrassed and mortified

Dawson beyond measure. He scarcely refrain-

ed from making it a subject of complaint to the

rector, but with all his assurance did not ven-

ture to hazard the rebuff to which such extreme

presumption would have exposed him, even
from Mr. Spenser. If ever Dawson felt dis-

tinctly and painfully the utter hopelessness of

his pretensions, it was in the presence of the

object of them, or in the society of her family.
Still he was always courting the position in

which he felt most humiliated. His pursuit of

Elizabeth had all along been a sort of monoma-
nia more or less active at particular times, ac-

cording as circumstances chanced to excite it,

or other passions more or less engaged him;
but its roots were deep, for it had its origin in

his inordinate self-conceit, and for the same rea-

son it was utterly incurable even by the strong-
est possible demonstrations of repugnance on
the part of the lady. Otherwise the delusion

would long ago have been dispelled. Such men
feel as if they were actually under recognizances
to their own vanity never to take a repulse, or

own that any woman has been found to resist

their captivations. They have committed them-
selves to a hopeless adventure

; possibly made
their object notorious by boasting and swagger-
ing among their associates

;
and they prefer the

ostentation of vainly persisting, to the ridicule

of pocketing all their affronts and going about
their business. No consideration for the person,
the peace of whose life is sacrificed in this bar-
barous and selfish game, ever enters the minds
of the daring yet despicable coxcombs who
play it.

Mr. Spenser had also been peremptory at

first on the subject of the accommodation which
his guest desired to force upon him

;
but on the

morning of the third day, the answers he re-

ceived from the parties to whom he had applied
for assistance to discharge his obligations, prov-
ing extremely unfavorable, he began to waver
in his resolution, and was on the point of violat-

ing the promise he had made to his daughter,
and again involving himself with Dawson, when
the opportune arrival of the Woodwards (to pay
their first visit to the lodge) changed the posture
of affairs.

Great was the vexation of both the curate and
his wife, but of Carry especially, when they
found the rector entertaining a man whose pres-
ence was intolerable to his fair and virtuous

daughter. Dawson was not in the house at the

moment of their arrival, so they expressed their

sentiments freely.

Carry went immediately to visit her niece in

her captivity, and Mr. Sp'enser took his brother

in-law apart to put him in possession of the state

of his affairs, and particularly the difficulty which

immediately pressed him. Hercules no sooner

cast his eye upon Mr. Sharkey's letter, than he

cried out immediately that the hand-writing was
the same as that on the paper which the police
had found in the subterraneous chamber under
the Black Castle.

"
Carry has it in her pocket," he added; "she

has kept "it there ever since
;

it will be curious

to make the comparison."
" Hercules strode away to his wife, who came

back with him
;
the two papers were placed side

by side, and the ascertained characters on the

one serving to determine the doubtful ones on
the other, not only the identity of the hands was

placed beyond dispute, but it was also most sat-

isfactorily established that the paper discovered

in the vault was the envelope of some letter

which Dawson had received from his attorney.

"Now," said Mrs. Woodward," if we could

only decipher the writing in pencil on the other

side !"

She had scarcely uttered the words, when the

curate's eye was attracted by a solar microscope
which stood on a table near a window, where
the rector had, that very morning, been exhibit-

ing the seed of the fern and the blazonry of a

butterfly's wing to his little son. Hercules took

the paper, placed it under the glasses, arranged
the instrument properly, and the experiment was
so successful, that he actually read aloud the list,

or inventory, of which it had already been sus-

pected that the writing consisted. Among other

things he came to the following item: "Two
marble busts" upon which Mrs. Woodward
instantly suggested that these might possibly be
the busts found in the island, and at that moment
in the rector's library at the parsonage.

" Whose hand is the inventory written in ?"
asked Mr. Spenser.

Carry applied her eye to the glass, and did

not recognize it
;
Hercules failed also

;
then the

rector looked himself, and pronounced it Daw-
son's, without a question.

Carry went off to communicate all this to her

niece.

Almost at the same moment Dawson entered.

Hercules had not met him since he had first

changed his opinion of his character, in conse-

quence of his stolen visit to Redcross, now two
summers since. In the interval many things had
occurred to corroborate the impression which
that occurrence left upon the curate's mind.

Dawson quickly and keenly felt that Hercules

was his friend no longer. There was no mistake

about Woodward's manner; he never smiled

when he was frowning inwardly ;
and when he

took the hand of a man he despised or disliked,

he never squeezed his fingers. He made Daw-
son extremely uncomfortable, by the way in

which he now received him, so clearly did it

show that, for some cause or another, he had ut-

terly forgotten the night on Loch Erne, and even
the gallant saving of his niece's life. But worse
was in store for the unwelcome guest. Wander-

ing about the room he approached the micro-

scope.
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" "We have just been trying its powers upon

the faint writing on that scrap of paper," said

Hercules, in tones as deep and hoarse as

the murmur of the waves upon the neighboring
shore.

Dawson stooped and looked in. There he saw
and recognized with the dismay that may be im-

agined a rough catalogue made with his own
hand of the property of which he had rifled the

creditors of his father's estate. His posture pre-
vented the rector and curate from remarking
how the wonders of the microscope affected the

muscles of his face, but no doubt they expressed
a stronger feeling than that of a gratified philo-

sophical observer.

"Extremely curious," said Hercules, intently

gazing in Dawson's face, the instant he raised

it from the glass.

"Extremely," said the other, neither liking
nor understanding the curate's keen, steady

scrutiny.
Woodward then withdrew the paper, turned

it up, as if without intention, and again fixing
his alarming eye on the disconcerted profligate,
addressed him, and said

"By-the-by, Mr. Dawson, this is a scrap of

paper which the police found at the Black Cas-
tle it seems to be the back of a letter perhaps
you can help us to read the writing."
Now Dawson's face turned all colors in less

than a second
; and, divided between the fear of

being frank and the danger of excessive caution,
he pretended, inability to decipher the address,
but said, with an awkward laugh and a husky
voice, that the hand was not unlike his at-

torney's.
" So we were just saying," said the rector, in

his quietest manner, but it cut Dawson as if

with a stiletto; for it made him apprehensive
that some secret investigation or discussion was

going on about his dark practices at Castle Daw-
son, and that the Spenser family knew much
more than he wished of his secret history.

It was a relief to him when Mrs. Woodward
entered. Her notice of him was studiously su-

percilious and unpleasant, for, in truth, she came
down with a deliberately-formed resolution to

drive him from the lodge before dinner; but it

did not deter him from hoping that she had found
her niece better. Carry's reply was contempt-
uously inarticulate. Dawson, whom it was the

hardest thing in the world to abash, persevered,
and said he hoped Miss Spenser would soon be
able to leave her room.

" She has no present intention of it," returned
Mrs. Woodward : not inaudibly, as before, but
with the utmost possible distinctness, and in a
tone that left no doubt whatsoever as to the

meaning of her words.
Dawson mounted his wiiite horse and went

almost as abruptly as he came. The house
looked brighter and the air felt purer when he
was gone. Elizabeth came forth from her hid-

ing-place, and instantly placed a letter in her
father's hands, which relieved him from the em-
barrassment of his obligation to her persecutor.
She had been more successful in her financial

operations than the rector. No sooner did he
consent upon her account to repudiate Dawson's
offer of accommodation, than she felt herself

called upon to make every exertion in her power
to procure from some other quarter the aid he

wanted. After much anxious consideration of
the subject, she could think of nobody so likely
to stand her friend as Mr. Trundle, though she
felt that to apply to him (after the little fraud
she had formerly committed, during his visit to

the parsonage) was something like an attempt
to impose upon him a second time. However,
she made up her mind to write to him, not only
as her father's friend, but as Lord Bonham's

agent and representative ;
and his prompt and

cordial answer, actually inclosing a draft for

the sum required, proved beyond a doubt that a

man may have his mind stuffed with idle crotch-

ets, and his heart at the same time replenished
with solid worth.

While the Spensers and Woodwards were

spending the evening in something like the old

way, before misfortune overtook them, Dawson
was galloping across the dreary brown mount-

ains, not to his own house, but in the direction

of Redcross. He looked, when the shades of

night began to gather round him, not unlike the

dreary horseman of a Rhenish legend ;
he looked

defeated, yet dangerous ;
even since morning

his visage seemed to have grown darker, and
his eye more expressive of evil, as if his mind
was beginning to harbor some purpose deeper
and blacker than had hitherto entered into his

most licentious calculations. And if then you
could have turned that corrupted and tumul-
tuous mind inside out (as naturalists do with
certain zoophytes to examine their internal

structure), you would have seen that it

was so.

His route, on leaving Bonham Lodge, lay by
the Black Castle and the parsonage, across the

water
;
he passed the perilous ruins at full speed,

eying them apprehensively over his shoulder, as

they glimmered in the twilight, and reared their

gaunt towers against the faded sky. The whist-

ling of the evening wind in the ivy seemed to

interrogate him as to his past life, and the few

rays of light that straggled through the chasms
or loop-holes in the walls glared upon him like

the stern, pale eyes of justice. He would have
shunned the parsonage, had it been possible, for

it was only associated in his mind with mortifi-

cation and repulse ;
but to reach the water it

was necessary to pass beneath its very windows.
Those of the library stood partially open : the

servants had been airing the apartment and had

lighted a fire there, which faintly illuminated

the walls, no longer hidden by literary treasures.

Dawson peered in, but there was nothing left of

all that had once made that room so refined and

beautiful, save two busts, which stood seeming-
ly staring at one another, like Calpe gazing ^at

Alyla. Dawson trembled and raised the win-

dow-sash. There was nobody at hand to mark
or hear what he did. He stepped into the li-

brary, and instantly recognized the pieces of

statuary which had formerly done duty in the

gallery of his mock ancestors. There was

nothing very wrong in an acquaintance of the

Spenser family, as he was, raising a window
and stepping into an unfurnished apartment; he
had seldom been guilty of a less shabby action

,

yet he felt like a housebreaker at that moment,
and the sound of a door opening and shutting at

a distance scared him as if in the middle of a

burglary. He rushed back to his horse, and
hurried to the little quay, but there was no boat
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there to transport him across the loch. His

only resource was a desperate one
;
but he was

in the mood to dare any thing. He sprang upon
his steed, with whip and spur impelled him into

the water, and with the utmost possible diffi-

culty gained the further side of the creek in

safety. Thence, dripping and jaded, he pursued
his way to Redcross, where he passed the night
in a low carouse with the Peacocks and the cai-

tiff Thomson. The following morning, at a late

hour, he had a private conference with Lucy
and Thomson at the inn where he stopped, and

almost immediately afterward started in a

chaise for Dublin, en route for London.
The conference with the perfidious post-mis-

tress was an important one. Dawson obtained

from her an account of proceedings and move-
ments in which he was deeply concerned

;
he

learned that Vivyan had for some time main-

tained a correspondence not only with Mr. and
Mrs. Woodward, but with Mr. Hogg, the sex-

ton, and Maguire, the proctor ;
that Tetters had

also passed between the curate and Markham, and
that several had also been dispatched to Sydney,
directed to Quebec. Lucy had actually taken

down in writing the substance of some of those

letters, and the dates of all
;
and it was evident

to Dawson that in one quarter, at least, there

was no intention of letting the investigation

drop. It enraged him to think that, of all men
in the world, it was Elizabeth's accepted lover

who was thus secretly hunting him. He had
never seen Vivyan but once, at the pic-nic upon
the island, and upon that occasion, (although

Vivyan and Spenser were then total strangers),
Dawson had conceived a violent dislike to him,
which was subsequently strengthened and in-

flamed by jealousy, when he discovered that

Frank occupied the proud place which he vain-

ly coveted for himself. Dawson paid sharp
attention to the dates of the correspondence

betrayed to him, and observed that for nearly
three weeks there had been no letter received

at the Redcross post-office. This looked as if

the inquiry had been given up, or intermitted
;

but there was another conclusion to be drawn
from the circumstance, and one which was
strongly confirmed by a letter of Markham's,
namely, that the course of investigation might
have led Vivyan to America. Lucy herself was
of that opinion. It seemed natural that he
should have followed Sydney, to consult with
him upon the proceeeings to be taken; but
another and more

disagreeable view of the case
occurred to Dawson himself, whose conscience

poignantly hinted that, if Vivyan had indeed
crossed the Atlantic, his motive might be to

discover and produce Lamb. It was in Lamb's

power completely to establish Sydney's inno-

cence, but unluckily he held the fate of the

guilty in his hands as well as of the innocent, so

that the very idea of his being found and induced
to return to Ireland, made Dawson perspire with
alarm. Without confiding to his fair friend the
extent of his fears, or the true nature of them,
he adjured her at parting to watch the corre-

spondence of the Spenser family with redoubled

vigilance, and to be particular in apprizing him
of the import of all American letters. Between
fear, jealousy, rancor, and despair, he carried

a little private pandemonium with him on his

journey to England.

CHAPTER LVII.

DOWNWARD CAREER OF DAWSON.
" Who plays the knave, without a knave's advantage,

Plays the fool also; 'tis the sharper's fortune,
Who played with loaded dice and lost the game."

THE TABLES TURNED.

NOTHING had thriven, for some time back,

publicly or privately, with Dawson. It is nec-

essary to trace briefly his recent parliamentary
career, in order to explain the precise position

I

in which he stood at the present moment. He
I had, of late, been growing heartily sick of the
1

life of a legislator, or, to speak more correctly,
he was become thoroughly disgusted at having
turned his influence hitherto to no good personal
account. He procured an appointment for

Sharkey ;
it was the last Dawson job ;

and

j

Sharkey, in return, urged his generous patron
to press his own claims, "make his hay while

the sun shone," and demand something from
the government commensurate in emolument
and dignity to the rank of a member of Parlia-

ment. Dawson then worried the ministry for

himself, as a hundred, times before he had wor-
ried it for others

;
he became as formidable as

Mr. Fosberry with his liquid guano, or Mr
Trundle with his petition for the thirty mill-

ions
;
he badgered the Home Office, he belea-

guered the Treasury, he infested Downing-
street, and he laid siege to Dublin Castle. Glad-

ly would the government have promoted and ex-

tinguished him
;
but it \vas not an easy matter

to manage ;
he was too vain, as well as too

grasping, to accept of small offices, and it was

impossible to confer any considerable post upon
him without damaging the public service to a

degree not to be hazarded, either by a consci-

entious or a prudent administration. At length
his necessities became too pressing, and since he
could make nothing by his seat in any other

way, in a tempest of rage and disappointment,
he made up his mind to sell it. Dawson sold

the good-will of Rottenham for a thousand

pounds, and accepted the Chiltern Hundreds,
the only situation in life he ever filled without a
blemish upon his character. He parted with
his constituents with more hilarity than honesty.

They gave him a farewell dinner, and he made
them an oration, crammed with honor and vir-

tue, as full as the speech of the expiring fox in

the fable. He put his retirement on the grounds
of his utter despair of ever achieving any thing
for Ireland in the Imperial Parliament he,
whose name had never been attached as sponsor
to a single bill, who had never even suggested
to others a measure of the slightest public util-

ity, who had never done a day's work on any
committee of useful inquiry, and who had never

requested an interview with a minister, except
to propose or promote a job. Nobody at the

farewell dinner taunted him with this, for every

guest at the table was either his dupe or his ac-

complice ;
the worthy elector who proposed his

health was as arrant a political swindler as the

retiring senator himself, and expected to make
a nice thing of the new election for the borough.
The feast ended with an extraordinary melange
of brutality and sentiment, a scene not to be wit-

nessed except in the political conviviality of a

place like Rottenham. The banqueters grew
tender as they grew tipsy. Their eyes filled as

the bottles emptied, and at length it came to
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falling on each other's necks, and embracing |

each other frantically. Every body tried to em-
brace Dawson, who wept like Niobe, and at

three o'clock in the morning by the town clock,

overpowered by punch and pathos, he rolled on
the floor in the arms of his friend Sharkey, while

another disconsolate attorney tumbled and rolled

over both, vainly endeavoring, in the frenzy of

fondness, to clasp Dudley to his breast.

In a few days after this affecting incident

Dawson received the sum for which he had bar-

tered his parliamentary position. In a few days
more, not a shilling of that sum remained in his

pocket ; yet it was at that very moment he

sought to force his aid upon Mr. Spenser, who
had only declined the benefactions of a bankrupt.

'

No sooner did the rector find a friend in need
;

in Mr. Trundle, than he hastened to acquit him
self of his previous obligations. In fact, Daw-
son received the amount of the bills before they
were strictly due : but it was no longer in the

power of money to save him. Between his

debts and his passions, there was a gulf that
j

would have swallowed up a large fortune
;
his

j

creditors snatched what they could
;
the rest was

hazarded and lost at the gaming-table, or on the

turf, and the characterless roue was cut in the

morning by the men who had fleeced him the

night before.

The day on which he received the amount of

the bills from Mr. Spenser was almost the last

of his London life. Flushed by the fullness of

his purse, and being always social in a dissolute

way, he invited Sharkey and some more worthies
to a dinner at Blackwall. Dawson had ceased
to be an eater

;
but he drank the deeper in pro-

portion, and on this occasion outdid all his former
Bacchanalian exploits. Before dinner was half

over, he had commenced vaporing about con-

science and duty, as he always did when the

wine began to tell upon his brain. With the

claret he began to swagger about his plans as

a country gentleman ;
vowed he would put

Castle Dawson in thorough repair ;
blustered

about planting and draining ;
threw himself

back ostentatiously in his seat, flung open his

tawdry waistcoat, and deplored the time and
talents he had squandered in the House of Com-
mons, which might have been spent so much
more profitably living on his estate and improv-
ing the country.

" In the buzzom of a happy and continted tin

antry," stammered Sharkey, dropping his head
on the table, and instantly dreaming of eject-
ments.

By what road, or by what conveyance, that

jovial party got back to town, after that night's

entertainment, was utterly unknown to all of

them except Dawson, whom wine unfortunately
inflamed without stupefying ;

for it left him in

that state of excitement which usually drove
,

him to Crockford's. Thither he repaired, after
|

seeing his company safe in the hands of the !

watchmen, and dice ended the night, as de-
1

bauchery counts the hours.

CHAPTER LVIII.

THE BURLINGTON.
"
Mischief, thoa art swift

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men."
ROMEO AND JULIET.

IMAGINE yourself now in a bed-room in the

Burlington. A bed has just been deserted.
The late occupier is flung in a great chair near
a table at some distance from the couch. It is

Dawson, just risen at two o'clock in the day.
His posture and attire is that of the ruined game-
ster in the "Rake's Progress." The table is

covered with all the appliances of vulgar fop-

pery, in addition to letters, newspapers, pistols,
and soda-water and brandy. The room is filled

with parliamentary and rakish rubbish of all

sorts. In one corner is a chaos of blue books
5

in another a heap of clothes unpaid for, and bills

never to be settled
;

in a third, a collection of
brass-knockers torn by the senator from hall-

doors. Scarce an article in the chamber but
tells a tale of profligacy. Wonderful it is how
some men live as they do, surrounded night and

day with the monuments of their follies and their

crimes.

Dawson is a ruined man. He lost last night
the entire of the sum repaid him by Mr. Spen-
ser. Even his bill at Lovegrove's will never be

discharged. He is utterly ruined, and sits there
in the savage gloom of desperation, nobody yet
knowing how utterly and hopelessly lost he is,

not even the friend of his youth and the attor-

ney of his bosom.
He has just dispatched a note to Sharkey, in

order to acqiiaint him with the results of last

night's amusement.
"
Bob," said Dawson, when his friend arrived,

wonderfully fresh after the night's excess,
"
Bob,

I'm done at last."

"I don't feel quite comfortable myself," said

Sharkey, supposing that Dawson alluded to the
effects of last night's dissipation.

"It's not that, Bob; I'm done brown."

Sharkey laughed.
"

It's not brown you are," he said,
" but blue,

Dud.
; you are always blue before breakfast."

Dawson acquainted him with the mishaps of
the night.
"I'm cleaned out, Bob, and that's the long

and the short of it
;

I must run."
"What's come over you this morning?" ask-

ed Sharkey, growing a little serious.

Dawson then made the fullest financial state-

ment he had ever made to his man of business
in his life, and in ten minutes fully convinced
him he was worth several thousand pounds less

than nothing.
"It's a bad business, Dud."
" You may say that, Bob."
" And where do you think of running to ?"
"I have a brother in Van Dieman's land, and

I'm thinking of joining him, scraping together
all I can, and speculating desperately in sheep."

"It's a bad business, Dud."

"Bob, I haven't told you half my business

with you this morning," said Dawson.
"I hope you have told me the worst half,"

said the other.

"I'm thinking of going to Castle Dawson for

a few days, to wind up affairs there."
"
I wouldn't advise you to do any such thing,"

said the attorney ;

"
people might be looking for

you whom you wouldn't like to have at your
heels

;
and besides, what affairs have you tc

wind up there or any where else ?"

"Yes, but I have," said Dawson; "and, at

all events, wouldn't I like to see the old place



MY UNCLE THE CURATE. 143

once more before I lave it forever
; many a rol-

licking day we had there, Bob."

"Many a queer thing was done there, Dud."

"Many a queer thing," said Dawson, repeat-

ing the attorney's words, whether abstractedly,
or with a new meaning, it was hard to say.
His looks puzzled Sharkey, and made him ask

Dawson what he was thinking of.

"I was just thinking," he replied, "that al-

most the only queer thing that was never done

at Castle Dawson, to my knowledge, was but

no matter; that's neither here nor there," he

added, suddenly checking himself.

"No," said Sharkey; "but take my advice,
and don't set your foot in Ireland again, what-
ever you do

;
it would be a risk, Dud."

" What care I for risk," roared Dawson, start-

ing up and striding melodramatically up and

down the disordered room, with his gorgeous
dressing-gown hanging about him, unshaven,

fhastly,

and hideous with sudden passion, to a

egree that frightened Sharkey, who concluded

him delirious between the wine and the losses

of the previous night. At length he stopped ab-

ruptly opposite to the attorney, and broke out

with furious earnestness, although still in the
"
Cambyses' vein," which was second nature

with him "What care I for risk? I never

succeeded in any thing in my life, and I tried

every thing ;
I played every game I played for

money, I played for office, I played for beauty
I played boldly, too

;
I was no dastard was I,

Bob ? I ask you, Bob was I ?"
"No one can say that, Dud., at all events,"

said Sharkey, too much alarmed by the frenzied

manner of his companion to dispute any point
with him.

"
No, by heavens they can't

;
I was no cow-

ard and I was no churl; I was liberal of my
life and my money I risked all and I won noth-

ing. Nothing did me any good. I set my heart
on a girl ; you know who I mean, Bob was
there any thing I didn't do to deserve her ? I

need not tell you, Bob, all I did for her and her

ungrateful family. My money, my talents, my
parliamentary influence, my life; I put all at

their service."
" You did, and I always said so," said Sharkey,

heartily wishing himself out of the house.
" Is she a great fortune is she a Miss Coutts ?

Is there any thing against me ? I mean, that

any one can prove." The voice altered and fell

with this very proper salvo. The point would
have told well on the stage.

" What's between you and me," said Sharkey,
"is neither here nor there."

" Am I a Caliban, Bob ?" was Dawson's next

interrogation.
" You are not that, at all events," replied his

friend, probably thinking that Dawson meant a
cannibal.

"Well, Bob," continued Dawson, "the up-
shot of it all is, that by" (it is unnecessary to

quote Dawson's phrases verbatim)
" I'm not

going to put up with it any longer. I'll ri^ht

myself, if the world won't right me. Either it's

fate or it's witchcraft that's fighting against me,
and by ,

I'll try one fall more with the one
or the other, before I shoot myself. My plan,
Bob, is what I have just told you."" You told me no plan."
"I told you I was going to Castle Dawson."

"I see no plan in that," said Sharkey.
"

It's a resolution, then," said Dawson.
"It's a foolish one," said Sharkey; "and I

don't see what good it will do you with the

lady."
"I'll take leave of her at all events," said

Dawson.
" You are too sentimental, Dud.," said Sharkey,

" but if you must go back to Ireland, go by long

say, I recommend you."
" You don't suppose I'm such a blockhead as

to go any other way, in existing circumstances,"
said Dawson. "

Captain Dowse is in the river

with the brig that did the job for me before."

"Well, there's some sense in that," said

Sharkey.
"You must come with me, Bob," said Dawson.

Sharkey at first positively declined the invita-

tion, which seemed indeed no very tempting one,

falsely alleging that he had a case to attend to

in the House of Lords, but Dawson overcame
his reluctance, partly by holding out the pros-

pect of a glorious farewell debauch with a few
choice fellows like themselves, and the remnant
of the wine in the Castle Dawson cellar, partly

by tender reminiscences of their old rascally

friendship. Sharkey, in truth, was not much
better off in point of fortune or prospects than

the ex-senator himself; and when a man lives

from hand to mouth, the ties are never very
strong that attach him to any particular spot on
the earth's surface. "The attorney further un-

dertook to go down that very day to Blackwall,
and order Captain Dowse to be in readiness to

sail within twenty-four hours.

Sharkey was not long gone upon this mission,

leaving Dawson ruminating upon some dodge
to effect his escape from the Burlington without

settling his bill, when a servant entered and

brought him letters. One was from Mrs. Pea-

cock. He tore it open. Its effect was like the

pouring of oil upon a furnace, or vinegar into a

wound. He started on his feet, tore his hair,

tugged at his neckcloth, and ranged the room

grinding his teeth and stamping like a maniac.
The intelligence more than confirmed his ap-

prehensions as to Vivyan's movements and the

object of them. Two letters, in Vivyan's hand-

writing, bearing American post-marks, had
reached Redcross. The first was addressed to

Mrs. Woodward, but it had been sealed in a

|

manner that baffled Lucy's ingenuity, and with
all her expertness she was forced to content

herself with as much as she could read through
the folds of the paper, without violating the

wax. This was enough, however, to prove
that Vivyan had found Sydney, and that they
were both in quest of the fellow whose evidence

was of such vital consequence. The second,
which arrived with the first, although dated

nearly a fortnight later, was more manageable,
as the post-mistress expressed it

;
it was a letter

to Elizabeth herself, and, as if Mrs. Peacock
desired to drive Dawson frantic, she had copied
almost the whole of it for his information. The
name of Lamb was not mentioned, perhaps
advisedly ;

but the letter (which seemed to have
been written in a delirium of joy) announced in

general terms that the means had been discov-

ered not only of triumphantly acquitting Sydney,
but of establishing charges of almost incredible

enormity against parties who little dreamed of
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the exposure that awaited them. The rest of

Vivyan's letter was all made up of language,
which, though perfectly innocent in its nature,
the writer would never have committed to paper,
had he dreamed of its meeting any eye but Miss

Spenser's. Perhaps this wras the part that most
infuriated Dawson. Accustomed to indulge in

violent bursts of passion, he dashed the furni-

ture about the room, uttered a thousand horrid

imprecations, snatched up a pistol and seemed
on the point of blowing out his brains, then
swallowed brandy, and looked as if about to

tumble into a fit of apoplexy. The brandy,
however, had a composing effect, and Mrs. Pea-
cock's dispatch only confirmed Dawson's pre-
vious intentions. He shaved himself, and looked

a degree less rakish and desperate when Shar-

key rejoined him close to dinner time. They
dined together, and when the attorney learned,
among the confidences of the evening, that the
return of Lamb to Europe was a probable event,
he heartily concurred in the prudence of his
friend's resolution to follow his brother to Van
Dieman's Land.
The following evening, Captain Dowse's ill-

looking brig, with an ill-looking crew, and sev-
eral ill-looking passengers, in addition to Daw-
son and his agent, sailed for the west of Ireland.
It was on the deck at midnight, while they were
both smoking cigars, and the captain was blas-

pheming to his men, that Sharkey first learned
the real object of the voyage.

BOOK XL
CHAPTER LIX.

CAROUSALS.
" At one time he assembled three or four especial good

hacksters and roaring boys, and made them drink like

Templars." RABELAIS.

CAROUSAL at Castle-Dawson. Old times

come back again ;
wine flowing like water

;

awful drinking in the ruinous parlor ;
furious

gaming in the decayed drawing-room; a select

party of insolvents, black-legs, and desperadoes.
It was always a stormy place. The wind

never slept there; nothing reposed within five

miles of it; its atmosphere was the type of

modern Irish patriotism, never a calm, or even
a steady gale ; nothing but squall and bluster.

Now, as if expressly to suit both the riotous

mirth of the guests assembled, and the gloomy
habit of the proprietor's mind, the weather was
dark as well as gusty; it was cold, too, for it

was the fall of the year a damp insinuating
cold which penetrated your bones, and either

cramped you with rheumatism, or wrung you
with tooth-ache.

It was a house that demanded huge fires,

mountains of blankets, and perpetual motion, to

keep its inmates warm
;
and even then it called

for, and almost justified, deep drinking to make
them forget, as soon as possible, what a dreary
place it was at best. Some ruinous houses tell,

even in their decay, that they had once been
virtuous buildings, that the feet of worthy men
had once trodden their halls, and that honest
faces had once gathered round their hearths;
but Castle Dawson told no such story. There
was something more than bleak about its dilapi-
dation. Its decline was not the decline of re-

spectability ;
its antiquity was ill-looking ;

it

reminded you of the old age of vice, which no

lip blesses, and to which no knee bends.

Perhaps it was that the blankets were not

mountainous enough, but certainly the party did

not waste much of their night in bed. Dawson
was of course master of the revels

;
he was dis-

solute and uproarious certainly, but he was too

haggard and abstracted for a Comus. Still he
drank himself, and he cheered the topers ; many
a time, too, did he descend into that mysterious
wine-vault of his, which corresponded with the

ocean, and bring forth remnants of bins, which
fcad been stocked in the gay but wicked days
chronicled by old Sir Joi

The dinners were solid and coarse, but the

company was not fastidious. They drank gen-
erously, and generously overlooked the defi-
ciencies of a bachelor's establishment. The
"
Repeal of the Union" was drunk vociferously

every day; Dawson proposing it in a mad
speech, and Sharkey always roaring for "one
cheer more."

There was an anachronism in these festivities.

They savored of the jovial times before the

union, more than of the saturnine age which
Pitt and Castlereagh had the honor of introduc-

ing. Not only day and night were reversed at
Castle Dawson, but even centuries were turned

topsy-turvy.
But Dawson had not revisited his paternal

mansion on this occasion with mere designs of

hospitality and mirth, however coarse and licen-
tious.

Within a pistol-shot of the house, which Daw-
son used swaggeringly to call his ancestral

mansion, a brig was swinging at anchor, which
Markham's eye would have recognized at a
glance as the same respectable craft which he
had seen trading so mysteriously in books and

pictures on the memorable night of his bivouac
on Spenser Island. If you had gone on board
the Dolphin (for so the brig was named), you
would have seen that active proceedings were
in progress to furnish and decorate her small
cabin with something more than comfort

;
there

was an obvious, if not a very successful, effort

to fit it up with some degree of luxury and re-
finement. Nay, more, you would have been
struck by observing that the ar/rangements were
of a feminine character

; and, in fact, there was
a tight, active, bustling, and good-looking young
woman on board, not merely superintending,
but, with her own smart hands, briskly and

cleverly assisting in putting every thing into

the neatest possible order.

The bed-rooms of Castle Dawson had been
ransacked for the principal part of the furniture
of the cabin, for you may suppose that dressing-
tables, sofas, looking-glasses, and such articles,
were somewhat scarce on board a ship like the

Dolphin, when in the best sailing trim. To
transfer these things from the house to the brig,
the secret communications between the cellars

and the clefts or caves along the beach had been
found extremely convenient; and the small
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black skiff employed in the transportation had

not yet completed its work, but was still to be

seen darting in and out of the mouth of the

cavern, like a boat plying on a subterraneous

canal.

It was night-fall, and the red lights thrown

by the brig's lanterns upon the two rough faces

in the skiff, as well as those which their flam-

beau, in return, cast upon the people on the

deck of the brig, made the scene as picturesque
as the transaction was irregular.
The features of the young woman were very

imperfectly seen, and she seemed not anxious to

display them. Her bonnet was close, and her

hair, disordered by the breeze, and occasionally

by the spray, streamed about her face and

assisted to conceal it. There was nobody, per-

haps, whom she cared to favor with a peep at

any part of her person, for she was most com-

fortably and impenetrably wrapt in a scarlet

mantle, with a gray plaid shawl or scarf folded

over it, and both were not more than the even-

ing required, for it was damp, raw, and blustry,
as indeed it generally was at this dismal part of

the coast.

Occasionally a gust came from off the shore

and brought with it sounds like those of gross

merry-making. Dawson's friends, if not Daw-
son himself, were evidently carousing deeply.
There seemed to be three seamen in the brig

at the time
;
two of them were minding their

business, the third, who seemed to have some

command, was overlooking the operations going
forward, and occasionally trying to engage the

young woman in conversation. But she seemed
disinclined to converse with him, and intent

upon nothing but the business for which she had
come on board. Though the wind evidently

annoyed her, blew her bonnet half off her head,
and made her grapple her shawl about her, she

scarcely spoke at all, but only bit her lip, or

uttered some little peevish but inarticulate ex-

clamation.

The boat issued once more from the cavern :

the effect then was particularly striking. A
ruddy glow strongly illuminated for a moment
the low-browed arch under the cliffs, and the

next instant was diffused over the agitated
water. The boat came along-side, and this

time its cargo was a fractured looking-glass in

i tarnished gilt frame of carved wood, a fragile
table of some fanciful shape and material, and a

couple of old tapestry screens, one of which
was much torn, probably by Sydney Spenser's

pistol-shooting. The articles were not heavy,
and were easily hauled up into the brig.

"Is that the last?" demanded the young
female.

One of the boatmen replied in the affirmative.
" Then I'll just see those things put in their

places," she said, "and I'll return with you."
In about ten minutes she was ready to leave

the brig 5
the seaman who had been desirous to

flirt with her now handed her civilly into the

boat
;
she thanked him curtly, and ordered the

men to pull back into the cave. She was evi-

dently a bold girl ;
for the place she was going

to, the fellows she was trusting herself with,
and the time of the day were sufficient to make
jaost young women a little nervous.

The skin plunged into the hole in the crags,
Those jagged points and splinters sometimes

K

caught the jackets of the boatmen and the dress

of the young female, while the wreaths of sea-

wrack pendent from the roof of the chasm bob-

bed against their foreheads, and now and then

filled their eyes with brine. The air was cru-

elly cold, and the light only just enough to show
the extremities of objects, the points of the

rocks, the tips of the noses, the illuminated

edges of the oiled-skin hats.

The young woman was well pleased when
she reached the foot of the ladder. Directly
the trap-door was opened, down came in gusts
the noise of the coarse conviviality in the dining-
room

5
and the kitchens, with the entire base-

ment story, rang with it, to the exclusion of all

other sounds.

In ordinary times you heard nothing in this

part of the house but the squall and the surge,
and they made sufficient hubbub. But now the

roar of the gayety drowned the thunder of the

waves against the beach, and their dismal

groaning under ground. The girl untied, partly
raised her bonnet, and listened with attention,
as if she wished to distinguish some particular
voice among the rest

;
she then called to one of

the wild attendants who were lounging about
the passages, and ordered him to conduct and

light her to her room. The fellow snatched a

blazing brand of bog-pine from the kitchen-

hearth, and preceded her through the molder-

ing corridors.
" Your master is still with his company," she

said, interrogatorily to her torch-bearer, who,
uncouth as he was, wore a tarnished suit of the

Dawson livery.
The clownish footman, ill at ease in a garb

that had not been made for him, shrugged his

shoulders, and replied in the affirmative.

The room she repaired to was the same re-

mote and small one to which we may remember
that Dawson, upon one occasion, dismissed two

guests of his who were not presentable in decent

society. There was no furniture there now,
save a few creaking chairs and a crazy table

;

a sofa which it formerly contained had been sent

on board the brig. There was, however, a

good turf fire on the hearth, and the lady was
riot sorry to see it, after her long exposure to

the night air. She flung her bonnet on the

table, and sat her down before the blaze, her
feet close to the embers, her arms folded on
her bosom, and her eyes fixed on the flickering

flame, with an expression that did not imply the

most virtuous train of inward meditation.

She probably slept, for on the door being
abruptly flung open, she started up with a

slight scream, and then laughed at herself for

being frightened. It was only Dawson, just

escaped from the dinner-table, at which he had
left his friends perhaps a few of them under it.

The room was very dark, but there was light

enough for present purposes. Dawson's voice

announced the depth of his potations, if not of

his designs.
It was thick and stammering, as he said

"Is all ready, Lucy?"
She replied in the affirmative. He then

asked her whether she had had supper and

wine; but she was doggedly temperate, and

only requested an immediate escort back to

Redcross.

"Not to night, woman," said Dawson.
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But she was peremptory ;
her work was done,

and she must return to her husband. Dawson
pressed her, and cracked some thrice-cracked

jokes at the expense of conjugal fidelity, as if

Lucy had been renowned for fidelity in any
relation of life. However, she was constant to

her resolution now; and the same ke%ne who
had

lighted
her with the blazing faggot was

now directed to convey her on a swift horse
across the hills. Dawson himself helped her on
horseback. She mounted behind her wild con-

ductor, and soon disappeared in the mountain
mists. Until that night Lucy Peacock had

always been a brave girl. If cowardice is a
feminine quality, she was now feminine enough.
She quivered with every bull-rush which the
wind stirred in the fens

;
the wings of the moor-

fowl, fluttered from their nests by the horse's

hool's, dismayed her. She clung with convulsive

tenacity to the waist of her escort, and the little

light that there was in the pitchy sky, instead
of being a source of comfort and hardihood, only
ministered to her terrors, and metamorphosed
every gray stone and wandering sheep into an

object of alarm.

Dawson spent the residue of the night more
soberly than his company. He tore himself
from the social circle to hold clandestine con-
ferences with Sharkey and the commander of
the respectable craft at anchor under his win-
dows. Captain Dowse was the name of that

distinguished officer. He was a short, square,
cadaverous, one-eyed villain, who looked as if

nature had cut him out for the diabolical trade
in men, and as if the horrors of the middle pas-
sage would be cakes and ale to him.

CHAPTER LX.
THE ABDUCTION.

"
Beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree

Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard
Of dragon watch, with unenchanted eye,
To save her blossoms and defend her fruit

From the rash hand of bold incontinence,
Of night, or loneliness, it recks me not :

I fear the dread events that dog them both,
Lest some ill-greeting touch attempt the person
Of our unowned sister." COMUS.

IT was a Friday evening. In September the

days are generally bright in Ireland, but their

span is of course much contracted
;
the sun de-

parts precipitately for the other hemisphere,
and, when there is no moon to "take up the
wondrous tale," the sovereignty of darkness is

soon established. Mr. Spenser had gone over
to Redcross after breakfast to transact some

parochial business, intending to bring the Wood-
wards back with him to the lodge ;

and Eliza-

beth (radiant with joy at the happy news from

America, which had reached her on]y the day
before), having occupied herself within doors
the entire morning, toward the close of the day
went out alone, to take a short stroll, not pur-
posing to go very far from the house. Lord
Bonham had interspersed the heath that clipped
in his wild retreat with little patches of shrubs
and flowers, such as the sea air and the mount-
ain soil suffered to thrive

;
Miss Spenser, hav-

ing old gardening habits, was wont to pay occa-
sional attentions to these tiny oases in the desert,
and she commonly carried a garden-knife in the

pocket of her apron, to ass st her in her little

horticultural operations. Thus occupied on the

day in question, she strayed unconsciously to the

edge of the inclosure, and lingered there awhile,
smitten by the beauty of the evening, and of the

scenery that surrounded her
;
the view bounded

at some points by glorious glimpses of the sea,
at others by the rocky summits of the hills,

which were now attired in the richest autum-
nal colors. The laborers' bell rang six as she
reached the spot we have mentioned, and, as she
did not expect her father to return until near

seven, she passed the inclosure by an opening
in the fence, and planned a short tour, calculated
to lead her back to the lodge in about twenty
minutes. She had not proceeded far befpre she
encountered a young man, whose countenance

impressed her painfully. It was a face familiar

to the reader, but to Miss Spenser entirely un-
known. The fellow, however, was not phys-
ically formidable, even to a woman

;
his shoul-

ders were contracted, and his cheeks pale and

hollow, so that Elizabeth could not help pitying,
while she gladly withdrew her eyes from him.
A few moments brought her to the road side,
and there she was greatly surprised to observe
a chaise, with four horses, drawn up in the

shadow of some trees which grew there. A
charming thought instantly suggested itself, that

it might be Vivyan returned. She advanced to

speak to the postillion, who was standing near
;

he uttered something unintelligible, and she

turned, disappointed, to resume her walk. In
an instant two ruffians, masked and otherwise

disguised, sprang on her from behind the fence
;

there was nobody to hear her shrieks, as they

dragged her to the chaise. Terror now almost
bereaved her of reason. When she first came
to herself, she was alone in the carriage, and
the postillion was urging the horses, at the top
of their speed, across brown hills unknown to

her. Her first thought was to open the door
and cast herselfupon the heath, which the wheels
of the chaise grazed as it swept along. But she
heard the clattering of hoofs behind her; she
was guarded by outriders

;
and she opportunely

recollected that if she was hurt by the fall,

which was so likely to happen, she would only
be the more at the mercy of the villains in whose
hands she was. Who could they be ? what
could this undreamed-of violence mean? whith-
er were they whirling her across the mount-
ains ? The tearful thought quickly flashed upon
her that this could be the atrocity of only one
man in the world. As far, too, as she could
form a notion of the direction in which she was

moving, it was toward Castle Dawson. The

agony of her mind under that conviction (for it

soon became one) is beyond painting. The dan-

gers before her seemed as great as ever woman
I was exposed to : she stood in need, at that try-

ing moment, of all the strength of mind, stead-

j

fastness of purpose, and energy of will, of which
: nature had implanted the seeds in her charac-

|

ter
;
and fortunate now it was that her recent

experience in life had educated and corroborated

those hardy qualities. Yet what was any former
trial to that which now awaited her ? Now, it

was brute force she was the victim of; no pas-
sive courage would carry her through the strug-

gle that impended. She was in Dawson's fangs !

She was going to the house, at the very name of
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\ nch she was wont to shudder, as children do

a., the castles of ogres. The very name was a

guarantee for every thing lawless and licentious,

and her heart sank within her when she reflect-

ed that the violence which she was now expe-

riencing, was designed but as a mere prelim-

inary to further deeds, which her blood ran cold

to think of. Frantically she clasped her hands

to her eyes, as if she could thus exclude the im-

ages of horror that presented themselves ima-

ges of danger to what was dearer than life.

One hand fell down upon her lap ;
it touched the

garden-knife. She was not without a weapon
to face a Tarquin ! She opened it

;
the blade

was short, thick, but keen enough to deal a

mortal wound. While she was gazing upon
this heaven-sent protector, one of the masked
horsemen rode up close to the carriage win-

dow. Instead of returning the knife to the

pocket in her apron, she thrust it open into her
bosom.

It was now darkening apace. The horse-

man who rode up seemed to have done so only
to quicken the postillions, for the carriage now
flew like the wind, the course being down a long

declivity, at the base of which the unhappy girl

thought she could just discern the waste of the

ocean, with a dim gray object on its margin,
which, with unutterable horror, she concluded
was the reprobate mansion of her persecutor.

It was black night when the chaise halted be-

fore the dilapidated porch. The movements
were all so rapid, and the house was so dark,
that Elizabeth could scarcely distinguish the ob-

jects she passed, while with force, but not with

violence, she was hurried through gloomy pas-

sages and up dreary staircases, to a chamber
on the first floor. Repeatedly and sternly she

demanded whither they were bearing her
; by

what right or pretense of right her liberty was
thus violated

;
and who was it that dared to com-

mit this intolerable outrage ? Her questions re-

ceived no answers, her taunts no notice.

She now found herself a prisoner in a spa-
cious room. It was hung with old and tarnished

draperies : it contained a bed, some presses,
and other bed-room furniture

;
there were two

windows looking over the wide, dismal yard,
where the old hound was still howling, and
there was a large, ruinous fireplace, with some

burning peat in it, which afforded all the light
in the apartment, save the glimmering of a thin

candle on a three-legged table in the midst of

the floor.

About a quarter of an hour elapsed before any
thing occurred to prove that the house contained

any inhabitant but herself; not a sound reached
her ear but the whining of the hound, the

melancholy dash of the waves, and the inter-

mitted moaning of the blast. It was a dreadful
interval. The appearance of her ruffian foes

would have been a relief to its mysterious
horror. She felt a desperate anxiety to know
and to brave the worst to see her assailants
and to cope with them. Could she have un-
locked the door, she would have ranged the

house, seeking the villains who had dragged her
there

;
she would have gone in quest of the

ruffianism that seemed now to be skulking with
some infamous design, perhaps biding its own
time to pounce upon her when exhaunted with

fatigue, and less able to combat force. But the

1

door was securely fastened on the outside
;
and

'

the windows seemed equally to forbid egress.
! There are men, it is to be feared, who, in the

situation of this fair young woman of two-and-

twenty, would have lost some of the composure
so important in great dangers. It is high praise
of a girl to say that from the beginning to the

end of the struggle to which she was now
committed, she scarcely neglected any precau-
tion, or failed to try any resource, which there

was the slightest use in resorting to under the

circumstances. She felt more and more every
moment that upon her own resolution, and prob-

j

ably upon her own hand, her deliverance must

depend. Inspired by a sacred enthusiasm, she
i fell upon her knees before the table, and with

clasped hands besought the support of the God
of purity and innocence to deliver her out of the

power of wicked men, whatever shape their

guilty purposes might assume. Rising already
reinforced by that brief and fervent act of devo-

tion, she recollected her secret weapon, drew it

j

forth again, sheathed it in the folds of her soft

I
raiment, and felt the spirit and resolution of a

i Lucretia to use it at her need.

Just as she returned the knife to her bosom,
a step was audible it approached a hand was

upon the key of the door it grated in the wards
the door opened. When it closed again she

was shut up in the same lone room with the

man whose approach to her person, even in her

father's house and presence, had often made her

shudder. His villainy faltered under the eye of

the outraged maiden; she faced him with an

energetic composure that unnerved and petrified
him. He forgot the love-speech he had framed
to give the color of romance to his nefarious

conduct, and stammered forth a foolish apology

I

for the unworthiness of the apartment and the

badness of the fire.
" Confine yourself to an explanation of your

behavior, Mr. Dawson," she replied, with in-

dignant scorn. "
Why am I here ? why have I

been torn from my friends by brutal force ? Why
am I thus barbarously insulted and abused?"
"Calm yourself, adorable Miss Spenser," he

replied ;

" calm yourself, and I will explain all

do not tremble so sit down."
"I do not tremble, sir though I am in your

: house, Mr. Dawson, I do not tremble."

"Hear me, charming girl but you are fa-

tigued be seated."

"I shall not sit down while I am at Castle

i Dawson," she answered bravely.
;:
I demand

my freedom
;

I neither ask nor shall I receive

courtesy from you let me go, and instantly."
She moved toward the door he placed himself

'

so as to obstruct her approach to it.

"
No, Miss Spenser you do not leave this to-

night ; you are in my power ;
it is my turn now

to conquer ;
we shall see whether my passion is

J

not as resistless as your charms."
"
Oh, you shall dearly rue this atrocious

!

outrage ; you shall answer it dearly both to my
family and to the laws of the country."

" Do not talk of your family I do not wish to

speak of them except with respect and affection.

The old friend of your brother "

" His corrupter his betrayer."
"

I did not betray him, Miss Spenser. This
is more of your injustice your cruel injustice
to one whose only crime is to love you

"
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"
I am not going to argue with you, sir it is

j

getting late again I demand my freedom
release me release me at your peril. Why do

you thus cruelly detain me?"
"Do you talk of cruelty," he replied, now

beginning to recollect some of his prepared
address, "you, whose cruel insensibility to the

truest, noblest, and sublimest passion that ever

thrilled a human bosom, has driven me to this

last resource of desperate affection. No, not

esperate. I will not call it desperate ; you see
oefore you a frantic, but not despairing lover.

You are one of those women the grandest of
their sex who are not to be won by the ordinary
tokens of sincerity. When I saved your dear

life, adorable girl, did I not well know that it

was not by such common-place gallantry a heart
like yours was to be gained ? No

; you were

only to be convinced by enormous sacrifices,
such as my ambition and my country. I have

already sacrificed one by retiring from parlia-

ment, and I am on the point of sacrificing the
other by leaving Ireland forever."

" What is all this to me, sir; what are your in-

tentions to me?" Elizabeth naturally demanded,
seeing no drift in this oration, and beginning to

apprehend that she was in the power of a lunatic

as well as a ruffian.

"That shall be explained to-morrow, or

sooner, if the wind changes," said Dawson.

"No, no I leave this to-night this instant,"
she cried vehemently." Resistance is vain

;
but need I assure you

that in this house you shall be safe from harm?"
"Depend upon it I shall, sir," she said, with

quivering energy.
While he promised her security he looked

dangerous in the extreme
;
he still stood be-

tween her and the door
;
his eye wa,s sometimes

rudely fastened upon her : sometimes it wander-
ed strangely about the room. Again he alluded

to her fatigue, and offered to take her hand to

conduct her to a seat. With tremulous vigor
she repelled the hateful attention, and repeated
her declaration, that she would never sit while
she remained his prisoner. He uttered some
scarce-articulate words, half reproachful, half

passionate, and moved to the door. She thought
he was about to relieve her from his presence,
but he went to the door only to lock or bolt it.

The terrified girl raised a scream that pierced
through every corner of the dreary house. He
advanced toward her with a savage declaration

that her cries would call no one to her aid. She

repelled him with her extended arms, with the

fierce action of beauty and virtue in the face of

danger. He approached another step and at-

tempted to catch her waist.

The garden-knife flashed in his face.

He recoiled before the instrument of death
and safety.

" Do you depend on that ?" he asked between
his clenched teeth, with affected contempt for

the weapon, and the resistance of a girl.

"Yes, Mr. Dawson," she cried, "upon this,

and u^on the support of heaven, is my resolution

to defend my honor with it."

He laughed fearfully, and looked at once
dubious and dreadful. The thought now oc-

curred to her, that if she could but drive him
from tfe 3 room and fortify herself there, it would
afford t me for her father and friends to come to

her rescue, as they would not fail to suspect
Dawson to be the author of the outrage. Pos-
sessed of this thought, she did not content her-
self with standing on the defensive, but menac-

ingly commanded him to leave her presence.
"Retire instantly, Mr. Dawson," she cried,

almost unsexed by the exigency of her situation,
and assuming the post and attitude of active

hostility; "leave me this moment, or I will

compel you with this weapon. If I am a pris-
oner here to-night, I shall pass it not only in

safety, but in solitude. Begone, or I will chase

you from me."
So speaking, she advanced upon him with no

feigned determination, but with the actual

fierceness of a noble, high-passioned woman.
As a beaten hound slinks from his chastisement,
so did the baffled and degraded Dawson, white
with rage and fear, retire from a garden-knife
in the lilted hand of a girl.

Directly he was gone, she secured the door,
not only with the key and the bolt, but with as

much of the furniture as she could accumulate

against it with the remains of her exhausted

strength. There was no other door to the
chamber. She examined the windows. The
fall to the ground from one of them was some

twenty or thirty feet. Immediately under the

other was the roof of a stable
;
or some out-of-

fice slanting toward the yard. Her defense on
this side was therefore but slight only the

shutters of the windows, which she made as fast

as the arrangements permitted. There was
then nothing to be done but to rely upon the

providence which had so far protected her, and
abide the course of events

;
but it was a harrow-

ing situation
;
she thought of her very securities

with terror
;
a few chairs and boxes her only

barricade against the extremity of outrage.
How weak she felt, too, now that the excite-

ment of instant peril had ceased to give a hys-
terical vigor to her limbs ! It was'impossible
to keep the resolution she had announced not to

sit during her captivity. She sat for upward of

an hour almost motionless, listening intensely tc

catch any noise that might intimate either the

approach of friends, or the return of the enemy ;

sometimes she thought she could distinguish

voices, but in general the only sounds were
those of the winds and the waves, to which she
would gladly have committed herself to escape
from Castle Dawson. The fire was lowering,
and the candle was growing short and dim.
The room grew more gloomy and ghastly every
minute. She shuddered with cold

;
there were

blankets and a counterpane on the bed, but she
would have thought their touch contamination.

It was now, she calculated, about eleven o'clock.

She paced the room for a while, then returned

to her chair, still listening and marveling, either

at the dismal noises, or the more dismal silence

in the intervals between them
; alternately

shrinking with dread, and composing herself

with calm reflections
; struggling to keep down

fearful bodings with cheerful courage ; trying
to fathom the mystery of Dawson's designs, to

divine what shape his violence would take,

should he storm her in her present fortress be-

fore the arrival of assistance
;
often thinking of

her father's despair and misery, on his return

from his ride, and trusting that "the Woodwards
would not hear of her danger until after her de-
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livcrance all the reflections and feelings of a

brave and virtuous girl beset with perils, but

not discomposed and unnerved by them.

Another hour elapsed, as well as she could

mark the passing of time by the agonizing train

of controlled but not vanquished fears. Though
unmolested, she was not unvisited during that

interval. A hobbling step in the corridor, fol-

lowed by a hoarse croaking voice at the door,

varied the monotony of her dismal situation. It

was the withered crone of the kitchen with the

offer of refreshment, and the tender of her deli-

cate services to her master's fair visitor. Had
Miss Spenser recognized female accents, she

miffht have appealed for assistance to those fe-

male sympathies which are rarely quite extinct

in the foulest form of womanhood
;
but the char-

acteristics of sex wrere wanting in the voice at

least of Mr. Dawson's housekeeper. Elizabeth

declined her hospitable attentions, and the same

hobbling step retraced the passage until its

noise was lost, as well as that of the growl that

accompanied it,
in the other discords of the

place.
Anxious to form a notion of the progress of

the night, the thought now occurred to her to

unbar the shutters of one of the windows and
observe the heavens. She knew some of the

j

leading constellations, and she thought if she
j

could only see the Great Bear, she might divine
j

the hour with some degree of accuracy. With
j

extreme caution she removed the fastenings and !

peered out into the dark. It was a wonderfully j

calm night for the locality, and as bright as was
j

possible without a moon. The concave blazed
|

with stars, and the aspect of the room being for-

tunately northward, the remarkable group she

wanted was easily distinguished, and its invert-
j

ed position assured her that it was probably an

hour or two past midnight. As still she gazed !

forth upon the firmament, which had nothing

purer beneath it than herself, her eye glanced |

upon the slanting roof under the window, which
seemed to slope downward to the very pave-
ment of the yard, and the idea of escape sug-

gested itself. The difficulties seemed enor-

mous, but the idea possessed her strongly. To
flee from such detestable confinement, to get |

beyond the reach of such ruthless villainy, were
'

it to the most savage heath or the wildest cav-

ern along the shore, was so desirable, that the

more she thought of the dangers, the less for- !

midable they seemed. Her resolution to ven-
j

ture it was taken in a few minutes. The ad-
j

vantage of disguise was obvious, and the com-

pletest and most commodious would be the

attire of the other sex. One of the wardrobes '

was unlocked and open. She looked into it, and !

discovered with surprise and joy, a kind of sail-

or's dress, a blue jacket, loose trowsers of gray
plaid, and a round oil-skin hat, which she in-

stantly recognized as belonging to her brother
;

in fact it was the suit Sydney had worn on the
memorable day on which he rode to Castle
Dawson with the proctor, and which he had

changed there for a hunting-dress of Dudley's.
Elizabeth remembered how sharply she had re-

proved him for appearing in the flashy green
coat, and now the jacket he had left behind him
in its place was about to save her from worse
than death.

She speedily metamorphosed herself into a

sailor's boy, retaining as much of her female

gear as she could
; gathered up her beautiful

hair under the hat, took her gray tartan shawl
on her aim, to protect herself from cold, and

thus, not forgetting her faithful knife, she pro-
ceeded to attempt the descent into the yard.

Noiselessly she raised the window, and crept
out upon the shed beneath it. Fortunately, the

inclination was gentle, so that she crept on to the

edge without difficulty, but she was then at a

height above the ground which far exceeded
her estimate, and for a few moments her prog-
ress was balked. The yard was very obscure,
but at some short distance she fancied she could

discover what seemed to be a heap of litter.

At all events it did not appear to be stones or

any hard substance, and she thought she could

gain it by a leap. She raised herself to her feet,
and with a vigorous effort sprang upon the

heap, which proved to be straw, and received

her with a soft and rustling welcome. The
egresses from the yard commanded her atten-

tion in the first instance. There were two. a

gateway, which was secured, and a door at one

side, which was also locked
;
but the key was

in the hole, so that her escape so far was unim-

peded. Her heart now, however, sank within

her, when she thought of the wide waste of un-

known heaths and hills that stretched between
her and her friends. How could she hope to

traverse them in safety; nay, to traverse them
at all? A horse had she but a horse "a
kingdom for a horse!" Familiar with the po-
nies of those mountains, it occurred to her that

she might find one of them in the stables, and
she returned and searched the sheds in the yard
with that view. She found two animals of that

small, hardy, sagacious species ;
and what, was

more, she found a side-saddle, the identical one
that had been provided for Mrs. Peacock's use
on a former night. The beast was more cour-

teous to her than man had been, and she suc-

ceeded, to her own astonishment, in preparing
him for the road. She found a whip, too, which
she seized to her use, and leading the pony out
of the yard, she mounted him eagerly, and hav-

ing no choice of roads to distract her, simply
turned her back upon Castle Dawson, and fled

into the hills.

On rode the dauntless girl over moor and

mountain, in the visible darkness, only bent upon
leaving the abhorred house, and its more ab-

horred master, as far as possible in the rear.

The pony was a brave sure-footed animal, and
seemed to feel that he was bearing distressed

beauty from the reach of ruffian
aggression.

On she rode, not fearless, but with no fear that

misbecame or overwhelmed her. The sounds
of the heath and of the distant sea occasionally
startled but never bewildered her. Hers was

"The virtuous mind that ever goes attended

By a strong-siding champion, conscience,"

and hers was the unwavering assurance

" That he, the Supreme Good, to whom all things ill

Are but as slavish officers of vengeance,
Would send a glistering guardian, if need were,
To keep her life and honor unassailed."

On she rode, with
unflagging spirit, with un-

abated speed, with undismayed heart, agitated

yet constant, like the fair tree in the storm how
different from the girl who rode over the same
moors a night or two before, after having atro-
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ciously aided Dawson to accomplish his nefa-

rious purpose. Pursuit was what Elizabeth

chiefly dreaded ;
into worse hands she could not

possibly fall than those from which she was a

fugitive ;
but to be pursued and overtaken was

a mischance so likely to befall her, that she re-

solved never to slacken her pace while the

horse that carried her did his duty. Often she

wondered how it came to pass that her friends

had not already tracked her out
;
sometimes she

feared that she had taken a wrong course
;

sometimes she conjectured, what proved to be

the truth, that their pursuit had been diverted

into a false scent by one of the stratagems of

the gang.
It was not until just before sunrise, that ex-

citing morning, that the distracted rector and
curate discovered the artifice that had been

practiced upon them, and, tortured by the fear

that its success had been fatal to Elizabeth, at

length, after hours of vain search, and upon jad-
ed horses, took the rout they should have taken
at first.

The curate was clothed in terror from head
to heel. His passion was so towering that it

seemed to add a good cubit to his stature. He
looked like the incarnation of a whirlwind

;
his

teeth were clenched, and he was dumb with the

intensity of his indignation. The staff which he
brandished was out ofthe category of all ordinary
cudgels, for it was literally a young forest-tree,
such as painters and poets arm a satyr with, or

a Cyclops.
The two clergymen, with Lord Bonham's

gamekeeper and two officers of police, were
now riding hard toward Castle Dawson, when,
on gaining the crown of an eminence, from
which miles of road could be seen winding
through the moors, like an immense serpent,

they discerned a rider approaching them at the

top of his speed. The dress of a sailor was no-

ticed before the features could be distinguished.
As the speed on neither side was checked for

an instant, the distance diminished rapidly, and
Mr. Spenser exclaimed, with amazement
"Good God, it is Sydney!" his daughter

looked so like her brother, in the garb which
the latter had been accustomed to wear. But
the next moment Hercules was supporting his

lovely niece in his arms, to save her from falling
axhausted from her horse.

CHAPTER LXL
THE SHIPWRECK.

" Truth will come to light ; murder can not be hid long ;

a man's son may, but in the end truth will out."
MERCHANT OF VENICE.

IT was not the great curate's fault that Daw-
son effected his escape. The minister of the

gospel that day performed the work of a dozen

officers of justice. His assault on Castle Daw-
son bore no faint resemblance to the actual

storming of a fortress, except that, to his sore

disappointment, no enemy appeared to defend

its approaches. No nook or corner of that

iniquitous mansion did the besiegers leave un-

ransacked. When they reached the vault which
communicated so craftily with the sea, Hercules,
in the tempest of his fury, shivered into atoms
the few bottles of wine which remained after

the late debauchery; lus tremendous weapor.
made the glass fly and the liquor spout in cata
racts round about him, until some of his auxilia-

ries were literally drenched with claret. But
the trap-door eluded observation in the din, for-

tunately for those who escaped by that way on
board the brig. For some time it was feared
that the whole gang had got off, but at length
a dapper little fellow in a white waistcoat, with
a physiognomy of the same hue, through the

excess of his terror, was detected on an upper
shelf of a huge wardrobe, where he had endeav-
ored to conceal himself behind some bundles ol

old linen. Hercules, who alone was tall enough
to make the discovery, dragged him down by
the collar of the coat, and had he recognized
him as Dawson' s man of the law, he would

infallibly have given him as good grounds for

an action of assault and battery as ever a plain-
tiff had. Not knowing Mr. Sharkey, he only
delivered him over to the constables, by whom
he was securely handcuffed ;

but though repeat-

edly questioned as to his name and calling, he
was far too shrewd to confess either. Sharkey
was the only prisoner made in the house, not-

withstanding several hours' search, during
which no probable or improbable place in

which a man could conceal himself, and which
a bludgeon could demolish or break open, es-

caped the curate's secular arm. Indeed, like

the jealous Ford, he searched even impossible

places. They were slow to relinquish the

chase while a chance remained of discovering
the principal malefactor

;
but the sun was going

rapidly down, and the lurid coloring of the sky,
with the surly tone of the blast, and other indi-

cations which the curate well understood, ad-

monished him to think of withdrawing his forces,
in order to have a reasonable chance of regain-
ing Bonham Lodge that night. As it was, the
shattered windows of Castle Dawson were re-

flecting the last dismal gleams of day, when,
thoroughly exhausted with their exertions, they
retraced their steps to Branagan's inn, carrying
the captive solicitor with them, who preserved
the determined silence of lago, after the con-
summation and detection of his crimes.

While they tarried at Branagan's to refresh

themselves, the wind, which had been turbulent

by fits all day, increased to a gale, and the night
set in so frightfully, that anxious as Hercules
was to travel, it was not to be thought of untL
there was some abatement of the storm. He
passed several hours dismally enough in the

same little loft which Mr. Maguire had occu-

pied when he was surprised counting his money j

and the curate's supper was very little better

than what had been served to the proctor upon
the same occasion. However, he was more
accustomed to the rough than the smooth of

life, and never complained of his hard fare, but
after he had supped, stretched himself on the

little settle-bed to enjoy a nap, while the wind
was doing its best to batter the house down.
There he slept until past midnight, but without

outsleeping the hurricane, and he would proba-

bly have slept longer, had he not been startled

from his slumbers by a cry which had startled

many a sleeper in that little inn before, the cry
that there was a ship upon the rocks. Hercu-
les was already out of bed, huddling on his

clothes in the dark, when Mr. Branagan rushed
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into his room with a lantern to announce the

intelligence, well knowing the curate's reputa-
tion for skill and bravery in such emergencies.
His renown, indeed, was known to all about

him, so that they instinctively ranged themselves

under his command, and obeyed his directions.

Having marshaled his fon:e, and provided him-

self and them with eveiy thing the inn contained

likely to be of use in saving lives, he led them
forth into the dark and nowling tempest, and

hastened to the point \\nere the halloos of the

peasantry who were aln'ady on foot intimated

that the disaster had ocoi-rred. It was no easy
matter so much as to walk in the wind that

blew, for it was furious enough to have plucked

up the trees by their spurs, had there been any
trees on that bleak shore to be plucked up.
The waves roared, too, so that a thousand bulls

could not have out-bellowed them. The ship
had struck upon a reef of rocks at a point of the

shore, about a mile from the inn, and close to

Castle Dawson. Hercules had never witnessed

a scene so fearful as the shipwreck of that night,
inured as he was to scenes of this kind, and
with all his familiarity with that terrible coast.

A party of the country-people, however, had

assembled, and, having now experienced and
able directors, they succeeded in saving numer-
ous lives, though many a corpse was flung upon
the beach, and the vessel itself, an American

brig from Quebec, went, before the spectators'

eyes, to a thousand pieces. The naked and the

wounded (for few escaped without more or less

injury), received all the attention and relief that

could be afforded them under the circumstances.

Some were carried to the inn, indeed as many
as it was possible to accommodate there

;
the

rest were distributed through the huts of the

poor fishermen about the spot, whose dwellings
were not more open to the storms than were
their hearts to all charitable sympathies with

their fellow-creatures in distress.

It was sunrise when Hercules again threw
himself down on a long bench before the kitchen

fire, to recruit his strength after his prodigious
exertions during the night. But scarcely had
he closed his eyes before he was roused by the

game-keeper, and requested to get up and visit

one of the sufferers, who was reported to be on
the point of death. The report was brought by
a miserable old woman, in whose hut the dying
man lay. The curate sprang upon his legs in-

stantly, and huddled on his still dripping gar-
ments.

" I can't confess the poor fellow," he said,

"but I may be of use to him, nevertheless."

It was no easy matter in the storm to reach
the dreary place to which the crone conducted
the curate, accompanied by the game-keeper
and Mr. Branagan of the inn. The old woman
literally crept along the ground, grasping the

tufts of sea-pinks to prevent the wind from

whirling her aloft like a truss of straw. She
led the way, however, to a small, deep hollow,
close to the shore, surrounded, except toward
the west, with an irregular wall of cliffs, and
destitute of all vegetation, except a few am-

phibious plants, and patches of stunted fern.

The winds collected and howled there like

twelve legions of demons. At high tides, with
a western gale, the sea usurped it completely,
and left the blasted fern strewed with wreaths

of sea-weed and shattered shells. It was an
awful place either to die, or live in. but Mr.

I

Woodward was accustomed to such scenes, and

to find in them the haunts of men.

They entered the hut. The den of a fox
'

could scarcely have been more unfurnished. A
hole in the roof was the chimney, and a hole in

the wall was the window. The ocean's spray
bounded through both apertures. There was
an iron pot, and a straw pallet, no other visible

household stuff. Mr. Woodward approached
i the straw, which rustled with the writhings of

{

the poor wretch who lay upon it
;
otherwise no

one could have known that any thing living lay

there, so dark was the wretched place. Mr.

Branagan,' by the curate's directions, held a

lantern which he carried, so that its slender

thread of light fell upon the face of the wound-
I ed man. It instantly struck Hercules that he
' had seen that gaunt and truculent face before.

The idea agitated him, but he made no remark,
not being certain that recognition would be

prudent, supposing his impression to be correct.

The man was as tall and muscular as himself;
his countenance singularly fierce and forbidding.
He had evidently received a dangerous, ifnot mor-
tal hurt, and answered the questions put to him
with an effort that seemed to cause him acute

anguish, and in a voice scarcely audible in the-

hurly-burly of the waves and winds. The hu-

mane curate stooped over him; administered

some drops of a cordial he had provided himself

with at the inn
; and, examining the wounds,

came instantly to the conclusion that the case
was past the resources of the ablest surgery.
The cordial, hovrever, restored strength, if it

did not mitigate pain ;
the wounded man raised

himself on his elbow, and expressed an eager
desire to see a clergyman, naturally concluding
the curate to be a surgeon, or a doctor.

"I am a clergyman, not a doctor," said Her-

cules, "but I am not a priest," he added, mean-

ing that he was not a Catholic priest, and could
not therefore administer the rites of the Church
of Rome to the dying man.
He tried to reply, but failing in the attempt,

made a gesture with his hand, intimating that

he wished to be alone with Mr. Woodward.
The game-keeper and Mr. Branagan were

very reluctant to leave the shelter, but Hercu-
les (anxious himself for a private conference)
insisted on their retiring; directing the former
to remain within call, and Branagan to return

to the inn and dispatch a messenger for the

nearest medical assistance. The old woman
had crept into a corner of the hut, where she

lay rolled up like a bundle of rags, and nobody
saw or knew she was there.

"If I am not mistaken," said the curate seat-

ing himself on the stool, and holding the lantern

in one hand, while with the other he again ad-

|

ministered some drops of the cordial
;

u
if I am

not mistaken, I have seen you before, my poor

I

fellow."

The man looked as if he desired to ask
! where.

" At a place in this county called the Black

Castle," said Hercules.

The man again raised himself for a moment,
gazed with intensity on the face of his interro-

gator, muttered assent to his -ecognitCon, and
fell back on the rustling straw. Hevcules gave
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him ti.ne to rally, and then said, with deep so-

lemn i
;y

" You have crime upon your conscience."

Crime, indeed a life of crime, was suggested
by the pale ferocity of that countenance upon
which Mr. Woodward gazed with the same

strong eye with which he had once before en-

countered it, only that now there was pity in the
curate's look, for to the expression of violence
and guilt, in the face before him, was now added
the awful physiognomy of rapidly approaching
death.

"Ay, crime enough," was the answer.
"I will hear any statement you choose to

make," said Hercules, "but I must reserve to

myself the right to make what use of it I please ;

on that condition I am prepared to receive any
thing you have to say."
The voice was faint, hoarse, interrupted with

the moans of pain, and often almost inaudible, in

which the confession was made. It commanded
the attention of Mr. Woodward so profoundly
that he scarcely breathed while he listened.

Portions of it agitated him extremely and sug-
gested various eager inquiries. At length he
said

"This must be stated in the presence of a
third person, and taken down in writing, other-
wise it can not advance the ends of justice."
To this the dying man mutely but willingly

assented, and Hercules stepped out and dis-

patched the game-keeper for the policemen, not
untortured by fear lest the vital functions should
be exhausted before their arrival. It was a
dreadful interval, and more than once it seemed
as if death purposed to destroy the evidence, on
the preservation and record of which so much
depended. But it was not so ordered by Provi-
dence

;
the police came in time to be of the ser-

vice required, and by one of them the examina-
tion was put in writing, as slowly and intermit-

tingly the story was repeated, or the answers re-

turned to the questions which Mr. Woodward
proposed. Life meanwhile was ebbing fast.

Few moments remained for the exercise of the

ourate's good offices as a minister of religious

consolation, but he made the most devout and
zealous use of them, pouring all the balm he
could into the hurt spirit, and devoutly hoping it

was not, like his wounded body, past healing.
The final struggle soon came and was soon over.

When Hercules left the hut, the Atlantic foam
was washing the pale grim features of the dead.

CHAPTER LXII.

THE HOUSE-TOP.

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich,
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds,
So honor peereth in the meanest habit."

TAMING OF THE SHREW.

THUS providentially was the curate the means
of preserving from destruction the evidence on
which the vindication of his nephew and the

happiness of his family depended, for it has al-

ready been divined that the man who perished
that night in the fisherman's hut was the accom-

plice of Thompson in the robbery of Mr. Spen-
ser's proctor. It was owing to accident that

Vivyan and Sydney had not made the voyage
home in the same fated vessel. They had, in

fact, secured their berths in
it, when the captain

of a British sloop of war, a friend of Vivyan, who
was about to sail for England a day or two later,
offered a passage to him and his friend, which
was too agreeable a proposition not to be gladly
accepted, and by accepting it they probably
saved their lives When Hercules first discov-

ered who the dying man was, his alarm had
been extreme, lest the two young men should

prove to have been also among the passengers,
and numbered with those who perished. Lamb,
however satisfied him on that point before he be-

came speechless ;
but his strength failed before

he could relate the circumstances under which
he had been discovered, and the motives which
had induced him to return to Ireland.

The curate's curiosity, however, was not des-

tined to remain long unsatisfied, for the sloop of
war had outsailed the merchantman, and was
actually at that moment in the harbor of Ply-
mouth.

Hercules hastened back from the scene of

death to Mr. Branagan's inn, the storm still

pelting him furiously. In defiance of all obsta-

cles, he then mounted his pony, and, followed by
the game-keeper, rode back to Bonham Lodge
at the swiftest pace to which, without inhuman-

ity, he could urge Sligo. Never was an arrival

more anxiously looked for. Carry had passed
the night in a fever of apprehension for his safe-

ty, and now he rushed into her arms, not mere-

ly to assure her that he was alive and well, but
to give her the happiest tidings of which he could

possibly have been the bearer. Doctor Wilkins
was in attendance upon Elizabeth, who did not

recover the horrors of the night at Castle Daw-
son as speedily as she had done the plunge in the

ocean on a former occasion. Her physical ex-

ertions, as well as her mental tortures, had been
inconceivable. She continued so ill for some

days that it was not thought prudent to add to

her excitement even by the communication of

the most joyful news. Her aunt attended her

day and night with the solicitude of a dozen
mothers

; indeed, Carry suffered by sympathy
quite as much as if she had been the victim of

the abduction herself; an exploit which in hei

case would have been one of the hardest. As to

the curate, there seemed no rest for him. He
had scarcely drawn his breath at the lodge be-

fore he thought of his old tumble-down house
;

the damage it was likely to have sustained in the

tempest, and the hazard to which his children

had been exposed, made him excessively uneasy
and he ordered one of the plough-horses to be
saddled to convey him to Redcross, for the pony
was quite done up. So great was his anxiety,

particularly about a stack of chimneys immedi-

ately over the room where Billy Pitt slept, that

he totally forgot he had made no breakfast, and
his wife and the rector were too much engrossed
to think of matters of that kind

;
but Lord Bon-

ham's housekeeper had a great reverence and
affection for Hercules, who had once brought
her son through a fever, and she now proved her

gratitude by bringing him a great bowl of tea

.and some proportionate huge slices of brown
bread and butter, which he took sitting on the

back of the plough-horse,who was by no means

impatient for the road. The reader is aware
that to reach the town he had to pass close by
the parsonage for it was the same route which
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Dawson had taken not very long before. When
Hercu.es arrived at that point of his journey, he

found certain things going on for which he was

utterly at a loss to account. A small trading
vessel lay at anchor, just where the smart Gipsy
used to be moored in the prosperous days past,
and she seemed to have just discharged herself

of her cargo, for several boxes and bales ofgoods,
covered with mats and tarpaulins, stood on the

strand, while the crew and some of the rector's

people were busy transporting other bales, seem-

ingly of the same description, and depositing
them in the house. Very little inspection show-
ed that the goods consisted principally of house-

hold furniture
;
but Hercules got very little sat-

isfaction from the people at work, when he in-

quired by whose orders they were thus employ-
ed, for he very well knew that the rector had no
idea of what was going forward. Entering the

house the first person he met was the little proc-

tor, who threw quite as small light on the mat-
ter as any body else, although the curate could

not but suspect, from the mysterious twinkle of

his shrewd little pair of eyes, that he knew
something more than he chose to admit.

Randy almost wept for joy, when he learned
what had taken place at Castle Dawson, and
how Providence had brought the guilt home at

last to the real criminals. He said he knew all

along that the truth would come out sooner or

later, though he never expected to be spared to

see the day, closing the speech with his queer
little twittering cough.

"But," said Randy, "there's a bit of a ques-
tion I wishet your reverince had axed the poor
sinner, before his sowl passed, for it's too late to

talk of it now."
Hercules desired to know to what he alluded.

"How he knowed," said Randy, "that I kept
the money in the pocket in the left buzzom of

my coat."
"
Why, man, he saw you thrust your pocket-

book into it the night he paid you the visit at

Branagan's."
" The Lord be praised !" ejaculated the proc-

tor,
" I always said that was the villain that done

it. And did he tell your reverince all about it,

and how he terrified the seven sinses out of my
poor ould self? Och ony oh, it's myself that

will never forget the looks of him when he seed
the bank notes."

"He did, Randy," said Hercules, fixing his

eye severely on the little officer of the Church,
" he did, and he told me also what it was that

took him down to the inn that night, and afford-

ed him the opportunity of making acquaintance
with you and your bank-notes. Randy, Randy,
you incorrigible old gambler, it was that old

pack of cards of
yours brought this pack of trou-

bles upon us all."
" Thin in some sense it was, sartainly, and I

won't gainsay it," said the little proctor, greatly
abashed, and coughing very pitifully." You never said a word about the cards

;
not

a word about the cards, Randy, did you ever
mention."

"
I thought it would only aggravate your rev-

erince to hear talk of them," said Maguire, "and
I never liked displasing you, Mr. Woodward,
honey, for you were always kind to me and mine,
and always gave good advice."

" Some of it very unprofitably bestowed, Ma-

guire," said the curate^ moving away; "but

enough of the subject, fjr the present. I see

there is some good-natured scheme on foot to

give your old master an agreeable surprise ;

however, I won't ask you to let me into the se-

cret."
" I'm mighty thankful to your reverince," said

Randy, almost touching the ground with the tip
of his nose,

" and may providence pour his bless-

ings on you and your good lady and all your
beautiful darlings, and may you live to have

many more of them."
The curate shook his head very doubtfully at

the latter part of this benediction, and pursued
his way across the water, after which a short

time brought him to Redcross. He found his

little Woodwards all safe and sound, but his

mansion had suffered woeful detriment. The
hurricane had smashed numerous panes of glass,
which Peter was trying to repair with wisps of

hay and as many old hats of his master as he
could find

;
but the roof had been still more un-

fortunate
;
the court-yard was literally strewed

with slates and fragments of tiles, and Billy Pitt

and his brother were swimming their paper
boats in the pools of water which had found
its way into the upper story. Meditating how
to remedy all this ravage of the elements with
his own honest hands, Hercules walked down to

the post-office for letters. Mrs. Peacock did

not appear ;
her husband was on duty in person,

and after considerable shuffling and going back-
ward and forward between the office and an
inner room, he handed the curate a letter, the
seal of which he instantly perceived had been

tampered with. It was a short note from Vivy-
an, announcing his arrival in England, and there
was an allusion in it to a letter which Sydney
tiad written to his father by the same post.

"Any letters for Mr. Spenser?" said the

curate.
"
None, to-day, sir."

" Be so good as to try, Mr. Peacock."
The post-master was very confident, but turn-

ed over his packets, and persisted in his answer.
The curate then stated the good reason he had
to believe that there was a letter for the rector,
and peremptorily commanded a further search.

Peacock was visibly fluttered, and again repair-
ed to the inner room. The curate's eye follow-

ed him, and directly the door opened he spied
two persons in the background ;

one was Lucy
and the other was Thomson. Hercules said not

a word. Peacock returned in a few moments
with a letter in his hand. The seal, however,
showed no sign of having been outraged like the

other. Hercules paid the postage, put the let-

ter in his pocket, and then, coolly walking into

the office, accosted Peacock, in a deep stern

voice, and ordered him to go back into his privy
hamber and inform Mr. Thomson that the Rev-
rend Mr. Woodward desired to talk with him.

Peacock turned white as a shroud, and trembled

from head to foot as he obeyed the mandate.

The moment the curate's message was deliver-

ed, the fellow who was the object of it rushed
at the door, and made a desperate effort to es-

cape into the street. But Hercules sprang after

lira, seized him by the nape of the neck, and

ictually lifted him for an instant off his legs, as

f he had been a hare or a rabbit. Peacock
shrank cowering into a dark corner, not daring
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to interpose between the curate and his prey.

Lucy remained paralyzed with terror in the

inner room, expecting to see her hollow-cheeked

accomplice torn to pieces, or cudgeled to death

before her eyes. But Hercules had too strong
a sense of dignity to use any more violence than

was absolutely necessary. Without addressing
a word either to the post-master or his wife, he
strode out of the office, holding a terrible gripe
of his captive, and trailing him along the princi-

pal street, just as Ellen Hogg, the schoolmis-

tress, might have done with one of her scholars,
who had vainly attempted to escape from her

hand. A bare-headed and bare-legged mob
was soon collected, and upon this occasion as-

suredly the sympathies of an Irish rabble were
enlisted on the side of justice, for they cheered
Hercules vociferously and lustily hooted his pris-

oner, probably judging from his aspect that he
was more likely to be guilty of some petty lar-

ceny than any crime of dignity, such as an ab-

duction or a homicide. Arrived at the police

barrack, the curate found the Castle Dawson
party just returned with Mr. Sharkey in custo-

dy, and Thomson and the attorney were locked

up together for the night. It was not a very
discreet arrangement, as the result soon proved.

By the time this adventure was ended, it was

drawing toward dusk, and Hercules went home
to his children, followed all the way with the

applauses and benisons of his parishioners of all

persuasions, every second blessing including a

prayer for the fertility of Mrs. Woodward, and
a rapid multiplication of the poor man's off-

spring. He found his progeny (numerous enough
in all conscience), hungrily expecting his re-

turn
5
and a glorious Irish stew (a savory com-

pound of mutton, potatoes, onions, pepper, and

gravy) soon smoked on the table in the study,
round which they all pressed ;

the father look-

ing like an affectionate giant entertaining a party
of delighted dwarfs, and the corpulent cat going
round and round the company, fawning on great
and small, and purring parasitically, as loud as

be could, to earn his share of the national dish.

But the table-talk that day was far the best part
of the entertainment. The curate had scarcely
time to appease his appetitite, whetted as it was
by an unusually long fast, so eager were the lit-

tle folks to hear all about their fair cousin's es-

cape, and so proud were they of their father's

prowess. He had only told his tale some three
or four times over, when an uproar reached their

ears from the main street of the town, and Her-
cules sprang up and rushed out to ascertain the
cause of the hubbub. Thomson and Sharkey
had made their escape out of the window of the
room they had been confined in. It was owing
to the gross negligence of the police, and Her-
cules was justly incensed at their conduct. He
consoled himself, however, by reflecting that the

attorney might have proved a troublesome cus-

tomer, and that the conviction of the other mis-
creant was comparatively immaterial, after the

dying confession of Lamb. Neither Thomson,
nor Sharkey, was ever retaken, or any tidings
neard of one or the other from that day to this.

The curate retired to rest not very early that

night, for the town continued long in a ferment,

yet he was up with the first lark to resume the
duties of his hard but happy life. Billy Pitt was
an early bird also, and the morning being as

bright a one as ever cheered the world, the
curate and his son held a consultation whether

they should set about repairing the roof, or
mount their hacks and visit mamma and cousin
Elizabeth at the lodge. Billy was for the latter

plan, and Hercules was very well inclined to it

also
;
but the former was more prudent, and tho

curate was careful never to set his children an

example of postponing duty and business to

pleasure in any shape. So Peter was dis-

patched to the lodge to bring an account of

Miss Spenser's health, and immediately after

breakfast, and as soon as the curate had paid
one or two pastoral visits to sick people in town,
the slating commenced with vigor. Upon this

occasion it was not by a ladder that Hercules

got on his roof, but out of the windows of the

observatory, which was a much safer way, and
one that Carry always urged strenuously. The
curate exchanged his coat for a flannel jacket,
which he kept ibr his mechanical operations, and
borrowed a coarse linen apron of Peter, for his

worst clerical suit was too good to have spoiled
with lime and mortar. The mortar was made
in the garden, and Billy Pitt carried it up the
stairs in a coal-scuttle, having previously col-

lected the slates in the yard and conveyed them
to the observatory also. Then the work went
on actively ; Billy remarking every five minutes
that no regular slater could do it much better,
and Hercules himself very well pleased with his

performance, and now and then, in the midst of

his stories of Scipio and Epaminondas (for he
and Billy were very classical at such times),

stopping and surveying it not without consider-

ble vain-glory. The sun grew very strong, but
still they labored until noon, when the curate
said he would set only half-a-dozen slates more,
and then they would take an hour's repose and
have luncheon. Scarcely had he spoken the

words, when the bell attached to the outer gate
rang, and the other children, who were divert-

ing themselves about the court, ran to open it.

Hercules paid no attention until he heard his

name pronounced, and the sound of horses' feet

in the yard below. Then he peered over the

parapet and saw that a gentleman on horseback,
accompanied by a servant, had arrived at the
house-door. The gentleman's figure was too

much fore-shortened to be distinguishable; all

Hercules could see was that he was attired in

black, so he concluded it was Mr. Oliver, or

some other clergyman of the neighborhood, and
sent down Billy Pitt to ascertain. But before

Billy got half way to the hall he was met by his

little brother Hercules, running up in violent

excitement, screaming
"
Father, father ! A bishop, a bishop ! Put

on you, put on you !"

The curate heard the scream of the juvenile
from the roof, and, not believing his ears, put
his head in at the window to catch the sounds

again, when the door burst open and little Her-
cules rushed in, vociferating "A bishop, a

bishop!" It was as true as holy writ. A
bishop was below an actual live bishop and
had asked to see the Rev. Mr. Woodward.

; ' What did you say?" said the curate, ex-

tremely dismayed for a moment or two, and

thinking ruefully that he had left his coat in the

study.
; '

I said you were slating in the observatory.
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father," said the little Hercules, who had been

brought up by both his parents in the ways of

truth and simplicity.
While the child spoke, the solemn tread of

clerical boots was heard outside, and the grave
voice of the eminent visitor in conversation with

Billy Pitt; the door opened, and instantly the

curate in his working costume, with his narrow

trowel in his hand, stood in the presence of the

same excellent bishop, to whom he had been

introduced at the marriage of Mrs. Dabzac.

His lordship, both amused and puzzled at the

reply of little Hercules, had desired Billy Pitt

to conduct him up stairs, determined, (at the

risk of intruding too far behind the domestic

scenes), to witness with his own eyes what

Sromised
to be a striking picture oil' poverty

ignified by worth. Such a picture indeed was
now presented to his view, and there was

nothing in the bearing of Hercules to detract

from its full effect. It was profoundly respect-
ful without an approach to cringing ;

as Shaks-

peare says of the elephant,
" his legs were for

necessity, not for flexure;" and he was too

much of a practical philosopher, and far too

much of a true Christian clergyman, to be
ashamed of his narrow circumstances or of the

quaint occupation at which he was surprised.
He stood in presence, indeed, of a man who
would have despised him had it been otherwise

;

a prelate, whom riches had not corrupted, nor

temporal elevation lowered; who represented
in his person the glory of well-used wealth, as

the curate did the dignity of nobly-supported

poverty. But these considerations were per-

haps too abstract for a boy of Billy Pitt's age,
for while his father was entering into conversa-

tion with the bishop, Billy kept hovering round

him, trying to untie and remove the white apron,

probably being the more shocked at its impro-

priety by contrasting it with his lordship's black
one. The two good churchmen noticed the

boy's proceeding almost simultaneously, and
were equally diverted by it. Still Hercules
could not conjecture to what he owed the honor
of a visit so unexpected, and his right-reverend
visitor seemed equally at a loss to state the

business which he really had in hand. His

lordship looked out of the windows, and re-

marked the immense extent of view from them,
the magnificence of the ocean, and the fine col-

oring of a small group of rocky islets in the

offing. Then he made some observations on
slate and slate quarries, and gave the curate a
word of advice on the dangers of his employ-
ment and the perfidious nature of ladders

;
but

still it was evident from his manner that it was
not to speak of ladders, or quarries, or coast

scenery, that he had pushed himself to the top
of the house.

He was a shy, reserved, though well-bred

man, and it was not always those acts which he

performed with most pleasure which he per-
formed with the greatest ease. At length,
after briefly alluding to his first meeting with
Mr. Woodward in Dublin, and expressing his

regret that he did not see more of a clergyman
of whom he heard so much, he came bluntly to

the point, and said, there was a preferment
Vacant in his diocese, more valuable for its rank
than its income, and "I am come, Mr. Wood-
Ward," added his lordship,

" to request your

acceptance of it, because 1 know no worthier

man to offer it to, and I am anxious to have you
in my diocese."

The bishop, hurried away so fast that he

actually mounted his horse before he thought of

informing Hercules what the preferment was,
or gave him time to express his surprise and

gratitude in a connected sentence. The curate,

by that unexpected visit, was made an arch-

deacon; there was a small living attached to

the dignity worth about three hundred a year,
but there was a good house on the glebe ;

and
the best of all was that it was at no very great
distance from Redcross parsonage, which would
have been a serious drawback.
The news reached Bonham Lodge in a few

hours. The post-boy happened to be just start-

ing, and Hercules wrote a line to Carry. Then
he went to his luncheon with Billy, after which
he returned to the roof and finished his repairs
in silence, thanking God in his heart for having
increased his means of educating his childrea

but otherwise not expecting to be a happiei
man for his preferment.
Had the prime minister written to Mr. Spen

ser and offered him Canterbury, he could not

have made him happier than he wras made by
the promotion of his curate. Indeed, that pro-
motion made a great many good people happy ;

and if it be true, as most true it is. though a

poet said it, that there is "care in heaven,"
and "love in heavenly natures to us creatures

base," it is scarcely a fiction to say that the ad-

vancement of Hercules made the angels them-
selves glad. As to Carry Woodward, she re-

joiced serenely in the turn of her husband's

fortunes, and longed to have the whole history
of it from his own lips.

But the first members of the family who
hailed him by the title of archdeacon were Syd-

ney and Vivyan, who arrived late that evening
at Redcross. The arrival, though not expected,
was no very great surprise. The meeting of

the nephew and uncle was at once affectionate

and solemn. The curate was reluctant to ac-

quaint Vivyan with the sufferings and outrage
to which his Elizabeth had been exposed, but

it was necessary to do so, and it was no easy
matter to restrain him, or Sydney either, from

pushing on to Bonham Lodge at midnight.

Peter, however returned with capital news of

Miss Spenser, and a note from Carry, in which
she said that Doctor Wiikins had pronounced
her niece able now to bear any amount of good
news, and hoped that, to-morrow or next day,
she would be equal to any amount of agreeable

company. There was no allusion to the pro-
motion in the note, for the post had not ai'rived

at the lodge when Peter left to return to Red-
cross. Vivyan and Sydney slept that night at

the inn, and ere the following morning was

past its prime, the whole party, on good mount
ain hacks all of them, were trotting over the

hills to the hunting-lodge, Vivyan and Sydney
beguiling the road with the narrative of theii

meeting at Quebec, and the adventures they
both had met with in pursuit of the wretched
Lamb. Hercules was astonished at the energy
displayed by- Vivyan, until he thought of the

motives and passions under the sway of which
he acted, and remembered that love, which
makes hard natures soft as wax, has the oppo



156 MY UNCLE THE CURATE.

site effect of rendering soft ones hard as iron.

From the day that Vivyan parted in tears and

misery from Miss Spenser, in her uncle's house

at Redcross, he became an altered man, altered

in character and constitution ! the extreme gen-
tleness of the former and the almost fragility of

the latter disappeared; the necessity for great
efforts seemed to produce not only the mental

vigor but the physical hardihood to make them
;

he renounced all that bordered on the woman
in his delicate and refined nature, and started

on his almost quixotic enterprise as manly and
brave a fellow as George Markham, or even
Hercules himself. Markham would have ac-

companied his relative upon an expedition so

germane to his taste for travel and exploit, but
he was prevented from leaving England at the

time by the death of his fatherland the domestic
affairs in which that event involved him. He
beheld the revolution in his cousin with agree-
able surprise, hardly recognizing the same young
man who a short time before had almost fainted

under the load of a fowling-piece, and who was
quite broken down by a walk of five miles in the

Tyrconnell mountains.

CHAPTER LXIII.

THE RESTORATION.
" On to the temple ! There all solemn rites

Performed, a general feast shall be proclaimed.
Sorrows are changed to bride-songs. So they thrive
Whom fate, in spite of storms, has kept alive."

THE LOVER'S MELANCHOLY.

No disparagement to physic and physicians,
one can nc help thinking that there is great
healing virtue in a happy turn of fortune, and

something extremely tonic and cordial in the

spirit of love and friendship. Doctor Wilkins
was a very skillful as well as a very amusing
man, and no doubt he acted discreetly in keep-
ing Miss Spenser very quiet for a few days
after the terrible trial to which she had been

exposed ;
but she certainly recovered with mar-

velous rapidity from the moment she saw her
brother returned, reformed, and saved, and her
lover again at her side, in the character of Syd-
ney's reformer and deliverer. Then she had
also her uncle's prosperity to exult in, and it

was almost enough in itself to restore elasticity
to her ankle and bring the carmine of health

back to her cheek.

There was no end of rejoicing in the curate's

promotion, no end of practicing to call him arch-

deacon, discussing whether he ought to assume
the shovel or not, and making him repeat the

story of the bishop's visit. Carry almost died

laughing at the part borne by her little son in

the transaction, and did nothing for whole even-

ings but repeat
"A bishop, a bishop put on you, put on

you : my poor little Hercules a bishop, a

bishop."
The story is told to this day round the fire-

sides of the family in all its branches, Spensers,

Vivyans, and Woodwards, and causes almost as

much mirth as it did when the event was fresh.

The newspapers in a few days announced Mr.
Woodward's advancement, in the article of ec-

clesiastical intelligence, and letter came upon
letter to congratulate him from his old college
cronies Tom Beamish and others, from many

of his wife's friends and relatives, and a few
short but warm lines from the Hon.Tom Flinch,
who never forgot him. But the warmest of all,

y

at least in terms, though a little prolix, as usual,
was the letter that arrived from Mrs. Dabzac.

However, it had the rare merit of being perfectly
sincere. No member of his family saw the

poor, homely curate exalted into a titled digni-

tary of the Church with greater content, and

(as Carry remarked) it wrould have made Ara-
bella still happier to have seen her uncle a

bishop. It was not the least of the curious cir-

cumstances connected with the curate's fortune
that he was partly indebted for it to his niece's

vulgar vanity on the occasion of her wedding,
and partly to his own magnanimity in overlook-

ing her pettiness.
"
Well," said the rector, "Elizabeth will have

an archdeacon at least to marry her : that won't
be so very bad, after all."

But the rector had to provide himself with a
new curate, and that was a grief and trouble to

him, for such another man as Hercules was not

to be found on every coast, or met on every
mountain. The choice of his successor was

wisely left to the archdeacon himself, who wrote
on the subject to Tom Beamish, upon whose
fervent recommendation a fresh-colored, simple-
minded, and able-bodied young man was ap-

pointed to the curacy of Redcross, and inducted

by the rector himself into the humble abode
where his brother-in-law had dwelt so long in

happy and honored indigence. Upon that oc-

^casion Mr. Spenser made a happy application
of Evander's speech to the Trojan hero, in the

8th book of the ./Eneid; for, laying his hand

gently and impressively on the arm of the young
clergyman, as they stood at the door of the old

white house, in his solemn, melodious voice, he

pronounced the lines

" Heec limina victor

Alcides subiit
;
luec ilium regia cepit.

Aude hospes contemnere opes, et te quoque dignum
Finge Deo."

The last clerical duty Mr. Woodward per-
formed in the parish of Redcross was the mar-

riage of his niece
;
but this did not take place

during the sojourn at Bonham Lodge. One
serene and sunny morning, when Miss Spenser's

recovery was complete, an excursion to the

parsonage was proposed by somebody, and

though the rector would more willingly have

gone any where else, he made no opposition,
when he saw that the plan was popular. There
was a phaeton, a jaunting-car, and ponies for

the equestrians. The party set out, and some
members of it certainly were astonished beyond
measure to find the old house in complete order,
furnished from bottom to top with its pristine
taste and luxury. Mr. Woodward, we have

seen, had some inkling of the matter, but to his

brother-in-law it seemed the work of magic
The glee of the old proctor, as he beheld Mr.

Spenser's amazement at the unexpected prepa-
ration to receive him was the best comedy ;

but

Randy had kept the secret so long that there

was no keeping it any longer, so it was soon
known that Vivyan was the sorcerer at whose
command the upholsterer and cabinet-maker
had made all comfortable again. But it was
not until the rector entered the room which had
contained his library, sadly thinking how it had
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once been peopled, and never expecting to see

so much as the backs of his troops of silent old

friends again, that his astonishment was com-

plete. Here, indeed, a necromancer seemed

really to have been at work, for his books were
all there, marshaled by their nations and lan-

guages to receive him, in their ancient cases of

curiously carved oak, folios, quartos, octavos,
and duodecimos, according to their several

dignities, and critically in their own arrange-

ment, looking in fact as if they had never been

molested or sent roving about the world. It

was natural that this also should be attributed

to Vivyan, and it was in vain he protested that

he was as much surprised as the rector him-

self; but such was the fact
;
and only for Carry

Woodward, who was in this part of the secret

beyond all doubt, the restorer of the library

might have remained a good while unknown.
The truth was that almost every body connected

by relationship or friendship with Mr. Spenser,
had been anxious to replace him in his former

ease and comfort, with the shabby and unnat-v

ural exception of Mrs. Dabzac. Mr. Oliver,

among others, had never enjoyed a day's happi-

ness, since misfortune fell on the man whom he
loved and admired. Being a literary man him-

self, he entered more keenly than any one else

into the rector's sorrow when his very books
were reft from him

;
but being unable himself

to redeem them, he could only indulge his feel-

ings in complaints and lamentations to his friends

and correspondents, which he did so bitterly and

incessantly, that at length Lord Bonham heard
of the circumstances at Rome, where he was,
and instantly wrote home to Mr. Trundle to

purchase the library at a liberal valuation and
thus secure it from irretrievable dispersion.
Mr. Trundle, friendly himself to the rector, and

zealously devoted to his daughter ever since the

day that she gave up a whole morning to his

Joan-fund scjiemes, performed his part of the

business with the utmost zeal and efficiency.
The library was bought, the cases as well as

the books, and by Lord Bonham's directions

consigned to the care of the enraptured Mr.

Oliver, who valued it beyond the Bodleian for

his friend's sake, and would willingly have
taken ten times as much trouble as it actually

gave him to put it up and arrange it in its orig-
inal order. The only member of the family he
communicated with, while thus employed, was
Mrs. Woodward, for it was necessary to have
some confidant in order to gain access to the

parsonage, and be secure from interruption and

discovery while engaged in this clandestine

labor of love.

Well, if friends did all that friends could do to

make the return of the Spensers to their pictur-

esque home as happy as possible, they, upon
their part, made a great many people happy
also. The reoccupation of the parsonage made

many an eye bright and gladdened many a
heart. There were fetes given, addresses pre-

sented, and bonfires kindled on many a hill to

celebrate the event. The first person to visit

the rector was Father Magrath, the second was
Jhe Presbyterian minister, the third was the

excellent Doctor Wilkins, wT
ith his face that

disposed you to weep and his conversation that

made you expire of laughing. Last came Mr.

Oliver, more than ever shy and monosyllabic ;

nay, looking as if he had actually given some

particularly heinous offense to the family, and
was greatly ashamed to present himself before

them.
But no one was welcomed back so cordially

and enthusiastically as the fair and good Eliza-

beth. No prince would have been thought too

good a husband for her. She had always been
not only so humane to the poor, but so actively
useful to them, so beneficent as well as so be-

nevolent, so considerate for the old, so tender to

the young, so kind and so patient with every
body. So popular, indeed, was Miss Spenser,
that had she been possessed with a proselytizing

spirit, she would have been an actual little wolf
in the Catholic and Presbyterian folds. In the

midst of all the preparations for the wedding,
and all the tumult of her new but still incom-

plete happiness, she resumed her attention to

the children of the neighborhood, and reopened
her school, which was, indeed, a model one.

Again the robins hopped on the slates at play-

hours, and again the fat rosy child of the laun-

dress came in for the cowslips and kisses, as it

rolled and rollicked on the little green paddock.

Again the yard echoed the multitudinous lisp
and murmur of infant education, and the lusty
matron at her tub hard by used to rest a mo-
ment from her sultry labors, with her bare
stout arms in the suds, and try to distinguish
the hum of her own brats in the Babel of tiny
sounds.

One personage and one only regarded with
an evil eye the happy revolution in the fortunes

of the Spensers, and particularly the triumphs
of Elizabeth's love and of Sydney's reputation.
The rage of the malignant post-mistress knew
no bounds

;
but her career in that capacity was

cut short abruptly, for Hercules, who never

gave a malefactor a moment's rest in his own
parish, or indeed any where within the reach
of his influence, had no sooner leisure to attend

to the matter than he forwarded to head-quarters
a charge against the Peacocks of tampering
with the letters of his family, called for an
official inquiry, fully established his case, and

succeeded in chasing the wicked Lucy and her

husband with ignominy out of Redcross. Noth-

ing was heard of them for a long time, until one

day that Mr. Spenser observed in the Times

newspaper the advertisement of a Mrs. Edward

Peacock, who announced her desire to receive

a certain number of young gentlemen into her

house, promising to instruct them in the rudi-

ments of Latin, to pay them more than motherly
attention, and above all things to train them

rigidly in the ways of truth and virtue. The
bold hand of Lucy was not to be mistaken,

although she neither referred to the Spensers
or Woodwards for testimonials of her qualifica-
tions.

There was no reason for deferring the mar-

riage, and it was not deferred longer than was

necessary to give time for the arrival of Georg3
Markham, and worthy little Mr. Trundle. It

was a fine spectacle to see how Markham and
the archdeacon embraced, and how the former

triumphed in the honor and reward of the man
whom he venerated most of all the men he had
ever met with, for his heroic combination of

physical energy with plain sterling moral worth.
The Dabzacs were present, of course

; but de-
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spite of their frost and formality, the nuptial

ceremony was performed with the devout hilar-

ity that becomes it,
and all the festivities before

and after were as gay and hearty as ever ushered

a bride and bridegroom into the holy and haz-

ardous state of marriage.
"And so that extraordinary Miss Spenser is

married at last," said Lady Brabble to old Mrs.

Loquax, at a ball which Mrs. Pepper gave in

Dublin some short time after the wedding.
"To Mr. Trundle, of course," said old Mrs.

Loquax.
" To Lord Bonham, I suppose," said Mrs.

Pepper.
"
Oh, no

;
not quite so good a match as that;

to a Mr. Vivyan," said Lady Brabble.

"I am sure I am very glad she is married to

somebody," said the sour and sanctified Miss

Vallancey; "it was exceedingly unpleasant to

hear a girl so very much talked about."
" Sha had beaux enough to her string, at all

events," said Mrs. Pepper.
" In my opinion,

she treated poor Lord Bonham excessively ill."

"I'm told," said Mrs. Loquax, "that the

dress she wore at her wedding was actually a

present from his lordship."
"That's nothing," said another, "Lord Bon-

ham gave her a superb suit of diamonds, which
she never returned. I know it from Carcanet,
the jeweler."
"Does any body know any thing about that

Mr. Vivyan?" asked one of the clique.
"
Oh, nobody," said Lady Brabble, laying

down the law.

Tom Flinch came up at the moment, and as

he was a know-every-body-that's-knowable sort

of man, Mrs. Loquax pounced on him and in-

quired if he knew any thing about the Mr. Vivy-
an who had married Miss Spenser.

"Dab.'s sister," drawled the honorable Tom.
"
Oh, he is Sir Thomas Vivyan's brother

;
he

got a large property some time since by the

death of a rich relation in Spain."
"That explains Miss Spenser's conduct most

satisfactorily," said the heavenly Miss Vallan-

cey ;

" how shocking worldly ?"
But the Vivyans cared extremely little for the

chit-chat of any coterie
; they were too happy

even to recollect that there were such talkative

and malicious people in the world as the Brab-

bles, Peppers, and Vallanceys. Soon after his

marriage Vivyan succeeded to his brother's for-

tune and baronetcy, and when Elizabeth became

Lady Vivyan, and the mistress of a handsome

fortune, she was deluged with civilities and flat-

teries by the same people who before were so

busy pulling her beautiful character to pieces.
Even old Mrs. Loquax was graciously pleased
to forget that our heroine's brother had once
been a scamp ;

and if Lady Brabble remem-
bered the revolting fact that Elizabeth had acted

as governess to the young Bonhams, she was

good enough never to talk of
it,

nor did it in the

least diminish her anxiety to push herself and
her daughters into Lady Vivyan's circle.

The fate of Dawson continued a mystery for

several years. It was Mr..Woodward's opinion
that he had effected his escape in the brig com-
manded by the respectable Captain Dowse

;
but

the brig was traced to an English sea-port, and,

though several persons of suspicious appear-
ance, and some who were known to have been

Dawson's associates, were found on board of
her. not a vestige of himself was discovered, nor

any thing to serve as a clew to his detection.
Various other efforts were made with the same
object and the same ill success. It seemed un-
accountable

;
but after some time it ceased to

be discussed, at least at the parsonage, except
at long intervals on winter evenings, when in

every family old topics are sure to turn up again,
often for want of new ones of greater interest.

Castle Dawson passed into other hands, and was

ultimately taken by a mad doctor for a private
lunatic asylum, a purpose for which it was ill-

suited, if the recovery of the patients was con-

templated, but eminently fit,
if the doctor's de-

sign was merely to make money, and to have
his establishment as free from inspection and
control as possible. It happened one day that

Doctor Wilkins was dining with Mr. Sp"enser,
when he received a summons from the coroner
of the county to attend an inquest at Castle
Dawson. He rode over there at the time ap-
pointed, not doubting but that some inmate of

the asylum had come to a violent end, requiring

legal inquiry into the circumstances attending
it. But on his arrival he found that the case
was one of a very different kind. The subject
of investigation was a body, or rather a skel-

eton, which had been discovered in the subter-

raneous passage under the wine-cellar. It had
been found at the foot of the ladder, which was
all in a state of decay, the upper rounds fallen

to pieces, so as to suggest the idea that they
had given way under the weight of some one

attempting to descend, and occasioned his death

by precipitating him into the chasm beneath.

But the first object was to identify the remains.

They were produced before the jury, a hideous

spectacle, without form or feature, the limbs

scarcely continuous, the clothes in shreds, and

tangled with sea-wrack. Tattered, however, as

the clothes were, they led not only Doctor Wil-

kins, but several persons present, to conjecture

instantly that the corpse before them was that

of the wretched Dawson. A minute investi-

gation confirmed this impression irresistibly.

Among other things, a signet ring was found,

bearing his crest and initials, which, joined to

the fact that the remains were those of a mid-

dle sized squajre-built man, like Dawson, settled

the question beyond a reasonable doubt. The
evidence which Doctor Wilkins gave as to the

cause of death, also confirmed the conclusion

come to in the first instance. In fact the neck
of the skeleton was broken exactly as in cases

of falls from considerable heights. The verdict

of the jury recorded their perfect satisfaction

upon both points.
But little remains to be added

; yet, little as

it is, our domestic chronicles would be imper-
fect without it.

Vivyan was faithful to the romantic country
where he found his incomparable wife

;
he loved

it for her sake, and entered with zeal into all

her benevolent schem.es (now enlarged by her

increased means of usefulness) for the improve-
ment and happiness of her father's parishioners.
Sir Francis purchased the wild islet where he*
first became acquainted with the Spensers, and
built a cottage of solid blocks of granite nearly
on the spot where he and his cousin were start-

led by the apparition of the formidable curate
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peering down upon them from the cliffs. He
also rebuilt the wooden bridge

at his own cost

and charges, instead of waiting any longer for

the county, the government, or a miracle to re-

construct it. The Hoggs and M'Swynes im-

proved visibly under the indefatigable tuition

and encouragement which they received from
their resident benefactors. No doubt a chapter
of the Knights of the Thistle might still be con-

voked in the neighborhood of Redcross
;
an an-

cient father or mother of the borough may still

be seen perched on the house-top, to steady the

thatch in a gale of wind; there are still dirty
faces in the streets, and still a few lions roaring
at the Celtic sluggards and terrifying them from
honest exertion

; but, upon the whole, advice
and example have not been thrown away. Be-
tween the rector's good-natured ridicule, the

patient perseverance of his daughter and her
husband in well doing, and the occasional thun-

ders of the archdeacon, who frequently visited

Redcross and preached in his old pulpit there

are not so many anomalies as when the Circe

I sailed on her voyage pittoresque ; or, as Carry
' Woodward said only the other day, "Things are

not quite so Higgledy-Piggledyish as formerly."
The archdeacon himself did not reform his

ways entirely. He continued to wear very odd
hats and coats, and brandish extraordinary

cudgels, for a dignitary of the Church, though
he no longer glazed his windows and repaired
his roof with his own hands. He attained no

higher rank in his profession, but he got a bet-

ter living a few years later, having a second
time attracted the notice of the lord-lieutenant,
before whom he preached. A few days after

his promotion he was commanded to dine with
the viceroy, and he obeyed very reluctantly, not

being accustomed, he said, to the "ways of

courts, or how to talk to a lord-lieutenant."
" Just talk to him as you would to Carry," said

the rector.
"
Ho, ho," said Hercules, laughing as loud as

when he was a stipendiary curate, "I say a great

many things to Carry which it wouldn't do to

say to a chief governor."

THE END.
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JOHN MABCHIOIT'S LEGACY.

CHAPTER I.

THE MAN WITH THE BANNER.

THE history of Edward Arundel, second son

of Christopher Arundel Dangerfield Arundel, of

Dangerfield Park, Devonshire, began on a cer-

tain dark winter's night upon which the lad, still

a school-boy, went with his cousin, Martin Mos-

tyn, to witness a blank-verse tragedy at one of

the London theatres.

There are few men who, looking back at the

long story of their lives, can not point to one

page in the record of the past at Avhich the actual

history of life began. The page may come in

the very middle of the book perhaps ; perhaps
almost at the end. But let it come where it

will, it is, after all, only the actual commence-
ment. At an appointed hour in man's existence

the overture which has been going on ever since

he was born is brought to a sudden close by the

sharp vibration of the prompter's signal-bell, the

curtain rises, and'the drama of life begins. Very
insignificant sometimes are the first scenes of

the play commonplace, trite, wearisome
;
but

watch them closely, and interwoven with every
word, dimly recognizable in every action, may
be seen the" awful hand of Destiny. The story
has begun : already we, the spectators, can make
vague guesses at the plot, and predicate the sol-

emn climax
;

it is only the actors who are igno-
rant of the. meaning of their several parts, and
who are stupidly reckless of the obvious catas-

trophe.
The story of young Arundel's life began when

he was a light-hearted, heedless lad of seven-

teen, newly escaped for a brief interval from the

care of his pastors and masters.

The lad had come to London on a Christmas
visit to his father's sister, a good-natured widow,
with a great many sons and daughters, and an
income only large enough to enable her to keep
the appearances of wealth essential to the fam-

ily pride of one of the Arundels of Dangerfield.
Laura Arundel had married a Colonel Mos-

tyn, of the East India Company's service, and
had returned from India after a wandering life

of some years, leaving her dead husband behind

her, and bringing away with her five daughters
and three sons, most of whom had been born un-
der canvas.

Mrs. Mostyn bore her troubles bravely, and
contrived to do more with her pension, and an
additional income of three hundred a year from
a small fortune of her own, than the most consum-
mate womanly management can often achieve.

Her house in Montague Square was elegantly
furnished, her daughters were exquisitely dress-

ed, her sons sensibly educated, her dinners well

cooked. She was not an agreeable woman ;
she

was, perhaps, if any thing, too sensible so very
sensible as to be obviously intolerant of any thing

like folly in others. She was a good mother,
but by no means an indulgent one. She expect-
ed her sons to succeed in life, and her daughters
to marry rich men

;
and would have had little

patience with any disappointment in either of

these reasonable expectations. She was attach-

ed to her brother, Christopher Arundel, and she

was very well pleased to spend the autumn months
at Dangerfield, where the hunting breakfasts

gave her daughters an excellent4)latform for the

exhibition of charming demi-toilets and social

and domestic graces, perhaps more dangerous to

the susceptible hearts of rich young squires than

the fascinations of a valse a deux temps or an
Italian scena.

But the same Mrs. Mostyn, who never forgot
to keep up her correspondence with the owner
of Dangerfield Park, utterly ignored the exist-

ence of another brother, a certain Hubert Arun-

del, who had, perhaps, much more need of her

sisterly friendship than the wealthy Devonshire

squire. Heaven knows, the world seemed a

lonely place to this younger son, who had been
educated for the Church, and was fain to con-

tent himself with a scanty living in one of the

dullest and dampest towns in fenny Lincoln-

shire. His sister might have very easily made
life much more pleasant to the Rector of Swamp-
ington and his only ddughter ;

but Hubert Arun-
del was a great deal too proud to remind her- of

this. If Mrs. Mostyn chose to forget him the

brother and sister had been loving friends and
dear companions long ago under the beeches at

Dangerfield she was welcome to do so. She
was better off than him

;
and it is to be remark-

ed that if A's income is three hundred a year,
and B's a thousand, the chances are as seven to

three that B will forget any old intimacy that

may have existed between himself and A. Hu-
bert Arundel had been wild at college, and had

put his autograph across so many oblong slips

of blue paper, acknowledging value received that

had been only half received, that by the time the

claims of all the holders of these portentous
morsels of stamped paper had been satisfied, the

younger son's fortune had melted away, leaving
its sometime possessor the happy owner of a pair
of pointers, a couple of guns by crack makers, a

good many foils, single-sticks, boxing-gloves,
wire masks, basket-helmets, leathern leg-guards,
and other paraphernalia, a complete set of the

old Sporting Magazine from 1792 to the current

year, bound in scarlet morocco, several boxes of

very bad cigars, a Scotch terrier, and a pipe of

undrinkable port.

Of all these possessions only the undrinkable

port now remained to show that Hubert Arundel
had once had a decent younger son's fortune,
and had succeeded most admirably in making
ducks and drakes of it. The poor about Swamp-
ington believed in the sweet red wine, which had
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been specially concocted for Israelitish dealers

in jewelry, cigars, pictures, wines, and specie.

They smacked their lips over the mysterious

liquid, and confidently affirmed that it did them
more good than all the doctor's stuff the pai-ish

apothecary could send them. Poor Hubert

Arundel was well content to find that at least

this scanty crop of corn had grown up from the

wild oats he had sown at Cambridge. The wine

pleased the poor creatures who drank it, and
was scarcely likely to do them any harm

;
and

there was a reasonable prospect that the last

bottle would by-and-by pass out of the rectory

cellars, and with it the last token of that bitterly

regretted past.
I have no doubt that Hubert Arundel felt the

sting of his only sister's neglect, as only a poor
and proud man can feel such an insult

;
but he

never let any confession of this sentiment escape
his lips; and when Mrs. Mostyn, being seized

with a fancy far doing this forgotten brother a

service, wrote him a letter of insolent advice,

winding up with an offer to procure his only
child a situation as nursery-governess, the Rec-
tor of Swampington only crushed the missive in

his strong hand, and flung it into his study-fire,
with a muttered exclamation that sounded terri-

bly like an oath.

"A nwrsery-governess!" he repeated, savage-

ly; "yes; an under-paid drudge, to teach chil-

dren their ABC, and mend their frocks and
make their

|pinafores.
I should like Mrs. Mos-

tyn to talk to my little Livy for half an hour.

I think my girl would have put the lady down
so completely by the end of that time, that we
should never hear any more about nursery-gov-
ernesses."

He laughed bitterly as he repeated the ob-

noxious phrase ;
but his laugh changed to a

sigh.
Was it strange that the father should sigh as

he remembered how he had seen the awful hand
'

of Death fall suddenly upon younger and stron-

ger men than himself? What if he were to die,

and leave his only child unmarried? What
would become of her. with her dangerous gifts,

with her fatal dowry of beauty, and intellect, and

pride?
"But she would never do any thing wrong,"

the father thought. "Her religious principles
are strong enough to keep her right under any
circumstances, in spite of any temptation. Her
sense of duty is more powerful than any other

sentiment. She would never be false to that;
she would never be false to that."

In return for the hospitality of Dangerfield
Park, Mrs. Mostyn was in the habit of opening
her doors to either Christopher Arundel or his

sons whenever any one of the three came to Lon-
don. Of course she infinitely preferred seeing
Arthur Arundel, the elder son and heir, seated

at her well-spread table, and flirting with one of

his pretty cousins, than to be bored with his

rackety younger brother, a noisy lad of seven-r

teen, with no better prospects than a commission
in her Majesty's service, and a hundred and

fifty pounds a year to eke out his pay ;
but she

was, notwithstanding, graciously pleased to in-

vite Edward to spend his Christmas holidays
in her comfortable household

;
and it was thus

it came to pass that on the 29th of December,

del's life began in a stage-box at Drury Lane
Theatre.
The box had been sent to Mrs. Mostyn by the

fashionable editor of a fashionable newspaper;
but that lady and her daughters being previous-

ly engaged had permitted the two boys to avail

themselves of the editorial privilege.
The tragedy was the dull production of a dis-

tinguished literary amateur, and even the great
actor who played the principal character could
not make the performance particularly enliven-

ing. He certainly failed in impressing Mr. Ed-
ward Arundel, who flung himself back in his

chair and yawned dolefully during the earlier

part of the entertainment.
" It ain't particularly jolly, is it, Martin ?" he

said, naively. "Let's go out and have some

oysters, and come in again just before the panto-
mime begins.''

" Mamma made me promise that we wouldn't
leave the theatre till we left for good, Ne4," his

cousin answered
j
"and then we're to go straight

home in a cab."

Edward Arundel sighed.
"I wish we hadn't come till half-price, old

fellow," he said, drearily. "If I'd known it

was to be a tragedy, I wouldn't have come away
from the Square in such a hurry. I wonder

why people write tragedies, when nobody likes

them ?"

He turned his back to the stage, and folded

his arms upon the velvet cushion of the box pre-

paratory to indulging himself in a deliberate in-

spection of the audience. Perhaps no brighter
face looked upward that night toward the glare
and glitter of the great chandelier than that of

the fair-haired lad in the stage-box. His can-

did blue eyes beamed with a more radiant sparkle
than any of the myriad lights in the theatre

;
a

nimbus of golden hair shone about his broad
white forehead

; glowing health, careless happi-

ness, truth, good-nature, honesty, boyish vivac-

ity, and the courage of a young lion all were

expressed in the fearless smile, the frank, yet
half-defiant gaze. Above all, this lad of seven-

teen looked especially what he was a thorough
gentleman. Martin Mostyn was prim and ef-

feminate, precociously tired of life, precociously
indifferent to every thing but his own advantage ;

but the Devonshire boy's talk was still fragrant
with the fresh perfume of youth and innocence,
still gay with the joyous recklessness of early

boyhood. He was as impatient for the noisy

pantomime overture, and the bright troops of

fairies in petticoats of spangled muslin, as the

most inveterate cockney cooling his snub nose

against the iron railing of the gallery. He was
as ready to fall in love with the painted beauty
of the ill-paid ballet girls, as the veriest child in

the wide circle of humanity about him. Fresh,

untainted, unsuspicious, he looked out at the

world, ready to believe in every thing and every

body.
"How you do fidget, Edward!" whispered

Martin Mostyn, peevishly; "why don't you look

at the stage ? It's capital fun."

"Fun!"
" Yes

;
I don't mean the tragedy, you know

;

but the supernumeraries. Did you ever see

such an awkward set of fellows in all your life ?

There's a man there with weak legs and a heavy
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He's more fun than all the rest of it put togeth-

er."

Mr. Mostyn being of course much too polite

to point out" the man in question, indicated him

with a twitch of his light eyebrows ;
and Ed-

ward Arundel, following that" indication, singled

out the banner-holder from a group of soldiers

in medieval dress, who had been standing weari-

ly enough upon one side of the stage during a

long strictly private and confidential dialogue

between the princely hero of the tragedy and one

of his accommodating satellites. The lad ut-

tered a cry of surprise as he looked at the weak-

legged banner-holder.

Mr. Mostyn turned upon his cousin with some
vexation.

"I can't help it, Martin," exclaimed young
Arundel

;
"I can't be mistaken yes poor fel-

low, to think that he should come to this ! you
haven't forgotten him, Martin, surely."

' '

Forgotten what forgotten whom ? My dear

Edward, what do you mean ?"

''John Marchmont, the poor fellow who used
to teach us mathematics at Vernon's; the fellow

the governor sacked because
"

"Well, what of him ?"

"The poor chap with the banner," exclaimed
the boy, in a breathless whisper; "don't you
see, Martin ? didn't you recognize him ? It's

Marchmont, poor old Marchmont, that we used
to chaff, and that the governor sacked because
he had a constitutional cough, and wasn't strong

enough for his work."
" Oh yes, I remember him well enough," Mr.

Mostyn answered, indifferently.
"
Nobody could

stand his cough, you know
;
and he was a vul-

gar fellow, into the bargain."
"He wasn't a vulgar fellow," said Edward,

indignantly; "there, there's the curtain down
again ;

he belonged to a good family in Lincoln-

shire, and was heir-presumptive to a stunning for-

tune. I've heard him say so twenty times."

Martin Mostyn did not attempt to repress an

involuntary sneer, which curled his lips as his

cousin spoke."
Oh, I dare say you've heard him say so, my

dear boy," he murmured, superciliously.

"Ah, and it 'was true," cried Edward; "he
wasn't a fellow to tell lies

; perhaps he'd have
suited Mr. Vernon better if he had been. He
had bad health, and was weak, and all that sort

of thing ;
but he wasn't a snob. He showed me

a signet-ring once that he used to wear on his

watch-chain
"

"A silver watch-chain," simpered Mr. Mostyn,
"just like a carpenter's."
"Don't be such a supercilious cad, Martin.

He was very kind to me, poor Marchmont
;
and

I know I was always a nuisance to him, poor old
fellow

;
for you know I never could get on with

Euclid. I'm sorry to see him here. Think,
Martin, what an occupation for him! I don't

suppose he gets more than nine or ten shillings
a week for it."

" A shilling a night is, I believe, the ordinary
remuneration of a stage-soldier. They pay as
much for the real thing as for the sham, you
see

;
the defenders of our country risk their lives

for about the same consideration. Where are

you going, Ned?"
Edward Arundel had left his place, and was

trying to undo the door of the box.

"To see if I can get at this poor fellow."

"You persist in declaring, then, that the man
with the weak legs is our old mathematical

drudge ? Well, I shouldn't wonder. The fel-

low was coughing all through the five acts, and
that's uncommonly like Marchmont. You're

surely not going to renew your acquaintance
with him?"
But young Arundel had just succeeded in

opening the door, and he left the box without

waiting to answer his cousin's question. He
made his way very rapidly out of the theatre,
and fought manfully through the crowds who
were waiting about the pit and gallery doors,
until he found himself at the stage-entrance.
He had often looked with reverent wonder at

the dark portal ;
but he had never before es-

sayed to cross the sacred threshold. But the

guardian of the gate to this theatrical paradise,
inhabited by fairies at a guinea a week, and ba-
ronial retainers at a shilling a night, is ordina-

rily a very inflexible individual, not to be cor-

rupted by any mortal persuasion, and scarcely

corruptible by the more potent influence of gold
or silver. Poor Edward's half a crown had no
effect whatever upon the stern door-keeper, who
thanked him for his donation, but told him that

it was agen his orders to let any body go up
stairs.

" But I want to see some one so particularly,"
the boy said, eagerly. "Don't you think you
could manage it for me, you know? He's an
old friend of mine one of the supernu what's-

its-names?" added Edward, stumbling over the

word. "He carried a banner in the tragedy,

you know
;
and he's got such an awful cough,

poor chap."
" The man as carried the banner with a aw-

ful cough," said the door-keeper, reflectively;"
why, I'm blest if it ain't Barking Jeremiah."
"
Barking Jeremiah !"

"Yes, Sir. They calls him Barking because
he's allcrs coughin' his poor weak head off; and

they calls him Jeremiah because he's allers dole-

ful. And I never did see such a doleful chap,

certainly."
"
Oh, do let me see him," cried Mr. Edward

Arundel. " I know you can manage it
;
so do,

that's a good fellow. I tell you he's a friend of

mine, and quite a gentleman too. Bless you,
there isn't a move in mathematics he isn't up to

;

and he'll come into a fortune some of these

days"
"Yes," interrupted the door-keeper, sarcas-

tically,
' ' I've heerd that. They chaffs him about

that up stairs. He's allers talking about bein' a

gentleman and belongin' to gentlemen, and all

that
;
but you're the first gentleman as have ever

as't after him."
"And can I see him?"
"I'll do my best, Sir. Here, you Jim," said

the door-keeper, addressing a dirty youth, who
had just nailed an official announcement of the

next morning's rehearsal upon the back of a

stony-hearted swing-door, which was apt to jam
the fingers of the uninitiated,

" what's the name
of that super with the jolly bad cough, the one

they call Barking
"

"Oh, that's Morti more."
" Do you know if he's on in the first scene?"
"Yes. He's one of the demons; bat the

scene's just over. Do you want him ?"
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"You can take up this young gentleman's
card to him, and tell him to slip down here if

he's got a wait," said the door-keeper.
Mr. Arundel handed his card to the dirty

boy.
" He'll come to me fast enough, poor fellow !"

he muttered. " I usen't to chaff him as the oth-

ers did, and I'm glad I didn't, now."
Edward Arundel could not easily forget that

one brief scrutiny in which he had recognized
the wasted face of the schoolmaster's hack, who
had taught him mathematics only two years be-

fore. Could there be any thing more piteous
than that degrading spectacle? The feeble

frame scarcely able to sustain that pnltry one-

sided banner of calico and tinsel
;
the two rude

daubs of coarse vermilion upon the hollow
cheeks

;
the black smudges that were meant for

eyebrows ;
the wretched scrap of horse-hair glued

upon the pinched chin in dismal mockery of a
beard

;
and through all this the pathetic plead-

ing of large hazel eyes, bright with the iinnatu-

ral lustre of disease, and saying perpetually, more

plainly than words can speak, "Do not look at

me; do not despise me; do not even pity me.
It won't last long."
The fresh-hearted school-boy was still think-

ing of this when a wasted hand was laid lightly
and tremulously on his arm, and looking up he
saw a man in a hideous mask and a tight-fitting
suit of scarlet and gold standing by his side.
"

I'll take off my mask in a minute, Arundel,"
said a faint voice, that sounded hollow and muf-
fled within a cavern of pasteboard and wicker-
work. ' It was very good of you to come round

;

very, very good!"
"I was so sorry to see you here, Marchmont ;

I knew you in a moment, in spite of the dis-

guise."
The supernumerary had struggled out of his

huge head-gear by this time, and laid the fabric

of papier-mache and tinsel carefully aside upon
a shelf. He had washed his face before putting
on the mask, for he was not called upon to ap-t

pear before a British public in martial semblance

any more upon that evening. The pale wasted
face was interesting and gentlemanly, not by
any means handsome, but almost womanly in

its softness of expression. It was the face of a
man who had not yet seen his thirtieth birthday ;

who might never live to see it, Edward Arundel

thought, mournfully." Why do you do this, Marchmont?" the boy
asked, bluntly.
"Because there was nothing else left for me

to do," the stage-demon answered, with a sad
smile. "I can't get a situation in a school, for

my health won't suffer me to take one
; or it

won't suffer any employer to take me, for fear of

my falling ill upon his hands, which comes to the
same thing ;

so I do a little copying for the law-

stationers, and this helps out that, and I get on
as well as I can. I wouldn't so much mind if

it wasn't for
"

He stopped suddenly, interrupted by a parox-
ysm of coughing.

"If it wasn't for whom, old fellow?"

"My poor little girl; my poor little mother-
less Mary."
Edward Arundel looked grave, and perhaps a

little ashamed of himself. He had forgotten un-
til this moment that his old tutor had been left

a widower at four-and-twenty, with a little daugh.
ter to support out of his scanty stipend.

"Don't be down-hearted, old fellow," the lad

whispered, tenderly ; "perhaps I shall be able to

help you, you know. And the little girl can go
down to Dangerfield ;

I know my mother would
take care of her, and will keep her there till you
get strong and well. And then you might start

a fencing-room, or a shooting-gallery, or some^
thing of that sort, at the West End

;
and I'd

come to you, and bring lots of fellows to you,
and you'd get on capitally, you know."
Poor John Marchmont, the asthmatic super-

numerary, looked perhaps the very last person in

the world whom it could be possible to associate

with a pair of foils or a pistol and a target ;
but

he smiled faintly at his old pupil's enthusiastic

talk.

"You were always a good fellow, Arundel,"
he said, gravely.

" I don't suppose I shall ever
ask you to do me a service

;
but if, by-and-by,

this cough makes me knock under, and my little

Polly should be left I I think you'd get your
mother to be kind to her, wouldn't you, Arun-
del?"
A picture rose before the supernumerary's

weary eyes as he said this
;

the picture of a

pleasant lady whose description he had often

heard from the lips of a loving son, a rambling
old mansion, wide-spreading lawns, and long
arcades of oak and beeches leading away to the
blue distance. If this Mrs. Arundel, who was
so tender and compassionate and gentle to every
red-cheeked cottage girl who crossed her path-
way Edward had told him this very often

would take compassion also upon this little one !

If she would only condescend to see the child,
the poor pale neglected flower, the fragile lily,

the frail exotic blossom, that was so cruelly out
of place upon the bleak pathways of life !

"If that's all that troubles you," young Arun-
del cried, eagerly, "you may make your mind

easy, and come and have some oysters. We'll
take care of the child. I'll adopt her, and my
mother shall educate her, and she shall marry a
duke. Run away now, old fellow, and change
your clothes, and come and have oysters, and
stout out of the pewter."
Mr. Marchmont shook his head.

"My time's just up," he said; "I'm on in

the next scene. It was very kind of you to come
round, Arundel; but this isn't exactly the best

place for you. Go back to your friends, my dear

boy, and don't think any more of me. I'll write

to you some day about little Mary."
"

"You'll do nothing of the kind," exclaimed
the boy. "You'll give me your address in-

stanter, and I'll come to see you the first thing
to-morrow morning, and you'll introduce me to

little Mary; and if she and I are not the best

friends in the world, I shall never again boast

of my successes with lovely woman. What's
the number, old fellow?"

Mr. Arundel had pulled out a smart morocco

pocket-book and a gold pencil-case.

"Twenty-seven Oakley Street, Lambeth. But
I'd rather you wouldn't come, Arundel; your
friends wouldn't like it."

"My friends may go hang themselves. I

shall do as I like, and I'll be with you to break-

fast, sharp ten."

The supernumerary had no time to remon-
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strate. The progress of the music, faintly audi-

ble from the lobby in which this conversation

had taken place told him that his scene was

nearly on.

"I can't stop another moment. Go back to

your friends, Arundel. Good-night. God bless

yon !"

"Stay; one word. The Lincolnshire prop-

erty
"

''Will never come to me, my boy," the de-

mon answered sadly, through his mask
;
for he

had been busy reinvesting himself in that demo-
niac guise. "I tried to sell my reversion, but

the Jews almost laughed in my face when they
heard me cough. Good-night."
He was gone, and the swing-door slammed in

Edward Arimdel's face. The boy hurried back
to his cousin, who was cross and dissatisfied at

his absence. Martin Mostyn had discovered that

the ballet-girls were all either old or ugly, the

music badly chosen, the pantomime stupid, the

scenery a failure. He asked a few supercilious

questions about his old tutor, but scarcely listened

to Edward's answers ; and was intensely aggra-
vated with his companion's pertinacity in sitting

out the comic business in which poor John
Marchmont appeared and reappeared ;

now as a
well-dressed passenger carrying a parcel, which
he deliberately sacrificed to the felonious propen-
sities of the clown, now as a policeman, now as a

barber, now as a chemist, now as a ghost ;
but al-

ways buffeted, or cajoled, or bonneted, or imposed
upon ; always piteous, miserable, and long-suffer -

ing ;
with arms that ached from carrying a banner

through five acts of blank-verse weariness, with

a head that had throbbed under the weight of a

ponderous edifice of pasteboard and wicker, with

eyes that were sore with the evil influence of

bine-fire and gunpowder smoke, with a throat

tfiat had been poisoned by sulphurous vapors,
with bones that were stiff with the playful pom-
meling of clown and pantaloon : and all for a

shilling a night !

CHAPTER II.

LITTLE MARY.

POOR John Marchmont had given his address

unwillingly enough to his old pupil. The lodg-

ing in Oakley Street was a wretched back-room

upon the second-floor of a house whose lower

regions were devoted to that species of establish-

ment commonly called a "ladies' wardrobe."
The poor gentleman, the teacher of mathemat-

ics, the law-writer, the Drury-Lane supernu-
merary, had shrunk from any exposure of his pov-

erty ;
but his pupil's imperious good-nature had

overridden every objection, and John March-
mont awoke upon the morning after the meeting
at Drury Lane to the rather embarrassing recol-

lection that he was to expect a visitor to break-
fast with him.
How was he to entertain this dashing, high-

spirited young school-boy, whose lot was cast in

the pleasant pathways of life, and who was no
doubt accustomed to see at his matutinal meal
such luxuries as John Maxchmont had only be-
held in the fairy-like realms of comestible beauty
exhibited to hungry foot-passengers behind the

plate-glass windows of Italian warehouses?

"He has hams stewed in Madeira, and Peri-

gord pies, I dare say, at his Aunt Mostyn's,''
John thought, despairingly. "What can. I give
him to eat?"

But John Marchmont, after the manner of the

poor, was apt to overestimate the extravagance
of the rich. If he could have seen the Mostyn
breakfast then preparing in the lower regions of

Montague Square, he might have been consider-

ably relieved
;

for he would have only beheld
mild infusions of tea and coffee, in silver vessels,

certainly, four French rolls hidden under a glist-

ening damask napkin, six triangular fragments
of dry toast, cut from a stale half-quartern, four

new-laid eggs, and about half a pound of ba-
con cut into rashers of transcendental delicacy.
Widow ladies who have daughters to marry do
not plunge very deep into the books of Messrs.

Fortnum and Mason.
" He used to like hot rolls when I was at Ver-

non's," John thought, rather more hopefully; "I
wonder whether he likes hot rolls still ?"

Pondering thus, Mr. Marchmont dressed him-,
self very neatly, very carefully ;

for he was one
of those men whom even poverty can not rob of

man's proudest attribute, his individuality. He
made no noisy protest against the humiliations

to which he was compelled to submit
;
he ut-

tered no boisterous assertions of his own merit
;

he urged no clamorous demand to be treated as

a gentleman in his day of misfortune
;
but in his

own mild, undemonstrative way he did assert

himself, quite as effectually as if he had raved

all day upon the hardship of his lot, and drunk
himself mad and blind under the pressure of

his calamities. He never abandoned the habits

which had been peculiar to him from his child-

hood. He was as neat and orderly in his sec-

ond-floor back as he had been seven or eight

years before in his simple apartments at Cam-
bridge. He did not recognize that association

which most men perceive between poverty and

shirt-sleeves, or poverty and beer. He was con-

tent to wear threadbare cloth, but adhered most

obstinately to a prejudice in favor of clean linen.

He never acquired those lounging vagabond hab-

its peculiar to some men in the day of trouble.

Even among the supernumeraries of Drury Lane
he contrived to preserve his self-respect ;

if they
nicknamed him Barking Jeremiah, they took

care only to pronounce that playful sobriquet
when the gentleman-super was safely out of

hearing. He was so polite in the midst of his

reserve that the person who could willfully have
offended him must have been more unkindly
than any of her Majesty's servants. It is true

that the great tragedian on more than one oc-

casion apostrophized the weak-kneed banner-

holder as "BEAST," when the super's cough had

peculiarly disturbed his composure ;
but the same

great man gave poor John Marchmont a letter

to a distinguished physician, compassionately

desiring the relief of the same pulmonary affec-

tion. If John Marchmont had not been prompt-
ed by his own instincts to struggle against .the

evil influences of poverty, he would have done
battle sturdily for the sake of one who was ten

times dearer to him than himself.

If he could have become a swindler or a rep-
robate it would have been about as easy for

him to become either as to have burst at once,
and without an hour's practice, into a full-blown
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Leotard or Olmar his daughter's influence

would have held him back as securely as if the

slender arms twined tenderly about him had
been chains of adamant forged by an enchant-

er's power.
How could he be false to his little one, this

helpless child, who had been confided to him in

the darkest hotfr of his existence
;
the hour in

which his consumptive wife had yielded to the

many forces arrayed against her in life's battle,

and had left him alone in the world to fight for

his little girl ?

"If I were to die I think Arundel's mother
would be kind to her," John Marchmont thought,
as he finished his careful toilet.

' ' Heaven knows
I have no right to ask or expect such a thing ;

but she will be rich by-and-by, perhaps, and will

be able to repay them."
A little hand knocked lightly at the door of

his room while he was thinking this, and a child-

ish voice said :

"May I come in, papa?"
The little girl slept with one of the landlady's

children in a room above her father's. John

opened the door, and let her in. The pale win-

try sunshine, creeping in at the curtainless win-

dow, near which Mr. Marchmont sat, shone full

upon the child's face as she came toward him.
It was a small, pale face, with singularly deli-

cate features, a tiny straight nose, a pensive
mouth, and large thoughtful hazel eyes. The
child's hair fell loosely upon her shoulders

;
not

in those cork-screw curls so much affected by
mothers in the humbler walks of life, nor yet in

those crisp undulations lately adopted in Bel-

gravian nurseries, but in soft silken masses, only
curling at the extreme end of each tress. Miss
Marchmont she was always called Miss March-
mont in that Oakley Street household wore her
brown-stuff frock and scanty diaper pinafore as

neatly as her father wore his threadbare coat

and darned linen. She was very pretty, very

lady-like, very interesting ;
but it was impossi-

ble to look at her without a vague feeling of

pain that was difficult to understand. You knew

by-and-by why you were sorry for this little girl.

She had never been a child. That divine period
of perfect innocence innocence of all sorrow
and trouble, falsehood and wrong that bright

holiday-time of the soul had never been hers.

The ruthless hand of poverty had snatched away
from her the gift which God had given her in

her cradle
;
and at eight years old she was a

woman a woman invested with all that is most
beautiful among womanly attributes love, ten-

derness, compassion, carefulness for others, un-
selfish devotion, uncomplaining patience, heroic

endurance. She was a woman by reason of all

these virtues; but she was no longer a child.

At three years old she had bidden farewell for-

ever to the ignorant selfishness, the animal en-

joyment of childhood, and had learned what it

was to be soriy for poor papa and mamma
;
and

from that first time of awakening to the sense

of pity and love. she had never ceased to be the

comforter of the helpless young husband who
was so soon to be left wifeless.

John had been compelled to leave his child,
in order to get a living for her and for himself
in the hard service of Mr. Laurence Vernon,
the principal of the highly select and expensive
academy at which Edward Arundel and Martin

Mostyn had been educated. But he had left

her in good hands
;
and when the bitter day of

his dismissal came, he was scarcely as sorry as
he ought to have been for the calamity which
brought him back to his little Mary. It is im-

possible for any words of mine to tell how much
he loved the child

;
but take into consideration

his hopeless poverty, his sensitive and reserved

nature, his utter loneliness, the bereavement that
had cast a shadow upon his youth, and you will

perhaps understand an affection that was almost
morbid in its intensity, and which was recipro-
cated most fully by its object. The little girl
loved her father too much. When he was with

her, she was content to sit by his side, watching
him as he wrote

; proud to help him, if even by
so much as wiping his pens, or handing him his

blotting-paper; happy to wait upon him, to go
out marketing for him, to prepare his scanty
meals, to make his tea, and arrange and rear-

range every object in the slenderly furnished sec-

ond-floor back-room. They talked sometimes
of the Lincolnshire fortune the fortune which

might come to Mr. Marchmont, if three people,
whose lives were each worth three times John's
feeble existence, Would be so obliging as to clear

the way for the heir-at-law, by taking an early

departure to the church-yard. A more practi-
cal man than John Marchmont would have kept
a sharp eye upon these three lives, and by some
means or other contrived to find out whether
number one was consumptive, or number two

dropsical, or number three apoplectic ;
but John

was utterly incapable of any such Machiavellian

proceeding. I think he sometimes beguiled his

weary walks between Oakley Street and Drury
Lane by the dreaming of such childish day-
dreams as I should be almost ashamed to set

down upon this sober page. The three lives

might all happen to be riding in the same ex-

press upon the occasion of a terrible collision
;

but the poor fellow's gentle nature shrank ap-

palled before the vision he had invoked. He
could not sacrifice a whole trainful of victims

even for .little Mary. He contented himself with

borrowing a Times newspaper now and then,
and looking at the top of the second column,
with the faint hope that he should see his own
name in large capitals, coupled with the an-

nouncement that by applying somewhere he

might hear of something to his advantage. He
contented himself with this, and with talking
about the future to little Mary in the dim fire-

light. They spent long hours in the shadowy
room, only lighted by the faint flicker of a piti-

ful handful of coals
;

for the commonest dip-
candles are sevenpence half-penny a pound, and
were dearer, I dare say, in the year '38. Heav-
en knows what splendid castles in the air these

two simple-hearted creatures built for each oth-

er's pleasure by that comfortless hearth. I be-

lieve that, though the father ma. .o a pretense of

talking of these things only for the amusement
of his child, he was actually the more childish

of the two. It was only when he left that fire-

lit room, and went back into the hard, reasona-

ble, commonplace world, that he remembered
how foolish the talk was, and how it was impos-
sible yes, impossible^-that he, the law-writer

and supernumerary, could ever come to be mas-
ter of Marchmont Towers.

Poor little Mary was in this less practical than
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her father. She carried her day-dreams into the

street, until all Lambeth was made glorious by
their supernal radiance. Her imagination ran

riot in a vision of a happy future, in which her

father would be rich and powerful. I am sorry
to say that she derived most of her ideas of

grandeur from the New Cut. She furnished

the drawing-room at Marchmont Towers from
the splendid stores of an upholsterer in that

thoroughfare. She laid flaming Brussels carpets

upon the polished oaken floors which her father

had described to her, and hung cheap satin dam-
ask of goi-geous colors before the great oriel win-

dows. She put gilded vases of gaudy artificial

flowers on the high carved mantle-pieces in the

old rooms, and hung a disreputable gray parrot
for sale at a green-grocer's, and given to the

use of bad language under the stone colonnade
at the end of the western wing. She appointed
the tradespeople who should serve the far-away
Lincolnshire household

;
the small matter of dis-

tance would, of course, never stand in the way
of her gratitude and benevolence. Her papa
would employ the civil green-grocer who gave
such excellent half-pennyworths of water-cresses

;

the kind butter -man who took such pains to

wrap up a quarter of a pound of the best eight-

een-penny fresh butter for the customer whom
he always called "little lady;" the considerate

butcher who never cut more than the three-quar-
ters of a pound of rump-steak, which made an
excellent dinner for Mr. Marchmont and his

little girl. Yes, all these people should be re-

warded when the Lincolnshire property came
to Mary's papa. Miss Marchmont had some

thoughts of building a shop close to Marchmont
Towers for the accommodating butcher, and of

adopting the .green-grocer's eldest daughter for

her confidante and companion. Heaven knows
how many times the little girl narrowly escaped
being run over while walking the material streets

in some ecstatic reverie such as this ! but Prov-
idence was very careful of the motherless girl ;

and she always returned to Oakley Street with

her pitiful little purchases of tea and sugar, but-

ter and meat. You will say, perhaps, that at

least these foolish day-dreams were childish
;
but

I maintain still that Mary's soul had long ago
bade adieu to infancy, and that even in these

visions she was womanly ;
for she was always

thoughtful of others rather than of herself, and
there was a great deal more of the practical bus-

iness of life mingled with the silvery web of fan-

cies than there should have been so soon after

her eighth birthday. At times, too, an awful
horror would quicken the pulses of her loving
heart as she heard the hacking sound of her fa-

ther's cough ;
and a terrible dread would seize

her the fear that John Marchmont might never
live to inherit the Lincolnshire fortune. The
child never said her prayers without adding a
little extempore supplication, that she might die
when her father died. It was a wicked prayer,

perhaps ;
and a clergyman might have taught

her that her life was in the hands of Providence
;

and that it might please Him who had created
her to doom her to many desolate years of lone-
liness

; and that it was not for her, in her wretch-
ed and helpless ignorance, to rebel against His
divine will. I think if the Archbishop of Can-

terbury had driven from Lambeth Palace to

Oakley Street to tell little Mary this he would

have taught her in vain
;
and that she would

have fallen asleep that night with the old prayer

upon her lips, the fond foolish prayer that the

bonds which love had woven so firmly might
never be roughly broken by death.

Miss Marchmont heard the story of last night's

meeting with great pleasure, though it must be
owned she looked a little grave when she was
told that the generous-hearted school-boy was

coming to breakfast; but her gravity was only
that of a thoughtful housekeeper, who ponders
ways and means, and, even while you are tell-

ing her the number and quality of your guests,
sketches out a rough ground-plan of her dishes,

ponders the fish in season, and the soups most

fitting to precede them, and balances the con-

tending advantages of Palestine and Julienne,
or Hare and Italian.

"A 'nice' breakfast, you say, papa," she said,
when her father had finished speaking; "then
we must have water-cresses, q/'cowrse."

" And hot rolls, Polly dear. Arundel was al-

ways fond of hot rolls."

"And hot rolls, four for threepence half-penny
in the Cut." (I am ashamed to say that this be-

nighted child talked as deliberately of the " Cut"
as she might have done of the "Row.")
' ' There'll be one left for tea, papa ;

for we could
never eat four rolls. They'll take such a lot of

butter, though."
The little housekeeper took out an antedilu-

vian bead-purse and began to examine her treas-

ury. Her father handed all his money to her,
as he would have done to his wife

;
and Mary

doled him out the little sums he wanted money
for half an ounce of tobacco, money for a pint
of beer. There were no penny papers in those

days, or what a treat an occasional Telegraph
would have been to poor John Marchmont !

Mary had only one personal extravagance.
She read novels dirty, bloated, ungainly vol-

umes which she borrowed from a snuffy old

woman in a little back street, who charged her
the smallest hire ever known in the circulating-

library business, and who admired her as a won-
der of precocious erudition. The only pleasure
the child knew in her father's absence was the

perusal of these dingy pages ; she neglected no

duty, she forgot no tender office of ministering'
care for the loved one who was absent

;
but

when all* the little duties had been finished, how
delicious it was to sit down to "Madeleine the

Deserted," and "Cosmos the Pirate," and to

lose herself far away in illimitable regions,

peopled by wandering princesses in white satin,

and gentlemanly bandits, who had been stolen

from their royal fathers' halls by vengeful hordes

of gipsies. In these early years of poverty and
loneliness John Marchmont's daughter stored

up, in a mind that was morbidly sensitive rather

than strong, a terrible amount of dim poetic sen-

timent
;
the possession of which is scarcely, per-

il a ps, the best or safest dower for a young lady
who has life's journey all before her.

At half past nine o'clock all the simple prep-
arations necessary for the reception of a visitor

had been completed by Mr. Marchmont and his

daughter. All vestiges of John's bed had dis-

appeared ; leaving, it is true, rather a suspicious-

looking mahogany chest of drawers to mark the

spot where once a bed had been. The window
had been opened, the room aired and dusted, a
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bright little fire burned in the shining grate, and
the most brilliant of tin tea-kettles hissed upon
the hob. The white table-cloth was darned in

several places ;
but it was a remnant of the

small stock of linen with which John had begun
married life

;
and the Irish damask asserted its

superior quality, in spite of many darns, as posi-

tively as Mr. Marchmont's good blood asserted

itself in spite of his shabby coat. A brown tea-

pot full of strong tea, a plate of French rolls, a

pat of fresh butter, and a broiled haddock, do
not compose a very epicurean repast ;

but Mary
Marchmont looked at the humble breakfast as a

prospective success.
" We could have haddocks every day at

Marchmont Towers, couldn't we, papa?" she

saidi, naively.
But the little girl was more than delighted

when Edward Arundel dashed up the narrow
staircase and burst into the room, fresh, radiant,

noisy, splendid, better dressed even than the

waxen preparations of elegant young gentlemen
exhibited at the portal of a great outfitter in the

New Cut, and yet not at all like either of those

red-lipped types of fashion. How delighted the

boy declared himself with every thing ! He had
driven over in a cabriolet, and he was awfully

hungry, he informed his host. The rolls and
water-cresses disappeared before him as if by
magic ;

little Mary shivered at the slashing cuts

he made at the butter ; the haddock had scarce-

ly left the gridiron before it was no more.
" This is ten times better than Aunt Mostyn's

skinny breakfasts," the young gentleman ob-
served candidly. "You never get enough with
her. Why does she say, 'You won't take an-
other egg, will you, Ed\vard?' if she wants me
to have one? You should see our hunting-
breakfasts at Dangerfield, Marchmont. Four
sorts of claret, and no end of Moselle and Cham-
pagne. You shall go to Dangerfield some day
to see my mother, Miss Mary."
He called her "Miss Mary," and seemed

rather shy of speaking to her. Her womanli-
ness impressed him in spite of himself. He had
a fancy that she was old enough to feel the hu-

miliation of her father's position, and to be sensi-

tive upon the matter of the two-pair back
;
and

he was sorry the moment after he had spoken
of Dangerfield.
"What a snob I am !" he thought ;

*'
always

bragging of home."
But Mr. Arundel was not able to stop very

long in Oakley Street, for the supernumerary
had to attend a rehearsal at twelve o'clock

;
so

at half past eleven John Marchmont and his

pupil went out together, and little Mary was
left alone to clear away the breakfast, and per-
form the rest of her household duties.

She had plenty of time before her, so she did

not begin at once, but sat upon a stool near the

fendergazing dreamily at the low fire.

"How good and kind he is!" she thought ;

"just like Cosmos only Cosmos was dark; or

like Reginald Ravenscroft but then he was
dark too. I wonder why the people in novels

are always dark? How kind he is to papa!
Shall we ever go to Dangerfield, I wonder, papa
and me ? Of course I wouldn't go without papa."

CHAPTER III.

ABOUT THE LINCpLNSHIRE PROPERTY.

WHILE Mary sat absorbed in such idle visions
as these Mr. Marchmont and his old pupil walked
toward Waterloo Bridge together.

"
I'll go as far as the theatre with you, March-

mont," the boy said; "it's my holidays now,
you know, and I can do as I like. I'm going to

a private tutor in another month, and he's to

prepare me for the army. I want you to tell

me all about that Lincolnshire property, old boy.
Is it any where near Swampington ?"

"Yes; within nine miles."
" Goodness gracious me ! Lord bless my soul!

what an extraordinary coincidence ! My uncle
Hubert's Rector of Swampington such a hole !

I go there sometimes to see him and my cousin

Olivia. Isn't she a stunner, though ! Knows
more Greek and Latin than me, and more math-
ematics than you. Could eat our heads off at

any thing."
John Marchmont did not seem very much

impressed by the coincidence that appeared so

extraordinary to Edward Arundel
; but, in order

to oblige his friend, he explained very patiently
and lucidly how it was that only three lives stood

between him and the possession of Marchmont
Towers, and all lands and tenements appertain-

ing thereto.
" The estate's a very large one," he said, final-

ly; "but the idea of my ever getting it is, of

course, too preposterous."
"Good gracious me ! I don't see that at all,"

exclaimed Edward, with extraordinary vivacity.
"Let me see, old fellow; if I understand your
story right, this is how the case stands : your
first cousin is the present possessor ofMarchmont
Towers

;
he has a son, fifteen years of age, who

may or may not marry ; only one son, remem-
ber. But he has also an jyicle a bachelor un-
cle who, by the terms of your grandfather's

will, must get the property before you can suc-

ceed to it. Now, this uncle of the present pos-
sessor is an old man

;
of course he? II die soon.

The present possessor himself is a middle-aged
man

;
so I shouldn't think he can -be likely to

last long. I dare say he drinks too much port,
or hunts, or something of that sort

; goes to sleep
after dinner, and does all manner of apoplectic

things, I'll be bound. Then there's tire son, only
fifteen, and not yet marriageable ; consumptive,
I dare say. Now, will you tell me the chances
are not six to six he dies unmarried ? So, you
see, my dear old boy, you're sure to get the for-

tune
;

for there's nothing to keep you out of it,

except
"

"Except three lives, the worst of which is bet-

ter than mine. It's kind of you to look at it m
this sanguine way, Arundel; but I wasn't born

to be a rich man. Perhaps, after all, Providence

has used me better than I think. I mightn't
have been happy at Marchmont Towers. I'm a

shy, awkward, humdrum fellow. If it wasn't for

Mary's sake "

"Ah, to be sure!" cried Edward Arundel.

"You're not going to forget all about Miss

Marchmont!" he was going to say "little Mary,"
but had checked himself abruptly at the sudden

recollection of the earnest hazel eyes that had

kept wondering watch upon his ravages at the

breakfast-table. "I'm sure Miss Marchmont's
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born to be an heiress
;

I never saw such a little

princess."" What !" demanded John Marchmont, sadly,

"in a darned pinafore and a threadbare frock?'

The boy's face flushed, almost indignantly, as

his old master said this.
" You don't think me such a snob as to think

I'd admire a lady" he spoke thus of Miss Mary
Marchmont, yet midway between her eighth and

ninth birthday "the less because she wasn't

rich ? But of course your daughter will have

the fortune by-and-by, even if
"

He stopped, ashamed of his want of tact
;
for

he knew John would divine the meaning of that

sudden pause.
"Even if I should die before Philip March-

mont," the teacher of mathematics answered,

quietly. "As far as that goes, Mary's chance
is as remote as my own. The fortune can only
come to her upon the event of Arthur's dying
without issue, or, having issue, failing to cut off

the entail, I believe they call it."

"Arthur! that's the son of the present pos-
sessor?"

"Yes. If I and my poor little girl, who is

delicate like her mother, should die before either

of these three men, there is another who will

stand in my shoes, and who will look out per-

haps more eagerly than I have done for his

chances of getting the property.'
1

"Another!" exclaimed Mr. Arundel. "By
Jove, Marchmont, it's the most complicated af-

fair I ever heard of! It's worse than those sums

you used to set me in barter :

' If A sells B 999
Stilton cheeses at 9 it/, a pound,' and all that

sort of thing, you know. Do make me under-
stand it, old fellow, if you can."
John Marchmont sighed.
"It's a wearisome story, Arundel," he said.

" I don't know why I should bore you with it."

"But you don't bore me with it," cried the

boy, energetically. "I'm awfully interested in

it, you know; and I could walk up and down
here all day talking about it."

The two gentlemen had passed the Surrey
toll-gate of Waterloo Bridge by this time. The
Southwestern Terminus had not been built in

the year '38, and the bridge was about the qui-
etest thoroughfare any two companions confi-

dentially inclined could have chosen. The share-
holders knew this, to their cost.

Perhaps Mr. Marchmont might have been be-

guiled into repeating the old story, which he
had told so often in the dim fire-light to his lit-

tle girl ;
but the great clock of St. Paul's boom-

ed forth the twelve ponderous strokes that told

the hour of noon
;
and a hundred other steeples,

upon either side of the water, made themselves
clamorous with the same announcement.
"I must leave you, Arundel," the supernu-

merary said, hurriedly ;
he had just remember-

ed that it was time for him to go and be brow-
beaten by a truculent stage-manager. "God
bless you, my dear boy ! It was very good of

you to want to see me
;
and the sight of your

fresh face has made me very happy. I should
like you to understand all about the Lincoln-
shire property. God knows there's small chance
of its ever coming to me or to my child

; but
when I am dead and gone Mary will be left alone
in the world, and it would be some comfort to

me to know that she was not without one friend

generous and disinterested like you, Arundel

who, if the chance did come, would see her

righted."
"And so I would," cried the boy, eagerly.
His face flushed and his eyes fired. He was

a preux chevalier already, in thought, going
forth to do battle for a hazel-eyed mistress.

"I'll ivrite the story, Arundel," John March-
mont said; "I've no time to tell it, and you
mightn't remember it either. Once more, good-

by ! once more, God bless you !"
"
Stop !" exclaimed Edward Arundel, flushing

a deeper red than before he had a very boyish
habit of blushing "stop, dear old boy. You
must borrow this of me, please. I've lots of
them. I should only spend it on all sorts of
bilious things; or stop out late and get tipsy.
You shall pay me with interest when you get
Marchmont Towers. I shall come and see you
again soon. Good-by."
The lad forced some crumpled scrap of paper

into his old tutor's hand, bolted through the toll-

bar, and jumped into a cabriolet, whose high-

stepping charger was dawdling along Lancaster
Place.

The supernumerary hurried on to Drury Lane
as fast as his weak legs could carry him. He
was obliged to wait for a pause in the rehearsal

before he could find an opportunity of looking at

the parting gift which his old pupil had forced

upon him. It was a crumpled and rather dirty

five-pound note, wrapped round two half crowns,
a shilling, and half a sovereign.
The boy had given his friend the last remnant

of his slender stock of pocket-money. John
Marchmont turned his face to the dark wing
that sheltered him and wept silently. He was
of a gentle and rather womanly disposition, be
it remembered

;
and he was in that weak state

of health in which a man's eyes are apt to

moisten, in spite of himself, under the influence

of any unwonted emotion.
He employed a part of that afternoon in writ-

ing the letter which he had promised to send to

his boyish friend.

"Mr DEAR ARUNDEL, My purpose in writ-

ing to you to-day is so entirely connected with
the future welfare of my beloved and only child

that I shall carefully abstain from any subject
not connected with her interests. I say nothing,

therefore, respecting your conduct of this morn-

ing, which, together with my previous knowl-

edge of your character, has decided me upon
confiding to you the doubts and fears which
have long tormented me upon the subject of my
darling's future.

' I am a doomed man, Arundel. The doctors

have told me this
;
but they have told me also

that, though I can never escape the sentence of

death which was passed upon me long ago, I

may live for some years if I live the careful life

which only a rich man can lead. If I go on

carrying banners and breathing sulphur, I can
not last long. My little girl will be left penni-

less, but not quite friendless ;
for there are hum-

ale people, relatives of her poor mother, who
would help her, kindly I am sure, in their own
lumble way. The trials which I fear for my
orphan girl are not so much the trials of poverty
as the dangers of wealth. If the three men who,
on my death, would alone stand between Mary
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and the Lincolnshire property, die childless, my
poor darling will become the only obstacle in the

pathway of a man whom, I will freely own to

you, I distrust.

"My father, John Marchmont, was the third

of four brothers. The eldest, Philip, died, leav-

ing one son, also called Philip, and the present

possessor of Marchmont Towers. The second,

Marmaduke, is still alive, a bachelor. The
third, John, left four children, of whom I alone

survive. The fourth, Paul, left a son and two

daughters. The son is an artist, exercising his

profession now in London
;
one of the daughters

is married to a parish surgeon, who practices
at Stanfield, in Lincolnshire; the other is an
old maid, and entirely dependent upon her

brother.
"
It is this man, Paul Marchmont, the artist,

whom I fear.
" Do not think me weak, or foolishly suspicious,

Arundel, when I tell you that the very thought
of this man brings the cold sweat upon my fore-

head, and seems to stop the beating of my heart.

I know that this is a prejudice, and an unworthy
one. I do not believe Paul Marchmont is a

good man ;
but I can assign no sufficient reason

for my hatred and terror of him. It is impossi-
ble for you, a frank and careless boy, to realize

the feelings of a man who looks at his only child,

and remembers that she may soon be left helpless
and defenseless to fight the battle of life with a

bad man. Sometimes I pray to God that the

Marchmont property may never come to my
child after my death

;
for I can not rid myself

of the thought may Heaven forgive me for its

unworthiness ! that Paul Marchmont would
leave no means untried, however foul, to wrest

the fortune from her. I dare say worldly people
would laugh at me for writing this letter to you,

my dear AruncTel
;
but I address myself to the

be'st friend I have the only creature I know
whom the influence of a bad man is never likely
to corrupt. Noblesse oblige! I am not afraid

that Edward Dangerfield Arundel will betray

any trust, however foolish, that may have been
confided to him.

"
Perhaps, in writing to you thus, I may feel

something of that blind hopefulness amidst the

shipwreck of all that commonly gives birth to

hope which the mariner, cast away upon some
desert island, feels when he seals his simple story
in a bottle, and .launches it upon the waste of

waters that close him in on every side. Before

my little girl is four years older you will be a

man, Arundel
;
with a man's intellect, a man's

courage, and, above all, a man's keen sense of

honor. So long as my darling remains poor
her humble friends will be strong enough to pro-
tect her; but if ever Providence should think fit

to place her in a position of antagonism to Paul
Marchmont for he would look upon any one as

an enemy who stood between him and fortune

she would need. a far more powerful protector
than any she could find among her poor mother's

relatives. Will you be that protector, Edward
Arundel? I am a drowning man, you see, and
catch at the frailest straw that floats past me. I

believe in you, Edward, as much as I distrust

Paul Marchmont. If the day ever comes in

which my little girl should have to struggle with
this man, will you help her to fight the battle ?

It will not be an easy one.

"Subjoined to this letter I send you an ex-
tract from the copy of my grandfather's will,
which will explain to you how he left his prop-
erty. Do not lose either the letter or the ex-
tract. If you are willing to undertake the trust

which I confide to you to-day, you may have
need to refer to them after my death. The
legacy of a child's helplessness is the only be-

quest which I can leave to the only friend I

have. JOHN MARCHMONT.
u 2T OAKLEY STREET, LAMUETH, Dec. 30, 1838.

' l EXTRACT.
" ' I give and devise all that my estate known as-March-

mont Towers and appurtenances thereto belonging to the
use of my eldest son Philip Marchmont during his natural
life without impeachment of waste and from and after his
decease then to the use of my grandson Philip the first son
of my said son Philip during the term of his natural life

without impeachment of waste and after the decease of my
said grandson Philip to the use of the first and every other
sou of my said grandson severally and successively ac-

cording to their respective seniority in tail and for de-
fault of such issue to the use of all and every the daugh-
ters and daughter of my said grandson Philip as tenants
in common in tail with cross remainders between or

amongst them in tail and if all the daughters of my said

grandson Philip except one shall die without issue or if

there shall be but one such daughter then to the use of

such,one or only daughter in tail and in default of such
issue then to the use of the second and every other son of

my said eldest son severally and successively according to

his respective seniority in tail and in default of such issue
to the use of all and every the daughters and daughter of

my said eldest son Philip as tenants in common in tail

with cross remainders between or amongst them in tail and
in default of such issue to the use of my second son Mar-
maduke and his assigns during the term of his natural
life without impeachment of waste and after his decease to

the use of the first and every son of my said son Marma-
duke severally and successively according to their respect-
ive seniorities in tail and for default of such issue to the
use of all and every the daughters and daughter of my said
sou Marmaduke as tenants in common in tail with cross

'

remainders between or amongst them in tail and if all the

daughters of my said son Marmaduke except one shall die

without issue or if there shall be but one such daughter
then to the use of such one or only daughter in tail and in

default of such issue then to the use of my third son John
during the term of his natural life without impeachment
of waste and from and after his decease then to the use of

my grandson John the first son of my said son John dur-

ing the term of his natural life without impeachment of

waste and after the decease of my said grandson John to

the use of the first and every other son of my said grand-
son John severally and successively according to their re-

spective seniority in tail and for default of such issue to

the use of all and every the daughters and daughter of my
said grandson John as tenants in common in tail with
cross remainders between or among them in tail and if all

the daughters of my said grandson John except one shall

die without issue or if there shall be but one such daugh-
ter' [This, you will see, is my little Mary'] 'then to the use
of such one or only daughter in tail and in default of such
issue then to the use of the second and every other son of

my said third son John severally and successively accord-

ing to his respective seniority in tail and in default of such
isMie to the use of all and every the daughters and daugh-
ter of my said third son John as tenants in common in tail

with cross remainders between or amongst them in tail

and in default of such issue to the use of nw fourth sou
Paul during the term of his natural life without impeach-
ment of waste and from and after his decease then to the

use of my grandson Paul the son of my said son Paul dur-

ing his natural life without impeachment of waste and
after the decease of my said grandson Paul to the use of

the first and every other son of my said grandson several-

ly and successively according to their respective seniority
in tail and for default of such issue to the use of all and

every the daughters and daughter of my said grandson
Paul as tenants in common in tail with cross remainders

between or amongst them in tail and if all the daughters
ofmy said grandson Paul except one hall die without issue

or if there shall be but one such daughter then to the use

of such one or only daughter in tail and in default of such

issue then to the use of the second and every other son of

my said fourth son Paul severally and successively accord-

ing to his respective seniority in tail and in default of such

issue to the use of all and every the daughters and daugh-
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ter of my said fourth son Paul aa tenants in common in tail

with cross remainders between or amongst them in tail,'

etc., etc.

"P.S. Then comes what the lawyers call a

general devise to trustees to preserve the con-

tingent remainders before devised from being de-

stroyed ;
but what that means perhaps you can

get somebody to tell me. I hope it may be some

legal jargon to preserve my very contingent re-

mainder, as it appears to me."

The tone of Edward Arundel's answer to this

letter was more characteristic of the writer than

in harmony with poor John's solemn appeal.

"You dear, foolish old Marchmont," the lad

wrote,
" of course I shall take care of Miss Mary;

and my mother shall adopt her, and she shall

live at Dangerfield, and be educated with my
sister Letitia, who has the j oiliest French gov-

erness, and a German maid for conversation
;

and don't let Paul Marchmont try on any of his

games with me, that's all ! But what do you
mean, you ridiculous old boy, by talking about

dying, and drowning, and shipwrecked marin-

ers, and catching at straws, and all that sort of

humbug, when you know very well that you'll
live to inherit the Lincolnshire property, and
that I'm coming to you every year to shoot, and
that you're going to build a tennis-court of

course there is a billiard-room and that you're

going to have a stud of hunters, and be master
of the hounds, and no end of bricks to your ever

devoted friend, countryman, and brother,
"EDGARDO.

"42 MONTAGUE SQUARE, Dec. 31, 1838.

" P.S. By-the-by, don't you think a situation

in a lawyer's office would suit your better than
the T. II. D. L. ? If you do, I think I could

manage it. A happy new year to Miss Mary !"

It was thus that Mr. Edward Arundel accept-
ed the solemn trust which his friend confided to

him in all simplicity and good faith. Mary
Marchmant herself was not more innocent in the

ways of the world outside Oakley Street, the

Waterloo Road, and the New Cut, than was the

little girl's father
; nothing seemed more natural

to him than to intrust the doubtful future of his

only child to the bright-faced, handsome boy,
whose early boyhood had been unblemished by
a mean sentiment or a dishonorable action.

John Marchmont had spent three years in the

Berkshire Academy, at which Edward and his

cousin, Martin Mostyn, had been educated
;
and

young Arundel, who was far behind his kinsman
in the comprehension of a problem in algebra,
had been wise enough to recognize that which
Martin Mostyn could not understand a gentle-
man in a shabby coat. It was thus that a friend-

ship had arisen between the teacher of mathe-
matics and his handsome pupil ;

and it was thus
that an unreasoning belief in Edward Arundel
had sprung up in John's simple mind.

"If my little girl were certain of inheriting
the fortune," Mr. Marchmont thought,

" I might
find many who would be glad to accept my trust,
and to serve her well and faithfully. But the

chance is such a remote one. I can not forget
how the Jews laughed at me two years ago,
when I tried to borrow money upon my rever-

sionary interest. No, I must trust this brave-

hearted boy, for I have no one else to confide

in
;
and who else is there who would not ridicule

my fear of my cousin Paul?"
Indeed Mr. Marchmont had some reason to

be considerably ashamed of his antipathy to the

young artist, working for his bread, and for the

bread of his invalid mother and unmarried sis-

ter, in that bitter winter of '38
; working patient-

ly and hopefully, in despite of all discourage-

ment, and content to live a joyless and monoto-
nous life in a dingy lodging near Fitzroy Square.
I can find no excuse for John Marchmont's prej-

udice against an industrious and indefatigable

young man, who was the, sole support of two

helpless women. Heaven knows, if to be adored

by two women is any evidence of a man's virtue,

Paul must have been the best of men ;
for Ste-

phanie Marchmont and her daughter Clarisse're-

garded the artist with a reverential idolatry that

was not without a tinge of romance. I can as-

sign no reason, then, for John's dislike of his

cousin. They had been school - fellows at a

wretched suburban school, where the children

of poor people were boarded, lodged, and edu-

cated all the year round for a pitiful stipend of

something under twenty pounds. One of the

special points of the prospectus was the announce-

ment that there were no holidays ;
for the jovial

Christmas gatherings of merry faces, which" are

so delightful to the wealthy citizens of Blooms-'

bury or Tyburnia, take another complexion in

poverty-stricken households, whose sca-ntily-

stocked larders can ill support the raids of raw-

boned lads clamorous for provender. The two

boys had met at a school of this calibre, and had
never met since. They may not have been the

best friends, perhaps, at the classical academy ;

but their quarrels were by no means desperate.

They may have rather freely discussed their sev-

eral chances of the Lincolnshire property ;
but I

have no romantic story to tell of a stirring scene

in the humble school-room, no exciting record

of deadly insult and deep vows of, vengeance.
No inkstand was ever flung by one boy into the

face of the other
;
no savage blow from a horse-

whip ever cut a fatal scar across the brow of ei-

ther of the cousins. John Marchmont would
have been almost as puzzled to account for his

objection to his kinsman as was the nameless

gentleman who so naively confessed his dislike

of Dr. Fell. I fear that a great many of our

likings and dislikings are. too apt to be upon the

Dr. Fell principle. Mr/Wilkie Collins's Basil

could not tell why he fell inadly in love with the

lady whom it was his evil fortune to meet in an

omnibus
;
nor why he entertained an uncomfort-

able feeling about the gentleman who was to be

her destroyer. David Copperfield disliked Uri-

ah Heep even before he had any substantial rea-

son for objecting to the evil genius of Agnes
Wickfield's father. The boy disliked the snake-

like schemer of Canterbury because his eyes were

round and red, and his hands clammy and un-

pleasant to the touch. Perhaps John March-

mont's reasons for his aversion to his cousin were

about as substantial as these of Master Copper-
field's. It may be that the school-boy disliked

his comrade because Paul Marchmont's hand-

some gray eyes were a little too near together;
because his thin and delicately-chiseled lips were

a thought too tightly compressed ;
because his

cheeks would fade to an awful corpse-like white-
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ness under circumstances which would have

brought the rushing life-blood, hot and red, into

another boy's face
;
because he was silent and

suppressed when it would have been more natu-

ral to be loud and clamorous
;
because he could

smile under provocations that would have made
another frown; because, in short, there was that

about him which, let it be found where it will,

always gives birth to suspicion MYSTERY,
So the cousins had parted, neither friends nor

foes, to tread their separate roads in the un-
known country, which is apt to seem barren and
desolate enough to travelers who foot it in hob-
nailed boots considerably the worse for wear;
and as the iron hand of poverty held John March-
mont even further back than Paul upon the hard
road which each had to tread, the quiet pride of

the teacher of mathematics most effectually kept
him out of his kinsman's way. He had only
heard enough of Paul to know that he was liv-

ing in London, and working hard for a living ;

working as hard as John himself, perhaps, but at

least able to keep afloat in a higher social posi-
tion than the law-stationer's hack and the ban-
ner-holder of Drury Lane.
But Edward Arundcl did not forget his friends

in Oakley Street. The boy made a morning
call upon his father's solicitors, Messrs. Paulette,

Puulette, and Mathewson, of Lincoln's Inn Fields,
and was so extremely eloquent in his needy
friend's cause as to provoke the good-natured
laughter of one of the junior partners, who de-

clared that Mr. Edward Arundel ought to wear
a silk gown before he was thirty. The result

of this interview was, that before the first month
of the new year was out John Marchmont had
abandoned the classic banner and the demoniac
mask to a fortunate successor, and had taken

possession of a hard-seated, slim-legged stool in

one of the offices of Messrs. Paulette, Paulette,
and Mathewson, as copying and outdoor clerk,
at a salary of thirty shillings a week.
So little Mary entered now upon a golden age,

in which her evenings were no longer desolate

and lonely, but spent pleasantly with her father

in the study of such learning as was suited to

heV years, or perhaps rather to her capacity,
which was far beyond her years ;

and on certain

delicious nights, to be remembered ever after-

ward, John Marchmont took his little girl to the

gallery of one or other of the transpontine thea-

tres : and I am sorry to say that my heroine

for she is to be my heroine by-and-by sucked

oranges, ate Abernethy biscuits, and cooled her

delicate nose against the iron railing of the gal-

lery, after the manner of the masses when they

enjoy the British Drama.
But all this time John Marchmont was utterly

ignorant of one rather important fact in the his-

tory of those three lives which he was apt to

speak of as standing between him and March-
mont Towers. Young Arthur Marchmont, the

immediate heir of the estate, had been shot to

death upon the 1st of September, 1838, without

blame to any one or any thing but his own boyish

carelessness, which had induced him to scramble

through a hedge with a superb fowling-piece, the

costly present of a doting father, loaded and on
full-cock. This melancholy event, which had
been briefly recorded in all the newspapers, had
never reached the knowledge of poor John

Marchmont, who had no friends to busy them-

selves about his interests, or to rush eagerly to

carry him any intelligence affecting his prosper-
ity.

"

Nor had he read the obituary notice re-

specting Marmaduke Marchmont, the bachelor,
who had breathed his last stertorous breath in a
fit of apoplexy exactly one twelvemonth before
the day upon which Edward Arundel had break-
fasted in Oakley Street.

CHAPTER IV.

GOING AWAY.

EDWARD ARUNDEL went from Montague
Square straight into the household of the pri-
vate tutor of whom he had spoken, there to

complete his education, and to be prepared for

the onerous duties of a military life. From the
household of his private tutor he went at once
into a cavalry regiment, after sundry examina-

tions^ which were not nearly so stringent in the

year one thousand eight hundred and forty as

they have since become. Indeed, I think the un-
fortunate young cadets who are educated upon
the high-pressure system, and who are expected
to give a synopsis of Portuguese political intrigue

during the eighteenth century, a scientific ac-

count of the currents of the Red Sea, and a crit-

ical disquisition upon the comedies of Aris-

tophanes as compared with those of Pedro Cal-

deron de la Barca not forgetting to glance at

the effect of different ages and nationalities upon
the respective minds of the two playwrights,
within a given period of, say half an hour
would have envied Mr. Arundel for the easy
manner in which he obtained his commission in

a distinguished cavalry regiment. Mr. Edward
Arundel therefore inaugurated the commence-
ment of the year 1840 by plunging very deeply
into the books of a crack military-tailor in New
Burlington Street, and by a visit to Dangerfield
Park, where he went to make his adieux before

sailing for India, whither his regiment had just
been ordered.

I do not doubt that Mrs. Arundel was very
sorrowful at this sudden parting with her yellow-
haired younger son. The boy and his mother
walked together in the wintry sunset under the

leafless beeches at Dangerfield, and talked of

the dreary voyage that lay before the lad
;
the

arid plains and cruel jungles far away ; perils by
sea and perils by land

;
but across them all,

Fame waving her white arms, beckoning to the

young soldier, and crying, "Come, conqueror
that shall be ! come, through trial and danger,

through fever and famine come to your rest

upon my blood-stained lap!" Surely this boy,

being only just eighteen years of age, may be

forgiven if he is a little romantic, a little over-

ager and impressionable, a little too confident

that the next thing to going out to India as a

sea-sick subaltern in a great transport-ship is

coming home with the reputation of a Clive.

Perhaps he may be forgiven, too, if, in his fresh

enthusiasm, he sometimes forgot the shabby
friend whom he had helped little better than a

twelvemonth before, and the earnest hazel eyes
that had shone upon him in the pitiful Oakley
Street chamber. I do not say that he was utter-

ly unmindful of his old teacher of mathematics.

It was not in his nature to forget any one who
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had need of his services ;
for this boy, so eager

to be a soldier, was of the chivalrous tempera-

ment, and would have gone out to die for his

mistress, or his friend, if need had been. He
had received two or three grateful letters from

John Marchmont, in each of which the lawyer's
clerk spoke pleasantly of his new life, and hope-

fully of his health, which had improved consid-

erably, he said, since his resignation of the tragic

banner and the pantomimic mask. Neither had

Edward quite forgotten his promise of enlisting

Mrs. Arundel's sympathies in aid of the mother-

less little girl. In one of these wintry walks be-

neath the black branches at Dangerfield the lad

had told the sorrowful story of his well-born tu-

tor's poverty and humiliation.

"Only think, mother!" he cried, at the end
of the little history. "I saw the poor fellow

carrying a great calico flag, and marching about
at the heel of a procession, to be laughed at by
the costermongers in the gallery ;

and I know
that he is descended from a capital Lincolnshire

family, and will come in for no end of money if

he only lives long enough. But if he should die,

mother, and leave his little girl destitute, you'll
look after her, won't you ?"

I don't know whether Mrs. Arundel quite en-

tered into her son's ideas upon the subject of

adopting Mary Marchmont, or whether she had

any definite notion of bringing the little girl home
to Dangerfield for the natural term of her life, in

the event of the child being left an orphan. But
she was a kind and charitable lady, and she

scarcely cared to damp her boy's spirits by hold-

Ing forth upon the doubtful wisdom of his adopt-
ing, or promising to adopt, any stray orphans
who might cross his pathway.

" I hope the little girl may not lose her father,

Edward," she said, gently. "Besides, dear,

you say that Mr. Marchmont tells you he lias

humble friends, who would take the child if any
thing happened to him. He does not wish us to

adopt the little girl ;
he only asks us to interest

ourselves in her fate."

"And you will do that, mother darling?"
cried the boy. "You will take an intei-est in

her, won't you ? You couldn't help doing so if

you were to see her. She's not like a child, you
know not a bit like Letitia. She is as grave
and quiet as you are, mother or graver, I think

;

and she looks quite a lady, in spite of her poor,
shabby pinafore and frock."

"Does she wear shabby frocks?" said the
mother. "I could help her in that matter, at

all events, Ned. I might send her a great trunk
full of Letitia's things. She outgrows them
long before they are shabby."
The boy colored and shook his head.
"It's very kind of you to think of it, mother

dear; but 1 don't think that would quite answer,
"

he said.

"Why not?"

"Because, you see, John Marchmont is a

gentleman ; and, you know, though he's 'so

dreadfully poor now, he is heir to Marchmont
Towers. And though he didn't mind doing any
thing in the world to earn a few shillings a week,
he mightn't like to take cast-off clothes."

So nothing more was to be said or done upon
the subject.
Edward Arundel wrote his humble friend a

pleasant letter, in which he told John that he

had enlisted his mother's sympathy in Mary's
cause, and in which he spoke in very glowing
terms of the Indian expedition that lay before

him.

"I wish I could come to say good-by to you
and Miss Mary before I go," he wrote; "but
that's impossible. I go straight from here to

Southampton by coach at the end of this month,
and the Auckland sails on the 2d of February.
Tell Miss Mary I shall bring her home all kinds
of pretty presents from Afghanistan ivory fans,
and Cashmere shawls, and Chinese puzzles, and
embroidered slippers with turned-up toes, and

diamonds, and attar of roses, and such like
;

and remember that I expect you to write to me,
and to give me the earliest news of your coming
into the Lincolnshire property."
John Marchmont received this letter in the

middle of January. He gave a despondent sigh
as he refolded the boyish epistle after reading it

to his little girl.
" We haven't so many friends, Polly," he said,

" that we should be indifferent to the loss of this

Mary Marchmont's cheek .grew paler at her

father's sorrowful speech. That imaginative

temperament, which was, as I have said, almost

morbid in its intensity, presented every object to

the little girl in a light in which things are look-

ed at by very few children. Only these few

words, and her fancy roamed far away to that

cruel land whose perils her father had described

to her. Only these few words, and she was

away in the rocky Bolau Pass, under hurricanes

of dVifting snow; she saw the hungry soldiers

fighting with savage dogs for the possession of

foul carrion. She had heard all the perils and
difficulties which had befallen the Army of the

Indus in the year '39, and the womanly heart

sank under those cruel memories.
"He will go to India and be killed, papa

dear," she said. "Oh, why, why do they let

him go? His mother can't love him, can she?
She would never let him go if she did."

John Marchmont was obliged to explain to

his daughter that motherly love must not go so

far as to deprive a nation of its defenders
;
and

that the richest jewels which Cornelia can give
to her country are those ruby life-drops which
flow from the hearts of her bravest and brightest
sons. Mary was a poor political economist ; she
could not reason upon the necessity of chastising
Persian insolence, or checking Russian encroach-
ments upon the far-away shores of the Indus.

Was Edward Arundel's bright head, with its

aureola of yellow hair, to be cloven asunder by
an Afghan renegade's sabre, because the young
Shah of Persia had been contumacious ?

Mary Marchmont wept silently that day over

a three-volume novel, while her father was away
serving writs upon wretched insolvents, in his

capacity of outdoor clerk to Messrs. Paulette,

Pauletfe, and Mathewson.
The }

r

oung lady no longer spent her quiet days
in the two-pair back. Mr. Marchmont and his

daughter had remained faithful to Oakley Street,

and the proprietress of the ladies' wardrobe, who
was a good, motherly creature

;
but they had

descended to the grandeur of the first floor,

whose gorgeous decorations Mary had glanced
at furtively in the days gone by, when the splen-
did chambers were occupied by an elderly and
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reprobate commission-agent, who seemed utter-

ly indifferent to the delights of a convex mirror

supported by a gilded but crippled eagle, whose

dignity was somewhat impaired by the loss of a

wing ; but which bijou appeared to Mary to be a

fitting adornment for the young Queen's palace
in St, James's Park.

But neither the eagle nor the third volume of

a thrilling romance could comfort Mary upon
this bleak January day. She shut her book,
and stood by the window, looking out into the

dreary street, that seemed so blotted and dim
under the falling snow.

"It snowed in the Pass of Bolan," she thought;" and the treacherous Indians harassed the brave

soldiers, and killed their camels. What will be-

come of him in that dreadful country ? Shall

we ever see him again?"
Yes, Mary, to your sorrow. Indian cimeters

will let him go scathlcss
;
famine and fever will

pass him by; but the hand which points to that

far-away day on which you and he are to meet
will never fail or falter in its purpose until that

day conies.

We have no need to dwell upon the prepara-
tions which were made for the young soldier's

departure from home, nor on the tender fare-

wells between the mother and her son.

Mr. Arundel was a country gentleman puret
simple; a hearty, broad-shouldered squire, who
had no thought above his farm and his dog-ken-
nel, or the hunting of the red deer, with which
his neighborhood abounded. He sent his youn-
ger son to India as coolly as he had sent the

elder to Oxford. The boy had little to inherit,
man-
Arun-

del had fought and conquered in the Honorable
East India Company's service

;
and was Edward

any better than them, that there should be sen-

timental whining because the lad was going

away to fight his way to fortune, if he could ?

He even went further than this, and declared

that Master Edward was a lucky dog to be go-
ing out at such a time, when there was plenty
of fighting, and a very fair chance of speedy
promotion for a good soldier.

He gave the young cadet his blessing, remind-
ed him of the limit of such supplies as he was to

expect from home, bade him keep clear of the

brandy-bottle and the dice-box; and, having
done this, believed that he had performed his

duty as an Englishman and a father.

If Mrs. Arundel wept she wept in secret, loth

to discourage her son by the sight of those natu-

ral, womanly tears.
'

If Miss Letitia Arundel
was sorry to lose her brother she mourned with

most praiseworthy discretion, and did not forget
to remind the young traveler that she expected
to receive a muslin frock embroidered with bee-

tle-wings by an early mail. And as Algernon
Fairfax Dangcrfield Arundel, the heir, was away
at college, there was no one else to mourn. So
Edward left the house of his forefathers by a
branch coach, which started from the "Arundel
Arms" in time to meet the "Telegraph" at Ex-

eter; and no noisy lamentations shook the sky
above Dangerfield Park, no mourning voices

echoed through the spacious rooms. The old

servants were sorry to lose the younger-born,

and must be provided for in a gentlemanly
ner. Other younger sons of the house of j

an especial favorite
;
but there was a certain ad-

mixture of joviality with their sorrow, as there

generally is with all mourning in the basement
;

and the strong ale, the famous Dangerfield Oc-
tober, went faster upon that 31st of January than
on any day since Christmas.

I doubt if any one at Dangerfield Park sor-
rowed as bitterly for the departure of the boyish
soldier as a romantic young lady of nine years
old, in Oakley Street, Lambeth, whose one sen-
timental day-dream, half childish, half woman-
ly, owned Edward Arundel as its centre figure.
So the curtain falls on the picture of a brave

ship sailing eastward, her white canvas strained

against the cold gray February sky, and a little

girl weeping over the tattered pages of a stupid
novel in a shabby London lodging.

CHAPTER V.

MARCHMONT TOWERS.

THERE is a lapse of three years and a half
between the acts

;
and the curtain rises to reveal

a widely-different picture : the picture of a no-
ble mansion in the. flat Lincolnshire country ;

a

stately pile of building, standing proudly forth

against a back-ground of black woodland
;

a
noble building, supported upon either side by
an octagon tower, whose solid masonry is half

hidden by the ivy which clings about the stone-

work, trailing here and there, and flapping rest-

lessly with every breath of wind against the nar-

row casements.

A broad stone terrace stretches the entire

length of the grim facade, from tower to tower
;

and three flights of steps lead from the terrace

to the broad lawn, which loses itself in a vast

grassy flat, only broken by a few clumps of trees

and a dismal pool of black water, but called by
courtesy a park. Grim stone griffins surmount
the terrace steps, and grifiins' heads and other

architectural monstrosities, worn and moss-

grown, keep watch and ward over every door
and window, every archway and abutment,

frowning threat and defiance upon the daring
visitor who approaches the great house by this,

the formidable chief entrance.

The mansion looks westward; but there is

another approach, a low archway on the south-

ern side, which leads into a quadrangle, where
there is a quaint little door under a stone porti-

co, ivy-covered like the rest a comfortable lit-

tle door of massive oak, studded with knobs of

rusty iron a door generally affected by visitors

familiar with the house.

This is Marchmont Towers a grand and

stately mansion, which had been a monastery
in the days when England and the Pope were

friends and allies
;
and which had been bestow-

ed upon Hugh Marchmont, gentleman, by his

Sovereign Lord and most Christian Majesty the

King, Henry VIIL, of blessed memory, and by
that gentleman commoner extended and im-

proved at considerable outlay. This is March-
mont Towers a splendid and a princely habi-

tation, truly; but perhaps scarcely the kind of

dwelling one would choose, out of every other

resting-place upon earth, for the holy resting-

place we call home. The great mansion is a

whose easy, genial temperament had made him
|
little too dismal in its lonely grandeur; it lacks
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shelter when the dreary winds come sweeping
across the grassy flats in the bleak winter weath-

er
;

it lacks shade when the western sun blazes

on every window-pane in the stifling summer

evening. It is at all times rather too stony in

its aspect, and is apt to remind one, almost pain-

fully, of every weird and sorrowful story treas-

ured in the "storehouse of memory. Ancient

tales of enchantment, dark German legends,

wild Scottish fancies, grim fragments of half-

fovgotten demonology, strange stories of mur-

der, violence, mystery, and wrong, vaguely in-

termingle in the stranger's mind as he looks, for

the first time, at Marchmont Towers.

But of course these feelings wear off in time.

So invincible is the power of custom, that we
might make ourselves comfortable in the Castle

of Otranto after a reasonable sojourn within its

mysterious walls. Familiarity would breed con-

tempt for the giant helmet, and all the other

grim apparitions of the haunted dwelling. The

commonplace and ignoble wants of everyday life

must surely bring disenchantment with them.
The ghost and the butcher's boy can not well ex-

ist contemporaneously; and the avenging shade
can scarcely continue to lurk beneath the portal
which is visited by the matutinal milkman. In-

deed, this is doubtless the reason that the most
restless and impatient spirit, bent on early venge-
ance and immediate retribution, will yet wait

until the shades of night have fallen before he
reveals himself, rather than run the risk of an

ignominious encounter with the postman or the

parlor-maid. Be it how it might, the phantoms
of Marchmont Towers were not intrusive. They
may have perambulated the long tapestried cor-

ridors, the tenantless chambers, the broad black

staircase of shining oak
;

all the dead and gone
beauties, and soldiers, and lawyers, and parsons,
and simple country squires of the Marchmont

race, may have descended from their picture-
frames to hold a witches' sabbath in the old

house
;

but as the Lincolnshire servants were

hearty eaters and heavy sleepers, the ghosts had
it all to themselves. I believe there was one
dismal story attached to the house the story of

a Marchmont of the time of Charles I., who had
murdered his coachman in a fit of insensate

rage; and it was even asserted, upon the au-

thority of an old housekeeper, that John March-
mont's grandmother, when a young woman and

lately come as a bride to the Towers, had be-

held the murdered coachman stalk into her

chambei*, ghastly and blood-bedabbled, in the

dim summer twilight. But as this story was
not particularly romantic, and possessed none
of the elements likely to insure popularity, such
as love, jealousy, revenge, mystery, youth, and

beauty, it had never been very widely dissemin-

ated.

I should think that the new owner of March-
mont Towers new within the last six months
was about the last person in Christendom to be

hypercritical, or to raise fanciful objections to

his dwelling ;
for inasmuch as he had come

straight from a wretched transpontine lodging
to this splendid Lincolnshire mansion, and had
at the same time exchanged a stipend of thirty

shillings a week for an income of eleven thou-

sand a year, derivable from lands that spread,
far away over fenny flats and low-lying farms,
to the solitary sea-shore, he had ample reason

B

to be grateful to Providence, and well pleased
with his new abode.

Yes
; Philip Marchmont, the childless Avidow-

er, had died six months before, at the close of

the year '43, of a broken heart, his old servants

said broken by the loss of his only and idolized

son ; after which loss he had never been known
to smile. He was one of those undemonstrative

men, who can take a great sorrow quietly, and

only die of it. Philip Marchmont lay in a vel-

vet-covered coffin, above his son's, in the stone

recess set apart for them in the Marchmont vault

beneath Kemberling Church, three miles from
the Towers

;
and John reigned in his stead.

John Marchmont, the supernumerary, the ban-
ner-holder of Drury Lane, the patient, conscien-

tious copying and outdoor clerk of Lincoln's

Inn, was now sole owner of the Lincolnshire es-

tate, sole master of a household of well-trained

old sen-ants, sole proprietor of a very decent

country gentleman's stud, and of chariots, ba-

rouches, chaises, phaetons, and other vehicles

a little old-fashioned and out of date, it may be,

but very comfortable to a man for whom an om-
nibus ride had long been a treat and a rarity.

Nothing had been touched or disturbed si nee-

Philip Marchmont's death. The rooms he had
used were still the occupied apartments ;

the

chambers he had chosen to shut up were still

kept with locked doors
;
the servants who had

served him waited upon his successor, whom
they declared to be a quiet, easy gentleman, far

too wise to interfere with old servants, every one
of whom knew the ways of the house a great
deal better than he did, though he was the mas-
ter of it.

There was therefore no shadow of change in

the stately mansion. The dinner-bell still rang
at the same hour; the same tradespeople left

the same species of wares at the low oaken door
;

the old housekeeper, arranging her simple menu,

planned her narrow round of soups and roasts,

sweets and made-dishes, exactly as she had been
wont to do, and had no new tastes to consult.

A gray-haired bachelor, who had been own man
to Philip, was now own man to John. The
carriage which had conveyed the late lord every

Sunday to morning and afternoon service at

Kemberling conveyed the new lord, who sat in

the same seat that his predecessor had occupied
in the great family-pew, and read his prayers
out of the same book a noble, crimson moroc-
co-covered volume, in which George, our most

gracious King and Governor, and all manner
of dead and gone princes and princesses were

prayed for.

The presence of Mary Marchmont made the

only change in the old house
;
and even that

change was a very trifling one. Mary and her

father were as closely united at Marchmont Tow-
ers as they had been in Oakley Street. The
little girl clung to her father as tenderly as ever

more tenderly than ever, perhaps; for she

knew something of that which the physicians
had said, and she knew that John Marchmont's
lease of life was not a long one. Perhaps it

would be better to say that he had no lease at

all. His soul was a tenant on sufferance in its

frail earthly habitation, receiving a respite now
and again, when the flicker of the lamp was

very low, every chance breath of wind threaten-

ing to extinguish it forever. It was only those
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who knew John Marchmont very intimately Avho

were fully acquainted with the extent of his

danger. He no longer bore any of those fatal

outward signs of consumption, which fatigue and

deprivation had once made painfully conspicu-
ous. The hectic flush and the unnatural bright-

ness of the eyes had subsided; indeed, John
seemed much stronger and heartier than of old

;

and it is only great medical practitioners who
can tell to a nicety what is going on inside a

man, when he presents a very fair exterior to

the unprofessional eye. But John was decided-

ly better than he had been. He might live three

years, five, seven, possibly even ten years; but

he must live the life of a man who holds him-
self perpetually upon his defense against death

;

and he must recognize in every bleak current

of wind, in every chilling damp, or perilous heat,
or overexertion, or ill-chosen morsel of food, or

hasty emotion, or sudden passion, an insidious

attack upon the part of his dismal enemy
Mary Marchmont knew all this or divined

it, perhaps, rather than knew it, with the child-

woman's subtle power of divination, which is

even stronger than the actual woman's
;
for her

father had done his best to keep all sorrowful

knowledge from her. She knew that he was in

danger ;
and she loved him all the more dearly,

as the one precious thing which was in constant

peril of being snatched away. The child's love

for her father has not grown any less morbid in

its intensity since Edward Arundel's departure
for India

;
nor has Mary become more childlike

since her coming to Marchmont Towers, and
her abandonment of all those sordid cares, those

pitiful everyday duties, which had made her

womanly.
It may be that the last lingering glamour of

childhood had forever faded away with the re-

alization of the day-dream which she had car-

ried about with her so often in the dingy trans-

pontine thoroughfares around Oakley Street.

Marchmont Towers, that fairy palace, whose

lighted windows had shone upon her far away
across a cruel forest of poverty and trouble, like

the enchanted castle which appears to the lost

wanderer of the child's story, was now the home
of the father she loved. The grim enchanter,

Death, the only magician of our modern his-

tories, had waved his skeleton hand, more pow-
erful than the star-gemmed wand of any fairy

godmother, and the obstacles which had stood

between John Marchmont and his inheritance

had one by one been swept away.
But was Marchmont Towers quite as beauti-

ful as that fairy palace of Mary's day-dream?
No, not quite ; not quite. The rooms were
handsome handsomer and larger, even, than

the rooms she had dreamed of; but perhaps
none the better for that. They were grand and

gloomy and magnificent ;
but they were not the

sunlit chambers which her fancy had built up, and
decorated with such shreds and patches of splen-
dor as her narrow experience enabled her to de-

vise. Perhaps it was rather a disappointment
to Miss Marchmont to discover that the mansion
was completely furnished, and that there was no
room for any of those splendors which she had
so often contemplated in the New Cut. The
parrot at the green-grocer's was a vulgar bird,
and not by any means admirable in Lincoln-
shire. The carrying away and providing for

her favorite tradespeople was not practicable ;

and John Marchmont had demurred to her pro-
posal of adopting the butcher's daughter.
There is always something to be given up

even when our brightest visions are realized;
there is always some one figure, a low one, per-
haps, missing in the fullest sum of earthly hap-
piness. I dare say, if Amaschar had married
the Vizier's daughter, he would have found her
a shrew, and would have looked back yearningly
to the humble days in which he had been an
itinerant vendor of crockery-ware.

If, therefore, Mary Marchmont found her sun-
lit fancies not quite realized by the great stony
mansion that frowned upon the fenny country-
side, the wide grassy flat, the black pool, with
its dismal,shelter of weird pollard-willows, whose

ugly shadows, distorted on the bosom of the

quiet water, looked like the shadows of hump-
backed men if these things did not compose as

beautiful a picture as that which the little girl
had carried so long in her mind, she had no
more reason to be sorry than the rest of us, and
had been no more foolish than other dreamers.
I think she had built her airy castle too much
after the model of a last scene in a pantomime,
and that she expected to find spangled waters

twinkling in perpetual sunshine, revolving fount-

ains, ever -expanding sunflowers, and gilded
clouds of rose-colored gauze every thing ex-

cept the fairies, in short at Marchmont Tow-
ers. Well, the dream was over, and she was

quite a woman now; a woman, very grateful to

Providence when she remembered that her fa-

ther had no longer need to toil for his daily
bread, and that he was luxuriously lodged, and
could have the first physicians in the land at his

beck and call.
"
Oh, papa, it is so nice to be rich !" the young

lady would exclaim now and then, in a fleeting

transport of enthusiasm. " How good we ought
to be to the poor people, when we remember how
poor we once were !

"

And the little girl did not forget to be good
to the poor about Kemberling and Marchmont
Towers. There were plenty of poor, of course

;

free and easy pensioners, who came to the Tow-
ers for brandy, and wine, and milk, and wool-
en stuffs, and grocery, precisely as they would
have gone to a shop, except that there was to be
no bill. The housekeeper doled out her boun-
ties with many short homilies upon the depravity
and ingratitude of the recipients, and gave tracts

of an awful and denunciatory nature to the piti-
ful petitioners. Tracts interrogatory, and tracts

fiercely imperative ;
tracts that asked, Where are

you going? Why are you wicked? Will you
repent ? What icill become, of you ? and other

tracts, which cried, Stop, and think! Pause,
while there is time! Sinner, consider/ Evil-

doer, beware.! Perhaps it may not be the wisest

possible plan to begin the work of reformation

by frightening, threatening, and otherwise dis-

heartening the wretched sinner to be reformed.

There is a certain sermon in the New Testament

containing sacred and comforting words, which
were spoken upon a mountain near at hand to

Jerusalem, and spoken to an auditory among
which there must have been many sinful creat-

ures; but there is more of blessing than cursing
in that sublime discourse, and it might be rather

a tender father pleading gently with his wayward
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children than an offended Deity dealing out de-

nunciation upon a stubborn and refractory race.

But the authors of the tracts may have never

read this sermon, perhaps ; and they may take

their ideas of composition from that comforting
service which we read on Ash Wednesday, cow-

ering in fear, and trembling in our pews, and

calling down curses upon ourselves and our

neighbors. Be it as it might, the tracts were

not popular among the pensioners of Marchmont
Towers. They infinitely preferred to hear Mary
read a chapter in the New Testament, or some

pretty patriarchal story of primitive obedience

and faith. The little girl would discourse upon
the Scripture histories in her simple, old-fash-

ioned manner; and many a stout Lincolnshire

farm-laborer was content to sit over his hearth,
with a pipe of shag-tobacco and a mug of fettled

beer, while Miss Marchmont read and expounded
the history of Abraham and Isaac, or Joseph and
his brethren.

"It's joost loike a story-book to hear her,"
the man would say to his wife; "and yet she

brings it all hoame, too, loike. If she reads

about Abraham, she'll say, maybe,
' That's joost

how you gave your only son to be a soldier, you
know, Muster Mooggins' she allus says Muster

Mooggins
'

you gave un into God's hands, and

you troosted God would take care of un; and
whatever cam' to un would be the best, even if

it was death.' That's what she'll say, bless her
little heart! so gentle and tender loike. The
worst o' chaps couldn't but listen to her."

Mary Marchmont's morbidly sensitive nature

adapted her to all charitable offices. No chance
word in her simple talk ever inflicted a wound
upon the listener. She had a subtle and in-

tuitive comprehension of other people's feelings,
derived from the extreme susceptibility of her
own. She had never been vulgarized by the as-

sociations of poverty ;
for her self-contained na-

ture took no color from the things that surround-
ed her, and she was only at Marchmont Towers
that which she had been from the age of six a
little lady, grave and gentle, dignified, 'discreet,
and wise.

There was one bright figure missing out of
the picture which she had been wont of late years
to make of the Lincolnshire mansi'on, and that

was the figure of the yellow-haired boy who had
breakfasted upon haddocks and hot rolls in Oak-

ley Street. She had imagined Edward Arundel
an inhabitant of that fair Utopia. He would
live with them; or, if he could not live with

them, he would be with them as a visitor often

almost always. He would leave off being a

soldier, for, of course, her papa could give him
more money than he could get by being a soldier

(you see that Mary's experience of poverty had
taught her to take a mercantile and sordid view
of military life) and he would come to March-
mont Towers, and ride, and drive, and play ten-

nis what was tennis ? she wondered and read
three-volume novels all day long. But that part
of the dream was at least broken. Marchmont
Towers was Mary's home, but the young soldier

was far away; in the Pass of Bolan, perhaps
Mary had a picture of that cruel rocky pass al-

most always in her mind or cutting his way
through a black jungle, with the yellow eyes of

hungry tigers glaring out at him through the
loathsome tropical foliage ;

or dying of thirst

and fever under a scorching sun, with no better

pillow than the neck of a dead camel, with no
more tender watcher than the impatient vulture

flapping her wings above his head, and waiting
till he too should be carrion. What was the

good of wealth, if it could not bring this young
soldier home to a safe shelter in his native land ?

John Marchmont smiled when his daughter ask-

ed this question, and implored her father to

write to Edward Arundel, recalling him to En-
gland.
"God knows how glad I should be to have

the boy here, Polly," John said, as he drew his

little girl closer to his breast she sat on his

knee still, though she was thirteen years of age
" but Edward has a career before him, my

dear, and could not give it up for an inglorious
life in this rambling old house. It isn't as if I

could hold out any inducement to him, you
know, Polly. I can't

;
for I mustn't leave any

money away from my little girl.''
" But he might have half my money, papa, or

all of it,'' Mary added, piteously. "What could
I do with money if

"

She didn't finish the sentence
;
she never could

complete any such sentence as this
;
but her fa-

ther knew what she meant.
So six months had passed since a dreary Jan-

uary day upon which John Marchmont had read
in the second column of the Times that he could
hear of something greatly to his advantage by
applying to a certain solicitor, whose offices were
next door but one to those of Messrs. Paulette,

Paulette, and Mathewson's. His heart began
to beat very violently when he read that ad-
vertisement in the supplement which it was one
of his duties to air before the fire in the clerks'

office
;
but he showed no other sign of emotion.

He waked until he took the papers to his em-

ployer ;
and as he laid them at Mr. Mathewson's

elbow murmured a respectful request to be al-

lowed to go out for half an hour upon his own
business.

"Good gracious me, Marphmont!" cried the

lawyer; "what can you want to go out for at

this* time in the morning ? , You've only just
come

;
and there's that agreement between Higgs

and Sandyman must be copied before
"

"Yes, I know, Sir
;

I'll be back in time to at-

tend to it; but I I think I've come into a for-

tune, Sir
;
and 1 should like to go and see about

it."

The solicitor turned in his revolving library-
chair and looked aghast at his clerk. Had this

Marchmont always rather unnaturally reserved

and eccentric gone suddenly mad ? No
;
the

copying-clerk stood by his side, grave, self-pos-
sessed as ever, with his forefinger upon the ad-

vertisement.
* * Marchmont John call Messrs. Tindal

and Trollam "
gasped Mr. Mathewson. "Do

you mean to tell me it's you?"
"Yes, Sir."

"Egad, I'll go with you!" cried the solicitor,

hooking his arm through that of his clerk,

snatching his hat from an adjacent stand, and

dashing through the outer office, down the great

staircase, and into the next door but one, before

John Marchmont knew where he was.

John had not deceived his employer. March-
mont Towers was his, with all its appurtenances.
Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson took



28 JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY.

him in hand, much to the chagrin of Messrs.

Tindal and Trollam, and proved his identity in

less than a week. On a shelf above the high
wooden desk at which John had sat, copying

law-papers, with a weary hand and an aching

spine, appeared two bran-new deed-boxes, in-

scribed, in white letters, with the name and ad-

dress of JOHN MARCHMONT, ESQ., MAKCHMONT
TOWERS. The copying-clerk's sudden accession

to fortune was the talk of all the employes in

"the Fields." Marchmont Towers was exag-

gerated into all Lincolnshire and a tidy slice of

Yorkshire. Eleven thousand a year was ex-

panded into an annual million. Every body ex-

pected largesse from the legatee. How fond

people had been of the quiet clerk, and how mag-
nanimously they had concealed their sentiments

during his poverty, lest they should wound him,
as they urged, "which" they knew he was sensi-

tive
;
and how expansively 'they now dilated on

their long-suppressed emotions ! Of course, un-

der these circumstances, it is hardly likely that

every body could be satisfied
;
so it is a small

thing to say that the dinner which John gave

by his late employers' suggestion (he was about

the last man to think of giving a dinner) at

the " Albion Tavern," to the legal staff of Messrs.

Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson, and such ac-

quaintance of the legal profession as they should

choose to invite, was a failure
;
and that gentle-

men who were pretty well used to dine upon liv-

er and bacon, or beef-steak and onions, or the

joint, vegetables, bread, cheese, and celery for a

shilling, turned up their noses at the turbot, mur-
mured at the paucity of green fat in the soup,
made light of red mullet and ortolans, objected
to the flavor of the truffles, and were contemptu-
ous about the wines.

John knew nothing of this. He had lived a

separate and secluded existence ;
and his only

thought now was of getting away to Marchmont

Towers, which had been familiar to him in his

boyhood, when he had been wont to go there

on occasional visits to his grandfather. He
wanted to get away from the turmoil and confu-

sion of the big, h(iartless city, in which he had
endured so much

;
he wanted to carry away his

little girl to a quiet country home, and live and

die there in peace. He liberally rewarded all

the good people about Oakley Street who had
been kind to little Mary ;

and there was weep-

ing and regret in the regions of the Ladies'

Wardrobe when Mr. Marchmont and his daugh-
ter went away one bitter winter's morning, in a

cab which was to carry them to the hostelry
whence the coach started for Lincoln.

It is strange to think how far those Oakley
Street days of privation and endurance seem to

have receded in the memories of both father and

daughter. The impalpable past fades away, and

it is difficult for John and his little girl to be-

lieve that they were once so poor and desolate.

It is Oakley "Street now that is visionary and

unreal. The stately county families bear down

upon Marchmont Towers in great lumbering

chariots, with brazen crests upon the hammer-

cloths, and sulky coachmen in Crown-George
wigs. The county mammas patronize and ca-

ress Miss Marchmont what a match she will

be for one of the county sons by-and-by ! the

county daughters discourse with Mary about her

poor, and her fancy-work, and her piano. She

is getting on slowly enough with her piano, poor
little girl, under the tuition of the organist of

Swampington, who gives lessons to that part of
the county. And there are solemn dinners now
and then at Marchmont Towers

; dinners at

which Miss Mary appears when the cloth has
been removed, and reflects in silent wonder

upon the change that has come to* her father

and herself. Can it be true that she has ever
lived in Oakley Street? whither came no more
aristocratic visitors than her Aunt Sophia, who
was the wife of a Berkshire farmer, and always
brought hogs-puddings, and butter, and home-
made bread, and other rustic delicacies to her
brother-in-law

;
or Mrs. Brigsome, the washer-

woman, who made a morning call every Monday
with John Marchmont's shabby shirts. The
shirts were not shabby now

;
and it was no lon-

ger Mary's duty to watch them day by day, and

manipulate them tenderly when the linen grew
frayed at the sharp edges of the folds, or the

button-holes gave signs of weakness. Corson,
Mr. Marchmont's own man, had care of the

shirts now
;
and John wore diamond studs and

a black satin waistcoat when he gave a dinner-

party. They were not very lively, those Lincoln-

shire dinner-parties ; though the dessert was a

sight to look upon, in Mary's eyes. The long,

shining table, the red and gold and purple and

green Indian china, the fluffy woolen d'oyleys,
the sparkling cut-glass, the sticky preserved gin-

ger and guava-jelly, and dried orange rings and

chips, and all the stereotyped sweetmeats, were

very grand and beautiful, no doubt; but Mary
had seen livelier desserts in Oakley Street, though
there had been nothing better than a brown-pa-

per bag of oranges from the Westminster Road,
and a bottle of two-and-twopenny Marsala from
a licensed victualer's in the Borough, to promote
conviviality.

CHAPTER VI.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER'S KETURN.

THE rain beats down upon the battlemented

roof of Marchmont Towers this July day as if

it had a mind to flood the old mansion. The
flat waste oT grass, and the lonely clumps of

trees, are almost blotted out by the falling rain.

The low gray sky shuts out the distance. This

part of Lincolnshire fenny, misty, and flat al-

wavs seems flatter and mistier than usual to-

day. The rain beats hopelessly upon the leaves

in 'the wood behind Marchmont Towers, and

splashes into great pools beneath the trees, until

the ground is almost hidden by the fallen water,
and the trees seem to be growing out of a black

lake. The land is lower behind Marchmont

Towers, and slopes down gradually to the bank
of a dismal river, which straggles through the

Marchmont property at a snail's pace, to gain an

impetus farther on, until it hurries into the sea

somewhere northward of Grimsby. The wood
is not held in any great favor by the household

at the Towers
;
and it has been a pet project of

several Marchmonts to level and drain it, but a

project not very easily to be carried out. March-

mont Towers is said to be unhealthy, as a dwell-

ing-house, by reason of this wood,'from which

miasmas rise in certain states of the weather
;

and it is on this account that the back of the
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house the eastern front, at least, as it is called,

looking to the wood is very little used.

Mary Marchmont sits at a window in the

western drawing-room, watching the ceaseless

falling of the rain upon this dreary summer aft-

ernoon. She is little changed since the day
upon which Edward Arundel saw her in Oakley
Street. She is taller, of course

;
but her figure

is as slender and childish as ever
;

it is only her

face in which the earnestness of premature wo-
manhood reveals itself, in a grave and sweet

serenity very beautiful to contemplate. Her soft

brown eyes have a pensive shadow in their gentle

light ;
her mouth is even more pensive. It has

been said of Jane Grey, of Mary Stuart, of Marie

Antoinette, Charlotte Corday, and other fated

women, that in the gayest hours of their youth
they bore upon some feature, or in some expres-

sion, the shadow of the End
;
an impalpable,

indescribable presage of an awful future, vaguely
felt by those who looked upon them.

Is it thus with Mary Marchmont? Has the

solemn hand of Destiny set that shadowy brand

upon the face of this child, that even in her

prosperity, as in her adversity, she should be so

utterly different from all other children ? Is she

already marked out for some womanly martyr-
dom

; already set apart for more than common
suffering ?

She sits alone this afternoon, for her father is

busy with his agent. Wealth does not mean
immunity from all care and trouble; and Mr.
Marchmont has plenty of work to get through,
in conjunction with his land-steward, a hard-
headed Yorkshireman,

'

who lives at Kember-
ling, and insists on doing his duty with pertina-
cious honesty.
The large brown eyes looked wistfully out at

the dismal waste and the falling rain. There
was a wretched equestrian making his way along
the carriage-drive.
"Who can come to see us on such a day?"

Mary thought. "It must be Mr. Gormby, I

suppose" the agent's name was Gormby
' ' Mr.

Gormby never cares about^ the wet
;
but then I

thought he was with papa. Oh, I hope it isn't

any body coming to call."

But Mary forgot all about the struggling eques-
trian the next moment. She had some morsel
of fancy-work upon her lap, and picked it up
and went on with it, setting slow stitches, and

letting her thoughts wander far away from
Marchmont Towers. To India, I am afraid

;

or to that imaginary India which she had created

for herself out of such images as were to be

picked up in the " Arabian "Nights.
" She was

roused suddenly by the opening of a door at the

farther end of the room, and by the voice of a

servant, who mumbled a name which sounded
something like Mr. Armenger.

She rose, blushing a little, to do honor to one
of her father's county acquaintance, as she

thought ;
when a fair-haired gentleman dashed

in, very much excited and very wet, and made
his way toward her.

"I would come, Miss Marchmont," he said

"I would come, though the day was so wet;
every body vowed I was mad to think of it, and
it was as much as my poor brute of a horse
could do to get over the ten miles of swamp be-

tween this and my uncle's house
;
but I would

come. Where's John? I want to see John.

Didn't I always tell him he'd come into the

Lincolnshire property ? Didn't I always say so,

now? You should have seen Martin Mostyn's
face he's got a capital berth in the War Office,
and he's such a snob! when I told him the
news ! It was as long as my arm. But I must
see John, dear old fellow

;
I long to congratu-

late him."

Mary stood with her hands clasped, and her
breath coming quickly. The blush had quite
faded out, and left her unusually pale. But
Edward Arundel did not see this. Young gen-
tlemen of four-and-twenty are not very attentive

to every change of expression in little girls of

thirteen.

"Oh, is it you, Mr. Arundel? Is it really

you ?"

She spoke in a low voice, and it was almost
difficult to keep the rushing tears back while she
did so. She had pictured him so often in peril,
in famine, in sickness, in death, that to see him
here, well, happy, light-hearted, cordial, hand-

some, and brave, as she had seen him four and
a half years before in the two-pair back in Oak-

ley Street, was almost too much for her to bear
without the relief of tears. But she controlled

her emotion as bravely as if she had been a wo-
man of twenty.

" I am so glad to see you," she said, quietly ;

"and papa will be so glad too. It is the only
thing we want, now we are rich, to have you
with us. We have talked of you so often

;
and

I we have been so unhappy sometimes, think-

ing that
"

"That I should be killed, I suppose?"
"Yes

;
or wounded very, very badly. The bat-

tles in India have been dreadful, have they not?"
Mr. Arundel smiled at her earnestness.

"They have not been exactly child's play,"
he said, shaking back his auburn hair and

smoothing his thick mustache. He was a man
now, and a very handsome one; something of

that type which is known in this year of grace
as "swell;" but brave and chivalrous withal,
and not afflicted with any impediment in his

speech. "The men who talk of the Afghans
as a chicken-hearted set of fellows are rather out

of their reckoning. The Indians can fight, Miss

Mary, and fight like the devil
;
but we can lick

'em."

He walked over to the fire-place, where there

was a fire burning upon this chilly wet day ;

and began to shake himself dry. Mary, follow-

ing him with her eyes, wondered if there was
such another soldier in all her Majesty's domin-

ions, and how soon he would be made General-

in-chief of the Army of the Indus.

"Then you've not been wounded at all, Mr.
Arundel ?" she said, after a pause.
"Oh yes, I've been wounded; and I got a

bullet in my shoulder from an Afghan musket,
and I'm home on sick-leave."
'

This time he saw the expression of her face,

and interpreted her look of alarm.

"But I'm not ill, you know, Miss March-

mont," he said, laughing.
" Our fellows are

very glad of a wound when they feel home-sick.

The 8th come home before long, all of 'em
;
and

I've a twelvemonth's leave of absence
;
and we're

pretty sure to be ordered out again by the end of

that time, as I don't believe there's much chance
of quiet over there."
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"You will go out again !"

Edward Arundel smiled at her mournful tDne.

"To be sure, Miss Mary; I have my cap-

taincy to win, you know. I'm only a lieutenant

as yet."
" It was only a twelvemonth's reprieve, after

all, then," Mary thought. He would go again
to suffer, and to be wounded, and to die, per-

haps. But then, on the other hand, there was
a twelvemonth's respite, and her father might in

that time prevail upon the young soldier to stay
at Marchmont Towers. It was such inexpressi-
ble happiness to see him once more, to know
that he was safe and well, that she could scarce-

ly do otherwise than see all things in a sunny
light just now.

She ran to John Marchmont's study to tell

him of the coming of this welcome visitor
;
but

she wept upon her father's shoulde'r before she

could explain who it was whose coming had
made her so glad. Very few friendships had
broken the monotony of her solitary existence

;

and Edward Arundel was the only chivalrous

image she had ever known out of her books.

John Marchmont was scarcely less pleased
than his child to see the man who had befriend-

ed him in his poverty. Never has more heart-

felt welcome been given than that which greeted
Edward Arundel at Marchmont Towers.

" You will stay with us, of course, my dear

Arundel," John said; "you will stop for Sep-
tember and the shooting. You know you prom-
ised you'd make this your shooting-box; and
we'll build the tennis-court. Heaven knows
there's room enough for it in the great quad-
rangle, and there's a billiard-room over this,

though I'm afraid the table is out of order. But
we can soon set that right, can't we, Polly ?"

"Yes, yes, papa; out of my pocket-money,
if you like."

Mary Marchmont said this in all good faith.

It was sometimes difficult for her to remember
that her father was really rich, and had no need
of help out of her pocket-money. The slender

savings in the little purse had often given him
some luxury that he would not otherwise have
had in the time gone by.

" You got my letter, then ?" John said
;
"the

letter in which I told you
"

"That Marchmont Towers was yours. Yes,

my dear old hoy. That letter was among a

packet my agent brought me half an hour before

I left Calcutta. God bless you, dear old fellow
;

how glad I was to hear of it ! I've only been
in England a fortnight. I went straight from

Southampton to Dangerfield to see my father and
mother, staid there little over ten days, and
then offended them all by running away. I

reached Swampington yesterday, slept at my
uncle Hubert's, paid my respects to my cousin

Olivia, who is well, I've told you what she is

and rode over here this morning, much to the

annoyance of the inhabitants of the Rectory.

So, you see, I've been doing nothing but offend-

ing people for your sake, John
;
and for yours,

Miss Mary. By-the-by, I've brought you such
a doll!"

A doll! Mary's pale face flushed a faint

crimson. Did he think her such a child, then,
this soldier

;
did he think her only a silly child,

with no thought above a doll, when she would
have gone out to India, and braved every peril

of that cruel country, to be his nurse and com-
fort in fever and sickness, like the brave Sisters
"of Mercy she had read of in some of her novels ?

Edward Arundel saw that faint crimson glow
lighting up in her face.

"I beg your pardon, Miss Marchmont," he
said.

"
I was only joking ;

of course you are a

young lady now, almost grown up, you know.
Can you play chess?"

"No, Mr. Arundel."
" I am sorry for that

;
for I have brought you

a set of chessmen that once belonged to Dost
Mohammed Khan. But I'll teach you the game
if you like?"

" Oh yes, Mr. Arundel
;
I should like it very,

very much."
The young soldier could not help being amused

by the little girl's earnestness. She was about
the same age as his sister Letitia

;
but oh how

widely different to that bouncing and rather

wayward young lady, who tore the pillow-lace

upon her muslin frocks, rumpled her long ring-

lets, rasped the skin off the sharp points of her
elbows by repeated falls upon the gravel-paths
at Dangerfield, and tormented a long-suffering
Swiss attendant, half-lady's-maid, half-govern-

ess, from morning till night ! No fold was

awry in Mary Marchmont's simple black-silk

frock
;
no plait disarranged in the neat cambric

tucker that encircled the slender white throat.

Intellect here reigned supreme. Instead of the

animal spirits of a thoughtless child there was
a woman's loving carefulness for others, a wo-
man's unselfishness and devotion.

Edward Arundel did not understand all this,

but perhaps the greater part of it.

" She is a dear little thing," he thought, as he
watched her clinging to her father's arm

;
and

then he ran off about Marchmont Towers, and
insisted upon being shown over the house

; and,

perhaps for the first time since the young heir

had shot himself to death upon a bright Septem-
ber morning in a stubble-field within ear-shot of

the park, the sound of merry laughter echoed

through the long corridors, and resounded in the

unoccupied rooms.
Edward Arundel was in raptures with every

thing. There never was such a dear old place,
he said. "Gloomy," "dreary," "draughty,"
pshaw ! Cut a few logs out of that wood at the

back there, pile 'em up in the wide chimneys,
and set a light to 'em, and Marchmont Towers
would be like a baronial mansion at Christmas-

time. He declared that every dingy portrait he
looked at was a Rubens or a Velasquez or a Van-

dyke, a Holbein or a Lely.
"Look at that fur border to the old woman's

black velvet gown, John ;
look at the coloring

of the hands ! Do you think any body but Peter

Paul could have painted that ? Do you see that

girl with the blue satin stomacher and the flax-

en ringlets? one of your ancestresses, Miss

Mary, and very like you. If that isn't in Sir

Peter Lely's best style his earlier style, you
know, before he was spoiled by royal patronage
and got lazy I know nothing of painting."
The young soldier ran on in this manner, as

he hurried his host from room to room
;
now

throwing open windows to look out at the wet

prospect ;
now rapping against the wainscot to

find secret hiding-places behind sliding panels ;

now stamping on the oak flooring in the hope
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of discovering a trap-door. He pointed out at

least ten eligible sites for the building of the ten-

nis-court ;
he suggested more alterations and

improvements than a builder could have com-

pleted in a lifetime. .The place brightened un-

der the influence of his presence, as a landscape

lights up under a burst of sudden sunshine break-

ing through a dull gray sky.

Mary Marchmont did not wait for the removal

of the table-cloth that evening, but dined with

her father and his friend in a snug oak-paneled

chamber, half breakfast-room, half library, which

opened out of the western drawing-room. How
different Edward Arundel was to all the rest of

the world, Miss Marchmont thought ;
how gay,

how bright, how genial, how happy ! The county
families, mustered in their fullest force, couldn't

make such mirth among them as this young sol-

dier in his single person.
The evening was an evening in fairy-land.

Life was sometimes like the last scene in a pan-
tomime, after all, with rose-colored cloud and

golden sunlight.
One of the Marchmont servants went over to

Swampington early the next day to fetch Mr.
Arundel's portmanteaus from the Rectory ;

and
after dinner upon that second evening Mary
Marchmont took her seat opposite Edward, and
listened reverently while he explained to her the

moves upon the chess-board.

"So you don't know my cousin Olivia?" the

young soldier said, by-and-by. "That's odd!
I should have thought she would have called

upon you long before this."

Mary Marchmont shook her head.

"No," she said; "Miss Arundel has never

been to see us; and I should so like to have
seen her, because she would have told me about

you. Mr. Arundel has called once or twice

upon papa ;
but I have never seen him. He is

not our clergyman, you know
.;

Marchmont Tow-
ers belongs to Kemberling Parish."

"To be sure
;
and Swampington is ten miles

off. But, for all that, I should have thought
Olivia would have called upon you. I'll drive

you over to-morrow, if John thinks me whip
enough to trust you with me, and you shall see

Livy. The Rectory's such a queer old place !"

Perhaps Mr. Marchmont was rather doubtful

as to the propriety of committing his little girl to

Edward Arundel's charioteership for a ten-mile

drive upon a wretched road. Be it as it might,
a lumbering barouche, with a pair of overfed

horses, was ordered next morning, instead of the

high, old-fashioned gig which the soldier had

proposed driving; and the safety of the two

young people was confided to a sober old coach-

man, rather sulky at the prospect of a drive to

Swampington so soon after the rainy weather.
It does not rain always even in this part of

Lincolnshire
;
and the July morning was bright

and pleasant, the low hedges fragrant with star-

ry, opal-tinted wild roses and waxen honey-
suckle, the yellowing corn waving in the light
summer breeze. Mary assured her companion
that she had no objection whatever to the odor
of cigar smoke; so Mr. Arundel lolled upon the

comfortable cushions of the barouche, with his

back to the horses, smoking cheroots and talk-

ing gayly, while Miss Marchmont sat in the place
of state opposite to him. A happy drive : a

drive in 9, fairy chariot through regions of fairy-

land, forever and forever to be remembered by
Mary Marchmont.

They left the straggling hedges and the yel-

lowing corn behind them by-and-by, as they
drew near the outskirts of Swampington. The
town lies lower even than the surrounding coun-

try, flat and low as that country is. A narrow
and dismal river crawls at the base of a half-

ruined wall, which once formed part of the de-

fenses of the place. Black barges lie at anchor

here, and a stone bridge, guarded by a toll-

house, spans the river. Mr. Marchmont's car-

riage lumbered across this bridge, and under an

arch-way, low, dark, stony, and grim, into a
narrow street of solid, well-built houses, low,

dark, stony, and grim, like the arch-way, but

bearing the stamp of reputable occupation. I

believe the grass grew, and still grows, in this

street, as it does in all the other streets and in

the market-place of Swampington. They are all

pretty much in the same style, these streets all

stony, narrow, dark, and grim ;
and they wind

and twist hither and thither, and in and out, in

a manner utterly bewildering to the luckless

stranger, who, seeing that they are all alike, has
no landmarks for his guidance.
There are two handsome churches, both bear-

ing an early date in the history of Norman su-

premacy : one crowded into an inconvenient cor-

ner of a back street, and choked by the houses

built up round about it
;
the other lying a little

out of the town, upon a swampy waste looking
toward the sea, which flows within a mile of

Swampington. Indeed, there is no lack of wa-
ter in that Lincolnshire borough. The river

winds about the outskirts of the town
;
unex-

pected creeks and inlets meet you at every an-

gle ;
shallow pools lie here and there about the

marshy suburbs; and in the dim distance the

low line of the gray sea meets the horizon.

But perhaps the positive ugliness of the town
is something redeemed by the vague air of ro-

mance and old-world mystery which pervades it.

It is an exceptional place, and somewhat inter-

esting thereby. The great Norman church upon
the swampy waste, the scattered tombstones, bor-

dered by the low and moss-grown walls, make a

picture which is apt to dwell in the minds of

those who look upon it, although it is by no means
a pretty picture. The Rectory lies close to the

church-yard; and a wicket-gate opens from Mr.
Arundel's garden into a narrow pathway, lead-

ing, across a patch of tangled grass and through
a lane of sunken and lop-sided tombstones, to

the low vestry door. The Rectory itself is a

long, irregular building, to which one incumbent

after another has built the additional chamber,
or chimney, or porch, or bow-window, necessary
for his accommodation. There is very little gar-
den in front of the house, but a patch of lawn and

shrubbery and a clump of old trees at the back.

"It's not a pretty house, is it, Miss March-
mont ?" asked Edward, as he lifted his compan-
ion out of the carriage.

"No, not very pretty," Mary answered; "but
I don't think any thing is pretty in Lincolnshire.

Oh, there's the sea!" she cried, looking sudden-

ly across the marshes to the low gray line in the

distance. " How I wish we were as near the sea

at Marchmont Towers !"

The young lady had something of a romantic

passion for the wide-spreading ocean. It was
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an unknown region, that stretched far $,way, and
that was wonderful and beautiful by reason of

its solemn mystery. All her Corsair stories were
allied to that far, fathomless deep. The white

sail in the distance was Conrad's, perhaps ;
and

he was speeding homeward to find Medora dead
in her lonely watch-tower, with fading flowers

upon her breast. The black hull yonder was
the bark of some terrible pirate bound on rapine
and ravage, (She was a coal-barge, I have no

doubt, sailing Londonward with her black bur-

den.) Nymphs and Lurleis, Mermaids and Mer-

men, and tiny water -babies with silvery tails,

forever splashing in the sunshine, were all more
or less associated with the long gray line toward
which Mary Marchmont looked with solemn,
yearning eyes.

"We'll drive down to the sea-shore some
morning, Polly," said Mr. Arundel. He was

beginning to call her Polly, now and then, in

the easy familiarity of their intercourse. " We'll

spend a long day on the sands, and I'll smoke
cheroots while you pick up shells and sea-weed."

Miss Marchmont clasped her hands in silent

rapture. Her face was irradiated by the new
light of happiness. How good he was to her,
this brave soldier, who must undoubtedly be
made Commander-in-chief of the Army of the
Indus in a year or so !

Edward Arundel led his companion across
the flagged way between the iron gate of the

Rectory garden and a half-glass door leading
into the hall. Out of this simple hall, only fur-

nished with a couple of chairs, a barometer, and
an umbrella-stand, they went, without announce-

ment, into a low old-fashioned room, half study,
half parlor, where a young lady was sitting at a
table writing.

She rose as Edward opened the door, and
came to meet him.
"At last!" she said; "I thought your rich

friends engrossed all your attention."

She paused, seeing Mary.
"This is Miss Marchmont, Olivia," said Ed-

ward; "the only daughter of my old friend.

You must be very fond of her, please ;
for she is

a dear little girl," and I know she means to love

you."

Mary lifted her soft brown eyes to the face of

the young lady, and then dropped her eyelids

suddenly, as if half frightened by what she had
seen there.

What was it? What was it in Olivia Arun-
del's handsome face from which those who look-

ed at her so often shrank, repelled and disap-

pointed ? Every line in those perfectly-modeled
features was beautiful to look at

;
but as a Avhole

the face was not beautiful. Perhaps it was too

much like a marble mask, exquisitely chiseled,
but wanting in variety of expression. The hand-
some mouth was rigid ;

the dark gray eyes had
a cold light in them. The thick bands of raven-

black hair were drawn tightly off a square fore-

head, which was the brow of an intellectual and
determined man rather than of a woman. Yes,
womanhood was the something wanted in Olivia

Arundel's face. Intellect, resolution, courage,
are rare gifts ;

but they are not the gifts whose
tokens we look for most anxiously in a woman's
face. If Miss Arundel had been a queen, her
diadem would have become her nobly, and she

might have been a very great queen ;
"but Heav-

en help the wretched creature who had appeal-
ed from minor tribunals to her mercy ! Heaven
help delinquents of every kind whose last linger-
ing hope had been in her compassion !

Perhaps Mary Marchmont vaguely felt some-
thing of all this. At any rate, the enthusiasm
with which she had been ready to regard Edward
Arundel cooled suddenly beneath the winter in
that pale, quiet face.

Miss Arundel said a few words to her guest,

kindly enough, but rather too much as if she had
been addressing a child of six. Mary, who was
accustomed to be treated as a woman, was wound-
ed by her manner.
"How diiferent she is to Edward!" thought

Miss Marchmont. "I shall never like her as I
like him." ,

' ' So this i& the pale-faced child who is to have
Marchmont Towers by-and-by," thought Miss

Arundel; "and these rich friends are the peo-
ple for whom Edward stays away from us."
The lines about the rigid mouth grew harder,

the cold light in the gray eyes grew colder, as
the young lady thought this.

It was thus that these two women met r* while
one was but a child in years ;

while the other was

yet in the early bloom of womanhood : these two,
who were predestined to hate each other, and
inflict suffering upon each other in the days that

were to come. It was thus that they thought of
one another

;
each with an unreasoning dread,

an undefined aversion gathering in her breast.

Six weeks passed, and Edward Arundel kept
his promise of shooting the partridges on the
Marchmont preserves. The wood behind the
Towers and the stubbled corn-fields on the home-
farm bristled with game. The young soldier

heartily enjoyed himself through that delicious

first week in September ;
and came home every

afternoon, with a heavy game-bag and a light

heart, to boast of his prowess before Mary and
her father.

The young man was by this time familiar with

every nook and corner of Marchmont Towers
;

and the builders were already at work at the

tennis-court which John had promised to erect

for his friend's pleasure. The site ultimately
chosen was a bleak corner of the eastern front,

looking to the wood
;
but as Edward declared

the spot in every way eligible, John had no in-

clination to find fault with his friend's choice.

There was other work for the builders
;
for Mr.

Arundel had taken a wonderful fancy to a ruin-

ed boat-house upon the brink of the river
;
and

this boat-house was to be rebuilt and restored,
and made into a delightful pavilion, in the up-
per chambers of which Mary might sit with her

father in the hot summer weather, while Mr.
Arundel kept a couple of trim wherries in the

recesses below.

So you see the young man made himself very
much at home, in his own innocent, boyish fash-

ion, at Marchmont Towers. But as he had

brought life and light to the old Lincolnshire

mansion nobody was inclined to quarrel with

him for any liberties which he might choose to

take
;
and every one looked forward sorrowfully

to the dark days before Christmas, at which time

he was uno'er a promise to return to Dangerfield
Park, there to spend the remainder of his leave

of absence.
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CHAPTER VII.

WHILE busy workmen were employed at

Marchmont Towers, hammering at the fragile

wooden walls of the tennis-court while Mary
Marchmont and Edward Arundel wandered,
with the dogs at their heels, among the rustle

of the fallen leaves in the wood behind the great

gaunt Lincolnshire mansion Olivia, the Rec-
tor's daughter, sat in her father's quiet study, or

walked to and fro in the gloomy streets ofSwamp-
ington, doing h.er duty day by day.

Yes, the life of this woman is told in these few
words : she did her duty. From the earliest age
at which responsibility can begin she had done
her duty, uncomplainingly, unswervingly, as it

seemed to those who watched her.

She was a good woman. The bishop of the

diocese had specially complimented her for her
active devotion to the holy work which falls

somewhat heavily upon the only daughter of a
widowed rector. All the stately dowagers about

Swampington were loud in the praises of Olivia

Arundel. Such devotion, such untiring zeal in

a young person of three-and-twenty years of age
were really most laudable, these solemn elders

said, in tones of supreme patronage ;
for the

young saint of whom they spoke wore shabby
gowns, and was the portionless daughter of a

poor man who had let the world slip by him,
and who sat now amidst the dreary ruins of a
wasted life, looking yearningly backward with

hollow, regretful eyes, and bewailing the chances
he had lost. Hubert Arundel loved his daugh-
ter; loved her with that passionate, sorrowful

affection we feel for those who suffer for our sins,

whose lives have been blighted by our follies.

Every shabby garment which Olivia wore was
a separate reproach to her father; every de-

privation she endured stung him as cruelly as if

she had turned upon him and loudly upbraided
him for his wasted life and his squandered patri-

mony. He loved her
;
and he watched her day

after day, doing her duty to him as to all oth-

ers
; doing her duty forever and forever

;
but

when he most yearned to take her to his heart,
her own cold perfections arose and separated him
from the child he loved. What was he but a

poor, vacillating, erring creature : weak, supine,

idle, epicurean ; unworthy to approach this girl,

who never seemed to sicken of the hardness of

her life who never grew weary of well-doing ?

But how was it that, for all her goodness,
Olivia Arundel won so small a share of earthly
reward ? I do not speak of the gold and jewels
and other worldly benefits with which the fairies

in our children's story-books reward the benevo-
lent mortals who take compassion upon them in

the guise of old women
;
bu\ rather of the love

and gratitude, the tenderness and blessings which

usually wait upon the footsteps of those who do

good deeds. Olivia Arundel's charities were

never-ceasing ;
her life was one perpetual sacri-

fice to her father's parishioners. There was no
natural womanly vanity, no simple girlish $incy,
which this woman had not trodden underfoot,
and trampled out in the hard pathway she had
chosen for herself.

The poor people knew this. Rheumatic men

out of money that would have purchased silk

dresses for the Rector's handsome daughter, or

luxuries for the frugal table at the Rectory.

They knew this. They knew that, through frost

and snow, through storm and rain, Olivia Arun-
del would come to sit beside their dreary hearths,
their desolate sick-beds, and read holy books to

them
; sublimely indifferent to the foul weather

without, to the stifling atmosphere within, to

dirt, discomfort, poverty, inconvenience
;
heed-

less of all except the performance of the task she
had set herself.

People knew this, and they were grateful to

Miss Arundel, and submissive and attentive in

her presence ; they gave her such return as they
were able to give for the benefits, spiritual and

temporal, which she bestowed upon them; but

they did not love her.

They spoke of her in reverential accents, and

praised her whenever her name was mentioned;
but they spoke with tearless eyes and unfaltering
voices. Her virtues were beautiful, of course, as

virtue in the abstract must always be; but I think

there was a want of individuality in her good-
ness, a lack of personal tenderness in her kind-

ness, which separated her from the people she

benefited.

Perhaps there was something almost chilling
in the dull monotony of Miss Arundel's benevo-

lence. There was no blemish of moral weakness

upon the good deeds she performed ;
and the re-

cipients of her bounties, seeing her so far off,

grew afraid of her, even by reason of her good-
ness, and could not love her.

She made no favorites among her father's pa-
rishioners. Of all the school-children she had

taught she had never chosen one curly-headed
urchin for a pet. She had no good days and
bad days ;

she was never foolishly indulgent or

extravagantly cordial. She was always the same

Church-of-England charity personified; met-

ing out all mercies by line and rule
; doing good

with a note-book and a pencil in her hand
;
look-

ing on every side with calm, scrutinizing eyes ;

rigidly just, terribly perfect.
It was a fearfully monotonous, narrow, and

uneventful life which Olivia Arundel led at

Swampington Rectory. At three-and-twenty

years of age she could have written her history

upon a few pages. The world outside that dull

Lincolnshire town was shaken by convulsions,
and made irrecognizablc by repeated change ;

but all these outer changes and revolutions made
themselves but little felt in the quiet grass-grown
streets, and the flat surrounding swamps, with-

in whose narrow boundary Olivia Arundel had
lived from infancy to womanhood

; performing
and repeating the same duties from day to day,
with no other progress to mark the lapse of her

existence than the slow alternation of the sea-

sons, and the dark hollow circles which had

lately deepened beneath her gray eyes, and the

depressed lines about the corners of her firm

lower lip.

These outward tokens, beyond her own con-

trol, alone betrayed this woman's secret. She
was weary of her life. She sickened under the

dull burden which she had borne so long, and
carried so patiently. The slow round of duty
was loathsome to her. The horrible, narrow

and women, crippled and bedridden, knew that
j

unchanging existence, shut in by huge walls,
the blankets which covered them had been bought |

which bounded her on every side and kept her
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prisoner to herself, was odious to her. The I woman was one of those who can suffer, and yet

powerful intellect revolted against the fetters
J

not die. She bore her burden a little longer ;

that bound and galled it. The proud heart ; only to fling it down by-and-by, and to abandon
beat with murderous violence against the bonds herself to the eager de'vils who had been watch-
that kept it captive.

i; Is my life always to be this always, always,

always?'' The passionate nature burst forth

some'rimes, and the voice that had so long been

stifled cried aloud in the black stillness of the

ing for her so untiringly.
Hubert Arundel was afraid of his daughter.

The knowledge .that he had wronged her

wronged her even before her birth by the fool-

ish waste of his patrimony, and wronged her

night, "Is it to go on forever and forever; like through life by his lack of energy in seeking
the slow river that creeps under the broken such advancement as a more ambitious man
wall? O my God! is the lot of other women might have won the knowledge of this, and
never to be mine ? Am I never to be loved and of his daughter's superior virtues, combined to

admired
;
never to be sought and chosen ? Is render the father ashamed and humiliated by

my life to be all of one dull, gray, colorless mo-

notony ;
without one sudden gleam of sunshine,

without one burst of rainbow-light ?"

How shall I anatomize this woman, who,
gifted with no womanly tenderness of nature,
unendowed with that pitiful and unreasoning
affection which makes womanhood beautiful,

yet tried, and tried unceasingly, to do her duty
and to be good; clinging, in the very blindness

of her soul, to the rigid formulas of her faith,

but unable to seize upon its spirit ? Some latent

the presence of his only child. The struggle
between this fear and his passionate love of her
was a very painful one; but fear had the mas-

tery, and the Rector of Swampington was con-
tent to stand aloof, mutely watchful of his daugh-
ter, wondering feebly whether she was happy,
striving vainly to discover that one secret, that

keystone of the soul, which must exist in every
nature, however outwardly commonplace.
Mr. Arundel had hoped that his daughter

would marry, and marry well, even at Swamp-
comprehension of the want in her nature made

j ington; for'there were rich young land-owners
her only the more scrupulous in the performance ! who visited at the Rectory. But Olivia's hand-
of those duties which she had meted out for her-

self. The holy sentences she had heard, Sunday
after Sunday, feebly read by her father, haunted
her perpetually, and would not be put away from
her. The tenderness in every word of those fa-

miliar gospels was a reproach to the want of

tenderness in her own heart. She could be

good to her father's parishioners, and she could

make sacrifices for them
;
but she could not love

them any more than they could love her.

That divine and universal pity, that spontane-
ous and boundless affection, which is the chief

loveliness of womanhood and Christianity, had
no part in her nature. She could understand

some face won her no admirers, and at three-

and-twenty Miss Arundel had received no offer

of marriage. The father reproached himself for

this. It was he who had blighted the life of his

penniless girl ;
it was his fault that no suitors

came to woo his motherless child. Yet many
dowerless maidens have been sought and loved ;

and I do not think it was Olivia's lack of fortune

which kept admirers at bay. I believe it was
rather that inherent want of tenderness which
chilled and dispirited the timid young Lincoln-

shire squires.
Had Olivia ever been in love ? Hubert Arun-

del constantly asked himself this question. He
Judith with the Assyrian general's gory head did so because he saw that some blighting influ-

held aloft in her uplifted hand
;
but she could ence, even beyond the poverty and dullness of

not comprehend that diviner mystery of sinful her home, had fallen upon the life of his only

Magdalene sitting at her Master's feet with the child. What was it ? What was it ? Was it

shame and love in her face half-hidden by a veil some hopeless attachment, some secret tender-

of drooping hair. ness, which had never won the sweet return of

No ; Olivia Arundel was not a good woman I love for love ?

in the commoner sense we attach to the phrase. |

He would no more have ventured to question
It was not natural to her to be gentle and tender, his daughter upon this subject than he would

to be beneficent, compassionate, and kind, as have dared to a^k his fair young Queen, newly
it is to the women we are accustomed to call married in those days, whether she was ha] py

"good." She was a woman who was forever with her handsome husband.

fighting against her nature
;
who was forever - undel stood by the Rectory gate in the

striving to do right; forever walking painfully
j

early September evening, watching the western

upon the difficult road mapped out for her; for- sunfight on the low sea-line beyond the marshes.

ever measuring herself by the standard she had She was wearied amd worn out by a long day de-

set up for her self-abasement. And who shall
,

voted to visiting among her parishioners ;
and

say that such a woman as this, if she persevere she stood with her. elbow leaning on the gate,

unto the end, shall not wear a brighter crown ; and her head resting on her hand, in an attitude

than her more gentle sisters the starry circlet peculiarly expressive of fatigue. She had thrown

of a martyr? off her bonnet, and her black hair was pushed
If she" persevere unto the end! But was carelessly from her forehead. Those masses of

Olivia Arundel the woman to do this? The hair had not that purple lustre, nor yet that

deepening circles about her eyes, the hollowing i wandering glimmer of red gold, which gi^es

cheeks, and the feverish restlessness of manner ! peculiar beauty to some raven tresses. Olivia's

which she could not always control, told how
terrible the long struggle "had become to her.

If she could have died then if she had fallen

hair was long and luxuriant ;
but It was of that

dead, inky blackness, which is all shadow. It

was dark*, fathomless, inscrutable, like herself.

beneath the weight of her burden what a record
j

The cold gray eyes looked thoughtfully seaward.

of sin and anguish might have remained un- Another day's duty had been done. Long chap-
written in the history of woman's life I But this I ters of Holy" Writ had been read to troublesome



JOHN MARCHMONT-S LEGACY. 35

old women afflicted with perpetual coughs ;
sti-

fling, airless cottages had been visited : the dull,

unvarying track had been beaten by the patient
feet, and the yellow sun was going down upon
another joyless day. But did the still evening
hour bring peace to that restless spirit? Xo;
by the rigid compression of the lips, by the fever-

ish lustre in the eyes, by the faint hectic flush in

the oval cheeks, by every outward sign of inward

unrest, Olivia Arundel was not at peace. The
listlessness of her attitude was merely the listless -

ness of physical fatigue. The mental stmggle
was not finished with the close of the day's
work.
The young lady looked up suddenly as the

tramp of a horse's hoofs, slow and lazy-sounding
on the smooth road, met her ear. Her eyes di-

lated^and her breath went and came more rapid-

ly: but she did not stir from her weary atti-

tude.

The horse was from the stables at Marchmont
Towers, and the rider was Mr. Arundel. He
came smiling to the Rectory gate, with the low
sunshine glittering in his yellow hair, and the

light of careless, indifferent happiness irradia-

ting his handsome face.
" You must have thought I'd forgotten you

and my uncle, my dear Livy," he said, as he

sprang lightly from his horse. " We've been so

busy with the tennis-court, and the boat-house,
and the partridges, and goodness knows what
besides at the Towers, that I couldn't get the
time to ride over till this evening. But to-day
we dined early, on purpose that I might have
the chance of getting here. I come upon an im-

portant mission. Livy, I assure you."
What do you mean ?"

There was no change in Miss Arundel's voice

when she spoke to her cousin
;
but there was a

change, not easily to be defined, in her face when
she looked at him. It seemed as if that weary
hopelessness of expression which had settled on
her countenance lately grew more weary, more
hopeless, as she turned toward this bright young
soldier, glorious in the beauty of his own light-

j

heartedness. It may have been merely the sharp- :

ness of contrast which produced this effect. It
\

may have been an actual change arising out of
some secret hidden in Olivia's breast.

' What do you mean by an important mission, j

Edward?" she said.

She had need to repeat the question ; for the

young man's attention had wandered from her,
and he was watching his horse as the animal

cropped the tangled herbage about the Rectory

y. I've come with an invitation to a din-

ner at Marchmont Towers. There's to be a

dinner-party ; and, in point of fact, it's to be

given on purpose for you and my uncle. John
and Polly are full of it. You'll come, won't

you, Livy?"
Arundel shrugged her shoulders, with an

impatient sigh.
"I hare dinner-parties." she said; "but, of

course, if papa accepts Mr. Marchmont's invita-

tion I can not refuse to go. Papa must choose
for himself."

There had been some interchange of civilities

between Marchmont Towers and Swampington
Rectory during the six weeks which had p
since Mary's introduction to Olivia Arundel; [

and this dinner-party was the result of John's

simple desire to do honor to his friend's kin-
dred.

"Oh, you must come, Livy." Mr. Arundel
exclaimed. ' ; The tennis-court is going on capi-

tally. I want you to give us your opinion again.
Shall I take my horse round to the stable? I

am going to stop an hour or two, and ride back

by moonlight."
Edward Arundel took the bridal in his hand,

and the cousins walked slowly round by the low

garden-wall to a dismal and- rather dilapidated
stable at the back of the Rectory, where Hubert
Arundel kept a wall-eyed white horse, long-

legged, shallow-chested* and large-headed, and
a fearfully and wonderfully made phaeton, with

high wheels and a mouldy leathern hood.
Olivia walked by the young soldier's side with

that air of weary indifference that had so grown
upon her very lately. Her eyelids drooped with
a look of sullen "disdain; but the gray eyes
glanced furtively now and again at her compan-
ion's handsome face. He was very handsome.
The glitter of golden hair and of bright fearless

blue eyes; the careless grace peculiar to the

kind of man we call
' a swell ;" the gay insouci-

ance of an easy, candid, generous nature all

combined to make Edward Arundel singularly
attractive. These spoiled children of nature de-

mand our admiration, in very spite of ourselves.

These beautiful useless creatures call upon us to

rejoice in their valueless beauty, like the flaunt-

ing poppies in the corn-field, and the gaudy wild-

flowers in the grass.
The darkness of Olivia's face deepened after

each furtive glance she cast at her cousin. Could
It be that this girl, to whom nature had given
strength but denied grace, envied the superficial
attractions of the young man at her side ? She
did envy him : she envied him that sunny tem-

perament which was so unlike her own ; s'be en-
vied him that wondrous power of taking li:

ly. Why should existence be so bright and care-

less to him. while to her it was a terrible fever-

dream, a long sickness, a never-ceasing bat-

tle?

Is my uncle in the house?" Mr. Arundel
asked, as he strolled from the stable into the gar-
den with his cousin by his side.

. he has been out since dinner," Olivia

answered
;

" but I expect him back every min-
ute. I came out into the garden the house
seemed so hot and stifling to-night, and I have
been sitting in close cottages all u

' ;

Sitting in close cottages !" repeated Edward.
"Ah. to be sure; visiting your rheumatic old

pensioners, I suppose. How good you are,

Olivia!"
"Good!"
She echoed the word in the very bitterness of

a scorn that could not be repressed.
: every body says so. The Millwards

were at Marchmont Towers the other day. and

they were talking ofyou, and praising your good-
A speaking of your schools, and your

blanket associations, and your invalid societies,

and your relief clubs, and all your plans for the

parish. Why, you must work as hard as a

prime minister, Livy, by their account
; you, who

are only a few years older than me."

Only a few years ! She started at the phrase,
and bit her lip.
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"I was three-and-twenty last month," she

said.

"Ah, yes; to be sure. And I'm one-and-

twenty. Then you're only two years older than

me, Livy. But, then, you see, you're so clever,

that you seem much older than you are. You
make a fellow feel rather afraid of you, you
know. Upon my word you do, Livy."

Miss Arundel did not reply to this speech of

her cousin's. She was walking by his side up
and down a narrow graveled pathway, bordered

by a hazel-hedge ;
she had gathered one of the

slender twigs, and was idly stripping away the

fluffy ends.

"What do you think, Livy ?" cried Edward,
suddenly, bursting out laughing at the end of

the question. "What do you think? It's my
belief you've made a conquest."
"What do you mean?"
" There you go ; turning upon a fellow as if

you could eat him. Yes, Livy ; it's no use your
looking savage. You've made a conquest ;

and
of one of the best fellows in the world, too. John
Marchmont's in love with you."

Olivia Arundel's face flushed a vivid crimson
to the roots of her black hair.

"How dare you come here to insult me, Ed-
ward Arundel ?" she cried, passionately.

" Insult you ? Now, Livy dear, that's too bad,

upon my word," remonstrated the young man.
" I come and tell you that as good a man as ever

breathed is over head and ears in love with you,
and that you may be mistress of one of the finest

estates in Lincolnshire if you please, and you
turn round upon me like no end of furies."

"Because I hate to hear you talk nonsense,"
answered Olivia, her bosom still heaving with

that first outburst of emotion, but her voice sup-

pressed and cold. "Ami so beautiful, or so

admired or beloved, that a man who has not seen

me half a dozen times should fall in love with

me? Do those who know me estimate me so

much, or prize me so highly, that a stranger
should think of me ? You do insult me, Edward

Arundel, when you talk as you have talked to-

night."
She looked out toward the low yellow light in

the sky with a black gloom upon her face, which
no reflected glimmer of the sinking sun could

illumine
;

a settled darkness, near akin to the

utter blackness of despair.
"But. good Heavens, Olivia, what do you

mean ?" cried the young man. ' ' I tell you some-

thing that I think a good joke, and you go and
make a tragedy out of it. If I'd told Letitia

that a rich widower had fallen in love with her,
she'd think it the finest fun in the world."

"I'm not your sister Letitia."

"No ; but I wish you'd half as good a temper
as she has, Livy. However, never mind; I'll

say no more. If poor old Marchmont has fallen

in love with you, that's his look-out. Poor dear

old boy, he's let out the secret of his weakness
half a dozen ways within these last few days.
It's Miss Arundel this, and Miss Arundel the

other; so handsome, so dignified, so ladylike,
so good ! That's the way he goes on, poor sim-

ple old dear, without having the remotest notion

that he's making a confounded fool of himself."

Olivia tossed the rumpled hair from her fore-

head with an impatient gesture of her hand.

"Why should this Mr. Marchmont think all

this of me?" she said, "when "
She stopped

abruptly. ,

"WT
hen what, Livy?"

"When other people don't think it."
" How do you know what other people think ?

You haven't asked them, I suppose?"
The young soldier treated his cousin in very

much the same free-and-easy manner which he

displayed toward his sister Letitia. It would
have been almost difficult for him to recognize

any degree in his relationship to the two girls.

He loved Letitia better than Olivia
;

but his

affection for both was of exactly the same char-
acter.

Hubert Arundel came into the garden, wearied

out, like his daughter, while the two cousins were

walking under the shadow of the neglected ha-
zels. He declared his willingness to accept the

invitation to Marchmont Towers, and promised
to answer John's ceremonious note the next day.

"Cookson, from Kemberling, will be there, I

suppose," he said, alluding to a brother parson,
"and the usual set? Well, I'll come, Ned, if

you wish it. You'd like to go, Olivia ?"

"If you like, papa."
There was a duty to be performed now the

duty of placid obedience to her father; and
Miss Arundel's manner changed from angry im-

patience to a grave respect. She owed no special

duty, be it remembered, to her cousin. She had
no line or rule by which to measure her conduct
to him.

She stood at Jhe gate nearly an hour later,

and watched the young man ride away in the

dim moonlight. If every separate tramp of his

horse's hoofs had struck upon her heart, it could

scai'cely have given her more pain than she felt

as the sound of those slow footfalls died away in

the distance.
" Oh my God !" she cried,

"
is this madness to

undo all- that I have done ? Is this folly to be

the climax of my dismal life? Am I to die for

the love of a frivolous, fair-haired boy, who laughs
in my face when he tells me that his friend has

pleased to ' take a fancy to me ?'
"

She walked away toward the house
;
then

stopping, with a sudden shiver, she turned, and
went back to the hazel-alley she had paced with

Edward Arundel.

"Oh, my narrow life !" she muttered between

her set teeth; "my narrow life! It is that

which has made me the slave of this madness.

I love him because he is the brightest and fair-

est thing I have ever seen. I love him because

he brings me all I have ever known of a more

beautiful world than that I live in. Bah ! why
do I reason with myself?" she cried, with a sud-

den change of manner. "I love him because I

am mad."
She paced up and down the hazel-shaded path-

way till the moonlight grew broad and full, and

every ivy-grown gable of the Rectory stood sharp-

ly out against the vivid purple of the sky. She

paced up and down, trying to trample the folly

within her under her feet as she went
;
a fierce,

passionate, impulsive woman, fighting against

her mad love for a bright-faced boy.

"Two years older only two years!" she

said
;

" but he spoke of the difference between

us as if it had been half a century. And then I

am so clever, that I seem older than I am
;
and

he is afraid of me ! Is it for this that I have sat
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night after night in my father's study, poring
'over the books that were too difficult for him?
What have I made of myself in my pride of in-

tellect ? What reward have I won for my pa-
tience ?"

Olivia Arundel looked back at her long life

of duty a dull, dead level, unbroken by one of

those monuments which mark the desert of the

past; a desolate flat, unlovely as the marshes

between the low Rectory wall and the shimmer-

ing gray sea.

CHAPTER VIII.

TEMPTATION.

MR. RICHARD PAULETTE, of that eminent legal

firm, Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson, com-

ing to Marchmont Towers on business, was sur-

prised to behold the quiet ease with which the

sometime copying-clerk received the punctilious

country gentry who came to sit at his board and
do him honor.

Of all the legal fairy-tales, of all the parch-
ment-recorded romances, of all the poetry run
into affidavits, m which the solicitor had ever

been concerned, this story, seemed the strangest.

Not so very strange in itself, for such romances
are not uncommon in the history of a lawyer's

experience; but strange by reason of the tran-

quil manner in which John Marchmont accepted
his new position, and did the honors of his house

to his late employer.
"Ah, Paulette," Edward Arundel said, clap-

ping the solicitor on the back,
" I don't suppose

you believed me when I told you that my friend

here was heir-presumptive to a handsome for-

tune."

The dinner-party at the Towers was conduct-

ed with that stately grandeur peculiar to such

solemnities. There was the usual round of coun-

try-talk and parish -talk; the hunting squires

leading the former section of the discourse, the

rectors and rectors' wives supporting the latter

part of the conversation. You heard on one
side that Martha Harris's husband had left off

drinking, and attended church morning and

evening ;
and on the other, that the old gray fox

that had been hunted nine seasons between
Crackbiu Bottom and Hollowcraft Gorse had

perished ignobly in the poultry-yard of a recu-

sant farmer. While your left ear became con-
scious of the fact that little Billy Smithers had
fallen into a copper of scalding water, your right
received the dismal tidings that all the young
partridges had been drowned by the rains after

St. Swith in, and that there were hardly any of
this year's birds, Sir.

Mary Marchmont had listened to gayer talk

in Oakley Street than any that was to be heard
that night in her father's drawing-rooms, except
indeed when Edward Arundel left off flirting
with some pretty girls in blue, and hovered near
her side for a little while, quizzing the com-

pany. Heaven knows the young soldier's jokes
were commonplace enough ;

but Mary admired
him as the most brilliant and accomplished of
wits.

"How do you like my cousin, Polly?" he
asked at last.

"Your cousin, Miss Arundel?"
"Yes."

" She is very handsome."

"Yes, I suppose so," the young man answered,

carelessly.
"
Every body says that Livy's hand-

some
;
but it's rather a cold style of beauty, isn't

it? A little too much of the Pallas Athene
about it for my taste. I like those girls in blue,
with the crinkly auburn hair there's a touch
of red in it in the light and the dimples.
You've a dimple, Polly, when you smile."

Miss Marchmont blushed as she received this

information, and her soft brown eyes wandered

away, looking very earnestly at the pretty girls
in blue. She looked at them with a strange in-

terest, eager to discover what it was that Ed-
ward admired.
"But you haven't answered my question,

Polly," said Mr. Arundel. "I am afraid you
have been drinking too much wine, Miss March-

mont, and muddling that sober little head of

yours with the fumes of your papa's tawny port.
I asked you how you liked Olivia."

Mary blushed again.
"I don't know Miss Arundel well enough to

like -her yet," she answered, timidly.
"But shall you like her when you've known

her longer ? Don't be Jesuitical, Polly. Likings
and dislikings are instantaneous and instinctive.

I liked you before I'd eaten half a dozen mouth-
fuls of the roll you buttered for me at that break-
fast in Oakley Street, Polly. You don't like my
cousin Olivia, miss

;
I can see that very plainly.

You're jealous of her."

"Jealous of her!"
The bright color faded out of Mary March-

mont's face and left her ashy pale.
"Do you like her, then?" she asked.
But Mr. Arundel was not such a coxcomb as

to catch at the secret so naively betrayed in that

breathless question.

"No, Polly," he said, laughing; "she's my
! cousin, you know, and I've known her all my
;

life
;
and cousins are like sisters. One likes to

I tease and aggravate them, and all that
;
but one

I doesn't fall in love with them. But I think I

|

could mention somebody who thinks a great deal

of Olivia."

"Who?"
"Your papa."
Mary looked at the young soldier in utter be-

wilderment.

"Papa!" she echoed.

"Yes, Polly. How would you like a step-

mamma? How would you like your papa to

j

marry again ?"

Mary Marchmont Started to her feet as if she

!

would have gone to her father in the midst of all

those spectators. John was standing near Olivia

and her father, talking to them, and playing

nervously with his slender watch-chain when he

i
addressed the young lady.

"My papa marry again!" gasped Mary.
"How dare you say such a thing, Mr. Arun-
del?"
Her childish devotion to her father arose in all

its force
;
a flood of passionate emotion that over-

j

whelmed her sensitive nature. Marry again !

j marry a woman who would separate him from
his only child ! Could he ever dream for one
brief moment of such a horrible cruelty ?

She looked at Olivia's sternly handsome face

and trembled. She could almost picture that

very woman standing between her and her fa-
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thcr, and putting her away from him. Her in-

dignation quickly melted into grief. Indigna-

tion, however intense, was always short-lived in

that gentle nature.

"Oh, Mr. Arundel!" she said, piteously, ap-

pealing to the young man
;

"
papa would never,

never, never marry again would he ?"

"Not if it was to grieve you, Polly, I dare

say," Edward answered, soothingly.
He had been dumbfounded by Mary's pas-

sionate sorrow. He had expected that she would
have been rather pleased than otherwise at the

idea of a young step-mother a companion in

those vast lonely rooms, an instructress and a
friend as she grew to womanhood.
"I was only talking nonsense, Polly darling,"

he said. " You mustn't make yourself unhappy
about any absurd fancies of mine. I think your
papa admires my cousin Olivia

;
and I thought,

perhaps, you'd be glad to have a step-mother."
"Glad to have any one who'd take papa's

love away from me?" Mary said, plaintively.

"Oh, Mr. Arundel, how could you think so?"
In all their familiarity the little girl had never

learned to call her father's friend by his Chris-

tian name, though he had often told her to do
so. She trembled to pronounce that simple
Saxon name, which was so beautiful and won-
derful because it was his

;
but when she read a

very stupid novel, in which the hero was a name-
sake of Mr. Arundel's, the vapid pages seemed to

be phosphorescent with light wherever the name
appeared upon them.

I scarcely know why John Marchmont lin-

gered by Miss Arundel's chair. He had heard
her praises from every one. She was a paragon
of goodness, an uncanonized saint, ever sacri-

ficing herself for the benefit of others. Perhaps
he was thinking that such a woman as this would
be the best friend he could win for his little girl.

He turned from the county matrons, the ten-

der, kindly, motherly creatures, who would have
been ready to take little Mary to the loving shel-

ter of their arms, and looked to Olivia Arundel
this cold, perfect benefactress of the poor for

help in his difficulty.
" She who is so good to all her father's parish-

ioners could not refuse to be kind to my poor
Mary ?" he thought.
But how was he to win this woman's friend-

ship for his darling? He asked himself this

question even in the midst of the frivolous people
about him, and with the buzz of their conversa-

tion in his ears. He was perpetually tormenting
himself about the future fcf his darling, which
seemed more dimly perplexing now than it had
ever appeared in Oakley Street, when the Lin-

colnshire property was a far-away dream, never

to be realized. He felt that his brief lease of life

was running out
;
he felt as if he and Mary had

been standing upon a narrow tract of yellow

sand, very bright, very pleasant under the sun-

shine, but with the slow-coming tide rising like

a wall about them, and creeping stealthily on-
ward to overwhelm them.

Mary might gather bright-colored shells and
wet sea-weed in her childish ignorance ;

but. he,
who knew that the flood was coming, could but

grow sick at heart with the dull horror of that

hastening doom. If the black waters had been
doomed to close over them both, the father might
have been content to go down under the sullen

waves, with his daughter clasped to his breast.
But it was not to be so. He was to sink in that
unknown stream, while she was left upon the

tempest-tossed surface, to be beaten hither and
thither, feebly battling with the stormy billows.

Could .John Marchmont be a Christian, and
yet feel this horrible dread of the death which
must separate him from his daughter? I fear
this frail, consumptive widower loved his child
with an intensity of affection that is scarcely
reconcilable with Christianity. Such great pas-
sions as these must be put away before the cross

can be taken up and the troublesome path fol-

lowed. In all love and kindness toward his fel-

low-creatures, in all patient endurance of the

pains and troubles that befell himself, it Avould

have been difficult to find a more single-hearted
follower of Gospel teaching than John March- '

mont; but in his aifection for his motherless
child he was a very pagan. He set up an idol

for himself, and bowed himself before it. Doubt-
ful and fearful of the future, he looked hopeless-

ly forward. He could not trust his orphan child

into the hands of God, and drop away himself

into the fathomless 'darkness, serene in the be-

lief that she would be cared for and protected.
No

;
he could not trust. He 'could be faithful

for himself; simple and confiding as a child-

but not for her. He saw the gloomy rocks low-

ering black in the distance
;
the pitiless waves

beating far away yonder, impatient to devour
the frail boat that was so soon to be left alone

upon the waters. In the thick darkness of the

future he could see no ray of light, except one

a new hope that had lately risen in his mind;
the hope of winning some noble and perfect wo-
man to be the future friend of his daughter.
The days were past in which, in his simplici-

ty, he had looked to Edward Arundel as the fu-

ture shelter of his child. The generous boy had

grown into a stylish young man, a soldier, whose

duty lay far away from Marchmont Towers . No
;

it was to a good woman's guardianship the fa-

ther must leave his child.

Thus the very intensity of his love was the

one motive which led John Marchmont to con-

template the step that Mary thought such a cruel

and bitter wrong to her.

It was not till long after the dinner-party at

Marchmont Towers that these ideas resolved

themselves into any positive form, and that John

began to think that for his daughter's sake he

might be led to contemplate a second marriage.
Edward Arundel had spoken the truth when he
told his cousin that John Marchmont had re-

peatedly mentioned her name
;
but the careless

and impulsive young man had been utterly un-

able to fathom the feeling lurking in his friend's

mind. It was not Olivia Arundel's handsome
face which had won John's admiration-: it was

the constant reiteration of her praises upon ev-

ery side which had led him to believe that this

woman, of all others, was the one whom he

should win to be his child's friend and guardian
in the dark days that were to come.

The knowledge that Olivia's intellect was of

no common order, together .with the somewhat

imperious -dignity of her manner, strengthened
this belief in John Marchmont's mind. It was

not a good woman only whom he must seek in

the friend he needed for his child
;

it was a wo-
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man powerful enough to shield her in the lonely

path she would have to tread
;
a woman strong

enough to help her, perhaps, hy-and-by, to do

battle with Paul Marchmont.

So,
v
in the blind paganism of his love, John

refused to trust his child into the hands of Prov-

idence, and chose for himself a friend and guard-
ian who should shelter his darling. He made
his choice with so much deliberation, and after

such long nights and days of earnest thought,
that he may be forgiven if he believed he had
chosen wisely.
Thus it was that in the dark November days,

while Edward and Mary played chess by the

wide fire-place in the western drawing-room, or

ball in the newly - erected tennis-court, John
Marchmont sat in his study examining his pa-

pers, and calculating the amount of money at

his own disposal, in serious contemplation of>a

second marriage.
Did he love Olivia Arundel ? No. He ad-

mired her and respected her, and he firmly be-

lieved her to be the most perfect of women. No
impulse had prompted the step he contemplated
taking. He had loved his first wife truly and

tenderly; but he had never suffered very acutely
from any of those torturing emotions which form
the several stages of the great tragedy called Love.

But had he ever thought of the likelihood of

his deliberate offer being rejected by the young
lady who had been the object of such careful

consideration? Yes; he had thought of this,

and was prepared to abide the issue. He should,
at least, have tried his uttermost to secure a

friend for his darling.
With such unloverlike feelings as these the

owner of Marchmont Towers drove into Swamp-
ington one morning, deliberately bent upon of-

fering Olivia Arundel his hand. He had con-

sulted with his land-steward, and with Messrs.

Paulette, and had ascertained how far he could

endow his bride with the goods of this world. It

was not much that he could give her, for the

estate was strictly entailed
;
but there would be

his own savings for the brief term of his life, and
if he lived only a few years these savings might
accumulate to a considerable amount, so limit-

ed were the expenses of the quiet Lincolnshire

household
;
and there was a sum of money,

something over nine thousand pounds, left him
by Philip Marchmont, senior. He had some-

thing, then, to offer to the woman jie sought to

make his wife; and, above all, he had a su-

preme belief in Olivia ArundePs utter disinter-

estedness. He had seen her frequently since the

dinner-party, and had always seen her the same
grave, reserved, dignified ; patiently employed

in the strict performance of her duty.
He found Miss Arundel sitting in her father's

study, busily cutting out coarse garments for the

poor. A newly-written sermon lay open on the
table. Had Mr. Marchmont looked* closely at the

manuscript, he would have seen that the ink was
wet and that the writing was Olivia's. It was a
relief to this strange woman to write sermons
sometimes fierce denunciatory protests against
the inherent wickedness of the human heart.

Can you imagine a woman with a wicked heart

steadfastly trying to do good, and to be good ?

It is a dark and horrible picture , but it is the

only true picture of the woman whom John
Marchmont sought to win for his wife.

The interview between Mary's father and
Olivia Arundel was not a very sentimental one,
but it was certainly the very reverse of common-
place. John was too simple-hearted to disguise
the purpose of his wooing. He pleaded not for

a wife for himself, but a mother for his orphan
child. He talked of Mary's helplessness in the

future, not of his own love in the present. Car-
ried away by the egotism of his one affection, he
let his motives appear in all their nakedness.
He spoke long and earnestly; he spoke until the

blinding tears in his eyes made the face of her
he looked at seem blotted and dim.

Miss Arundel watched him as he pleaded ;

sternly, unflinchingly. But she uttered no word
until he had finished

;
and then, rising suddenly,

with a dusky flush upon her face, she began to

pace up and down the narrow room. She had

forgotten John Marchmont. In the strength
and vigor of her intellect this weak-minded wid-

ower, whose one passion was a pitiful love for

his child, appeared so utterly insignificant that

for a few moments she had forgotten his presence
in that room his very existence, perhaps. She
turned to him presently, and looked him full in

the face.

"You do not love me, Mr. Marchmont?" she

said.

"Pardon me," John stammered; "believe

me, Miss Arundel, I respect, I esteem you so

much, that
"

' ' That you choose me as a fitting friend for

your child. I understand. I am not the sort

of woman to be loved. I have long compre-
hended that. My cousin Edward Arundel has

often taken the trouble to tell me as much. And
you wish me to be your wife in order that you
may have a guardian for your child? It is very
much the same thing as engaging a governess ;

only the engagement is to be more binding."
" Miss Arundel,

"
exclaimed John March mont,

' '

forgive me ! You misunderstand me ;
indeed

you do. Had I thought that I could have of-

fended you
"

"I am not offended. You have spoken the

truth where another man would have told a lie.

I ought to be flattered by your confidence in me.
It pleases me that people should think me good,
and worthy of their trust."

She broke into a weary sigh as she finished

speaking.
"And you will not reject my appeal?"
" I scarcely know what to do," answered Oliv-

ia, pressing her hand to her forehead.

She leaned against the angle of the deep case-

ment window, looking out at the bleak garden,
desolate and neglected in the black winter weath-

er. She was silent for some minutes. John
Marchmont did not interrupt her

;
he was con-

tent to wait patiently until she should choose to

speak.
"Mr. Marchmont," she said at last, turning

upon poor John with an abrupt vehemence that

almost startled him, "I am three-and-twemy ;

and in the long, dull memory of the three-and-

twenty years that have made my life I can not

look back upon one joy no, so help me "Heav-

en, not one !" she cried passionately, lifting her

hand toward the low ceiling as she spoke.
" No

prisoner in the Bastile, shut in a cell below the

level of the Seine, and making companions of

rats and spiders in his misery, ever led a life
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more hopelessly narrow, more pitifully circum-

scribed, than mine has been. These grass-grown
streets have made the boundary of my existence.

The flat fenny country round me is not flatter

or more dismal than my life. You will say that

1 should take an interest in the duties which I

do
;
and that they should be enough for me.

Heaven knows I have tried to do so
;
but my life

is hard. Do you think there has been nothing
in all this to warp my nature ? Do you think,
after hearing this, that I am the woman to be a
second mother to your child ?"

She sat down as she finished speaking, and
her hands dropped listlessly in her lap. The
unquiet spirit raging in her breast had been

stronger than herself, and had spoken. She had
lifted the dull veil- through which the outer world
beheld her, and had shown John Marchmont her
natural face.

"I think you are a good woman, Miss Arun-

del," he said, earnestly. "If I had thought
otherwise I should not have come here to-day.
I want a good woman to be kind to my child

;

kind to her when I am dead and gone," he add-

ed, in a lower voice.

Olivia Arundel sat silent and motionless, look-

ing straight before her out into the black dull-

ness of the garden. She was trying to think out
the dark problem of her life.

Strange as it may seem, there was a certain

fascination for her in John Marchmont's offer.

He offered her something, no matter what
;

it

would be a change. She had compared herself

to a prisoner in the Bastile
;
and I think she

felt very much as such a prisoner might have felt

upon his jailer's offering to remove him to Vin-
cennes. The new prison might be worse than
the old one, perhaps ;

but it would be different.

Life at Marchmont Towers might be more mo-
notonous, more desolate that at Swampington;
but it would be a new monotony, another deso-

lation. Have you never felt, when suffering the

hideous throes of toothache, that it would be a
relief to have the earache or the rheumatism
that variety even in torture would be agreeable?
Then again, Olivia Arundel, though unblessed

with many of the charms of womanhood, was
not entirely without its weaknesses. To marry
John Marchmont would be to avenge herself

upon Edward Arundel. Alas ! she forgot how

impossible it is to inflict a dagger- thrust upon
him who is guarded by the impenetrable armor
of indifference. She saw herself the mistress

of Marchmont Towers, waited upon by liveried

servants, courted, not patronized, by the country

gentry, avenged upon the mercenary aunt who
had slighted her, who had bade her go out and

get her living as a nursery-governess. She saw

this; and ail that was ignoble in her nature

arose, and urged her to snatch the chance offer-

ed her the one chance of lifting herself out of

the horrible obscurity of her life. The ambition

which might have made her an empress lowered

its crest, and cried, "Take this; at least it is

something." But through all the better voices

which she had enlisted to do battle with the

natural voice of her soul cried, "This is a tempt-
ation of the devil

; put it away from thee !"

But this temptation came to her at the very
moment when her life had become most intoler-

able; too intolerable to be borne, she thought.
She knew now, fatally, certainly, that Edward

Arundel did not love her; that the one only
day-dream she had ever made for herself had
been a snare and a delusion. That one dream
had been the single light of her life. That tak-
en away from her, the darkness was blacker
than the blackness of death

;
more horrible than

the obscurity of the grave.
In ajl the future she had not one hope ; no,

not one. She had loved Edward Arundel with
all the strength of her soul

;
she had wasted a

world of intellect and passion upon this bright-
paired boy. This foolish, groveling madness
had been the blight of her life. But for this she

might have grown out of her natural self by force

of her conscientious desire to do right, and might
have become, indeed, a good and perfect woman.
If her life had been a wider one, this wasted love

would perhaps have shrunk into its proper insig-
nificance

;
she would have loved, and suffered,

and recovered, as so many of us recover from
this foolish epidemic. But all the volcanic forces

of an impetuous nature, concentrated into one
narrow focus, wasted themselves upon this one

feeling, until what should have been a sentiment

became a madness.
To think that in some far-away future time

she might cease to love Edward Arundel, and
learn to love somebody else, would have seemed
about as reasonable to Olivia as to hope that she

could have new legs and arms in that distant

time. She could cut away this fatal passion with
a desperate stroke, it may be, just as she could

cut off her arm
;
but to believe that a new love

would grow in its place was quite as absurd as

to believe in the growing of a new arm. Some
cork monstrosity might replace the amputated
limb

;
some sham and simulated affection might

succeed the old love.

Olivia Arundel thought of all these things, in

about ten minutes by the little skeleton clock

upon the mantle-piece, and while John March-
mont waited very patiently for some definite an-

swer to his appeal. Her mind came back at

last, after all its passionate wanderings, to the

rigid channel she had so laboriously worn for it

the narrow groove of duty. Her first words
testified this.

"If I accept this responsibility I will perform
it faithfully," she said, rather $p herself than to

Mr. Marchmont.
"I am sure you will, Miss Arundel," John

answered, eagerly; "I am sure you will. You
mean to undertake it, then ? you mean to con-

sider my offer? May I speak to your father?

may I tell him that I have spoken to you ? may
I say that you have given me a hope of your
ultimate consent?"

"Yes, yes," Olivia said, rather impatiently;

"speak to my father; tell him any thing you

please. Let him decide for me
;

it is my duty
to obey him."
There was a terrible cowardice in this. Olivia

Arundel shrank from marrying a man she did

not love, prompted by no better desire than the

mad wish to wrench herself away from her hated

life. She wanted to fling the burden of respons-

ibility in this matter away from her. Let anoth-

er decide
;
let another urge her to do this wrong ;

and let the wrong be called a sacrifice.

So for the first time she set to work deliber-

ately to cheat her own conscience. For the first

time she put a false mark upon the standard sho
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had made for the measurement of her moral

progress.
She sank into a crouching attitude on a low

stool by the fire-place, in utter prostration of

body and mind, when John Marchmont had left

her. She let her weary head fall heavily against
the cawed oaken shaft that supported the old-

fashioned mantle-piece, heedless that her brow
struck sharply against the corner of the wood-
work.

If she could have died then, with no more sin-

ful secret than a woman's natural weakness hid-

den in her breast if she could have died then,
while yet the first step upon the dark pathway
of her life was untro&len how happy for her-

self! how happy for others! How miserable a

record of sin and suffering might have remained

unwritten in the history of woman's life !

She sat long in the same attitude. Once, and
once only, two solitary tears arose in her eyes,
and rolled slowly down her pale cheeks.

" Will you be sorry when I am married, Ed-
ward Arundel?" she murmured; "will you be

sorry?"

CHAPTER IX.

"WHEN SHALL i CEASE TO BE ALL ALONE?"

HUBERT ARUNDEL was not so much surprised
as might have been anticipated at the proposal
made him by his wealthy neighbor. Edward
Arundel had prepared his uncle for the possi-

bility of such a proposal by sundry jocose allu-

sions and arch hints upon the subject of John
Marchmont's admiration for Olivia. The frank

and rather frivolous young man thought it was
his cousin's handsome face that had captivated
the master of Marchmont Towers, and was quite
unable to fathom the hidden motive underlying
all John's talk about Miss Arundel.
The Rector of Swampington, being a simple-

hearted and not very far-seeing man, thanked
God heartily for the chance that had befallen his

daughter. She would be well off' and well cared

for, then, by the mercy of Providence, in spite
of his own shortcomings, which had left her with
no better provision for the future than a pitiful

policy upon her fathers life. She would be well

provided for henceforward, and would live in a
handsome house

;
and all those noble qualities

which had been dwarfed and crippled in a nar-

row sphere would now expand, and display them-
selves in unlooked-for grandeur.

"People have called her a good girl," he

thought; "but how could they ever know her

goodness, unless they had seen, as I have, the

horrible deprivations she has borne so uncom-

plainingly?"
John Marchmont, being newly instructed by

his lawyer, was able to give Mr. Arundel a very
clear statement of the provision he could make
for his wife's future. He could settle upon her
the nine thousand pounds left him by Philip
Marchmont. He would allow her five hundred
a year pin-money during his lifetime

;
he would

leave her his savings at his death ; and he would
effect an insurance upon his life for her benefit.

The amount of these savings would, of course,

depend upon the length of John's life
;
but the

money would accumulate very quickly, as his

C

income was eleven thousand a year, and his ex-

penditure was not likely to exceed three.

The Swampington living was worth little

more than three hundred and fifty pounds a

year ;
and out of that sum Hubert Arundel and

his daughter had done treble as much good for

the numerous poor of the parish as ever had been
achieved by any previous rector or his family.
Hubert and his daughter had patiently endured
the most grinding poverty, the burden ever fall-

ing heavier on Olivia, who had the heroic fac-

j
ulty of endurance as regards all physical discom-
fort. Can it be wondered, then, that the Rec-
tor of Swampington thought the prospect offered

to his child a very brilliant one? Can it be
wondered that he urged his daughter to accept
this altered lot ?

He did urge her, pleading John Marchmont's
cause a great deal more warmly than the wid-
ower had himself pleaded.

"My darling," he said, "my darling girl! if

I can live to see you mistress of Marchmont

Towers, I shall go to my grave contented and

happy. Think, my dear, of the misery this mar-

riage will save you from. Oh, my dear girl, I

can tell you now what I never dared tell you be-

fore -

r I can tell you of the long, sleepless nights
I have passed thinking of you, and of the wick-

ed wrongs I have done you. Not willful wrongs,

my love," the Rector added, with tears gather-

ing in his eyes; "for you know how dearly I

have always loved you. But a father's respons-

ibility toward his children is a very heavy bur-

den. I've only looked at it in this light lately,

my dear now that I've let the time slip by, and
it is too late to redeem the past. I've suffered

very much, Olivia
;
and all this has seemed to

separate us, somehow. But that's past now, isn't

it, my dear? and you'll marry this Mr. March-
mont. He seems to be a very good, conscien-

tious man, and I think he'll make you happy."
The father and daughter were sitting together

after dinner in the dusky November twilight,

the, room only lighted by the fire, which was
low and dim. Hubert Arundel could not see

his daughter's face as he talked to her
;
he could

only see the black outline of her figure sharply
defined against the gray window behind her, as

she sat opposite to him. He could see by her

attitude that she was listening to him, with her

head drooping and her hands lying idle in her

lap.
She was silent for some little time after he

had finished speaking ;
so silent that he feared

his words might have touched her too painfully,
and that she was crying.
Heaven help this simple-hearted father ! She

had scarcely heard three consecutive words that

he had spoken, but had only gathered dimly
from his speech that he wanted her to accept
John Marchmont's offer.

Every great passion is a supreme egotism. It

is not the object which we hug so determinedly ;

it is not the object which coils itself about our

weak hearts : it is our own madness we worship
and cleave to, our own pitiable folly which we
refuse to put away from us. What is Bill Sykes's
broken nose or bull-dog visage to Nancy ? The
creature she loves and will not part with is not

Bill, but her own love for Bill the one delusion

of a barren life
;
the one grand selfishness of a

feeble nature.
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Olivia Arundel's thoughts had wandered far

away while her father had spoken so piteously to

her. She had been thinking of her cousin Ed-
ward, and had been asking herself the same

question over and over again. Would he be

sorry ? would he be sorry if she married John
Marchmont ?

But she understood presently that her father

was waiting for her to speak ; and, rising from
her chair, she went toward him, and laid her

hand upon his shoulder.
' ' I am afraid I have not done my duty to you,

papa," she said.

Latterly she had been forever harping upon
this one theme her duty ! That word was the

key-note of her life : and her existence had lat-

terly seemed to her so inharmonious that it was

scarcely strange she should repeatedly strike that

leading note in the scale.

"My darling," cried Mr. Arundel, "you have
been all that is good."

"No, no, papa; I have been cold, reserved,
silent."

"A little silent, my dear," the Rector an-

swered, meekly; "but you have not been hap-
py. I have watched you, my love, and I know
you have not been happy. But that is not

strange. This place is so dull, and your life

has been so fatiguing. How different that

would all be at Marchmont Towers !"

"You wish me to marry Mr. Marchmont,
thn, papa?"

" I do indeed, my love. For your own sake,
of course," the Rector added, deprecatingly.
"You really wish it?"

"Very, very much, my dear."
"Then I will marry him, papa."
She took hef hand from the Rector's shoul-

der, and walked away from him to the uncur-
tained window, against which she stood with her
back to her father, looking out into the gray ob-

scurity.
I have said that Hubert Arundel was not a

very clever or far-seeing person ; but he vague-

ly felt that this was not exactly the way in which
a brilliant offer of marriage should be accepted

by a young lady who was entirely fancy-free, and
he had an uncomfortable apprehension that there

was something hidden under his daughter's quiet
manner.

"But, my dear Olivia," he said, nervously,

"you must not for a moment suppose that I

would force you into this marriage if it is in

any way repugnant to yourself. You you may
have formed some prior attachment, or there

may be somebody who loves you, and has loved

you longer than Mr. Marchmont, who "

His daughter turned upon him sharply as he
rambled on.

"Somebody who loves me!" she echoed.

"What have you ever seen that should make
you think any one loved me?"
The harshness of her tone jarred upon Mr.

Arundel, and made him still more nervous.

"My love, I beg your pardon. I have seen

nothing. I
"

"
Nobody loves me, or has ever loved me

but you," resumed Olivia, taking no heed of
her father's feeble interruption.

' ' I am not the
sort of woman to be loved

;
I feel and know

that. I have an aquiline nose, and a clear skin,
and dark eyes, and people call me handsome

;

but nobody loves me, or ever will, so long as I
live."

"But Mr. Marchmont, my dear surely he
loves and admires you ?" remonstrated the Rec-
tor.

"Mr. Marchmont wants a governess and
chaperon for his daughter, and thinks me a suit-

able person to fill such a post ;
that is all the

love Mr. Marchmont has for me. No, papa ;

there is no reason I should shrink from this

marriage. There is no one who will be sorry
for it

;
no one. I am asked to perform a duty

toward this little girl, and I am prepared to

perform it faithfully. That is my part of the

bargain. Do I commit a sin in marrying John
Marchmont in this spirit, papa?"

She asked the question eagerly, almost breath-

lessly, as if her decision depended upon her fa-

ther's answer.
"A sin, my dear ! How can you ask such a

question ?"
' '

Very well, then
;

if I commit no sin in ac-

cepting this offer I will accept it."

It was thus Olivia paltered with her conscience,
holding back half the truth. The question she
should have asked Avas this: "Do I commit a
sin in marrying one man while my heart is fill-

ed with a mad and foolish love for another?"
Miss Arundel could not visit her poor upon

the day after this interview with her father.

Her monotonous round of duty seemed more
than ever abhorrent to her. She wandered
across the dreary marshes, down by the lonely

sea-shore, in the gray November fog.

She stood for a long time, shivering with the

cold dampness of the atmosphere, but not even
conscious that she was cold, looking at a dilap-
idated boat that lay upon the rugged beach.

The waters before her and the land behind her

were hidden by a dense veil of mist. It seemed
as if she stood alone in the world utterly iso-

lated, utterly forgotten.
"O my God !" she murmured; "if this boat

at my feet could drift me away to some desert

island, I could never be more desolate than I

am among the people who do not love me."
Dim lights in distant windows were gleaming

across the flats when she returned to Swamp-
ington, to find her father sitting alone and dis-

pirited at his frugal dinner. Miss Arundel took

her place quietly at the bottom of the table, with

no trace of emotion upon her face.

"I am sorry I staid out so long, papa," she

said ;
"I had no idea it was so late."

"Never mind, my dear. I know you have

always enough to occupy you. Mr. Marchmont
called while you were out. He seemed

very
anx-

ious to hear your decision, and was delighted
when he found that it was favorable to him-

self."

Olivia dropped her knife and fork, and rose

from her chair suddenly, with a strange look,

which was almost terror, in her face.

"It is quite decided, then?" she said.

"Yes, my love. But you are not sorry, are

you ?"
"
Sorry ! No

;
I am glad."

She sank back into her chair with a sigh of

relief. She was glad. The prospect of this

strange marriage offered a relief from the hor-

rible oppression of her life.

"Henceforward to think of Edward Arundel
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will be a sin," she thought. "I have not won
another man's love, but I shall be another man's
wife."

CHAPTER X.

MARY'S STEP-MOTHER.

PERHAPS there was never a quieter courtship
than that which followed Olivia's acceptance of

John Marchmont's offer. There had been no

pretense of sentiment on either side
; yet I doubt

if John had been much more sentimental dur-

ing his early love-making days, though he had

very tenderly and truly loved his first wife.

There were fewsparks of the romantic or emo-
tional fire in his placid nature. His love for

his daughter, though it absorbed his whole be-

ing, was a silent and undemonstrative affection
;

a thoughtful and almost fearful devotion, which
took the form of intense but hidden anxiety for

his child's future rather than any outward show
of tenderness.

Had his love been of a more impiilsive and
demonstrative character, he would scarcely have

thought of taking such a step as that he now
contemplated, without first ascertaining whether
it was agreeable to his daughter.
But he never for a moment dreamed of con-

sulting Mary's will upon this important matter.

He looked with fearful glances toward the dim

future, and saw his darling, a lonely figure upon
a barren landscape, beset with enemies eager to

devour her; and he snatched at this one chance
of securing her a .protectress, who would be

bound to her by a legal as well as a moral tie
;

for John Marchmont meant to appoint his sec-

ond wife the guardian of his child. He thought

only of this
;
and he hurried on his suit at the

Rectory, fearful lest death should come between
him and his loveless bride, and thus deprive his

darling of a second mother.

This was the history of John Marchmont's
second marriage. It was not till a week before

the day appointed for the wedding that he told

his daughter what he was about to do. Edward
Arundel knew the secret, but he had been warned
not to reveal it to Mary.
The father and daughter sat together late one

evening in the first week of December, in the

great western drawing-room. Edward had gone
to a party at Swampington, and, was to sleep at

the Rectory; so Mary and her father were
alone.

It was nearly eleven o'clock
; but Miss March-

mont had insisted upon sitting up until her fa-

ther should retire to rest. She had always sat

up in Oakley Street, she had remonstrated, though
she was much younger then. She sat on a vel-

vet-covered hassock at her father's feet, with her
fair hair falling over his knee, as her head lay
there in loving abandonment. She was not talk-

ing to him
;

for neither John nor Mary were

great talkers
;
but she was with him that was

quite enough.
Mr. Marchmont's thin fingers twined them-

selves listlessly in and out of the fair curls upon
his knee. Mary was thinking, of Edward and
the party at Swampington. Would he enjoy
himself very, very much? Would he be sorry
that she was not there? It was a grown-up
party, and she wasn't old enough for grown-up

parties yet. Would the pretty girls in blue be
there ? and would he dance with them ?

Her father's face was clouded by a troubled

expression, as he looked absently at the red em-
bers in the low fire-place. He spoke presently,
but his observation was a very commonplace one.
The opening speeches of a tragedy are seldom
remarkable for any ominous or solemn meaning.
Two gentlemen meet each other in a street very
near the footlights, and converse rather flippant-
ly about the aspect of affairs in general ;

there is

no hint of bloodshed and agony till we get deeper
into the play.

So Mr. Marchmont, bent upon making rather
an important communication to his daughter,
and for the first time feeling very fearful as to
how she Avould take it, began thus :

"You really ought to go to bed earlier, Polly
dear

; you've been looking very pale lately, and
I know such hours as these must be bad for

you."
"Oh no, papa dear," cried the young lady;

"I'm always pale$ that's natural to me. Sit-

ting up late doesn't hurt me, papa. It never did
in Oakley Street, you know."
John Marchmont shook his head sadly.
"I don't know that," he said. "My'darling

had to suffer many evils through her father's

poverty. If you had some one who loved you,
dear, a lady, you know for a man does* not
understand these sort of things your health
would be looked after more carefully, and and

-your education and in short, you would be

altogether happier; wouldn't you, Polly dar-

ling?"
He asked the question in an almost piteously

appealing tone. A terrible fear was beginning
to take possession of him. His daughter might
be grieved at this second marriage. The very
step which he had taken for her happiness might
cause her loving nature pain and sorrow. In
the utter cowardice of his affection he trembled
at the thought of causing his darling any dis-

tress in the present, even for her future welfare,
even for her future good ; and he knew that the

step he was about to take would secure that.

Mary started from her reclining position, and
looked up into her father's face.

"You're not going to engage a governess for

me, papa?" she cried, eagerly. "Oh, please
don't. We are so much better as it is. A gov-
erness would keep me away from you, papa ;

I
know she would. The Miss Landells, at Impley
Grange, have a governess : and they only come
down to dessert for half an hour, or go out for a
drive sometimes, so that they very seldom see

their papa. Lucy told me so; and they said

they'd give the world to be always with their

papa, as I am with you. Oh pray, pray, papa
darling, don't let me have a governess."
The tears were in her eyes as $he pleaded to

him. The sight of those tears made him terri-

bly nervous.
u My own dear Polly," he said, "I'm not

going to engage a governess. I Polly, Polly
dear, you must be reasonable. You mustn't

grieve your poor father. You are old enough to

understand these things now, dear. You know
what the doctors have said. I may die, Polly,
and leave you alone in the world."

She clung closely to her father, and looked up,

pale and trembling, as she answered him.
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"When you die, papa. I shall die too. I

could never," never live without you."

"Yes, yes, my darling, you would. You will

live to lea'd a happy life, please God, and a safe

one : but if I die, and leave you very young,

very inexperienced, and innocent, as I may do,

DDT dear, you must not be without a friend to

watch over you, to advise, to protect you. I

have thought of this long and earnestly, Polly ;

and I believe that what I am going to do is

right."
"What you are going to do!" Mary cried,

repeating her father's words, and looking at

him in sudden terror. "What do you mean,
papa? What are you going to do? Nothing
that will part us! Oh papa, papa, you will

never do any thing to part us ?"

"No, Polly darling," answered Mr. March-
mont. " Whatever I do I do for your sake,
and for that alone. I'm going to be married,

my dear."

*Mary burst into a low wail, more pitiful than

any ordinary weeping.
"Oh papa, papa, "she cried, "you never will,

you never will!
1 '

The sound of that piteous voice for a few mo-
ments quite unmanned John Marchmont; but

he armed himself with a desperate courage. He
determined not to be influenced by this child,to

relinquish the purpose which he believed was to

achieve her future welfare.

"Mar)', Mary dear," he said, reproachfully,
"this is very cruel of you. Do you think I

haven't consulted your happiness before my own?
Do you think I shall love you less because I take

this step for your sake? You are very cruel to

me, Mary."
The little girl rose from her kneeling attitude,

and stood before her father, with the tears stream-

ing down her white cheeks, but with a certain

air of resolution about her. She had been a

child for a few moments
;
a child, with no power

to look beyond the sudden pang of that new sor-

row which had come to her. She was a woman
now, able to rise superior to her sorrow in the

strength of her womanhood.
"I won't be cruel, papa," she said; "I was

selfish and wicked to talk like that. If it will

make you happy to have another wife, papa, I'll

not be* sorry. No, I won't be sorry, even if your
new wife separates us a little."

"But, my darling," John remonstrated, "I
don't mean that she should separate us at all. I

wish you to have a second friend, Polly ;
some

one who can understand you better than I do,
who may love you perhaps almost as well."

Mary Marchmont shook her head
;
she could

not realize this possibility. "Do you under-

stand me, my dear ?" her father continued, earn-

estly.
" I want you to have some one who will

be a mother to you ;
and I hope I am sure that

Olivia"
Mary interrupted him by a sudden exclama-

tion, that was almost like a cry of pain.
"Not Miss Arundel !" she said. "Oh papa,

it is not Miss Arundel you are going to marry !"

Her father bent his head in assent.

"What is the matter with you, Mary?" he

said, almost fretfully, as he saw the look of min-

gled grief and terror in his daughter's face.

"You are really quite unreasonable to-night.
If I am to marry at all, who should I choose for

a wife ? Who could be better than Olivia Arun-
del ? Every body knows how good she is. Ev-

ery body talks of her goodness."
In these two sentences Mr. Marchmont made

confession of a fact he had never himself consid-
ered. It was not his own impulse, it was no in-

stinctive belief in her goodness, that had led

him to choose Olivia Arundel for his wife. He
had been influenced solely by the reiterated opin-
ions of other people.
"I know she is very good, papa," Mary cried

;

"but oh, why, why do you marry her? Do you
love her so very, very much ?"

"Love her!" exclaimed Mr. Marchmont,
naively; "no, Polly dear; you know I never
loved any one but you."
"Why do you marry her, then?"
" For your sake, Polly ;

for your sake."

"But don't, then, papa ;
oh pray, pray don't.

I don't want her. I don't like her. I could
never be happy with her."

"Mary! Mary!"
"Yes, I know it's very wicked to say so, but

it's true, papa ;
I never, never, never could be

happy with her. I know she is good, but I

don't like her. If I did any thing wrong, I

should never expect her to forgive me for it
;

I

should never expect her to have mercy upon
me. Don't marry her, papa; pray, pray don't

marry her."

"Mary," said Mr. Marchmont, resolutely,
"
this is very wrong of you. I have given my

word, my dear, and I can not recall it. I be-

lieve that I am acting for the best. You must
not be childish now, Mary. You have been my
comfort ever since you were a baby ; you mustn't
make me unhappy now."
Her father's appeal went straight to her heart.

Yes, she had been his help and comfort since her
earliest infancy, and she was not unused to self-

sacrifice; why should she fail him now? She
had read of martyrs, patient and holy creatures,
to whom sufferipg was glory; she would be a

martyr, if need were, for his sake. She would
stand steadfast amidst the blazing fagots, or

walk unflinchingly across the white-hot plow-
share

;
for his sake, for his sake.

"
Papa, papa," she cried, flinging herself upon

her father's neck, "I will not make you sorry.
I will be good and obedient to Miss Arundel, if

you wish it."

Mr. Marchmont carried his little girl up to her

comfortable bedchamber close at hand to his

own. She was very calm when she bade him

good-night, and she kissed him with a smile

upon her face
;
but all through the long hours

before the late winter morning Mary Marchmont

lay awake, weeping silently and incessantly in

her new sorrow; and all through the same

weary hours the master of that noble Lincoln-

shire mansion slept a fitful and troubled slum-

ber, rendered hideous by confused and horrible

dreams, in which the black shadow that came
between him and his child, and the cruel hand
that thrust him forever from his darling, were

Olivia Arundcl's.

But the morning light brought relief to John
Marchmont and- his child. Mary arose with

the determination to submit patiently to her fa-

ther's choice, and to conceal from him all traces

of her foolish and unreasoning sorrow. John
awoke from troubled dreams to believe in the
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wisdom of the step he had taken, and to take
j

the quiet wedding at Swampington Church .

comfort from the thought that in the far-away
future his daughter would have reason to thank

and bless him for the choice he had made.

So the few days before the marriage passed

away miserably short days, that flitted by with

terrible speed ;
and the last day of all was made

still more dismal by the departure of Edward

Arundel, who left Marchmont Towers to go to

Dangerfield Park, whence he was most likely to

start once more for India.

Mary felt that her narrow world of love was
indeed crumbling away from her. Edward was

lost, and to-morrow her father would belong to

another. Mr. Marchmont dined at the Rectory

upon that last evening; for there were settle-

ments to be signed and other matters to be ar-

ranged ;
and Mary was alone quite alone

weeping over her lost happiness.
"This would never have happened," she

thought,
"

if we hadn't come to Marchmont
Towers. I wish papa had never had the for-

tune
;
we were so happy in Oakley Street so

very happy. I wouldn't mind a bit being poor
again if I could be always with papa."

Mr. Marchmont had not been able to make
himself quite comfortable in his mind, after that

unpleasant interview with his daughter in which
he had broken to her the news of his approach-
ing marriage. Argue with himself as he might
upon the advisability of the step he was about
to take, he could not argue away the fact that

he had grieved the child he loved so intensely.
He could not blot away from his memory the

pitiful aspect of her terror-stricken face as she

had turned it toward him when he uttered the

name of Olivia Arundel.
No

;
he had grieved and distressed her. The

future might reconcile her to that grief, perhaps,
as a by-gone sorrow which she had been allowed
to surfer for her own ultimate advantage. But
the future was a long way oft'; and in the mean
time there was Mary's altered face, calm and

reigned, but bearing upon it a settled look of

sorrow, very close at hand ; and John March-
mont could not be otherwise than unhappy in

the knowledge of his darling's grief.
I do not believe that anv man or woman is

ever suffered to take any fatal step upon the

roadway of life without receiving ample warn-

ing by the way. The stumbling - blocks are

placed in the fatal path by a merciful hand
;
but

we insist upon groping over them, and sur-

mounting them in our blind obstinacy, to reach
that shadowy something beyond, which we have
in our ignorance appointed to be ^nir goal. A
thousand ominous whispers in his own breast

warned John Marchmont that the step he con-
sidered so wise was not a wise one : and yet. in

spite of all these subtle warnings, in Bpiteof the

ever-present reproach of his daughter's altered

face, this man, who was too weak to trust Mind-

ly in his God, went on persistently upon his way,
trusting, with a thousand times more fatal blind-

ness, in his own wisdom.
Ho could not be content to confide his darling

and her altered fortunes to the Providence which
had watched over her in her poverty, and shel-

tered her from every harm. He could not trust

his child to the mercy of God, but he cast her

upon the love of Olivia Arundel.
A new life began for Mary Marchmont after

The bride and bridegroom went upon a brief

honey-moon excursion far away among snow-
clad Scottish mountains and frozen streams,

upon whose bloomless margins poor John shiv-

ered dismally. I fear that Mr. Marchmont,
having been, by the hard pressure of poverty,
compelled to lead a Cockney life for the better

half of his existence, had but slight relish for the

grand and sublime in nature. I do not think
he looked at the ruined walls which had once
sheltered Macbeth and his strong-minded part-
ner with all the enthusiasm which might have
been expected of him. He had but one idea
about Macbeth, and he was rather glad to get
out of the neighborhood associated with the war-
like Thane

;
for his memories of the past pre-

sented King Duncan's murderer as a very stern

and uncompromising gentleman, who was utter-

ly intolerant of banners held awry, or turned
with the blank and ignoble side toward the au-

dience, and who objected vehemently to a violent

fit of coughing on the part of any one of his guests

during the blank Barmecide feast of pasteboard
and Dutch metal with which he was wont to en-

tertain them. No; John Marchmont had had

quite enough of Macbeth, and rather wondered
at the hot enthusiasm of other red-nosed tour-

ists, apparently indifferent to the frosty weather.
I fear that the master of Marchmont Towers

would have preferred Oakley Street, Lambeth,
to Princes Street, Edinburgh ;

for the nipping
and eager airs of the Modern Athens nearly
blew him across the gulf between the new town
and the old. A visit to the Calton Hill produced
an attack of that chronic cough which had so

severely tormented the weak-kneed supernu-
merary in the draughty corridors of Drury Lane.
Melrose and Abbotsford fatigued this poor feeble

tourist
;
he tried to be interested in the stereo-

typed round of associations beloved by other

travelers, but he had a weary craving for rest,

which was stronger than any hero-worship ;
and

he discovered, before long, that he had done a

very foolish thing in coming to Scotland in De-
cember and January, without having consulted

his physician as to the propriety of such a step.
But above all personal inconvenience, above

all personal suffering, there was one feeling ever

present in his heart a sick yearning for the lit-

tle girl he had left behind him
;
a mournful long-

ing to be back with his child. Already Mary's
sad forebodings had been in some way realized

;

already his new wife had separated him, unin-

tentionally of course, from his daughter. The
aches and* pains he endured in the bleak Scottish

atmosphere reminded him only too forcibly of

the warnings he had received from his physicians.
He was seized with a panic almost when he re-

membered his own imprudence. What if he
had needlessly curtailed the short span of his

life ! What if lie were to die soon
;
before Olivia

had learned to love her step-daughter ; before

Mary hail grown affectionately familiar with her

new guardian ? Again and again he appealed
to his wife, imploring her to be tender to the or-

phan child, if he should be snatched away sud-

denly.
I know you will love her by-and-by, Olivia,"

he said;
' ; as much as I do, perhaps; for you

will discover how good she is, how patient and
unselfish. But just at first, and before you know
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her very well, you will be kind to her, won't yon,
Olivia ? She has been used to great indulgence ;

she has been spoiled, perhaps ;
but you'll remem-

ber all that, and be very kind to her."
" I will try and do my duty," Mrs. Marchmont

answered. "I pray that I never may do less."

There was no tender yearning in Olivia March-
mont's heart toward the motherless girl. She
herself felt that such a feeling was wanting, and

comprehended that it should have been there.

She would have loved her step-daughter in those

early days if she could have done so
; but she

could not she could not. All that was tender
or womanly in her nature had been wasted upon
her hopeless love for Edward Arundel. The
utter wreck of that small freight of affection had
left her nature warped and stunted, soured, dis-

appointed, unwomanly.
How was she to love this child, this fair-hair-

ed, dove-eyed girl, before whom woman's life,

with all its natural wealth of affection, stretched

far away, a bright and fairy vista ? How was
she to love her she, whose black future was
uncheckered by one ray of light ;

who stood

dissevered from the past, alone in the dismal,
dreamless monotony of the present?
"No," she thought; "beggars and princes

can never love each other. When this girl and
I are equals when she, like me, stands alone

upon a barren rock, far out amidst the waste of

waters, with not one memory to hold her to the

past, with not one hope to lure her onward to

the future, with nothing but the black sky above
and the black waters around then we may grow
fond of each other."

But always more or less steadfast to the stand-

ard she had set up for herself, Olivia Marchmont
intended to do her duty to her step-daughter.
She had not failed in other duties, though no

glimmer of love had brightened them, no natural

affection had made them pleasant. Why should

she fail in this ?

If this belief in her own power should appear
to be somewhat arrogant, let it be remembered'
that she had set herself hard tasks before now,
and had performed them. Would the new fur-

nace through which she was to pass be more ter-

rible than the old fires ? She had gone to God's
altar with a man for whom she had no more
love than she felt for the lowest or most insig-

nificant of the miserable sinners in her j'ather's

flock. She had sworn to honor and obey him,

meaning at least faithfully to perform that por-
tion of her vow

;
and on the night before her

loveless bridal she had groveled white, writh-

ing, mad, and desperate upon the ground, and
had plucked out of herlacerated heart her hope-
less love for another man.
Yes

;
she had done this. Another woman

might have spent that bridal eve in vain tears

and lamentations, in feeble prayers, and such
weak struggles as might have been evidenced by
the destruction of a few letters, a tress of hair,

some fragile foolish tokens of a wasted love. She
would have burned five out of six letters, per-

luips that helpless, ordinary sinner and would
have kept the sixth, to hoard away hidden among
her matrimonial trousseau

;
she would have

thrown away fifteen-sixteenths of that tress of

hair, and would have kept the sixteenth por-
tion one delicate curl of gold, slender as the

thread by which her shattered hopes had hung

I

to be wept over and kissed in the days that
were to come. An ordinary woman would have

played fast and loose with love and duty ;
and

so would have been true to neither.

But Olivia Arundel did none of these things.
She battled with her weakness as St. George
battled with the fiery dragon. She plucked the
rooted serpent from her heart, reckless as to how
much of that desperate heart was to be wrenched

away with its roots. A cowardly woman would
have killed herself, perhaps, rather than endure
this mortal agony. Olivia Arundel killed more
than herself; she killed the passion that had be-

come stronger than herself.

"Alone she did it ;" unaided by any human
sympathy, or compassion, unsupported by any
human counsel, not upheld by her God ; for

the religion she had made for herself was a
hard creed, and the many words of tender
comfort which must have been familiar to her
were unremembered in that long night of an-

guish.
It was the Roman's stern endurance, rather

than the meek faithfulness of the Christian,
which upheld this unhappy girl under her tor-

ture. She did not do this thing because it

pleased her to be obedient to her God. She
did not do it because she believed in the mercy
of Him who inflicted the suffering, and looked

forward hopefully, even amidst her passionate

grief, to the day when she should better com-

prehend that which she now saw so darkly.
No

;
she fought the terrible fight, and she

came forth out of it a conquerpr, by reason

of her own indomitable power of suffering, by
reason of her own extraordinary strength of

will.

But she did conquer. If her weapon was the

classic sword and not the Christian cross, she

was nevertheless a conquei'or. When she stood

before the altar and gave her hand to John

Marchmont, Edward Arundel was dead to her.

The fatal habit of looking at him as the one
centre of her narrow life was cured. In all

her Scottish wanderings her thoughts never

once went back to him
; though a hundred

chance words and associations tempted her,

though a thousand memories assailed her,

though some trick of his face in the faces of

other people, though some tone of his voice

in the voices of others perpetually offered to

entrap her. No ; she was steadfast.

Dutiful as a wife as she had been dutiful as a

daughter, she bore with her husband when his

feeble health made him a wearisome compan-
ion. She waited upon him when pain made
him fretful, and her duties became little less

arduous than those of a hospital-nurse. When,
at the bidding of the Scotch physician who had

been called in at Edinburgh, John Marchmont
turned homeward, traveling slowly and resting

often on the way, his wife was more devoted to

him than his experienced servant, more watch-

ful than the best trained sick-nurse. She re-

coiled from nothing, she neglected nothing;
she gave him full measure of the honor and

obedience which she had promised upon her

wedding-day. And when she reached March-

mont Towers upon a dreary evening in Jiinu-

ary, she passed beneath the solemn portal of

the western front, carrying in her heart the full

determination to hold as steadfastly to the other
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half of her bargain, and to do her duty to her

step-child.

Mary ran out of the western drawing-room to

welcome her father and his wife. She had cast

off' her black dresses in honor of Mr. March-
mont's marriage, and she wore some soft, silken

fabric, of a pale shimmering blue, which con-

trasted exquisitely with her sof,t flaxen hair and
her fair tender face. She uttered a cry of min-

gled alarm and sorrow when she saw her father,

and perceived the change that had been made
in his looks by the northern journey; but she

checked herself at a warning glance from her

step-mother, and bade that dear father welcome,
clinging about him with an almost desperate
fondness. She greeted Olivia gently and re-

spectfully.
"I will try to be very good, mamma," she

said, as she took the passive hand of the lady
who had come to rule at Marchmont Towers.
"I believe you will, my dear," Olivia an-

swered, kindly.
She had been startled a little as Mary ad-

dressed her by that endearing corruption of

the holy word mother. The child had been so

long motherless, that she felt little of that acute

anguish which some orphans suffer when they
have to look up in a strange face and say
"mamma." She had taught herself the lesson

of resignation, and she was prepared to accept
this stranger as her new mother, and to look up
to her and obey her henceforward. No thought
of her future position as sole owner of March-
mont Towers ever crossed her mind, womanly
as that mind had become in the sharp experi-
ences of poverty. If her father had told her

that he had cut off the entail, and settled

Marchmont Towers upon his new wife, I think1

she would have submitted meekly to his will,

and would have seen no injustice in the act.

She loved him blindly and confidingly. Indeed,
she could only love after one fashion. The or-

gan of veneration must have been abnormally
developed in Mary Marchmont's head. To be-

lieve that any one she loved was otherwise than

perfect, would have been, in her creed, an infi-

delity against love. Had any one told her that

Edward Arundel was not eminently qualified
for the post of General-in-Chief of the Army of

the Indus
;
or that her father could by any pos-

sible chance be guilty of a fault or folly, she

would have recoiled in horror from the treason-

ous slanderer.

A dangerous quality, perhaps, this quality of

guilelessness which thinketh no evil, which can
not be induced to see the evil under its very
nose. But surely, of all the beautiful and pure
things upon this earth, such blind confidence is

the purest and most beautiful. I knew a lady,
dead and gone alas for this world, which could
ill afford to lose so good a Christian ! who car-

ried this trustfulness of spirit, this utter incapac-

ity to believe in wrong, through all the strife

and turmoil of a troubled life, unsullied and un-

lessened, to her grave. She was cheated and

imposed upon, robbed and lied to, by people
who loved her, perhaps, while they wronged
her for to know her was to love her. She was
robbed systematically by a confidential servant

for years, and for years refused to believe those

who told her of his delinquencies. She could

not believe that people were wicked. To the

day of her death she had faith in the scoundrels

and scamps who had profited by her sweet com-

passion and untiring benevolence; and indig-

nantly defended them against those who dared to

say that they were any thing more than unfortu-

nate. To go to her was to go to a never-failing
fountain* of love and tenderness. To know
her goodness was to understand the goodness
of God; for her love approached the Infinite,
and might have taught a skeptic the possibility
of Divinity. Threescore years and ten of

worldly experience left her an accomplished
lady, a delightful companion, but in guileless-
ness a child.

So Mary Marchmont, trusting implicitly in

those she loved, submitted to her father's will,
and prepared to obey her step-mother. The
new life at the Towers began very peacefully ;

a

perfect harmony reigned in the quiet household.
Olivia took the reins of management with so

little parade that the old housekeeper who had

long been paramount in the Lincolnshire man-
sion, found herself superseded before she knew
where she was. It was Olivia's nature to govern.
Her strength of will asserted itself almost uncon-

sciously. She took possession of Mary March-
mont as she had taken possession of her school-

children at Swampington, making her own laws
for the government of their narrow intellects.

She planned a routine of study that was actually
terrible to the little girl, whose education had
hitherto been conducted in a somewhat slipslop
manner by a weakly-indulgent father. Sho
came between Mary and her one amusement
the reading of novels. The half-bound ro-

mances were snatched ruthlessly from this

young devourer of light literature, and sent

back to the shabby circulating library at

Swampington. Even the gloomy old oak
book-cases in the library at the Towers, and
the Abbotsford edition of the Waverley novels,
were forbidden to poor Mary ;

for though Sir

Walter Scott's morality is irreproachable, it

will not do for a young lady to be weeping
over Lucy Ashton or Amy Kobsart when she

should be consulting her terrestrial globe, and

informing herself as to the latitude and longi-
tude of the Fiji islands.

So a round of dry and dreary lessons began
for poor Miss Marchmont, and her brain grew
almost dazed under that continuous and pelting
shower of hard facts which many worthy people
consider the one sovereign method of education.

I have said that her mind was far in advance of

her years; Olivia perceived this, and set her

tasks in advance of her mind, in order that the

perfection attained by a sort of steeple-chase of

instruction might not be lost to her. If Mary
learned difficult lessons with surprising rapidity,
Mrs. Marchmont plied her with even yet more
difficult lessons, thus keeping the spur perpetu-

ally in the side of this heavily-weighted racer on
the road to learning. But it must not be thought
that Olivia willfully tormented or oppressed her

step-daughter. It was not so. In all this, John
Marchmont's second wife implicitly believed that

she was doing her duty to the child committed
to her care. She fully believed that this dreary
routine of education was wise and right, and
would be for Mary's ultimate advantage. If

she caused Miss Marchmont to get up at abnor-
mal hours on bleak wintry mornings, for the
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purpose of wrestling with a difficult variation by
Hertz or Schubert, she herself rose also and sat

shivering by the piano, counting the time of the

music which her step-daughter played.
Whatever pains and trouble she inflicted on

Mary she most unshrinkingly endured herself.

She waded through the dismal slough oflearning
side by side with the younger sufferer: Roman
emperors, medieval schisms, early British man-
ufactures, Philippa of Hainault, Flemish woolen

stuffs, Magna Charta, the sidereal heavens, Lu-
ther, Newton, Huss, Galileo, Calvin, Loyola, Sir

Robert Walpole, Cardinal Wolsey, conchology.
Arianism in the Early Church, trial by jury,
Habeas Corpus, zoology, Mr. Pitt, the American
war, Copernicus, Confucius, Mohammed, Harvey,
Jenner, Lycurgus, and Catherine of Aragon ;

through a very diabolical dance of history, sci-

ence, theology, philosophy, and instruction of

all kinds, did this devoted priestess lead her

hapless victim, struggling onward toward that

distant altar at which Pallas Athene waited,

pale and inscrutable, to receive a new disciple.
But Olivia Marchmont did not mean to be

unmerciful
;
she meant to be good to her step-

daughter. She did not love her; but, on the

other hand, she did not dislike her. Her feel-

ings were simply negative. Mary understood

this, and the submissive obedience she rendered
to her step-mother was untempered by affection.

So, for nearly two years these two people led a
monotonous life, unbroken by any more import-
ant event than a dinner-party at March rnunt

Towers, or a brief visit to Harrowgate or Scar-

borough.
This monotonous existence was not to go on

forever. The fatal day, so horribly feared by
John Marchmont, was creeping closer and closer.

The sorrow which had been shadowed in every
childish dream, in every childish prayer, came
at last

;
and Mary Marchmont was left an or-

phan.
Poor John had never quite recovered the ef-

fects of his winter excursion to Scotland; neither

his wife's devoted nursing, nor his physician's

care, could avail forever; and late in the autumn
of the second year of his marriage he sank slow-

ly and peacefully enough as regards physical

suffering, but not without bitter grief of mind.
In vain Hubert Arundel talked to him: in'

vain did he himself pray for faith and comfort :

in this dark hour of trial. He coiild not bear to
j

leave his child alone in the world. In the fool- !

ishness of his love he would have trusted in the

strength of his own arm to shield her in the bat- .

tie
;
he could not trust her hopefully to the arm ;

of God. He prayed for her night and day, !

during the last week of his illness; while she
was praying passionately, almost madly, that he

might be spared to her, or that she might die

with him.. Better for her, according to all mor-
tal reasoning, if she had. Happier for her, a
thousand times, if she could have died as she

wished to die, clinging to her father's breast.

The blow fell at last upon those two loving
hearts. These were the awful shadows of death
that shut his child's face from John Marchmont's
fading sight. His feeble arms groped here and
there for her in that dim and awful obscurity.

Yes, this was death. The narrow tract of

yellow sand had little by little grown narrower
and narrower. The dark and cruel waters were

closing in
;
the feeble boat went down into the

darkness
;
and Mary stood alone, with her dead

father's hand clasped in hers the last feeble link
which bound her to the Past looking blankly-
forward to an unknown Future.

CHAPTER XL
THE DAY OF DESOLATION.

YES; the terrible day had come. Mary
Marchmont roamed hither and thither in the

big gaunt rooms, up and down the long dreary
corridors, white and ghostlike in her mute an-

guish,, while the undertaker's men were busy in
her father's chamber, and while John's widow
sat in the study below, writing business letters,
and making all necessary arrangements for the
funeral.

In those early days no one attempted to com-
fort the orphan. There was something more
terrible than the loudest grief in the awful quiet
of the girl's anguish. The wan eyes, looking
wearily out of a white haggard face, that seemed
drawn and contracted as if by some hideous

physical torture, were tearless. Except the
one long wail of despair which had burst from
her lips in the awful moment of her father's

death-agony, no cry of sorrow, no utterance of

pain, had given relief to Mary Marchmont's
suffering.

She suffered, and was still. She shrank away
from all human companionship ;

she seemed

specially to avoid the society of her step-mother.
She locked the door of her room upon all who
would have intruded on her, and flung herself

upon the bed, to lie there in a dull stupor for

hour after hour. But when the twilight was
gray in the desolate corridors, the wretched

girl wandered out into the gallery on which
her father's room opened, and hovered near
that solemn death-chamber fearful to go in,
fearful to encounter the watchers of the dead,
lest they should torture her by their hackneyed
expressions of sympathy, lest they should ago-
nize her by their commonplace talk of the lost.

Once during that brief interval, while the
coffin still held terrible tenancy of the death-

chamber, the girl wandered in the dead of the

night, when all but the hired watchers were

asleep, to the broad landing of the oaken stair-

case, and into a deep recess formed by an em-

bayed window that opened over the great stone

porch which sheltered the principal western en-
trance to Marchmont Towers.
The window had been left open ;

for even in

the bleak autumn weather the atmosphere of the

great house seemed hot and oppressive to its

living inmates, whose spirits were weighed down
by a vague sense of something akin to terror of

the Awful Presence in that Lincolnshire man-
sion. Mary had wandered to this open window,
scarcely knowing whither she went, after re-

maining for a long time on her knees by the

threshold of her father's room, with her "head

resting against the oaken panel of the door
not praying; why should she pray now, unless

her prayers could have restored the dead? She
had come out upon the wide staircase, and past
the ghostly pictured faces that looked grimly
down upon her from the oaken wainscot against
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which they hung ;
she had wandered here in the

dim gray light : there was light somewhere in

the sky, but only a shadowy and uncertain glim-
mer of fading starlight or coming dawn. And
she stood now with her head resting against one

of the angles of. the massive stone-work, looking
out of the open window.
The morning which was already glimmering

dimly in the eastern sky behind Marchmont
Towers was to witness poor John's funeral.

For nearly six days Mary Marchmont had
avoided all human companionship; for nearly
six days she had shunned all human sympathy
and comfort. During all that time she had
never eaten, except when forced to do so by her

step-mother, who had visited her from time to

time, and had insisted upon sitting by her bed-

side while she took the food that had been

brought to her. . Heaven knows how often the

girl had slept during those six dreary days ; but

her feverish slumbers had brought her very little

rest or refreshment. They had brought her no-

thing but cruel dreams, in which her father was
still alive

;
in which she felt his thin arms

clasped round her neck, his faint and fitful

breath warm upon her cheek.

A great clock in the stables struck five while

Mnry Marchmont stood looking out of the Tu-
dor window. The broad gray flat before the

house stretched far away, melting into the

shadowy sky. The pale stars grew paler as

Mary looked at them; the black water pools

began to glimmer faintly under the widening

patch of light in the eastern sky. The girl's

senses were bewildered by her suffering her

head was light and dizzy.
Her father's death had made so sudden and

terrible a break in her existence, that she could

scarcely believe the world had not come to an

end, with all the joys and sorrows of its inhab-

itants. Would there be any thing more after

to-morrow ? she thought ;
would the blank days

and nights go monotonously on when the story
that had given them a meaning and a purpose
had come to its dismal end ? Surely not

;
sure-

ly, after those gaunt iron gates, far away across

the swampy waste that was called a park, had
closed upon her father's funeral train, the world
would come to an end, and there would be no
more time or space. I think she really believed

this in the semi-delirium into which she had fall-

en within the last hour. She believed that all

would be over, and that she and her despair
would melt away into the emptiness that was to

engulf the universe after her father's funeral.

Then suddenly the full reality of her grief
flashed upon her with horrible force. She clasp-
ed her hands upon her forehead, and a low faint

cry broke from her white lips.

It was not all over. Time and space would
not be annihilated. The weary, monotonous,
workaday world would still go on upon its course.

Nothing would be changed. The great gaunt
stone mansion would still stand, and the dull

machinery of its interior would still go on : the

same hours
;
the same customs

;
the same in-

flexible routine. John Marchmont would be

carried out of the house that had owned him

master, to lie in the dismal vault under Kem-
berling Church; and the world in which he

had made so little stir would go on without him.

The easy-chair in which he had been wont to sit

would be wheeled away from its corner by the fire-

place in the western drawing-room. The papers in

his study would be sorted and put away, or taken

possession of by strange hands. Crom'wells and

Napoleons die, and the earth reels for a moment,
only to be "alive and bold" again in the next

instant, to the astonishment of poets, and the

calm satisfaction of philosophers ;
and ordinary

people eat their breakfasts while the telegram
lies beside them upon the table, and the ink in

which Mr. Eeuter's message is recorded is still

wet from the machine in Printing-House Square.

Anguish and despair more terrible than any
of the tortures she had felt yet took possession
of Mary Marchmont's breast. For the first time

she looked out at her own future. Until now
she had thought only of her father's death. She
had despaired because he was gone ; but she had
never contemplated the horror of her future life

a life in which she was to exist without him.
A sudden agony, that was near akin to madness,
seized upon this girl, in whose sensitive nature

affection had always had a morbid intensity.
She shuddered with a wild dread at the blank

prospect of that horrible future; and as she
looked out at the wide stone steps below the win-
dow from which she was leaning, for the first

time in her young life the idea of self-destruc-

tion flashed across her mind.
She uttered a cry, a shrill, almost unearthly

cry, that was, notwithstanding, low and feeble,
and clambered suddenly upon the broad stone

sill of the Tudor casement. She wanted to fling

herself down and dash her brains out upon the

stone steps below
;
but in the utter prostration

of her state she was too feeble to do this, and
she fell backward and dropped in a heap upon
the polished oaken flooring of the recess, strik-

ing her forehead as she fell. She lay there un-
conscious until nearly seven o'clock, when one
of the women-servants found her, and carried

her off to her own room, where she suffered her-

self to be undressed and put to bed.

Mary Marchmont did not speak until the

good-hearted Lincolnshire house-maid had laid

her in her bed, and was going away to tell

Olivia of the state in which she had found the

orphan girl.

"Don't tell my step-mother any thing about

me, Susan," she said
;
"I think I was mad last

night."
Tli is speech frightened the house-maid, and

she went straight to the widow's room. Mrs.

Marchmont, always an early riser, had been up
and dressed for some time, and went at once to

look at her step-daughter.
She found Mary very calm and reasonable.

There was no trace of bewilderment or delirium

now in her manner; and when the principal
doctor of Swampington came, a couple of hours

afterward, to look at the young heiress, he de-

clared that there was no cause for any alarm.

The young lady was sensitive, morbidly sensi-

tive, he said, and must be kept very quiet for a
few days, and watched by some one whose pres-
ence would not annoy her. If there was any
girl of her own age whom she had ever shown
a predilection for, that girl would be the fittest

companion for her just now. After a few days
it would be advisable that she should have

change of air and change of scene. She must
not be allowed to brood continuously on her fa-
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ther's death. The doctor repeated this last in-

junction more than once. It was most import-
ant that she should not give way too perpetual-

ly to her grief.

So Mary Marchmont lay in her darkened
room while her father's funeral train was moving
slowly away from the western entrance. It hap-

pened that Mary's apartments looked out into

the quadrangle, and she heard none of the sub-

dued sounds which attended the departure of

that solemn procession. In her weakness she

had grown submissive to the will of others. She

thought this feebleness and exhaustion gave
warning of her approaching death. Her pray-
ers would be granted after all. This anguish
and despair would be but of brief duration, and
she would ere long be carried to the vault un-
der Kemberling Church, to lie beside her father

in the black stillness of that dreadful place.
Mrs. Marchmont strictly obeyed the doctor's

injunctions. A girl of seventeen, the daughter
of a small tenant farmer near the Towers, had
been a special favorite with Mary, who was not

apt to make friends among strangers. This

girl, Hester Pollard, was sent for, and came,
willingly and gladly, to watch her young patron-
ess. She brought her needle-work with her,

and sat near the window, busily employed, while

Mary lay shrouded by the pure white curtains

of the bed. All active services necessary for the

comfort of the invalid were performed by Olivia

or her own special attendant an old servant

who had lived with the Rector ever since his

daughter's birth, and had only left him to follow

that daughter to Marchmont Towers after her

marriage. So Hester Pollard had nothing to do
but to keep very quiet, and patiently await the

time when Mary might be disposed to talk to

her. The farmer's daughter was a gentle, un-

obtrusive creature, very well fitted for the duty
imposed upon her.

CHAPTER XII.

OLIVIA MARCHMONT sat in her late husband's

study while John's funeral train was moving
slowly along under the misty October sky. A
long stream of carriages followed the stately

hearse, with its four black horses, and its vo-

luminous draperies of rich velvet, and nodding

plumes that were damp and heavy with the au-

tumn atmosphere. The unassuming master of

Marchmont Towers had won for himself a quiet

popularity among the simple country gentry,
and the best families in Lincolnshire had sent

their chiefs to do honor to his burial, or at the

least their empty can-iages to represent them at

that mournful ceremonial. Olivia sat in her

dead husband's favorite chamber. Her head

lay back upon the cushion of the roomy moroc-
co-covered arm-chair in which he had so often

sat. She had been working hard that morning,
and indeed every morning since John March-
mont's death, sorting and arranging papers,
with the aid of Richard Paulette, the Lincoln's

Inn solicitor, and James Gormby, the land-

steward. She knew that she had been left sole

guardian of her step-daughter, and executrix to

her husband's will
;
and she had lost no time in

making herself acquainted with the business de-
tails of the estate, and the full nature of the re-

sponsibilities intrusted to her.

She was resting now. She had done all that
could be done until after the reading of the
will. She had attended to heB, step-daughter.
She had' stood in one of the windows of the
western drawing-room, watching the departure
of the funeral cortege ; and now she abandoned
herself for a brief space to that idleness which
was so unusual to her.

A fire burned in the low grate at her feet,
and a rough cur half shepherd's dog, half
Scotch deer-hound, who had been fond of John
but was not fond of Olivia lay at the further

extremity of the hearth-rug, watching her sus-

piciously.
Mrs. Marchmont's personal appearance had

not altered during the two years of her married
life. Her face was thin and haggard, but it

had been thin and haggard before her marriage.
And yet no one could deny that the face was
handsome, and the features beautifully chiseled.

But the gray eyes were hard and cold, the line

of the faultless eyebrows gave a stern expression
to the countenance ; the thin lips were rigid and

compressed. The face wanted both light and
color. A sculptor copying it line by line would
have produced a beautiful head. A painter
must have lent his own glowing tints if he
wished to represent Olivia Marchmont as a

lovely woman.
Her pale face looked paler, and her dead

black hair blacker, against the blank whiteness
of her widow's cap. Her mourning dress clung

closely to her tall, slender figure. She was little

more than twenty-five, but she looked a woman
of thirty. It had been her misfortune to look
older than she was from a very early period in

her life.

She had not loved her husband when she
married him, nor had she ever felt for him that

love which in most womanly natures grows out
of custom and duty. It was not in her nature
to love. Her passionate idolatry of her boyish
cousin had been the one solitary affection that

had ever held a place in her cold heart. All

the fire of her nature had been concentrated in

this one folly, this one passion, against which

only heroic self-tortures had been able to pre-
vail.

Mrs. Marchmont felt no grief, therefore, at

her husband's loss. She had felt the shock of

his death, and the painful oppression of his dead

presence in the house. She had faithfully
nursed him through many illnesses

;
she had pa-

tiently tended him until the very last
;
she had

done her duty. And now, for the first time,
she had leisure to contemplate the past, and look

forward to the future.

So far this woman had fulfilled the task

which she had taken upon herself; she had
been true and loyal to the vow she had made
before God's altar, in the church of Swamping-
ton. And now she was free. No, not quite
free

;
for she had a heavy burden yet upon her

hands the solemn charge of her step-daughter

during the girl's minority. But as regarded

marriage-vows and marriage-ties she was free.

She was free to love Edward Arundel again.

The thought came upon her with a rush

and an impetus wild and strong as the suckleu
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uprising of a whirlwind, or the loosing of a

mountain-torrent that had long been bound.

She wa^ a wife no longer. It was no longer a

sin to think of the bright-haired soldier, lighting

far away. She was free. When Edward re-

turned to England by-and-by he would find her

free once more
;
a young widow young, hand-

some, and rich enough to be no bad prize for a

younger son. He would come back and find

her thus
;
and then and then

She Hung one of her clenched hands up into

the air, and struck it on her forehead in a sud-

den paroxysm of rage. What then? Would
he love her any better then than he had loved

her two years ago ? No
;
he would treat her

with the same cruel indifference, the same Com-

monplace cousinly friendliness with which he
had mocked and tortured her before. Oh,
shame ! Oh, misery ! Was there no pride in

women, that there could be one among them
fallen so low as her

; ready to grovel at the feet

of a- fair-haired boy, and to cry aloud, "Love
me, love me ! or be pitiful, and strike me dead !"

Better that John Marchmont had lived for-

ever, better that Edward Arundcl should die

far away upon some Eastern battle-field, before

some Afghan fortress, than that he should re-

turn to inflict upon her the same tortures she
had writhed under two years before.

"God grant that he may never come back!"
she thought. "God grant that he may marry
out yonder, and live and die there. God keep
him from me forever and forever in this weary
world!"
And yet in the next moment, with the incon-

sistency which is the chief attribute of that mad-
ness we call love, her thoughts wandered away
dreamily into visions of the future

;
and she pic-

tured Edward Arundel back again at Swamp-
ington, at Marchmont Towers. Her soul burst

its bonds and expanded, and drank in the sun-

light of gladness, and she dared to think that it

might be so there might be happiness yet for

her. He had been a boy when he went back to

India careless, indifferent. He would return a
man graver, wiser, altogetherchanged; changed
so much as to love her, perhaps.

She knew that, at least, no rival had shut her

cousin's heart against her, when she and he had
been together two years before. He had been
indifferent to her

;
but he had been indifferent

to others also. There was comfort in that recol-

lection. She had questioned him very sharply
as to his life in India and at Dangerfield, and
she had discovered no trace of any tender memo-
ry of the past, no hint of a cherished dream of
the future. His heart had been empty : a boy-
ish, unawakened heart

;
a temple in which the

niches were, untenanted, the shrine unhallowed

by the goddess.
Olivia Marchmont thought of these things.

For a few moments, if only for a few moments,
she abandoned herself to such thoughts as these.

She let herself go. She released the stern hold

which it was her habit to keep upon her own
mind

;
and in those blight moments of delicious

abandonment the glorious sunshine streamed in

upon her narrow life, and visions of a possible
future expanded before her like a fairy pano-
rama, stretching away into realms of vague light
and splendor. It was jwssible ; it was at least

possible.

But, again, in the next moment the magical
panorama collapsed and shriveled away, like a

burning scroll
;

the fairy picture, whose gorgeous
coloring she had looked upon with dazzled eyes,
almost blinded with overpowering glory, shrank
into a handful of black ashes, and was gone.
The woman's strong nature reasserted itself; the
iron will rose up, ready to do battle with the
foolish heart.

"I will not be fooled a second time," she
cried. "Did I suffer so little when I blotted
that image out of my heart? Did the destruc-
tion of my cruel Juggernaut cost me so small an

agony that I must needs be ready to elevate the
false god again, and crush out my heart once
more under the brazen wheels ? He will never
love ?e/"
She writhed

;
this self-sustained and resolute

woman writhed in her anguish as she uttered

those five words, "He will never love me!"
She knew that they were true

,
that of all the

changes that Time could bring to pass, it would
never bring such a change as that. There was
not one element of sympathy between herself

and the young soldier
; they had not one thought

in common. Nay, more
;
there was an absolute

antagonism between them, which, in spite of her

love, Olivia fully recognized. Over the gulf that

separated them no coincidence of thought or

fancy, no sympathetic emotion, ever stretched

its electric chain to draw them together in mys-
terious union. They stood aloof, divided by the

width of an intellectual universe. The woman
knew this, and hated herself for her folly, scorn-

ing alike her love and its object ;
but her love

was not the less because of her scorn. It was a

madness, an isolated madness, which stood alone

in her soul, and fought for mastery over her
better aspirations, her wiser thoughts. We are

all familiar with strange stones of wise and great
minds which have been ridden by some hobgob-
lin fancy, some one horrible monomania.
Had Olivia Marchmont lived a couple of cen-

turies before, she would have gone straight to

the nearest old crone, and would have boldly ac-

cused the wretched woman of being the author

of her misery.
" You harbor a black cat and other noisome

vermin, and you prowl about muttering to your-
self o' nights,

M
she might have said. "You

have been seen to gather herbs, and you make
strange and uncanny signs with your palsied old

fingers. The black cat is the devil, your col-

league ;
and the rats under your tumble-down

roof are his imps, your associates. It is you who
have instilled this horrible madness into my soul

;

for it could not come of itself."

And Olivia Marchmont, being resolute and

strong-minded, would not have rested until her

tormentor had paid the penalty of her foul work
at a stake in the nearest market-place.

And, indeed, some 6f our madnesses are so

mad, some of our follies are so foolish, that we

might almost be forgiven if we believed that

there was a company of horrible crones meeting
somewhere on an invisible Brocken, and making
incantations for our destruction. Take up a

newspaper and read its hideous revelations of

crime and folly, and it will be scarcely strange
if you involuntarily wonder whether witchcraft

is a dark fable of the Middle Ages, or a dread-

ful truth of the nineteenth century. Must not
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some of these miserable creatures whose stories

we read be possessed; possessed by eager, re-

lentless demons, who lash and goad them on-

ward, until no black abyss of vice, no hideous

gulf of crime, is black or hideous enough to con-

tent them ?

Olivia Marchmont might have been a good
and great woman. She had all the elements of

greatness. She had genius, resolution, an in-

domitable courage, an iron will, perseverance,

self-denial, temperance, chastity. But against
all these qualities was set a fatal and foolish love

for a boy's handsome face and frank and genial
manner. If Edward Arundel had never crossed

her path, her unfettered soul might have taken

the highest and grandest flight; but, chained

down, bound, trammeled by her love for him,
she groveled on the earth like some maimed and
wounded eagle, who sees his fellows afar off,

high in the purple empyrean, and loathes him-
self for his impotence.

" What do I love him for ?'' she thought.
" Is

it because he has blue eyes and chestnut hair,
with wandering gleams of golden light in it? Is it

because he has gentlemanly manners, and is easy
and pleasant, genial and light-hearted? Is it

because he has a dashing walk, and the air of a
man of fashion ? It must be for some of these

attributes, surely ;
for I know nothing more in

him Of all the things he has ever said, I can
remember nothing and I remember his small-

est words, Heaven help me! that any sensible

person could think worth repeating. He is

brave, I dare say, and generous; but neither

braver nor more generous than other men of his

rank and position."
She sat lost in such a reverie as this while her

dead husband was being carried to the roomy
vault set apart for the owners of Marchmont
Towers and their kindred

;
she was absorbed in

some such thoughts as these, when one of the

grave, gray-headed old servants brought her a

card upon a heavy salver emblazoned with the

Marchmont arms.

Olivia took the card almost mechanically.
There are some thoughts which carry us a long

way from the ordinary occupations of everyday
life, and it is not easy to return to the dull' jog-
trot routine. The widow passed her left hand
across her brow before she looked at the name
inscribed upon the card in her right.

" Mr. Paul Marchmont."
She started as she read the name. Paul

Marchmont ! She remembered what her hus-

band had told her of this man. It was not much ;

for John's feelings on the subject of his cousin

had been of so vague a nature that he had
shrunk from expounding them to his stern, prac-
tical wife. He had told her, therefore, that he
did not very much care for Paul, and that he
wished no intimacy ever to arise between the

artist and Mary ;
but he had said nothing more

than this.

"The gentleman is waiting to see me, I sup-

pose ?" Mrs. Marchmont said.
"
Yes, ma'am. The gentleman came to Kem-

berling by the 11.5 train from London, and has

driven over here in one of Harris's flys."
"Tell him I will come to him immediately.

Is he in the drawing-room?"
"Yes, ma'am."
The man bowed and left the room. Olivia

lingered by the fire-place Avith her foot on the

fender, her elbow resting on the carved-oak

chimney-piece." Paul Marchmont ! He has 'come to the fu-

neral, I suppose. And he expects to find him-
self mentioned in the will, I dare say. I think,
from what my husband told me, he will be dis-

appointed in that. Paul Marchmont ! If Mary
were to die unmarried, this man or his sisters

would inherit Marchmont Towers."
There was a looking-glass over the mantle-

piece 5
a narrow, oblong glass, in an old-fash-

ioned carved-ebony frame, which was inclined

forward. Olivia looked musingly in this glass,
and smoothed the heavy bands of dead-black hair

under her cap.
"There are people who' would call me hand-

some,'' she thought, as she looked with a moody
frown at her image in the glass; "and yet I
have seen Edward Arundel's eyes wander away
from my face to watch the swallows skimming
by in the sun, or the ivy-leaves flapping against
the wall."

She turned from the glass with a sigh, and went
out into a dusky corridor. The shutters of all

the principal rooms and the windows upon the

grand staircase were still closed
;
the wide hall

was dark and gloomy, and drops of rain spattered

every now and then upon the logs that smoul-
dered on the wide old-fashioned hearth. The

misty October morning had heralded a wet day.
Paul Marchmont was sitting in a low easy-

chair before a blazing fire in the western drawing-

room, the red light full upon his face. It was a
handsome face, or perhaps, to speak more exact-

ly, it was one of those faces that are generally
called "

interesting ;" the features were very del-

icate and refined, the pale grayish-blue eyes were
shaded by long brown lashes, and the small and
rather feminine mouth was overshadowed by a
slender auburn mustache, under which the rosy
tint of the lips was very visible. But it was Paul
Marchmont's hair which gave a peculiarity to a

personal appearance that might otherwise have
been in no way out of the common. This hair,

fine, silky, and luxuriant, was ivhite, although
its owner could not have been more than thirty-
seven years of age.
The uninvited guest rose as Olivia Marchmont

entered the room.
" I have the honor of speaking to my cousin's

widow," he said, with a courteous smile.

"Yes; I am Mrs. Marchmont."
Olivia seated herself near the fire. The wet

day was cold and cheerless, the dark house dis-

mal and chilly. Mrs. Mai'chmont shivered as

she extended her long thin hand to the blaze.

"And you are doubtless surprised to see me
here, Mrs. Marchmont," the artist said, leaning

upon the back of his chair in the easy attitude

of a man who means to make himself at home
;

" but believe me, that although I never took ad-

vantage of a very friendly letter written to me
by poor John "

Paul Marchmont paused for a moment, keep-

ing sharp watch upon the widow's face
;
but no

sorrowful expression, no evidence of emotion,

was visible in that inflexible countenance.

"Although, I repeat, I never availed myself
of a sort of general invitation to come and shoot

his partridges, or borrow money of him, or take

advantage of any of those other little privileges



JOHN MARCHMONTS LEGACY. 63

generally claimed by a man's poor relations, it
|

is not to be supposed, my dear Mrs. Marchmont,
that I was altogether forgetful of either March-
mont Towers or its owner, my cousin. I did not

come here, because I am a hard-working man,
and the idleness of a country house would have

been ruin to me. But I heard sometimes of my
cousin from neighbors of his."

"Neighbors!" repeated Olivia, in a tone of

surprise.
"Yes

; people near enough to be called neigh-
bors in the country. My sister lives at Stan-

field. She is married to a surgeon who prac-
tices in that delightful town. You know Stan-

field, of course?"

"No, I have never been there. It is five-and-

twenty miles from here."

"Indeed! too far for a drive, then. Yes, my
sister lives at Stanfield. John never knew much

j

of her in his adversity, and therefore may be for-

given if he forgot her in his prosperity. But she
j

did not forget him. We poor relations have ex-
1

cellent memories. The Stanfield people have so
|

little to talk about, that it is scarcely any wonder
if they are inquisitive about the affairs of the

grand country gentry round about them. I

heard of John through my sister
;
I heard of his

marriage through her" he bowed to Olivia as

he said this "and I wrote immediately to con-

gratulate him upon that happy event," he bowed

again here
;
"and it was through Lavinia Wes-

ton, my sister, that I heard of poor John's death,
one day before the announcement appeared in

the columns of the Times. I am sorry to find

that I am too late for the funeral. I could have
wished to have paid my cousin the last tribute

Of esteem that one man can pay another."
' ' You would wish to hear the reading of the

will ?" Olivia said, interrogatively.
Paul Marchmont shrugged his shoulders, with

a low, careless laugh ;
not an indecorous laugh

nothing that this man did or said ever ap-

peared ill advised or out of place. The people
who disliked him were compelled to acknowl-

edge that they disliked him unreasonably, and

very much on the Doctor-Fell principle , for it

was impossible to take objection to either his

manners or his actions.

"That important legal document can have

very little interest for me, my dear Mrs. March-

mont," he said, gayly. "John can have had

nothing to leave me. I am too well acquainted
with the terms of my grandfather's will to have

any mercenary hopes in coming to Marchmont
Towers."
He stopped, and looked at Olivia's impassible

face.

"What on earth could have induced this wo-
man to marry my cousin ?" he thought.

" John
could have had very little to leave his widow."
He played with the jingling ornaments at his

watch-chain, looking reflectively at the fire for

some moments.
"Miss Marchmont my cousin, Mary March-

mont, I should say bears her loss pretty well,
I hope?"

Olivia shrugged her shoulders.

"I am sorry to say that my step-daughter dis-

pl^ys very little Christian resignation, "she said.

And then a spirit within her arose and whis-

pered, with a mocking voice, "What resigna-
tion do you show you, who should be so good a

Christian ? How have you learned to school

your rebellious heart ?"
" My cousin is very young," Paul Marchmont

said, presently.
"She was fifteen last July."
"Fifteen! Very young to be the owner of

Marchmont Towers and an income of eleven

thousand a year." returned the artist. He
walked to one of the long windows, and drawing
aside the edge of the blind, looked out upon the

stone terrace and the wide flats before the man-
sion. The rain dripped and splashed upon the

stone steps ;
the rain-drops hung upon the grim

adornments of the carved balustrade, soaking
into moss-grown escutcheons and half-obliterated

coats-of-arms. The weird willows by the pools
far away, and a solitary poplar near the house,
looked gaunt and black against the dismal gray
sky.
PaulMarchmont dropped the blind, and turned

away from the gloomy landscape with a half-

contemptuous gesture. "I don't know that I

envy my cousin after all," he said; "the place
is as dreary as Tennyson's Moated Grange."
There was the sound of wheels on the carriage-

drive before the terrace, and presently a subdued
murmur of hushed voices in the hall. Mr. Rich-
ard Paulette, and the two medical men who had
attended John Marchmont, had returned to the

Towers for the reading of the will. Hubert
Arundel had returned with them

;
but the other

followers in the funeral train had departed to

their several homes. The undertaker and his

men had made their way back to Marchmont by
the side-entrance, and were making themselves

very comfortable after the fulfillment of their

mournful duties.

The will was to be read in the dining-room ;

and Mr. Paulette and the clerk who had accom-

panied him to Marchmont Towers were already
seated at one end of the long carved-oak table,

busy with their papers and pens and ink, assum-

ing an importance the occasion did not require.
Olivia went out into the hall to speak to her

fajher.

"You will find Mr. Marchmont's solicitor in

the dining-room," she said to Paul, who was

looking at some of the old pictures on the draw-

ing-room walls.

A large fire was blazing in the wide grate at

the end of the dining-room. The blinds had
been drawn up. There was no longer need that

the house should be wrapped in darkness. The
Awful Presence had departed; and such light

as there was in the gloomy October sky was free

to enter the rooms which the death of one quiet,

unobtrusive creature had made for a time deso-

late.

There was no sound in the room but the low

voices of the two doctors talking of their late

patient in under tones near the fire-place, and
the occasional fluttering of the papers under

the lawyer's hand. The clerk, who sat respect-

fully a little way behind his master, and upon
the very edge of his ponderous morocco-covered

chair, had been wont to give John Marchmont
his orders, and to lecture him for being tardy
with his work a few years before, in the Lincoln's

Inn office. He was wondering now whether he
should find himself remembered in the dead
man's will, to the extent of a mourning-ring or

an old-fashioned silver snuff-box.
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Richard Paulette looked up as Olivia and her

father entered the room, followed at a little dis-

tance by Paul Marchmont, who walked at a

leisurely pace, looking at the carved doorways
and the pictures against the wainscot, and ap-

pearing, as he had declared himself, very little

concerned in the important business about to be

transacted.

"We shall want Miss Marchmont here, if you
please," Mr. Paulette said, as he looked up from
his papers.

"Is it necessary that she should be present ?"

Olivia asked.
"
Very necessary."

"But'she.is ill;" she is in bed."

"It is most important that she should be here

when the will is read. Perhaps Mr. Bolton''

the lawyer looked toward one of the medical

men "will see. He will be able to tell us

whether Miss Marchmont can safely come down
stairs

''

Mr. Bolton, the Swampington surgeon who
had attended Mary that morning, left the room
with Olivia. The lawyer rose and warmed his

hands at the blaze, talking to Hubert Arundel
and the London physician as he did so. Paul

Marchmont, who had not been introduced to

any one, occupied himself entirely with the pic-
tures for a little time; and then, strolling over

to the fire-place, fell into conversation with the

three gentlemen, contriving, adroitly enough, to

let them know who he was. The lawyer looked

at him with some interest a professional inter-

est, no doubt
j

for Mr. Paulette had a copy of

old Philip Marchmont's will in one of the ja-

panned deed-boxes, inscribed with poor John's

name. He knew that this easy-going, pleasant-

mannered, white-haired young gentleman was
the Paul Marchmont named in that document,
and stood next in succession to Mary. Mary
might die unmarried, and it was as well to be

friendly and civil to a man who was at least a

possible client.

The four gentlemen stood upon the broad

Turkey hearth-rug for some time talking of the

dead man, the wet weather, the cold autumn,
the dearth of partridges, and other very safe

topics of conversation. Olivia and the Swamp-
ington doctor were a long time absent, and
Richard Paulette, who stood with his back to

the fire, glanced every now and then toward the

door.

It opened at last, and Mary Marchmont came
into the room, followed by her step-mother.
Paul Marchmont turned at the sound of the

opening of that ponderous mansion-door, and
for the first time saw his second cousin, the

young mistress of Marchmont Towers. He
started as he looked at her, though with a

scarcely perceptible movement, and a change
came over his face. The feminine pinky hue
in his cheeks faded suddenly and left them
white. It had been a peculiarity of Paul March-

mont's, from his boyhood, always to turn pale
with every acute emotion.

What was the emotion which had now blanch-

ed his cheeks? Was he thinking, "Is this

fragile creature the mistress of Marchmont
Towers? Is this frail life all that stands be-

tween me and eleven thousand a year?"
The life which shone out of that feeble earth-

ly tabernacle did indeed seem a frail and fitful

flame, likely to be extinguished by any rude
breath from the coarse outer world. Mary
Marchmont was deadly pale ;

black shadows en-
circled her wistful hazel eyes. Her stiff new
mourning-dress, with its heavy trimmings of
lustreless crape, seemed to hang loose upon her
slender figure ;

her soft brown hair, damp with
the water with which her burning forehead had
been bathed, fell in straight disordered tresses

about her shoulders. Her eyes were tearless,
her small mouth terribly compressed. The
rigidity of her face betokened the struggle by
which her sorrow was repressed. She sat down
in 'an easy-chair which Olivia indicated to her,
and with her hands lying on the white handker-
chief in her lap, and her swollen eyelids droop-
ing over her eyes, waited for the reading of her
father's will. It would be the last, the very last,

she would ever hear of that dear father's words.

She remembered this, and was ready to listen

attentively; but she remembered nothing else.

What was it to her that* she was sole heiress of
all that great mansion, and of eleven thousand
a year? She had never in her life thought of
the Lincolnshire fortune with any reference to

herself or her own pleasures, and she thought of

it less than ever now.
The will was dated February 4, 1844, exact-

ly two months after John's marriage. It had
been made by the master of Marchmont Towers
without the aid of a lawyer, and was only wit-

nessed by John's housekeeper and by Corson,
the old valet, a confidential servant, who had
attended upon Mr. Marchmont's predecessor.

Richard Paulette began to read
;
and Mary,

for the first time since she had taken her seat

near the fire, lifted her eyes, and listened breath-

lessly, with faintly tremulous lips. Olivia sat

near her step-daughter ;
and Paul Marchmont

stood in a careless attitude at one corner of the

fire-place, with his shoulders resting against the

massive oaken chimney-piece. The dead man's
will ran thus :

"I John Marchmont of Marchmont Towers
declare this to be my last will and testament

Being persuaded that my end is approaching I

feel my dear little daughter Mary will be left

unprotected by any natural guardian My
young friend Edward Arundel I had hoped when
in my poverty would have been a friend and ad-

viser to her if not a protector but her tender

years and his position in life must place this

now out of the question and I may die before a
fond hope which I have long cherished can be

realized and which may now never be realized

I now desire to make my will more particularly
to provide as well as I am permitted for the

guardianship and care of my dear little Mary
during her minority Now I will and desire

that my wife Olivia shall act as guardian adviser

and mother to my dear little Mary and that she

place herself under the charge and guardian-

ship of my wife And as she will be an heiress

of very considerable property I would wish her

to be guided by the advice of my said wife in

the management of her property and particular-

ly in the choice of a husband As my dear little

Mary Avill be amply provided for on my death I

make no provision for her by this my will, but I

direct my executrix to present to her a diamond

ring which I wish her to wear in memory of her

loving father so that she may always have me
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in her thoughts and particularly of these my thought ;
it was the recollection of Olivia which

wishes as to her future lite until she shall be of interested as much as it perplexed him.

age and capable of acting on her own judgment
j

The few people waiting for the London train

I also request my executrix to present my young
}

looked at the artist as he strolled up and down
friend Edward Arundel also with a diamond

\
the quiet platform at Kemberling Station, with

ring of the value of at least one hundred guineas
as a slight tribute of the regard and esteem
which I have ever entertained for him ....
As to all the property as well real as personal
over which I may at the time of my death have

any control and capable of claiming or bequeath-
ing I give devise and bequeath to my wife Olivia

absolutely And I appoint my said wife sole

executrix of this my will and guardian of my
clear little Mary"
There were a few very small legacies, a mourn-

ing-ring to the expectant clerk
;
and this was

all. Paul Marchmont had been quite right.

Nobody could be less interested than himself in

this will.

But he was apparently very much interested

in John's widow and daughter. He tried to

enter into conversation with Mary ;
but the girl's

piteous manner seemed to implore him to leave

her unmolested
;
and Mr. Bolton approached his

patient almost immediately after the reading of

the will, and in a manner took possession of her.

Mary was very glad to leave the room once more,
and to go back into the dim chamber where
Hester Pollard sat at needle-work. Olivia left

her step-daughter to the care of this humble

companion, and went back to the long dining-
room, where the gentlemen still hung listlessly
over the fire, not knowing very well what to do
with themselves.

Mrs. Marchmont could not do less than invite

Paul to stay a few days at the Towers. She
was virtually mistress of the house during Mary's
minority, and on her devolved all the troubles,

duties, and responsibilities attendant on such a

position. Her father was going to stay with her
till the end of the week : and he therefore would
be able to entertain Mr. Marchmont. Paul un-

hesitatingly accepted the widow's hospitality.
The old place was picturesque and interesting,
he said; there were some genuine Holbeins in

the hall and dining-room, and one good Lely in

the drawing-room. He would give himself a

couple of days' holiday, and go to Stanfield by
an early train on Saturday.
"1 have not seen my sister for a long time,"

he said; "her life is dull enough and hard

enough, Heaven knows, and she will be glad to

see me upon my way back to London."
Olivia bowed. She did not persuade Mr.

Marchmont to extend his visit. The common
courtesy she offered him was kept within the
narrowest limits. She spent the best part of the
time in the dead man's study during Paul's two

days' stay, and left the artist almost entirely to

her father's companionship.
But she was compelled to appear at dinner,

when she took her accustomed place at the head
of the table; and Paul therefore had some op-
portunity of sounding the depths of the strangest
nature he had ever tried to fathom. He talked
to her very much, listening with unvarying at-

tention to every word she uttered. He watched
her but with no obtrusive gaze almost inces-

santly ;
and when he went away from March-

mont Towers, without having seen Mary since

the reading of the will, it was of Olivia he

his head bent and his eyebrows slightly con-

tracted. He had a certain easy, careless grace
of dress and carriage, which harmonized well
with his delicate face, his silken silvery hair, his

carefully-trained auburn mustache, and rosy,
womanish mouth. He was a romantic-looking
man. He was the beau-ideal of the hero in a

young lady's novel. He was a man whom school-

girls would have called "a dear." But it had
been better, I think, for any helpless wretch to

be in the bull-dog hold of the sturdiest Bill Sykes
ever loosed upon society by right of his ticket-of-

leave than in the power of Paul Marchmont,
artist and teacher of drawing, of Charlotte Street,

Fitzroy Square.
He was thinking of Olivia as he walked slowly

up ariti down the bare platform, only separated
by a rough wooden paling from the flat open
fields on the outskirts of Kemberling." The little girl is as feeble as a pale February
butterfly," he thought; "a puff of frosty wind

might wither her away. But that woman, that

woman how handsome she is, with her accu-
rate profile and iron mouth ; but what a raging
fire there is hidden somewhere in her breast,
and devouring her beauty by day and night !

It I wanted to paint the sleeping scene in Mac-
beth, I'd ask her to sit for the Thane's wicked
wife. Perhaps she has some bloody secret as

deadly as the murder of a gray-headed Duncan
upon her conscience, and leaves her bedchamber
in the stillness of the night to walk up and down
those long oaken corridors at the Towers, and

wring her hands and wail aloud in her sleep.

Why did she marry John Marchmont? His life

gave her little more than a fine house to live in.

His death leaves her with nothing but ten or

twelve thousand pounds in the Three per Cents.

What is her mystery ? what is her secret, I

wonder? for she must surely have one."

Such thoughts as these filled his mind as the

train carried him away from the lonely little

station, and away from the neighborhood of

Marchmont Towers, within whose stony walls

Mary lay in her quiet chamber, weeping for her

dead father, and wishing God knows in what
utter singleness of heart that she had been bur-

ied in the vault by his side.

CHAPTER XIII.

OLIVIA'S DESPAIR.

THE life which Mary and her step-daughter
led at Marchmont Towei's after poor John's

death was one of those tranquil and monotonous
existences that leave very little to be recorded,

except the slow progress of the weeks and months,
the gradual changes of the seasons. Mary bore

her sorrows quietly, as it was her nature to bear

all things. The doctor's advice was taken, and
Olivia removed her step-daughter to Scarborough
soon after the funeral. But the change of scene
was slow to effect any change in the state of dull

despairing sorrow into which the girl had fallen.

The sea-breezes brought no color into her pale
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cheeks. She obeyed her step-mother's behests

unmurmuringly, and wandered wearily by the

dreary sea-shore in the dismal November weath-

er in search of health and strength. But wher-

ever she went, she carried with her the awful

burden of her grief; and in every changing ca-

dence of the low winter winds, in every varying
murmur of the moaning waves, she seemed to

hear her dead father's funeral dirge.

I think that, young as* Mary Marchmont was,
this mournful period was the great crisis of her

life. The past, with its one great affection, had
been swept away from her, and as yet there

was no friendly figure to fill the dismal blank

of the future. Had any kindly matron, any
gentle Christian creature, been ready to stretch

out her arms to the desolate orphan, Mary's
heart would have melted, and she would have

crept to the shelter of that womanly embrace, to

nestle there forever. But there was no one.

Olivia Marchmont obeyed the letter of her hus-

band's solemn appeal, as she had obeyed the let-

ter of those Gospel sentences that had been fa-

miliar to her from her childhood, but was utter-

ly unable to comprehend its spirit. She accept-
ed the charge intrusted to her. She was un-

flinching in the performance of her duty ;
but

no one glimmer of the holy light of motherly
love and tenderness, the semi-divine compassion
of womanhood, ever illumined the dark cham-
bers of her heart. Every night she questioned
herself upon her knees as" to her rigid perform-
ance of the level round of duty she had allotted

to herself; every night scrupulous and self-re-

lentless as the hardest judge who ever pro-
nounced sentence upon a criminal she took

note of her own shortcomings, and acknowl-

edged her deficiencies.

But, unhappily, this self-devotion of Olivia's

pressed no less heavily upon Mary than on the

widow herself. The more rigidly Mrs. March-
mont performed the duties which she understood

to be laid upon her by her dead husband's last

will and testament, the harder became the or-

phan's life. The weary tread-mill of education

worked on, when the young student was well-

nigh fainting upon every step on that hopeless
ladder of knowledge. If Olivia, on communing
with herself at night, found that the day just
done had been too easy a one for both mistress

and pupil, the morrow's allowance of Roman
emperors and French grammar was made to do

penance for yesterday's shortcomings.
"This girl has been intrusted to my care, and

one of my first duties is to give her a good edu-

cation," Olivia Marchmont thought. "She is

inclined to be idle
;
but I must fight against her

inclination, whatever trouble the struggle en-

tails upon myself. The harder the battle, the

better for me, if I am conqueror."
It was only thus that Olivia Marchmont could

hope to be a good woman. It was only by the

rigid performance of hard duties, the patient

practice of tedious rites, that she could hope to

attain that eternal crown which simpler Chris-

tians seem to win so easily.

Morning and night the widow and her step-

daughter read the Bible together ; morning and

night they knelt side by side to join in the same
familiar prayers : yet a,ll these readings, and all

these prayers, failed to bring them any nearer

together. No tender sentence of inspiration, not

the words of Christ Himself, ever struck the same
chord in these two women's hearts, bringing
both into sudden unison. They went to church
three times upon each dreary Sunday dreary
from the terrible uniformity which made one day
a mechanical repetition of another, and sat to-

gether in the same pew ;
and there were times

when some solemn word, some sublime injunc-

tion, seemed to fall with a new meaning upon
the orphan girl's heart

;
but if she looked at her

step-mother's face, thinking to see some ray of

that sudden light which had newly shone into

her own mind reflected there, the blank gloom
of Olivia's countenance seemed like a dead wall,
across which no glimmer of radiance ever shone.

They went back to Marchmont Towers in the

early spring. People imagined that the young
widow would cultivate the society of her hus-

band's old friends, and that morning callers

would be welcome at the Towers, and the state-

ly dinner-parties would begin again, when Mrs.
Marchmont's year of mourning was over. But
it was not so

; Olivia closed her doors upon al-

most all society, and devoted herself entirely to

the education of her step-daughter. The gos-

sips of Swampington and Kemberling ;
the coun-

ty gentry who had talked of her piety and pa-
tience ; her unflinching devotion to the poor of

her father's parish, talked now of her self-abne-

gation ;
the sacrifices she made for her step-

daughter's sake ; the noble manner in Avhich she

justified John Marchmont's confidence in her

goodness. Other women would have intrusted

the heiress's education to some hired governess,

people said
;
other women would have been upon

the look-out for a second husband
;

other wo-
men would have grown weary of the dullness of

that lonely Lincolnshire mansion, the monoto-
nous society of a girl of sixteen. They were
never tired of lauding Mrs. Marchmont as a
model for all step-mothers in time to come.
Did she sacrifice much this woman, whose

spirit was a raging fire, who had the ambition
of a Semiramis, the courage of a Boadicea, the

resolution of a Lady Macbeth ? Did she sacri-

fice much in resigning such provincial gayeties
as might have adorned her life a few dinner-

parties, an occasional county ball, a flirtation

with some ponderous landed gentleman or hunt-

ing squire ?

No
;
these things would very soon have grown

odious to her
;
more odious than the monotony

of her empty life, more wearisome even than

the perpetual weariness of her own spirit. I

said that, when she accepted a new life by be-

coming the wife of John Marchmont, she acted

in the spirit of a prisoner who is glad to exchange
his old dungeon for a new one. But, alas, the

novelty of the prison-house had very speedily
worn off, and that which Olivia Arundel had

been at Swampington Rectory, Olivia March-

mont was now in the gaunt country mansion a

wretched woman, weary of herself and all the

world, devoured by a slow-consuming and per-

petual fire.

This woman was for two long melancholy years

Mary Marchmont's sole companion and instruct-

ress. I say sole companion advisedly ;
for the girl

was not allowed to become intimate with the

younger members of such few coufity families as

still called occasionally at the Towers, lest she

should become empty-headed and frivolous by
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such companionship, Olivia said. Alas! there

was little fear of Mary's becoming empty-headed.
As she grew taller and more slender, she seem-

ed to get weaker and paler, and her heavy head

drooped wearily under the load of knowledge
which it had been made to carry, like some

poor sickly flower oppressed by the weight of

the dew-drops which would have revivified a

hardier blossom.

Heaven knows to what end Mrs. Marchmont
educated her step-daughter. Poor Mary could

have told the precise date of any event in uni-

versal history, ancient or modern; she could

have named the exact latitude and longitude of

the remotest island in the least navigable ocean,

and might have given an accurate account of the

manners and customs of its inhabitants had she

been called upon to do so. She was alarmingly
learned upon the subject of tertiary and old red

sandstone, and could have told you almost as

much as Mr. Charles Kingsley himself about

the history of a gravel-pit though I doubt if

she could have conveyed her information' in

quite such a pleasant manner
;
she could have

pointed out every star in the broad heavens above

Lincolnshire, and could have told the history of

its discovery ';
she knew the hardest names that

science had given to the familiar field-flowers

she met in her daily walks
; yet I can not say

that her conversation was any the more brilliant

because of this, or that her spirits grew any the

lighter under the influence of this general men-
tal illumination.

But Mrs. Marchmont did most earnestly be-

lieve that this laborious educationary process
was one of the duties she owed her step-daugh-
ter

;
and when, at seventeen years of age, Mary

emerged from the struggle, laden with such in-

tellectual spoils as I have described above, the

widow felt a quiet satisfaction as she contem-

plated her work, and said to herself, "In this,

at least, I have done my duty."
Among all the dreary mass of instruction be-

neath which her health had nearly succumbed,
the girl had learned one thing that was a source

of pleasure to herself. She had learned to be-

come a very brilliant musician. She was not a

musical genius, remember ; for no such vivid

flame as the fire of genius had ever burned in

her gentle breast
;
but all the tenderness of her

nature, all the poetry of a hyper-poetical mind,
centred in this one accomplishment, and, con-

demned to perpetual silence in every other

tongue, found a new and glorious language
here. The girl had been forbidden to read Byron
and Scott, but she was not forbidden to sit at her

piano when the day's toils were over, and the

twilight was dusky in her quiet room, playing
dreamy melodies by Beethoven and Mozart, and

making her own poetry to Mendelssohn's word-
less songs. I think her soul must have shrunk
and withered away had it not been for this one

resource, this one refuge, in which her mind re-

gained its elasticity, springing up, like a tram-

pled flower, into new life and beauty.
Olivia was well pleased to see the girl sit hour

after hour at her piano. .She had learned to play
well and brilliantly herself, mastering all diffi-

culties with the proud determination which was
a part of her strong nature

;
but she had no spe-

cial love for music. All things that compose the

poetry and beauty of life had been denied to this

D

woman, in common with the tenderness which
makes the chief loveliness of womankind. She
sat by and listened while Mary's slight hands
wandered over the instrument, carrying the play-
er's soul away into trackless regions of dream-
land and beauty ;

but she heard nothing in the

music except so many chords, so many tones and

semi-tones, played in such or such a time.

It would have been scarcely natural for Mary
Marchmont, reserved and self-contained though
she had been ever since her father's death, to

have had no yearning for more genial compan-
ionship than that of her step-mother. The girl

who had kept watch in her room by the doctor's

suggestion was the one friend and confidante

whom the young mistress of Marchmont Towel's

fain would have chosen. But here Olivia inter-

posed, sternly forbidding any intimacy between
the two girls. Hester Pollard was the daughter
of a small tenant farmer, and no fit associate

for Mrs. Marchmont's step -daughter. Olivia

thought that this taste for obscure company was
the fruit of Mary's early training: the taint left

by those bitter, debasing days of poverty, in

which John Marchmont and his daughter had
lived in some wretched Lambeth lodging.
"But Hester Pollard is fond of me, mamma,"

the girl pleaded; "and I feel so happy at the

old farm-house. They are all so kind to me
when I go there Hester's father, and mother,
and little brothers and sisters, you know

;
and

the poultry-yard, and the pigs and horses, and
the green-pond, with the geese cackling round

it, remind me of my aunt's in Berkshire. I

went there once with poor papa for a day or two
;

it was such a change after Oakley Street."

But Mrs. Marchmont was inflexible upon this

point. She would allow her step-daughter to

pay a ceremonial visit now and then to Farmer
Pollard's, and to be entertained with cowslip-
wine and pound-cake in the low old-fashioned

parlor, where all the polished mahogany chairs

were so shining and slippery that it was a mar-
vel how any body ever contrived to sit down
upon them. Olivia allowed such solemn visits

as these now and then, and she permitted Mary
to renew the farmer's lease upon sufficiently ad-

vantageous terms, and to make occasional pres-
ents to her favorite, Hester. But all stolen visits '

to the farm-yard, all evening rambles with the

farmer's daughter in the apple-orchard at the

back of the low white farm-house, were strictly
interdicted

;
and though Mary and Hester were

friends still, they were fain to be content with a
chance of meeting once in the course of a dreary
interval of months, and a silent pressure of the

hand.
"You mustn't think that I am proud of my

money, Hester," Mary said to her friend, "or
that I forget you now that we see each other so

seldom. Papa used to let me come to the farm
whenever I liked

;
but papa had seen a great deal

of poverty. Mamma keeps me almost always
at home at my studies

;
but she is very good to

me, and of course I am bound to obey her;

papa wished me to obey her."

The orphan girl never for a moment forgot
the terms of her father's will. He had wished
her to obey; what should she do then but be

obedienj? Her submission to Olivia's lightest
wish was only a part of the homage which she

paid to that beloved father's memory.
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It was thus she grew to early womanhood : a

child in gentle obedience and docility ;
a woman

by reason of that grave and thoughtful charac-

ter which had been peculiar to her from her

very infancy. It was in a life such as this,

narrow, monotonous, joyless, that her seven-

teenth birthday came and went, scarcely no-

ticed, scarcely remembered, in the dull uniform-

ity of the days which left no track behind them
;

and Mary Marchmont was a woman a woman
with all the tragedy of life before her

;
infantine

in her innocence and inexperience of the world
outside Marchmont Towers.
The passage of time had been so long un-

marked by any break in its tranquil course, the

dull routine of life had been so long undisturb-

ed by change, that I believe the two women
thought their lives would go on for ever and
ever. Mary, at least, had never looked beyond
the dull horizon of the present. Her habit of

castle-building had died out with her father's

death. What need had she to. build castles

now that he could no longer inhabit them ?

Edward Arundel, the bright boy she remem-
bered in Oakley Street, the dashing young officer

who had come to Marchmont Towers, had

dropped back into the chaos of the past. Her
father had been the keystone in the arch of

Mary's existence : he was gone, and a mass of

chaotic ruins alone remained of the familiar

visions which had once beguiled her. The
world had ended with John Marchmont's

death, and his daughter's life since that great
sorrow had been at best only a passive endur-
ance of existence. They had heard very little

of the young soldier at Marchmont Towers.
Now and then a letter from some member of

the family at Dangerfield had come to the Rec-
tor of Swampington. The warfare was still

raging far away in the East, cruel and despe-
rate battles were being fought, and brave En-

glishmen were winning loot and laurels, or per-

ishing under the cimeters of Sikhs and Af-

ghans, as the case may be. Squire Arundel's

youngest son was not doing less than his duty,
the letters said. He had gained his captaincy,
and was well spoken of by great soldiers, whose

very names were like the sound of the war-

trumpet to English ears.

Olivia heard all this. She sat by her father,
sometimes looking over his shoulder at the

crumpled letter, as he read aloud to her of her
cousin's exploits. The familiar name seemed
to be all ablaze with lurid light as the widow's

greedy eyes devoured it. How commonplace
the letters were ! What frivolous nonsense Le-
titia Arundel intermingled with the news of her

brother ! "You'll be glad to hear that my gray

pony has got the better of his lameness. Papa
gave a hunting-breakfast on Tuesday week.
Lord Mountlitchcombe was present ;

but the

hunting-men are very much aggravated about
the frost, and I fear we shall have no crocuses.

Edward has got his captaincy, papa told me to

tell you ;
Sir Charles Napier and Major Outram

have spoken very highly of him
;
but he Ed-

ward, I mean got a sabre-cut on his left arm,
besides a wound on his forehead, and was laid

up for nearly a month. I dare say you remem-
ber old Colonel Tollesley, at Halburton Lodge ?

He died last November, and has left all his

money to
" And the young lady ran on thus

with such gossip as she thought might be pleas-
ing to her uncle; and there were no more ti-

dings of the young soldier, whose life-blood had
so nearly been spilt for his country's glory.

Olivia thought of him as she rode back to
Marchmont Towers. She thought of the sabre-
cut upon his arm, and pictured him wounded
and bleeding, lying beneath the canvas shelter
of a tent, comfortless, lonely, forsaken.

" Better for me if he had died," she thought;
"better for me if I were to hear of his death to-

morrow."
And with the idea the picture of such a ca-

lamity arose before her so vividly and hideously
distinct that she thought for one brief moment
of agony, "This is not a fancy, it is a presenti-

ment; it is second sight; the thing will occur."

She imagined herself going to see her father
as she had gone that morning. All would be
the same : the low gray garden-wall of the Rec-

tory ;
the ceaseless surging of the sea

;
the prim

servant-maid
;
the familiar study, with its litter

of books and papers; the smell of old cigar-
smoke

;
the chintz curtains flapping in the open

window
;
the dry leaves fluttering in the garden

without. There would be nothing changed ex-

cept her father's face, which would be a little

graver than usual. And then, after a little

hesitation, after a brief preamble about the un-

certainty of life, the necessity for looking always
beyond this world, the horrors of war the
dreadful words would be upon his lips, when
she- would read all the hideous truth in his face,
and fall prone to the ground before he could

say, "Edward Arundel is dead."
Yes

;
she felt all the anguish. It would be

this this sudden paralysis of black despair.
She tested the strength of her endurance by this

imaginary torture scarcely imaginary, surely,
when it seemed so real and asked herself "a

strange question: "Am I strong enough to

bear this, or would it be less terrible to go on,

suffering forever forever abased and humiliated

by the degradation of my love for a man who
does not care for me ?"

So
lojig

as John Marchmont had lived this

woman "would have been true to the terrible vic-

tory she had won upon the eve of her bridal.

She would have been true to herself and to her

marriage vow
;
but her husband's death, in set-

ting her free, had cast her back upon the mad-
ness of her youth. It was no longer a sin to

think of Edward Arundel. Having once suffer-

ed this idea to arise in her mind, her idol grew
too strong for her, and she thought of him by
night and day.
Yes

;
she thought of him for ever and ever.

The narrow life to which she doomed herself,

the self-immolation which she called duty, left

her a prey to this one thought. Her work was
not enough for her. Her powerful mind wasted

and shriveled for want of worthy employment.
It was like one vast roll of parchment whereon
half the wisdom of the world might have been

inscribed, but on which was only written over

and over again, in maddening iteration, the

name of Edward Arundel. If Olivia March-
mont could have gone to America, and entered

herself among the feminine professors of law and
medicine if she could have set up a printing-

press in Bloomsbury, or even written a novel

I think she might have been saved. The super-
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abundant energy of her mind would have found

a new object. As it was, she did none of these

things. She had only dreamed one dream, and

by force of perpetual repetition the dream had

become a madness.

But the monotonous life was not to go on for-

ever. The dull, gray, leaden sky was to be il-

lumined by sudden bursts of sunshine, and swept

by black thunder-clouds, whose stormy violence

was to shake the very universe for these two sol-

itary women.
John Marchmont had been dead nearly three

years. Mary's humble friend, the farmer's

daughter, had married a young tradesman in

the village of Kemberling, a mile and a half

from the Towers. Mary was a woman now,
and had seen the last of the Roman Emperors
and all the dry-as-dust studies of her early girl-

hood. She had nothing to do but accompany
her step-mother hither and thither among the

poor cottagers about Kemberling and two or three

other small parishes within a drive of the Tow-
ers, doing good, after Olivia's fashion, by line

and rule. At home the young lady did what
she pleased, sitting for hours together at her

piano, or wading through gigantic achievements
in the way of embroidery-work. She was even
allowed to read novels now, but only such nov-

els as were especially recommended to Olivia,
who was one of the patronesses of a book-club
at Swampington.
The two women .went to Kemberling Church

together three times every Sunday. It was
rather monotonous

;
the same church, the same

rector and curate, tlie same clerk, the same con-

gregation, the same old organ-tunes and dron-

ing voices of Lincolnshire charity-children, the

same sermons very often. But Mary had grown
accustomed to monotony. She had ceased to

hope or care for any thing since her father's

death, and was very well contented to be let

alone, and allowed to dawdle through a dreary
life which was utterly without aim or purpose.
She sat opposite her step-mother on one pai'tic-

ular afternoon in the state pew at Kemberling,
which was lined with faded red baize, and raised

a little above the pews of meaner worshipers ;

she was sitting with her listless hands lying in

her lap, looking thoughtfully at her step-mo-
ther's stony face, and listening to the dull dron-

ing of the rector's voice above her head. It was
a sunny afternoon in early June, and the church
was bright with a warm yellow radiance

;
one

of the old diamond-paned windows was open,
and the tinkling of a sheep-bell far away in the

distance, and the hum of bees in the church-

yard, sounded pleasantly in the quiet of the hot

atmosphere.
The young mistress of Marchmont Towers felt

the drowsy influence of that tranquil summer
weather creeping stealthily upon her. The

heavy eyelids drooped over her soft brown eyes,
those wistful eyes which had looked so long

wearily out upon a world in which there seemed
so little joy. The rector's sermon was a very

long one this warm afternoon, and there was a

low sound of snoring somewhere in one of the

shadowy and sheltered pews beneath the gal-
leries. Mary tried very hard to keep herself

awake. Mrs. Marchmont had frowned darkly
at her once or twice already, for to fall asleep in

church was a dire iniquity in Olivia's rigid creed
;

but the drowsiness was not easily to be conquer-
ed, and the girl was sinking into a peaceful
slumber in the face of her step-mother's menac-

ing frowns, when the sound of a sharp footfall on
one of the gravel pathways in the church-yard
aroused her attention.

Heaven knows why she should have been
awoke out of her sleep by the sound of that step.

It was diiferent perhaps to the footsteps of the

Kemberling congregation. The brisk, sharp
sound of the tread, striking lightly but firmly on
the gravel, was not compatible with the shuffling

gai^ of the tradespeople and farmers' men who
formed the greater part of the worshipers at

that quiet Lincolnshire church. Again, it would
have been a monstrous sin in that tranquil place
for any one member of the congregation to dis-

turb the rest by entering at such a time as this.

It was a stranger, then, evidently. What did

it matter ? Miss Marchmont scarcely cared to

lift her eyelids to see who or what the stranger
was ; but the intruder let in such a flood of June
sunshine when he pushed open the ponderous
oaken door under the church porch that she was
dazzled by that sudden burst of light, and in-

voluntarily opened her eyes.
The stranger let the door swing softly to be-

hind him, and stood beneath the shadow of the

porch, not caring to advance any farther, or to

disturb the congregation by his presence.

Mary could not see him very plainly at first.

She co'uld only dimly define the outline of his

tall figure, the waving masses of chestnut hair

tinged with gleams of gold ; but, little by little,

his face seemed to grow out of the shadow, until

she saw it all the handsome patrician features,
the luminous blue eyes, the amber mustache
the face which in Oakley Street, eight years ago,
she had elected as her type of all manly perfec-

tion, her ideal of heroic grace.
Yes

;
it was Edward Arundel. Her eyes

lighted up with an unwonted rapture as she

looked at him
;
her lips parted, and her breath

came in faint gasps. All the monotonous years,
the terrible agonies of sorrow, dropped away
into the past ;

and there was nothing but the

present, the all-glorious present.
The one friend of her childhood had come

back. The one link, the almost forgotten link,

that bound her to every day-dream of those

foolish early days, was united once more by the

presence of the young soldier. All that happy
time, nearly five years ago that happy time in

which the tennis-court had been built, and the

boat-house by the river restored those sunny
autumn days before her father's second mar-

riage returned to her. There was pleasure
and joy in the world, after all

;
and then the

memory of her father came back to her mind,
and her eyes filled with tears. How sorry Ed-
ward would be to see his old friend's empty
place in the western drawing-room ;

how sorry
for her and for her loss! Olivia Marchmont
saw the change in her step-daughter's face, and
looked at her with stern amazement. But, after

the first shock of that delicious surprise, Mary's
training asserted itself. She folded her hands

they trembled a little, but Olivia did not see

that and waited patiently, with her eyes cast

down and a faint flush lighting up her pale

cheeks, until the sermon was finished and the

congregation began to disperse. She was not
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impatient. She felt as if she could have waited

thus peacefully and contentedly forever, know-

ing that the only friend she had on earth was
near her.

Olivia was slow to leave her pew ;
but at last

she opened the door and went out into the quiet

aisle, followed by Mary, out under the shadowy
porch and into the gravel-walk in the church-

yard, where Edward Arundel was waiting for

the two ladies.

John Marchmont's widow uttered no cry of

surprise when she saw her cousin standing a lit-

tle way apart from the slowly-dispersing Kem-
berling congregation. Her dark face faded a

little, and her heart seemed to stop its pulsa-
tion suddenly, as if she had been turned into

stone; but this was only for a moment. She
held out her hand to Mr. Arundel in the next

instant, and bade him welcome to Lincolnshire.

"I did not know you were in England," she

said.
"
Scarcely any one knows it yet," the young

man answered
;

" and I have not even been
home. I came to Marchmont Towers at once."

He turned from his cousin to Mary, who was

standirfg a little behind her step-mother.
"Dear Polly," he said, taking both her

hands in his, "I was so sorry for vou when I

heard"
He stopped, for he saw the tears welling up

to her eyes. It was not his allusion to her fa-

ther's death that had distressed her. He had
called her Polly, the old familiar name, which
she had never heard since that dead father's lips
had last spoken it.

The carriage was waiting at the gate of the

church-yard, and Edward Arnndel went back
to Marchmont Towers with the two ladies. He
had reached the house a quarter of an hour
after they had left it for afternoon church, and
had walked over to Kemberling.

"I was so anxious to see you, Polly," he

said,
" after all this long time, that I had no pa-

tience to wait until you and Livy came back
from church."

Olivia started as the young man said this. It

was Mary Marchmont whom he had come to

see, then
;
not her. Was she never to be any

thing? Was she to be forever insulted by this

humiliating indifference? A dark flush *came
over her face, as she drew her head up with the

air of an offended empress, and looked angrily
at her cousin. Alas ! he did not even see that

indignant glance. He was bending over Mary,
telling her in a low, tender voice, of the grief
he had felt at learning the news of her father's

death.

Olivia Marchmont looked with an eager, scru-

tinizing gaze at her step-daughter. Could it be

possible that Edward Arundel might ever come
to love this girl ? Could such a thing be possi-
ble ? A hideous depth of horror and confusion

seemed to open before her with the thought. In
all the past, among all things she had imagined,
among all the calamities she had pictured to

herself, she had never thought of any thing like

this. Would such a thing ever come to pass ?

Would she ever grow to hate this girl this girl,

who had been intrusted to her by her dead hus-
band with the most terrible hatred that one
woman could feel toward another?

In the next moment she was angry with her-

self for the abject folly of this new terror. She
had never yet learned to think of Mary as a wo-
man. She had never thought of her otherwise
than as the pale childlike girl who had come to
her meekly, day after day, to recite difficult les-

sons, standing in a submissive attitude before

her, and rendering obedience to her in all

things. Was it likely, was it possible, that this

pale-faced girl would enter into the lists against
her in the great battle of her life ? Was it like-

ly that she was to find her adversary and her

conqueror here, in the meek child who had
been committed to her charge ?

She watched her step-daughter's face with a

jealous, hungry gaze. Was it beautiful ? No !

The features were delicate
;
the brown eyes soft

and dovelike, almost lovely, now that they were
irradiated by a new light, as they looked shyly
up at Edward Arundel. But the girl's fac'e

was wan and colorless. It lacked the splendor
of beauty. It was only after you had looked at

her for a very long time that you began to think
the face rather pretty.
The five years during which Edward Arundel

had been away had made little alteration in him.
He was rather stouter, perhaps; his amber
mustache thicker; his manner more dashing
than of old. The mark of a sabre-cut under
the clustering chestnut curls upon the temple
gave him a certain soldierly dignity. He
seemed a man of the world now, and Mary
Marchmont was rather afraid of him. He was
so different to the Lincolnshire squires, the

bashful younger sons who were to be educated
for the Church. He was so dashing, so elegant,
so splendid! From the waving grace of his

hair to the tip of the polished boot peeping out

of his well-cut trowsers (there were no peg-tops
in 1847, and it was le genre to show very little

of the boot), he was a creature to be wondered

at, to be almost reverenced, Mary thought. She
could not help admiring the cut of his coat, the

easy nonchalance of his manner, the waxed ends
of his curved mustache, the dangling toys of

gold and enamel that jingled at his watch-

chain, the waves of perfume that floated away
from his cambric handkerchief. She was child-

ish enough to worship all these external attri-

butes in her hero.

"Shall I invite him to Marchmont Towers?"
Olivia thought ;

and while she was deliberating

upon this question, Mary Marchmont cried out,
"You will stop at the Towers, won't you, Mr.

Arundel, as you did when poor papa was alive?"

"Most decidedly, MissMarchmont, "the young
man answered. " I mean to throw myself upon
your hospitality as confidingly as I did a long
time ago in Oakley Street, when you gave me
hot rolls for my breakfast."

Mary laughed aloud
; perhaps for the first

time since her father's death. Olivia bit her lip.

She was of so little account, then, she thought,
that they did not care to consult her. A gloomy
shadow spread itself over her face. Already,

already she began to hate this pale-faced, child-

ish orphan girl, who seemed to be transformed

into a new being under the spell of Edward
Arundel's presence.
But she made no attempt to prevent his stop-

ping at the Towers, though a word from her

would have effectually hindered his coming. A
dull torpor of despair took possession of her

;
a
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black apprehension paralyzed her mind. She

felt that a pit of horror was opening before her

ignorant feet. All that she had suffered was as

nothing to what she was about to suffer. Let it

be, then. What could she do to keep this tor-

ture away from her? Let it come, since it

seemed that it must come in some shape or

other.

She thought all this while she sat back in a

corner of the carriage watching the two faces

opposite to her, as Edward and Mary, seated

with their backs to the horses, talked together in

low, confidential tones, which scarcely reached

her ear. She thought all this during the short

drive between Kemberling and Marchmont Tow-
ers

;
and when the carriage drew up before the

low Tudor portico, the dark shadow had settled

on her face. Her mind was made up. Let
Edward Arundel come; let the worst come.
She had struggled ;

she had tried to do her

duty ;
she had striven to be good. But her des-

tiny was stronger than herself, and had brought
this young soldier over land and sea, safe out of

every danger, rescued from every peril, to be her
destruction. I think that in this crisis of her
life the last faint ray of Christian light faded
out of this lost woman's soul, leaving utter dark-

ness and desolation. The old landmarks, dimly
descried in the weary desert, sank forever down
into the quicksands, and she was left alone

alone with her despair. Her jealous soul proph-
esied the evil which she dreaded. This man,
whose indifference to her was almost an insult,
would fall in love with Mary Marchmont with

Mary Marchmont, whose eyes lit up into new

beauty under the glances of his, whose pale face

blushed into faint bloom as he talked to her.

The girl's undisguised admiration would flatter

the young man's vanity, and he would fall in

love with her out of very frivolity and weakness
of purpose.

" Pie is weak and vain, and foolish and frivo-

lous, I dare say," Olivia thought: "and if I

were to fling myself upon my knees at his feet,

and tell him that I loved him, he would be flat-

tered and grateful, and would be ready to return

my affection. If I could tell him what this girl

tells him in every look and word, he would be

as pleased with me as he is with her."

Her lip curled with unutterable scorn as she

thought this. She was so despicable to herself

by the deep humiliation of her wasted love, that

the object of that foolish passion seemed despi-
cable also. She was forever weighing Edward
Arundel against all the tortures she had endured
for his sake, and forever finding him wanting.
He must have been a demi-god if his perfections
could have outweighed so much misery; and
for this reason she was unjust to her cousin, and
could not accept him for that which he really
was a generous

-
hearted, candid, honorable

young man not a great man or a wonderful
man a brave and honest-minded soldier, very
well worthy of a good woman's love.

Mr. Arundel staid at the Towers, occupying
the room which had been his in John March-
mont's lifetime

;
and a new existence began for

Mary. The young man was delighted with his

old friend's daughter. Amidst all the Calcutta

belles whom he had danced with at Government-
House balls and flirted with upon the Indian

race-course, he could remember no one as fas-

cinating as this girl, who seemed as childlike

noAV, in her early womanhood, as she had been

womanly while she was a child. Her naive ten-

derness for himself bewitched and enraptured
him. Who could have avoided being charmed

by that pure and innocent affection, which was
as freely given by the girl of eighteen as it had
been by the child, and was unchanged in char-

acter by the lapse of years? The young officer

had been so much admired and caressed in Cal-
cutta that perhaps, by reason of bis successes,
he had returned to England heart-whole

1

;
and

he abandoned himself, without any arriere-pensee,
to the quiet happiness which he felt in Mary
Marchmont's society. I do not say that he was
intoxicated by her beauty, which was by no
means of the intoxicating order, or that he was

madly in love with her. The gentle fascination

of her society crept upon him before he was
aware of its influence. He had never taken the

trouble to examine his own feelings ; they were

disengaged as free as butterflies to settle upon
which flower might seem the fairest; and he
had therefore no need to put himself under a

course of rigorous self-examination. As yet he

believed that the pleasure he now felt in Mary's

society was the same order of enjoyment he had

experienced five years before, when he had

taught her chess, and promised her long ram-

bles by the sea-shore.

They had no long rambles now in solitary
lanes and under flowering hedgerows beside the

waving green corn. Olivia watched them with

untiring eyes. The tortures to which a jealous
woman may condemn herself are not much
greater than those she can inflict upon others.

Mrs. Marchmont took good care that her ward
and her cousin were not too happy. Wherever

they went she went also
;
whenever they spoke

she listened
;
whatever arrangement was most

likely to please them was opposed by her. Ed-
ward was not coxcomb enough to have any sus-

picion of the reason of this conduct on his cous-

in's part. He only smiled and shrugged his

shoulders, and attributed her watchfulness to an
overstrained sense of her responsibility and the

necessity of surveillance.

"Does she think me such a villain and a

traitor," he thought, "that she fears to leave

me alone with my dead friend's orphan daugh-

ter, lest I should whisper corruption into her in-

nocent ear? How little these good women know
of us, after all! What vulgar suspicions and
narrow-minded fears influence them against us!

Are they honorable and honest toward each oth-

er, I wonder, that they can entertain such pitiful

doubts of our honor and honesty ?"

So hour after hour and day after day Olivia

Marchmont kept watch and ward over Edward
and Mary. It was strange that love could blos-

som in such an atmosphere ;
it seems strange

that the cruel gaze of those hard gray eyes did

not chill the two innocent hearts, and prevent
their free expansion. But it was not so. The
egotism of love was all omnipotent. Neither
Edward nor Mary was conscious of the evil

light in the glance that so often rested upon
them. The universe narrowed itself to the one

spot of earth upon which these two stood side by
side.

Edward Arundel had been more than a month
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at Marchmont Towers when Olivia went, upon
a hot July evening, to Swampington, on a brief

visit to the Rector a visit of duty. She would

doubtless have taken Mary Marchmont with her,

but the girl had been suffering from a violent

headache throughout the burning summer day,
and had kept her room. Edward Arundel had

gone out early in the morning upon a fishing ex-

cursion to a famous trout-stream seven or eight
miles from the Towers, and was not likely to re-

turn until after nightfall. There was no chance,
therefore, of a meeting between Mary and the

young officer, Olivia thought ;
no chance of any

confidential talk which she would not be by to

hear.

Did Edward Arundel love the pale-faced girl

who revealed her devotion to him with such child-

like unconsciousness? Olivia Marchmont had
not been able to answer that question. She had
sounded the young man several times upon his

feelings toward her step-daughter} but he had
met her hints and insinuations with perfect

frankness, declaring that Mary seemed as much
a child to him now as she had appeared nearly
nine years before in Oakley Street, and that the

pleasure he took in her society was only such as

lie might have felt in that of^any innocent and

confiding child.
1 ' Her simplicity is so bewitching, you know,

Livy," he said; "she looks up in my face, and
trusts me with all her little secrets, and tells me
her dreams about her dead father, and all her

foolish, innocent fancies, as confidingly as if I
were some play-fellow of her own age 'and sex.

She's so refreshing after the artificial belles of a
Calcutta ball-room, with their stereotyped fascina-

tions and their complete manual of flirtation, the

same for ever and ever. She is such a pretty
little spontaneous darling, with her soft, shy,
brown eyes, and her low voice, which always
sounds to me like the cooing of the doves in the

poultry-yard."
I think that Olivia, in the depth of her gloomy

despair, took some comfort from such speeche's
as these. Was this frank expression of regard
for Mary Marchmont a token of love? No; not

as the widow understood the stormy madness.
Love to her had been a dark and terrible pas-

sion, a thing to be concealed, as monomaniacs
have sometimes contrived to keep the secret of

their mania, until it burst forth at last, fatal and

irrepressible, in some direful work of wreck and
ruin.

So Olivia Marchmont took an early dinner

alone, and drove away from the Towers at four

o'clock on a blazing summer afternoon, more
at peace perhaps than she had been since Ed-
ward Arundel's coming. She paid her dutiful

visit to her father, sat with him for some time,
talked to the two old servants who waited upon
him, walked two or three times up and clown the

neglected garden, and then drove back to the

Towers.
The first object upon which her eyes fell as

she entered the hall was Edward Arundel's fish-

ing-tackle lying in disorder upon an oaken
bench near the broad arched door that opened
out into the quadrangle. An angry flush mount-
ed to her face as she turned upon the servant
near her.

"Mr. Arundel has come home?" she said.

"Yes, ma'am, he came in half an hour ago;

but he went out again almost directly with Miss
Marchmont."

"Indeed! I thought Miss Marchmont was in
her room ?"

"No, ma'am
;
she came down to the drawing-

room about an hour after you left. Her head
was better, ma'am, she said."

" And she went out with Mr. Arundel ? Do
you know which way they went ?''

"Yes, ma'am; Theard -Mr. Arundel say he
wanted to look at the old boat-house by the
river.

"

"And they have gone there?"
"I think so, ma'am."
"
Very good ;

I will go down to them. Miss
Marchmont must not stop out in the night-air.
The dew is falling already."
The door leading into the quadrangle was

open, and Olivia swept across the broad thresh-

old, haughty and self-possessed, very stately-

looking in her long black garments. She still

wore mourning for her dead husband. What
inducement had she ever had to cast off that

sombre attire? What need to trick herself out
in gay colors? What loving eyes would be
charmed by her splendor ? She went out of the

door, across the quadrangle, under a stone arch-

way, and into the low stunted wood, which was

gloomy even in the summer-time. The setting
sun was shining upon the western front of the

Towers
;
but here all seemed cold and desolate.

The damp mists were rising from the sodden

ground beneath the trees. The frogs were croak-

ing down by the river-side. With her small

white teeth set, and her breath coming in fitful

gasps, Olivia Marchmont hurried to the water's

edge, winding in and out between the trees, tear-

ing her black dress among the brambles, scorn-

ing all beaten paths, heedless where she trod, so

long as she made her way speedily to the spot
she wanted to reach.

At last the black sluggish river and the old

boat-house came in sight, between a long vista

of ugly distorted trunks and gnarled branches
of pollard oak and willow. The building was

dreary and dilapidated looking, for the improve-
ments commenced by Edward Arundel five years

ago had never been fully carried out; but it was

sufficiently substantial, and bore no traces of

positive decay. Down by the water's edge there

was a great cavernous recess for the shelter of
the boats, and above this there was a pavilion,
built of brick and stone, containing two decent-

sized chambers, with latticed windows overlook-

ing the river. A flight of stone steps with an
iron balustrade led up to the door of this pavilion,
which was supported upon the solid side-walls

of the boat-house below.

In the stillness of the summer twilight Olivia

heard the voices of those whom she came to seek.

They were standing down by the edge of the wa-

ter, upon a narrow pathway that ran along by
the sedgy brink of the river, and only a few

paces from the pavilion. The door of the boat-

house was open ;
a long-disused wherry lay rot-

ting upon the damp and mossy flags. Olivia crept
into the shadowy recess. The door that faced

the river had fallen from its rusty hinges, and
the slimy wood-work lay in ruins upon the thresh-

old of the dark recess. Sheltered by the stone

archway that had once been closed by this door,

Olivia listened to the voices beside the still water.
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Mary Marchmont was standing close to the

river's edge ;
Edward stood beside her, leaning

against the trunk of a willow that grew close to

the water.

"My childish darling," the young man mur-

mured, as if in reply to something his compan-
ion had said, "and so you think, because you
are simple-minded and innocent, I am not to

love you. It is your innocence I love, Folly
dear let me call you Polly, as I used five years

ago and I wouldn't have you otherwise for all

the world. Do you know that sometimes I am
almost sorry I ever came back to Marchmont
Towers ?"

"Sorry you came back?" cried Mary, in a

tone of alarm. "
Oh, why do you say that, Mr.

Arundel ?"
" Because you are heiress to eleven thousand

a year, Mary, and the Moated Grange behind

us; and this dreary wood, and the river the

river is yours, I dare say, Miss Marchmont
;

and I wish you joy of the possession of so much
sluggish water and so many square miles of

swamp and fen."'

"But what then?" Mary asked, wonderingly.
"What then? Do you know, Polly darling,

that if I ask you to marry me people will call

me a fortune-hunter, and declare that I came
to Marchmont Towers bent upon stealing its

heiress's innocent heart before she had learned

the value of the estate that must go along with

it? God knows they'd wrong me, Polly, as

cruelly as ever an honest man was wronged ;

for, so long as I have money to pay my tailor

and tobacconist and I've more than enough for

both of them I want nothing further of the

world's wealth. What should I do with all this

swamp and fen, Miss Marchmont with all that

horrible complication of expired leases to be re-

newed, and income-taxes to be appealed against,
that rich people have to endure ? If you were
not rich, Polly, I

"

He stopped and laughed, striking the toe of

his boot among the weeds, and knocking the

pebbles into the water. The woman crouching
in the shadow of the archway listened with
whitened cheeks and glaring eyes ;

listened as

she might have listened to the sentence of her

death, drinking in every syllable, in her raven-

ous desire to lose no breath that told her of her

anguish.
"If I were not rich!" murmured Mary;

"what if I were not rich ?"

"I should tell you how dearly I love you,

Polly, and ask you to be my wife by-and-by."
The girl looked up at him for a few moments

in silence, shyly at first, and then more boldly,
with a beautiful light kindling in her eyes.
"I love you dearly too, Mr. Arundel," she

said, at last; "and I would rather you had my
money than any one else in the world

;
and

there was something in papa's will that made me
think"

" He would wish this, Polly," cried the young
man, clasping the trembling little figure to his

breast. "Mr. Paulette sent me a copy of the

will, Polly, when he sent my diamond ring ; and
I think there were some words in it that hinted
at such a wish. Your father said he left me this

legacy, darling I have his letter still the leg-

acy of a helpless girl. God knows I will try to

be worthy of such a trust, Mary dearest
;
God

knows I will be faithful to my promise, made
nine years ago."
The woman listening in the dark archway

sank down upon the damp flags at her feet,

among the slimy rotten wood and rusty iron

nails and hinges. She sat there for a long time,
not unconscious, but quite motionless, her white

face leaning against the moss-grown arch, star-

ing blankly out of the black shadows. She sat

there and listened, while the lovers talked in low
tender murmurs of the sorrowful past and of the

unknown future
;

the beautiful untrodden re-

gion, in which they were to go hand in hand

through all the long years of quiet happiness be-

tween that moment and the grave. She sat

and listened till the moonlight faintly shimmered

upon the water, and the footsteps of the lovers

died away upon the narrow pathway by which

they went back to the house.

Olivia Marchmont did not move until an hour
after they had gone. Then she raised herself

with an effort, and walked with stiffened limbs

slowly arid painfully to the house, and to her

own room, where she locked her door and flung
herself upon the ground in the darkness.

Mary came to her to ask why she did not

come to the drawing-room, and Mrs. March-
mont answered, with a hoarse voice, that she

was ill, and wished to be alone. Neither Mary
nor the old woman-servant who had nursed

Olivia, and had some little influenee over her,

could get any other answer than this.

CHAPTER XIV.

DRIVEN AWAY.

MARY MARCHMONT and Edward Arnndel
were happy. They were happy ;

and how
should they guess at the tortures of that despe-
rate woman, whose benighted soul was plunged
in a black gulf of horror by reason of their inno-

cent love ? How should these two very chil-

dren in their ignorance of all stormy passions,
all direful emotions know, that in the darkened
chamber where Olivia Marchmont lay; suffering
under some vague illness, for which the Swamp-
ington doctor was fain to prescribe quinine, in

utter unconsciousness as to the real nature of

the disease which he was called upon to cure

how should they know that in that gloomy
chamber a wicked heart was abandoning itself

to all the devils that had so long held patient
watch for this day ?

Yes, the struggle was over. Olivia March-
mont flung aside the cross she had borne in

dull, mechanical obedience, rather than in

Christian love and truth. Better to have been
sorrowful Magdalene, forgiven for her love and

tears, than this cold, haughty, stainless woman,
who had never been able to learn the sublime

lessons which so many sinners have taken meek-

ly to heart. The religion which was wanting
in the vital principle of Christianity, the faith

which showed itself only in dogged obedience,
failed this woman in the hour of her agony.
Her pride arose

;
the defiant spirit of the fallen

angel asserted its gloomy grandeur.
" What have I done that I should suffer like

this ?" she thought.
" What am I that an emp-

ty-headed soldier should despise me, and that I
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should go mad because of his indifference ? Is

this the recompense for my long years of obedi-

ence ? Is this the reward Heaven bestows upon
me for my life of duty?"

She remembered the histories of other women
women who had gone their own way and

had been happy ;
and a darker question arose

in her mind, almost the question which Job !

asked in his agony.
"Is there neither truth nor justice in the'

dealings of God?" she thought. "Is it useless

to be obedient and submissive, patient and un-

tiring? Has all my life been a great mistake,
which is to end in confusion and despair?"
And then she pictured to herself the life that !

might have been hers if Edward Arundel had
loved her. How good she would have been !

j

The hardness of her iron nature would have

been melted and subdued in the depth of her
j

love and tenderness for him. She would have !

learned to be loving and tender to others. Her I

wealth of affection for him would have over-
j

flowed in gentleness and consideration R>r every
j

creature in the universe. The lurking bitter-
;

ness which had lain hidden in her heart ever

since she had first loved Edward Arundel, and
j

first discovered his indifference to her; and the

poisonous envy of happier women, who had
loved and were beloved would have been blot-

ted away. Her whole nature would have under-

gone a wondrous transfiguration, purified and
]

exalted by the strength of her affection. All
I

this might have come to pass if he had loved
j

her if he had only loved her. But a pale-
faced child had come between her and this re- \

demption, and there was nothing left for her

but despair.

Nothing but despair ? Yes
; perhaps some-

I

thing further revenge.
But this last idea took no tangible shape. |

She only knew that in the black darkness of the

gulf into which her soul had gone down there i

was, far away somewhere, one ray of lurid

light. She only knew this as yet, and that she

hated Mary Marchmont with a mad and wicked
hatred. If she could have thought meanly of

!

Edward Arundel if she could have believed
j

him to be actuated by mercenary motives in his

choice of the orphan girl she might have taken
j

some comfort from the thought of his unworthi-
j

ness, and of Mary's probable sorrow in the days j

to come. But she could not think this. Little
\

as the young soldier had said in the summer
twilight beside the river, there had been that in

\

his tones and looks that had convinced the
;

wretched watcher of his truth. Mary might
j

have been deceived by the shallowest pretender ;

but Olivia's eyes devoured every glance ;
Olivia's !

greedy ears drank in every tone
;
and she knew

j

that Edward Arundel loved her step-daughter.
She knew this, and she hated Mary March-

mont. What had she done, this girl who had
never known* what it was to fight a battle with

i

her own rebellious heart what had she done, that
j

all this wealth of love and happiness should drop
'

into her lap unsought comparatively unvalued,

perhaps ?

John Marchmont's widow lay in her darkened

chamber, thinking over these things ;
no longer

fighting the battle with her own heart, but ut-
}

terly abandoning herself to her desperation
reckless, hardened, impenitent.

Edward Arundel could not very well remain
at the Towers while the reputed illness of his

hostess kept her to her room. He went over to

Swampington, therefore, upon a dutiful visit to
his uncle

;
but rode to the Towers every day to

inquire very particularly after his cousin's prog-
ress, and to dawdle on the sunny western terrace
with Mary Marchmont.

Their innocent happiness needs little descrip-
tion. Edward Arundel retained a good deal of
that boyish chivalry which had made him so

eager to become the little girl's champion in the

days gone by. Contact with the world had not
much sullied the freshness of the young man's

spirit. He loved his innocent childish compan-
ion with the purest and truest devotion

;
and he

was proud of the recollection that in the day of
his poverty John Marchmont had chosen him as
the future shelterer of this tender blossom.

"You must never grow any older or more

womanly, Polly," he said sometimes to the young
mistress of Marchmont Towers. "Remember
that I always love you best when I think of you
as the little girl in the shabby pinafore, who
poured out my tea for me one bleak December

morning in Oakley Street."

They talked a great deal of John Marchmont.
It was such a happiness to Mary to be able to

talk unreservedly of her father to some one who
had loved and comprehended him.

"My step-mamma was very good to poor
papa, you know, Edward," she said; "and of

course he was very grateful to her
;
but I don't

think he ever loved her quite as he loved you.
You were the friend of his poverty, Edward

;
he

never forgot that."

Once, as they strolled side by side together

upon the terrace in the warm summer noontide,

Mary Marchmont put her little hand through
her lover's arm, and looked up shyly in his face.

" Did papa say that, Edward ?" she whisper-
ed ;" did he really say that ?"

"Did he really say what, darling?"
" That he left me to you as a legacy ?"

"He did indeed, Polly," answered the young
man

;
"I'll bring you the letter to-morrow."

And the next day he showed Mary March-
mont the yellow sheet of letter-paper and the

faded writing, which had once been black and
wet under her dead father's hand. Mary looked

through her tears at the old familiar Oakley
Street address, and the date of the very day
upon which Edward Arundel had breakfasted

in the shabby lodging. Yes
;

there were the

words : "The legacy of a child's helplessness is

the only bequest I can leave to the only friend I

have."
" And you shall never know what it is to be

helpless while I am near you, Polly darling,"
the soldier said, as he refolded his dead friend's

epistle. "You may defy your enemies hence-

forward, Mary ;
if you have any enemies. Oh,

by-the-by, you have never heard any thing of

that Paul Marchmont, I suppose ?"

Papa's cousin, Mr. Marchmont the artist?"

Yes."
He came to the reading of papa's will."

Indeed ! and did you see much of him ?"

Oh no, very little. I was ill, you know,"
the girl added, the tears rising to her eyes at the

recollection of that bitter time,
" I was ill,

and I

didn't notice any thing. I know that Mr. March-
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mont talked to me a little
;
but I can't remem-

ber what he said."

"And he has never been here since ?"

"Never."
Edward Arundel shrugged his shoulders. This

Paul Marchmont could not be such a designing

villain, after all, or surely he would have tried

to push his acquaintance with his rich cousin.
" I dare say John's suspicion of him was only

one of the p'oor fellow's morbid fancies," he

thought.
" He was always full of morbid fan-

cies."

Mrs. Marchmont's rooms were in the western

front of the house
;
and through her open win

dows she heard the fresh young voices of the

lovers, as they strolled up and down the terrace.

The cavalry officer was content to carry a water-

ing-pot full of water for the refreshment of his

young mistress's geraniums in the stone vases

on the balustrade, and to do other under-gar-
dener's work for her pleasure. He talked to

her of the Indian campaign ;
and she asked a

hundred questions about midnight marches and

solitary encampments, fainting camels, lurking

tigers in the darkness of the jungle, intercepted

supplies of provision, stolen ammunition, and all

the other details of the war.

Olivia arose at last, before the Swampington
surgeon's saline draughts and quinine mixtures
had subdued the fiery light in her eyes, or cooled
the raging fever that devoured her. She arose

because she could no longer lie still in her deso-

lation, knowing that for two hours in each long
summer's dayEdward Arundel and Mary March-
mont could be happy together in spite of her.

She came down stairs, therefore, and renewed
her watch, chaining her step-daughter to her

side, and interposing herself forever between the

lovers.

The widow arose from her sick-bed an altered

woman, as it appeared to all who knew her. A
mad excitement seemed' to have taken sudden

possession of her. She flung off her mourning-
garments, and ordered silks and laces, velvets

and satins, from a London milliner; she com-

plained of the absence of society, the monoto-
nous dullness of her Lincolnshire life

; and, to

the surprise of every one, sent out cards of invi-

tation for a ball at the Towers in honor of Ed-
ward Arundel's return to England. She seemed
to be seized with a desire to do something, she

scarcely cared what, to disturb the even current
of her days.

During the brief interval between Mrs. March-
mont's leaving her room and the evening ap-

pointed for the ball, Edward Arundel found no

very convenient opportunity of informing his

cousin of the engagement entered into between
himself and Mary. He had no wish to hurry
this disclosure; for there was something in the

orphan girl's childishness and innocence that

kept all definite ideas of* an early marriage very
far away from her lover's mind. He wanted to

go back to India and win more laurels, to lay at

the feet of the mistress of Marchmont Towers.
He wanted to make a name for himself, which
should .cause the world to forget that he was a

younger son aname that the vilest tonguewould
never dare to blacken with the epithet of fortune-
hunter.

The young man was silent, therefore, waiting
for a fitting opportunity in which to speak to

Mary's step-mother. Perhaps he rather dreaded

the idea of discussing his attachment with Olivia
;

for she had looked at him with cold angry eyes,
and a brow as black as thunder, upon those occa-

sions on which she had sounded him as to his

feelings for Mary.
"She wants poor Polly to marry some grandee,

I dare say," he thought; "and will do all she

can to oppose my suit. But her trust will cease

with Mary's majority ;
and I don't want my con-

fiding little darling to marry me until she is old

enough to choose for herself, and to choose wise-

ly. She will be one-and-twenty in three years ;

and what are three years ? I would wait as long
as Jacob for my pet, and serve my fourteen

years' apprenticeship under Sir Charles Napier,
and be true to her all the time."

Olivia Marchmont hated her step-daughter.

Mary was not slow to perceive the change in the

widow's manner toward her. It had always been

cold, and sometimes severe
;
but it was now al-

most abhorrent. The girl shrank appalled from
the sinister light in her step-mother's gray eyes,
as they followed her unceasingly, dogging her

footsteps with a hungry and evil gaze. The gen-
tle girl wondered what she had done to offend

her guardian, and then, being unable to think
of any possible delinquency by which she might
have incurred Mrs. Marchmont's displeasure, was
fain to attribute the change in Olivia's manner
to the irritation consequent upon her illness, and
was thus more gentle and more submissive than
of old

; enduring cruel looks, returning no answer
to bitter speeches, but striving to conciliate the

supposed invalid by her sweetness and obedience.

But the girl's amiability only irritated the de-

spairing woman. Her jealousy fed upon every
charm of the rival who had supplanted her. That
fatal passion fed upon Edward Arundel's every
look and tone, upon the quiet smile which rested

on Mary's face as the girl sat over her embroid-

ery, in meek silence thinking of her lover. The
self-tortures which Olivia Marchmont inflicted

upon herself were so horrible to bear that she

turned, with a mad desire for relief, upon those

she had the power to torture. Day by day and
hour by hour she contrived to distress the gen-
tle girl, who had so long obeyed her, now by a

word, now by a look, but always with that subtle

power of aggravation which women possess in

such an eminent degree ;
until Mary March-

mont's life became a burden to her or would
have so become, but for that inexpressible hap-

piness, of which her tormentor could not deprive
her the joy she felt in her knowledge of Ed-
ward Arundel's love.

She was very careful to keep the secret of her

step-mother's altered manner from the young
soldier. Olivia was his cousin, and he had said

long ago that she was to love her. Heaven knows
she had tried to do so, and had failed most mis-

erably ;
but her belief in Olivia's goodness was

still unshaken. If Mrs. Marchmont was now ir-

ritable, capricious, and even cruel, there was
doubtless some good reason for the alteration in

her conduct, and it was Mary's duty to be patient.
The orphan girl had learned to suffer quietly
when the great affliction of her father's death
had fallen upon her

;
and she suffered so quiet-

ly now, that even her lover failed to perceive

any symptoms of her distress. How could she



66 JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY.

grieve him by telling him of her sorrows, when
his very presence brought such unutterable joy
to her ?

So, on the morning of the ball at Marchmont
Towers the first entertainment of the kind that

had been given in that grim Lincolnshire man-
sion since young Arthur Marchmont's untimely
death Mary sat in her room, with her old friend

Farmer Pollard's daughter who was now Mrs.

Mapleson, the wife of the most prosperous car-

penter in Kemberling. Hester had come up to

the Towers to pay a dutiful visit to her young
patroness ;

and upon this particular occasion

Olivia had not cared to prevent Mary and her

humble friend spending half an hour together.
Mrs. Marchmont roamed from room to room

upon this day, with a perpetual restlessness.

Edward Arundel was to dine at the Towers, and
was to sleep there after the ball. He was to drive

his uncle over from Swampington, as the Rector
had promised to show himself for an hour or two
at his daughter's entertainment. Mary had met
her step-mother several times that morning in

the corridors and on the staircase
;
but the widow

had passed her in silence, with a dark face, and
a shivering, almost abhorrent gesture.
The bright July day dragged itself out at last,

with hideous slowness for the desperate woman,
who could not find peace or rest in all those

splendid rooms, on all that grassy flat, dry and

burning under the blazing summer sun.
"

She
had wandered out upon the waste of barren turf,

with her head bared to the hot sky, and had loi-

tered here and there by the still pools, looking

gloomily at the black tideless water, and wonder-

ing what the agony of drowning was like. Not
that she had any thought of killing herself. No

;

the idea of death was horrible to her
;

for after

her death Edward and Mary would be happy.
Could she ever find rest in the grave knowing
this? Could there be any possible extinction

that would blot out her jealous fury? Surely
the fire of her hate it was no longer love, but

hate, that raged in her heart would defy an-

nihilation, eternal by reason of its intensity.
When the dinner-hour came, and Edward and
his uncle arrived at the Towers, Olivia March-
mont's pale face was lit up with eyes that flamed
like fire; but she took her accustomed place

very quietly, with her father opposite to her, and

Mary and Edward upon either side.

"I'm sure you're ill, Livy," the young man
said

;

' '

you're as pale as death, and your hand
is dry and burning. I'm afraid you've not been
obedient to the Swampington doctor."

Mrs. Marchmont shrugged her shoulders with

a short contemptuous laugh.
" I am well enough,

" she said. " Who cares

whether I am well or ill ?"

Her father looked up at her in mute surprise.
The bitterness of her tone startled and alarmed
him

;
but Mary never lifted her eyes. It was in

such a tone as this that her step-mother had

spoken constantly of late.

But two or three hours afterward, when the

flats before the house were silvered by the moon-

light, and the long ranges of windows glittered
with the lamps within, Mrs. Marchmont emefged
from her dressing-room another creature, as it

seemed.
Edward and his uncle were walking up and

down the great oaken banqueting-hall, which

had been decorated and fitted up as a ball-room
for the occasion, when Olivia crossed the wide
threshold of the chamber. The young officer

looked up with an involuntary expression of sur-

prise. In all his acquaintance with his
1

cousin
he had never seen her look thus. The gloomy,
black-robed woman was transformed into a Se-
miramis. She wore a voluminous dress of a

deep claret-colored velvet, that glowed with the
warm hues of rich wine in the lamplight. Her
massive hair was coiled in a knot at the back
of her head, and diamonds glittered amidst the

thick bands that framed her broad white brow.
Her stern classical beauty was lit up by the un-
wonted splendor of her dress, and asserted iv
self as obviously as if she had said, "Am I a
woman to be despised for the love of a pale-faced
child ?"

Mary Marchmont came into the room a few
minutes after her step-mother. Her lover ran
to welcome her, and looked fondly at her sim-

ple dress of shadowy white crape, and the pearl
circlet that crowned her soft brown hair. The

pearls she wore upon this night had been given
to her by her father on her fourteenth birthday.

Olivia watched the young man as he bent over

Mary Marchmont.
He wore his uniform to-night for the special

gratification of his young mistress, and he was

looking down with a tender smile at her child-

ish admiration of the bullion ornaments upon
his coat, and the decoration he had won in India.

The widow looked from the two lovers to an

antique glass upon an ebony bureau in a niche

opposite to her, which reflected her own face

her own face, more beautiful than she had ever

seen it before, with a feverish glow of vivid crim-

son lighting up her hollow cheeks.

"I might have been beautiful if he had loved

me," she thought; and then she turned to her

father, and began to talk to him of his parish-

ioners, the old pensioners upon her bounty, whose
little histories were so hatefully familiar to her.

Once more she made a feeble effort to tread the

old hackneyed pathway, which she had toiled

upon with such weary feet
;
but she could not

she could not. After a few minutes she turned

away abruptly from her father, and seated her-

self in a recess of the window, from which she

could see Edward and Mary.
But Mrs. Marchmont's duties as hostess soon

demanded her attention. The county families-

began to arrive, the sound of carriage-wheels
seemed perpetual upon the crjsp gravel-drire be-

fore the western front, the names of half the

great people in Lincolnshire were shouted by the

old servants in the hall. The band in the music-

gallery struck up a quadrille, and Edward Arun-
del led the youthful mistress of the mansion to

her place in the dance.

To Olivia that long night seemed all glare and
noise and confusion. She did the honors of the

ball-room, she received her guests, she meted

out due attention to all
;
for she had been ac-

customed from her earliest girlhood to the stereo-

typed round of country society. She neglected
no duty ;

but she did all mechanically, scarcely

knowing what she said or did in the feverish

tumult of her soiti.

Yet, amidst all the bewilderment of her senses,

in all the confusion of her thoughts, two figures

were always before her. Wherever Edward
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Arundel and Mary Marchmont went her eyes

followed them, her fevered imagination pursued
them. Once, and once only, in the course of

that long night, she spoke to her step-daughter.
" How often do you mean to dance with Cap-

tain Arundel, Miss Marchmont?" she said.

But before Mary could answer her step-mo-
ther had moved away upon the arm of a portly

country squire, and the girl was left in sorrow-

ful wonderment as to the reason of Mrs. March-

mont's angry tone.

Edward and Mary were standing in one of the

deep embayed windows of the banqueting-hall
when the dancers began to disperse, long after

supper. The girl had been very happy that

evening, in spite of her step-mother's bitter words

and disdainful glances. For almost the first

time in her life the young mistress of March-
mont Towers had felt the contagious influence

of other people's happiness. The brilliantly-

lighted ball-room, the splendid dresses of the

dancers, the joyous music, the low sound of sup-

pressed laughter, the bright faces which smiled

at each other upon every side, were as new as

any thing in fairy-land to this girl, whose narrow

life had been overshadowed by the gloomy figure
of her step-mother forever interposed between

her and the outer world. The young spirit arose

and shook off its fetters, fresh and radiant as tjie

butterfly that escapes from its chrysalis-shell.
The new light of happiness illumined the orphan's
delicate face, until Edward Arundel began to

wonder at her loveliness, as he had wondered
once before that night at the fiery splendor of

his cousin Olivia.

"I had no idea that Olivia was so handsome,
or you so pretty, my darling," he said, as he

stood with Mary in the embrasure of the win-

dow. "You look like Titania, the queen of the

fairies, Polly, with your cloudy draperies and
crown of pearls."
The window was open, and Captain Arundel

looked wistfully at the broad flagged quadran-
gle, beautified by the light of the full summer
moon. He glanced back into the room

;
it was

nearly empty now; and Mrs. Marchmont was

standing near the principal doorway, bidding
the last of her guests good-night.
"Come into the quadrangle, Polly," he said,

"and take a turn with me under the colonnade.

It was a cloister once, I dare say, in the good
old days, before Harry the Eighth was king;
and cowled monks have paced up and down un-
der its shadow, muttering mechanical prayers,
as the beads of their rosaries dropped slowly
through their shriveled old fingers. Come out
into the quadrangle, Polly; all the people we
know or care about are gone ;

and we'll go out
and walk in the moonlight, as true lovers ought."
The soldier led his young companion across

the threshold of the window, and out into a
cloister-like colonnade that ran along one side

of the house. The shadows of the Gothic pil-

lars were black upon the moonlit flags of the

quadrangle, which was as light now as in the

day; but a pleasant obscurity reigned in the
sheltered colonnade.

"I think this little bit of pre-Lutheran ma-

sonry is the best of all your possessions, Polly,"
the young man said, laughing. "By-and-by,
when I come home from India a general, as I

mean to do, Miss Marchmont, before I ask you

to become Mrs. Arundel, I shall stroll up and
down here in the still summer evenings smoking
my cheroots. You will let me smoke out of

doors, won't you, Polly ? But suppose I should

leave some of my limbs on the banks of the Sut-

lej, and come limping home to you with a wood-
en leg, would you have me then, Mary; or

would you dismiss me with ignominy from your
sweet presence, and shut the doors of your stony
mansion upon myself and my calamities? I'm

afraid, from your admiration of my gold epau-
lets and silk sash, that glory in the abstract

would have very little attraction for you."
Mary Marchmont looked up at her lover with

widely-opened and wondering eyes, and the clasp
of her hand tightened a little upon his arm.

"There is nothing that could ever happen to

you that would make me love you less noiv." she

said, naively. "I dare say at first I liked you
a little because you were handsome, and differ-

ent to every one else I had ever seen. You
were so very handsome, you know," she added,

apologetically; "but it was not because of that

only that 1 loved you ; I loved you because papa
told me you were good and generous, and his

true friend when he was in cruel need of a friend.

Yes, you were his friend at school, when your
cousin, Martin Mostyn, and the other pupils
sneered at him and ridiculed him. How can I

ever forget that, Edward? How can I ever love

you enough to repay you for that?" In the en-

thusiasm of her innocent devotion she lifted her

pure young brow, and the soldier bent down and
kissed that white throne of all virginal thoughts,
as the lovers stood side by side, half in the moon-

light, half in the shadow.
Olivia Marchmont came into the embrasure

of the open window, and took her place there to

watch them.
She came again to the torture. From the re-

motest end of the long banqueting-room she had
seen the two figures glide out into the moon-
light. She had seen them, and had gone on
with her courteous speeches, and had repeated
her formula of hospitality, with the fire in her
heart devouring and consuming her. She came
again, to watch and to listen, and to endure her

self-imposed agonies ,
as mad and foolish in her

fatal passion as some besotted wretch who should

come willingly to the wheel upon which his

limbs had been well-nigh broken, and supplicate
for a renewal of the torture. She stood rigid
and motionless in the shadow of the arched win-

dow, hiding herself, as she had hidden in the

dark cavernous recess by the river
;
she stood

and listened to all the childish babble of the lov-

ers as they loitered up and down the vaulted

cloister. How she despised them in the haugh-
ty superiority of an intellect which might have

planned a revolution or save* a sinking state !

What bitter scorn curled her lip as their foolish

talk fell upon her ear ! They talked like Flori-

zel and Perdita, like Romeo and Juliet, like Paul
and Virginia, and they talked a great deal of

nonsense, no doubt; soft, harmonious foolish-

ness, with little more meaning in it than there

is in the cooing of doves, but tender and musical,
and more than beautiful, to each other's ears. A
tigress, famished and desolate, and but lately
robbed of her whelps, would not be likely to list-

en very patiently to the communing of a pair of

prosperous ring-doves. Olivia Marchmont list-
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ened with her brain on fire, and the spirit of a

murderess raging in her breast. What was she

that she should be patient ? All the world was
lost to her. She was thirty years of age, and
she had never yet won the love of any human
being. She was thirty years of age, and all the

sublime world of affection was a dismal blank for

her. From the outer darkness in which she

stood she looked with wild and ignorant yearn-
ing into that bright region which her accursed

foot had never trodden, and saw Mary March-
mont wandering hand in hand with the only
man she could have loved, the only creature

who had ever had the power to awake the in-

stinct of womanhood in her soul.

She stood and waited until the clock in the

quadrangle struck the first quarter after three :

the moon was fading out, and the colder light
of early morning glimmered in the eastern sky.
"I mustn't keep you out here any longer,

Polly," Captain Arundel said, pausing near the

window. "It's getting cold, my dear, and it's

high time the mistress of Marchmont should re-

tire to her stony bower. Good-night, and God
bless' you, my darling ! I'll stop in the quadran-
gle and smoke a cheroot before I go to my room.
Your step-mamma will be wondering what has
become of you, Mary, and we shall have a lec-

ture upon the proprieties to-morrow; so, once

more, good-night."
He kissed the fair young brow under the cor-

onal of pearls, stopped to watch Mary while she
crossed the threshold of the open window, and
then strolled away into the flagged court with
his cigar-case in his hand.

Olivia Marchmont stood a few paces from
the window when her step-daughter entered the

room, and Mary paused involuntarily, terrified

v by the cruel aspect of the face that frowned upon
her: terrified by something that she had never
seen before the horrible darkness that over-

shadows the souls of the lost.
" Mamma !" the girl cried, clasping her hands

in sudden affright, "mamma! why do you look

at me like that ? Why have you been so changed
to me lately ? I can not tell you how unhappy
I have been. Mamma, mamma, what have I

done to offend you?"
Olivia Marchmont grasped the tremblinghands

uplifted entreatingly to her and held them in her

own held them as if in a vice. She stood thus,
with her step-daughter pinioned in her grasp,
and her eyes fixed upon the girl's face. Two
streams of lurid light seemed to emanate from
those dilated gray eyes; two spots of crimson
blazed in the widow's hollow cheeks.

''What have you done?" she cried. "Do
you think I have toiled for nothing to do the

duty which I promised my dead husband to per-
form for your sal* ? Has all my care of you
been so little, that I am to stand by now and be

silent, when I see what you are ? Do you think

that I am blind, or deaf, or besotted, that you
defy me and outrage me, day by day, and hour

by hour, by your conduct ?"

"Mamma, mamma, what do you mean?"
" Heaven knows how rigidly you have been

educated
;
how carefully you have been secluded

from all society, and sheltered from every influ-

ence, lest harm or danger should come to you.
I have done my duty, and I wash my hands of

you. The debasing taint of your mother's low

breeding reveals itself in your every action.
You run after my cousin Edward Arundel, and
advertise your admiration of him to himself, and
every creature who knows you. You fling your-
self into his arms, and offer him yourself and
your fortune

;
and in your low cunning try to

keep the 'secret from me, your protectress and
guardian, appointed by the dead father whom
you pretend to have loved so dearly."

Olivia Marchmont still held her step-daugh-
ter's wrists in her iron grasp. The girl stared

wildly at her with her eyes distended, her trem-

bling lips apart. She began to think that the
widow had gone mad.

"I blush for you, I am ashamed of you," cried

Olivia. It seemed as if the torrent of her words
burst forth almost in spite of herself. " There
is not a village-girl in Kemberling, there is not
a scullery-maid in this house, who would have
behaved as you have done. I have watched you,
Mary Marchmont, remember, and I know all.

I know your wanderings down by the river-side.

I heard you. Yes, by the Heaven above me, I
heard you offer yourself to my cousin."

Mary drew herself up with an indignant ges-

ture, and over the whiteness of her face there

swept a sudden glow of vivid crimson that faded
as quickly as it came. Her submissive ,nature
revolted against her step-mother's horrible tyr-

anny. The dignity of innocence arose and as-

serted itself against Olivia's shameful upbraiding.
"If I offered myself to Edward Arundel,

mamma," she said, "it was because we love

each other very truly, and because I think and
believe papa wished me to marry his old friend."

"Because we love each other very truly!"
Olivia echoed, in a tone of unmitigated scorn.

"You can answer for Captain Arundel's heart,
I suppose, then, as well as for your own ? You
must have a tolerably good opinion of yourself,
Miss Marchmont, to be able to venture so much.
Bah!" she cried, suddenly, with a disdainful

gesture of her head
;
"do you think your pitiful

face has won Edward Arundel ? Do you think

he has not had women fifty times your superior,
in every quality of mind and body, at his feet

out yonder in India ? Are you idiotic and be-

sotted enough to believe that it is any thing but

your fortune this man cares for? Do you know
the vile things people will do, the lies they will

tell, the base comedies of guilt and falsehood

they will act, for the love of eleven thousand a

year? Andyou think that he loves you! Child,

dupe, fool, are you weak enough to be deluded

by a fortune-hunter's pretty pastoral flatteries ?

Are you weak enough to be duped by a man of

the world, worn out and jaded, no doubt, as to

the world's pleasures ;
in debt, perhaps, and in

pressing need of money ;
who comes here to try

and redeem his fortunes by a marriage with a
semi-imbecile heiress?"

Olivia Marchmont released her hold of the

shrinking girl, who seemed to have become trans-

fixed to the spot upon which she stood, a pule
statue of horror and despair.
The iron will of the strong and resolute wo-

man rode rough-shod over the simple confidence

of the ignorant girl. Until this moment Mary
Marchmont had believed in Edward Arundel as

implicitly as she had trusted in her dead father.

But now, for the first time, a dreadful region
of doubt opened before her

;
the foundations of
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her world reeled beneath her feet. Edward
Arundel a fortune-hunter ! This woman, whom
she had obeyed for five weary years, and who
had acquired that ascendency over her which a

determined and vigorous nature must always
exercise over a morbidly sensitive disposition,

told her that she had been deluded. This wo-

man laughed aloud in bitter scorn of her creduli-

ty. This woman, who could have no possible

motive for torturing her, and who was known to

be scrupulously conscientious in all her dealings,

told her, as plainly as the most cruel words could

tell a cruel truth, that her own charms could not

have won Edward Arundel's affection.

All the beautiful day-dreams of her life melt-

ed away from her. She had never questioned
herself as to her worthiness of her lover's devo-

tion. She had accepted it as she accepted the

sunshine and the starlight, as something beauti-

ful and incomprehensible, that came to her by
the beneficence of God, and not through any
merits of her own. But as the fabric of her

happiness dwindled away, the fatal spell exer-

cised over the girl's weak nature by Olivia's vio-

lent words evoked a hundred doubts. How
should he love her? why should he love her in

preference to every other woman in the world ?

Set any woman to ask herself this question, and

you fill her mind with a thousand suspicions, a
thousand jealous doubts of her lover, though he
were the truest and noblest in the universe.

Olivia Marchmont stood a few paces from her

step
- daughter, watching her while the black

shadow of doubt blotted every joy from her

heart, and utter despair crept slowly into her in-

nocent breast. The widow expected that the

girl's self-esteem would assert itself; that she

would contradict and defy the traducer of her

lover's truth
;
but it was not so. When Mary

spoke again her voice was low and subdued,
her manner as submissive as it had been two or

three years before, when she had stood before

her step-mother, waiting to repeat some difficult

lesson.
" I dare say you are right, mamma," she said,

in a low dreamy tone, looking, not at her step-

mother, but straight before her into vacancy, as

if her tearless eyes were transfixed by the vision

of all her shattered hopes, filling with wreck and
ruin the desolate fore-ground of a blank future.

"I dare say you are right, mamma; it was

very foolish of me to think that Edward that

Captain Arundel could care for me, for for my
own sake; but if if he wants my fortune, I

should wish him to have it. The money will

never be any good to me, you know, mamma ;

and he was so kind to papa in his poverty so

kind. I will never, never believe any thing
against him ;

but I couldn't expect him to love

me. I shouldn't have offered to be his wife. I

ought only to have offered him my fortune."
She heard her lover's footstep in the quad-

rangle without, in the stillness of the summer
morning, and shivered at the sound. It was
less than a quarter of an hour since she had
been walking with him. up and down the clois-

tered way, in which his footsteps were echoing
with a hollow sound

;
and now Even in the

confusion of her anguish Mary Marchmont could
not help wondering, as she thought in how short
a time the happiness of a future might be swept
away into chaos.

"Good-night, mamma," she said, presently,
with an accent of weariness. She did not look

at her step-mother, who had turned away from
her now, and had walked toward the open win-

dow, but stole quietly from the room, crossed

the hall, and went up the broad staircase to her
own lonely chamber. Heiress though she was,
she had no special attendant of her own

;
she

had the privilege of summoning Olivia's maid
whenever she had need of assistance; but she

retained the simple habits of her early life, and

very rarely troubled Mrs. Marchmont's grim and

elderly Abigail.
Olivia stood looking out into the stony quad-

rangle. It was broad daylight now
;
the cocks

were crowing in the distance, and a sky-lark

singing somewhere in the blue heaven, high up
above Marchmont Towers. The faded garlands
in the banqueting-room looked wan in the morn-

ing sunshine; the lamps were burning still, for

the servants waited until Mrs. Marchmont
should have retired before they entered the

room. Edward Arundel was walking up and
down the cloister, smoking his second cigar.
He stopped presently, seeing his cousin at the

window.

"What, Livy," he cried, "not gone to bed

yet ?"

"No; I am going directly."
"
Mary has gone, I hope ?"

"Yes; she has gone. Good-night."
"
Good-morning, my dear Mrs. Marchmont,"

the young man answered, laughing. "If the

partridges were in I should be going out shoot-

ing this lovely morning, instead of going igno-

miniously to bed, like a worn-out reveler who
has drunk too much sparkling hock. I like the

still best, by-the-by the Johannisberger, that

poorJohn's predecessor imported from the Rhine.
But I suppose there is no help for it, and I must

go to bed in the face of all that eastern glory.
I should be mounting for a gallop on the race-

course if I were in Calcutta. But I'll go to bed,
Mrs. Marchmont, and humbly await your break-

fast-hour. They're stacking the new' hay in the

meadows beyond the park. Don't you smell it ?"

Olivia shrugged her shoulders with an impa-
tient frown. Good Heavens! how frivolous and
senseless this man's talk seemed to her! She
was plunging her soul into an abyss of sin and
ruin for his sake ; and she hated him, and re-

belled against him, because he was so little wor-

thy of the sacrifice.

"Good-morning," she said, abruptly.
" I'm

tired to death."

She moved away and left him.
Five minutes afterward he went up the great

oak staircase after her, whistling a serenade

from Fra Dlavolo as he went. He was one of

those people to whom life seems all holiday.

Younger son though he was, he had never known

any of the pitfalls of debt and difficulty into

which the junior members of rich families are so

apt to plunge headlong in early youth, and from
which they emerge, enfeebled and crippled, to

endure an after-life embittered by all the shabby
miseries which wait upon aristocratic pauper-
ism. Brave, honorable, and simple-minded,
Edward Arundel had fought the battle of life

like a good soldier, and had carried a stainless

shield where the fight was thickest, and victory
hard to win. His sunshiny nature won him
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friends, and his better qualities kept them.

Young men trusted and respected him, and old

men, gray in the service of their country, spoke
well of him. His handsome face was a pleas-
ant decoration at any festival

;
his kindly voice

and hearty laugh at a dinner-table were as good
as the music in the gallery at the end of a ban-

queting-chamber.
He had that freshness of spirit which is the

peculiar gift of some natures
;
and he had as

yet never known sorrow, except, indeed, such
tender and compassionate sympathy as he had
often felt for the calamities of others.

Olivia Marchmont heard her cousin's cheery
tenor voice as he passed her chamber. "How
happy he is!" she thought. "His very happi-
ness is one insult the more to me. ''

The widow paced up and down her room in

the morning sunshine, thinking of the things
she had said in the banqueting-hall below, and
of her step-daughter's white despairing face.

What had she done ? What was the extent of

the sin she had committed ? Olivia March-
mont asked herself these two questions. The
old habit of self-examination \vas not quite
abandoned yet. She sinned, and then set her-

self to work to try and justify her sin.

"How should he love her!" she thought.
"What is there in her pale, unmeaning face that

should win the love of a man who despises me?''

She stopped before a cheval-glass, and sur-

veyed herself from head to foot, frowning an-

grily at her handsome image, hating herself for

her despised beauty. Her white shoulders looked

like stainless marble against the rich ruby dark-

ness of her velvet dress. She had snatched the

diamond ornaments from her head, and her

long black hair fell about her bosom in thick

waveless tresses.
" I am handsomer than she is, and cleverer

;

and I love him better, ten thousand times, than
she loves him," Olivia Marchmont thought, as

she turned contemptuously from the glass.
" Is

it likely, then, that he cares for any thing but

her fortune? Any other woman in the world
would have argued as I argued to-night. Any
woman would have believed that she did her

duty in warning this besotted girl against her

folly. What do I know of Edward Arundel
that should lead me to think him better or no-

bler than other men? and how many men sell

themselves for the love of a woman's wealth !

Perhaps good may come of my mad folly,

after all
;
and I may have saved this girl from

a life of misery by the words I have spoken to-

night."
The devils forever lying in wait for this wo-

man, whose gloomy pride rendered her in some
manner akin to themselves may have laughed
at her as she argued thus with herself.

She lay down at last to sleep, worn out by
the excitement of the long night, and to dream
horrible dreams. The servants, with the excep-
tion of one who rose betimes to open the great

house, slept long after the unwonted festival.

Edward Arundel slumbered as heavily as any
member of that wearied household; and thus

it was that there was no one in the way to see

a shrinking, trembling figure creep down the

sunlit staircase, and steal across the threshold
of the wide hall-door.

There was no one to see Mary Marchmont's

silent flight from the gaunt Lincolnshire man-
sion, in which she had known so little real hap-
piness. There was no one to comfort the sor-

row-stricken girl in her despair and desolation
of spirit. She crept away, like some escaped
prisoner, in the early morning, from the house
which the law called her own.
And the hand of the woman whom John

Marchmont had chosen to be his daughter's
friend and counselor was the hand which drove
that daughter from the shelter of her home.
The voice of her whom the weak father had
trusted in, fearful to confide his child into the
hands of God, but blindly confident in his own
judgment, was the voice which had uttered the

lying words, whose every syllable had been as
a separate dagger thrust in the orphan girl's

lacerated heart. It was her father her father

who had placed this woman over her, and had
entailed upon her the awful agony that drove
her out into an unknown world, careless whith-
er she went in her despair.

CHAPTER XV.

MARY'S LETTEK.

IT was past twelve o'clock when Edward
Arundel strolled into the dining-room. The
windows were open, and the scent of the mign-
onnette upon the terrace was blown in upon the

warm summer breeze.

Mrs. Marchmont was sitting at one end of the

long table, reading a newspaper. She looked

up as Edward entered the room. She was pale,
but not much paler than usual. The feverish

light had faded out of her eyes, and they looked
dim and heavy.

"Good-morning, Livy," the young man said.

"Mary is not up yet, I suppose ?"

"I believe not."

"Poor little girl! A long rest will do her

good after her first ball. How pretty and fairy-
like she looked in her white gauze dress, and
with that circlet of pearls round her soft brown
hair! Your taste, I suppose, Olivia? She
looked like a snow-drop among all the other

gaudy flowers the roses and tiger-lilies, and

peonies and dahlias. That eldest Miss Hick-
man is handsome, but she's so terribly conscious

of her attractions. That little girl from Swamp-
ington with the black ringlets is rather pretty,
and Laura Filmer is a jolly, dashing girl ;

she

looks you full in the face, and talks to you
about hunting with as much gusto as an old

whipper-in. I don't think much of MajorHaw-

ley's three tall, sandy-haired daughters; but

Fred Hawley's a capital fellow
;

it's a pity he's a

civilian. In short, my dear Olivia, take it alto-

gether, I think your ball was a success, and I hope

you'll give us another in the hunting-season."
Mrs. Marchmont did not condescend to reply

to her cousin's meaningless rattle. She sighed

wearily, and began to fill the tea-pot from the

old-fashioned silver urn. Edward loitered in

one of the windows, whistling to a peacock that

was stalking solemnly backward and forward

upon the stone balustrade.

"I should like to drive you and Mary down
to the sea-shore, Livy, after breakfast. Will

you go ?"
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Mrs. Marchmont shook her head.

"I am a great deal too tired to think of go-

ing out to-day," she said, ungraciously.
"And I never felt fresher in my life," the

young man responded, laughing;
" last night's

festivities seem to have revivified me. I wish

Mary would come down," he added, with a

yawn; "I could give her another lesson in bill-

iards, at any rate. Poor little girl, I am afraid

she'll never make a cannon."

Captain Arundel sat down to his breakfast,

and drank the cup of tea poured out for him by
Olivia. Had she been a sinful woman of an-

other type, she would have put arsenic into the

cup perhaps, and so have made an end of the

young officer and of her own folly. As it was,

she only sat by, with her own untasted break-

fast before her, and watched him while he ate

a plateful of raised pie, and drank his cup of

tea, with the healthy appetite which generally

accompanies youth and a good conscience. He
sprang up from the table directly he had fin-

ished his meal, and cried out, impatiently,
" What can make Mary so lazy this morning ?

she is usually such an early riser."

Mrs. Marchmont rose as her cousin said this,

and a vague feeling of uneasiness took possession
of her mind. She remembered the white face

which had blanched beneath the angry glare of

her eyes, the blank look of despair that had
. come over Mary's countenance a few hours be-

fore.

"I will go and call her myself," she said.
" N no

;
I'll send Barbara." She did not wait

to ring the bell, but went into the hall and
called sharply, "Barbara! Barbara!"
A woman came out of a passage leading to

the housekeeper's room, in answer to Mrs.

Marchmont's call
;

a woman of about fifty

years of age, dressed in gray stuif, and with a

grave inscrutable face, a wooden countenance
that gave no token of its owner's character.

Barbara Simmons might have been the best or

the worst of women, a Mrs. Fry or a Mrs.

Brownrigg, for any evidence her face afforded

against either hypothesis.
"I want you to go up stairs, Barbara, and

call Miss Marchmont," Olivia said. "
Captain

Arundel and I have finished breakfast."

The woman obeyed, and Mrs. Marchmont re-

turned to the dining-room, where Edward was

trying to amuse himself with the Times of the

previous day.
Ten minutes afterward Barbara Simmons

came into the room carrying a letter on a silver

waiter. Had the document been a death-war-

rant, or a telegraphic announcement of the

landing of the French at Dover, the well-trained

servant would have placed it upon a salver be-

fore presenting it to her mistress.
" Miss Marchmont is not in her room, ma'am,"

she said; "the bed has not been slept on
;
and

I found this letter, addressed to Captain Arun-
del, upon the table."

Olivia's face grew livid
;
a horrible dread

rushed into her mind. Edward snatched the

letter which the servant held toward him.
"
Mary not in her room ! What, in Heaven's

name, can it mean ?" he cried.

He tore open the letter. The writing was
not easily decipherable for the tears which the

orphan girl had shed over it :

" MY OWN DEAR EDWARD, -7-1 hava loved you
so dearly and so foolishly, and you have been
so kind to me, that I have quite forgotten how

unworthy I am of your affection. But I am
forgetful no longer. Something has happened
which has opened my eyes to my own folly I

know now that you did not love me
;
that I had

no claim to your love
;
no charms or attractions

such as so many other women possess, and for

which you might have loved me. I know this

now, dear Edward, and that all my happiness
has been a foolish dream; but do not think that

I blame any but myself for what has happened.
Take my fortune : long ago, when I was a little

girl, I asked my father to let me share it with

you. I ask you now to take it all, dear friend
;

and I go away forever from a house in which I

have learnt how little happiness riches can give.

Do not be unhappy about me. I shall pray for

you always always remembering your goodness
to my dead father

; always looking back to the

day upon which you came to see us in our poor
lodging. I am very ignorant of all worldly busi-

ness, but I hope the law will let me give you
Marchmont Towers and all my fortune, what-
ever it may be. Let Mr. Paulette see this lat-

ter part of my letter, and let him fully under-

stand that I abandon all my rights to you from
this day. Good-by, dear friend

;
think of me

sometimes, but never think of me sorrowfully.
u MARY MARCHMONT."

This was all. This was the letter which the
heart-broken girl had written to her lover. It

was in no manner different from the letter she

might have written to him nine years before in

Oakley Street. It was as childish in its igno-
rance and inexperience ;

as womanly in its ten-

der self-abnegation.
. Edward Arundel stared at the simple lines

like a man in a dream, doubtful of his own
identity, doubtful of the reality of the world
about him, in his hopeless wonderment. He
read the letter line by line again and again, first

in dull stupefaction and muttering the words

mechanically as he read them, with the full

light of their meaning dawning gradually upon
him.
Her fortune ! He had never loved her ! She

had discovered her own folly ! What did it all

mean ? What was the clew to the mystery of

this letter, which had stunned and bewildered

him, until the very power of reflection seemed
lost? The dawning of that day had seen their

parting, and the innocent face had been lifted

to his, beaming with love and trust. And
now ? The letter dropped from his hand, and
fluttered slowly to the ground. Olivia March-
mont stooped to pick it up. Her movement
aroused the young man from his stupor, and in

that moment he caught the sight of his cousin's

livid face.

He started as if a thunder-bolt had burst at

his feet. An idea, sudden as some inspired

revelation, rushed into his mind.
"Bead that letter, Olivia Marchmont!" he

said.

The woman obeyed. Slowly and deliber-

ately she read the childish epistle which Mary
had* written to her lover. In every line, in ev-

ery word, the widow saw the effect of her own
deadly work

;
she saw how deeply the poison,
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dropped from her own envenomed tongue, had

sunk into the innocent heart of the girl.

Edward Arundel watched her with flaming

eyes. His tall soldierly frame trembled in the

intensity of his passion. He followed his cous-

in's eyes along the lines in Mary Marchmont's

letter, waiting till she should come to the end.

Then the tumultuous storm of indignation burst

forth, until Olivia cowered beneath the light-

ning of her cousin's glance.
Was this the man she had called frivo-

lous ? Was this the boyish, red-coated dandy
she had despised ? Was this the curled and

perfumed representative of swelldom, whose
talk never soared to higher flights than the de-

scription of a day's snipe - shooting, or a run
with the Burleigh fox -hounds? The wicked
woman's eyelids drooped over her averted eyes ;

she turned away, shrinking from this fearless

accuser.

"This mischief is some of your work, Olivia

Marchmont!" Edward Arundel cried. "It is

you who have slandered and traduced me to my
dead friend's daughter! Who else would dare
accuse a Dangerfield Arundel of baseness ? who
else would be vile enough to call my father's

son a liar and a traitor ? It is you who have

whispered shameful insinuations into this poor
child's innocent ear ! I scarcely need the con-
firmation of your ghastly face to tell me this.

It is you who have driven Mary Marchmont
from the home in which you should have shel-

tered and protected her! You envied her, I

suppose envied her the thousands which might
have ministered to your wicked pride and ambi-
tion

;
the pride which has always held you aloof

from those who might have loved you ;
the ambi-

tion that has made you a soured and discontent-

ed woman, whose gloomy face repels all natural

affection. You envied the gentle girl whom
your dead husband committed to your care, and
who should have been most sacred to you. You
envied her, and seized the first occasion upon
which you might stab her to the very core of

her tender heart. What other motive could you
have had for doing this deadly wrong ? None,
so help me Heaven !"

No other motive ! Olivia Marchmont dropped
down in a heap on the ground near her cousin's

feet
;
not kneeling, but groveling upon the car-

peted floor, with her hands twisted one in the

other, and writhing convulsively, and with her
head falling forward on her breast. She uttered

no syllable of self-justification or denial. The

pitiless words rained down upon her provoked
no reply. But in the depths of her heart sound-
ed the echo of Edward Arundel's words : "The
pride which has always held you aloof from
those who might have loved you; ... a dis-

contented woman, whose gloomy face repels all

natural affection."

"O God!" she thought, "he might have
loved me, then ! He might have loved me, if I

could have locked my anguish in my own heart,
and smiled at him and flattered him !"

And then an icy indifference took possession
of her. What did it matter that Edward Arun-
del repudiated and hated her ? He had never
loved her. His careless friendliness had made
as wide a gulf between thein as his bitterest

hate could ever make. Perhaps, indeed, his

new-born hate would be nearer to love than

his indifference had been, for at least he would
think of her now, if he thought ever so bit-

terly.
^" Listen to me, Olivia Marchmont, the young

man said, while the woman still crouched upon
the ground near his feet, self-confessed in the
abandonment of her despair.

" Wherever this

girl may have gone, driven hence by your wick-

edness, I will follow her. My answer to the
lie you have insinuated against me shall be my
immediate marriage with my old friend's orphan
child. He knew me well enough to know how
far I was above the baseness of a fortune-hunter,
and he wished that I should be his daughter's
husband. I should be a coward and a fool were
I to be for one moment influenced by such a
slander as that which you have whispered in

Mary Marchmont's ear. It is not the indi-

vidual only whom you traduce. You slander
the cloth I wear, the family to which I belong ;

and my best justification will be the contempt
in which I hold your infamous insinuations.

When you hear that I have squandered Mary
Marchmont's fortune, or cheated the children I

pray God she may live to bear me, it will be
time enough for you to tell the world that your
kinsman, Edward Dangerfield Arundel, is a
swindler and a traitor."

He strode out into the hall, leaving his cousin
on the ground; and she heard his voice outside

the dining-room door making inquiries of the
servants.

They could tell him nothing of Mary's flight.

Her bed had not been slept in
; nobody had

seen her leave the house
;

it was most likely,

therefore, that she had stolen away very early,
before the servants were astir.

Where had she gone? Edward Arundel's
heart beat wildly as he asked himself that

question. He remembered how often he had
heard of women, as young and innocent as

Mary Marchmont, who had rushed to destroy
themselves in a tumult of agony and despair.
How easily this poor child, who believed that

the dream of happiness was forever broken,

might have crept down through the gloomy
wood to the edge of the sluggish river to drop
into the weedy stream and, hide her sorrow un-
der the quiet water ! He could fancy her, a new
Ophelia, pale and pure as the Danish prince's

slighted love, floating past the weird branches
of the willows, borne up for a while by the cur-

rent, to sink in silence among the shadows far-

ther down the stream.

He thought of these things in one moment,
and in the next dismissed the thought. Mary's
letter breathed the spirit of gentle resignation
rather than of wild despair. "I shall always

pray for you ;
I shall always remember you,'*

she had written. Her lover remembered how
much sorrow the orphan girl had endured in her

brief life. He looked back to her childish days
of poverty and self-denial

;
her early loss of her

mother
;
her grief at her father's second mar-

riage ;
the shock of that beloved father's death.

Her sorrows had followed each other in gloomy
succession, with only narrow intervals of peace
between each new agony. She was accustomed,

therefore, to grief. It is the soul untutored by
affliction, the rebellious heart that has never

known calamity, which becomes mad and des-

perate, and breaks under the first blow. Mary
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Marchmont had learned the habit of endurance

in the hard school of sorrow.

Edward Arundel walked out upon the terrace,

and re-read the missing girl's letter. He was

calmer now, and able to face the situation with

all its -difficulties and perplexities. He was

losing time, perhaps, in stopping to deliberate
;

but it was no use to rush off in reckless haste,

undetermined in which direction he should seek

for the lost mistress of Marchmont Towers.

One of the grooms was busy in the stables sad-

dling Captain Arundel's horse, and in the mean
time the young man went out alone upon the

sunny terrace to deliberate upon Mary's letter.

Complete resignation was expressed in every
line of that childish epistle. The heiress spoke
most decisively as to her abandonment of her for-

tune and her home. It was clear, then, that she

meant to leave Lincolnshire
;

for she would
know that immediate steps would be taken to

discover her hiding-place, and bring her back to

Marchmont Towers.

Where was she likely to go in her inexperi-
ence of the outer world? where but to those

humble relations of her dead mother's, of whom
her father had spoken in his letter to Edward
Arundel, and with whom the young man knew
she had kept up an occasional correspondence,
sending them many little gifts out of her pocket-

money. These people were small tenant-farm-

ers at a place called Marlingford, in Berkshire.

Edward knew their name arid the name of the

farm.

"I'll make inquiries at the Kemberling sta-

tion to begin with," he thought. "There's a

through train from the north that stops at Kem-
berling at a little before six. My poor darling

may have easily caught that, if she left the

house at five."

Captain Arundel went back into the hall and
summoned Barbara Simmons. The woman re-

plied with rather a sulky air to his numerous

questions ;
but she told him that Miss March-

mont had left her ball dress upon the bed, and
had put on a gray cashmere dress trimmed with

black ribbon, which she had worn as half-

mourning for her father
;
a black straw bonnet,

with a crape veil, and a silk mantle trimmed
with crape. She had taken with her a small

carpet-bag, some linen for the linen drawer of

her wardrobe was open, and the things scattered

confusedly about and the little morocco case

in which she kept her pearl ornaments, and the

diamond ring left her by her father.

"Had she any money?" Edward asked.

"Yes, Sir; she was never without money.
She spent a good deal among the poor people
she visited with my mistress

;
but I dare say she

may have had between ten and twenty pounds
in her purse."
"She will go to Berkshire," Edward Arun-

del thought : "the idea of going to her humble
friends would be the first to present itself to her

mind. She will go to her dead mother's sister,

and give her all her jewels, and ask for shelter

in the quiet farm-house. She will act like one
of the heroines in the old-fashioned novels she

used to read in Oakley Street, the simple-mind-
ed damsels of those innocent story-books, who
think nothing of resigning a castle and a coro-

net, and going out into the world to work f#r

their daily bread in a white satin gown, and

with a string of pearls to bind their disheveled
locks."

Captain Arundel's horse was brought round
to the terrace-steps, as he stood with Mary's let-

ter in his hand, waiting to rush away to the res-

cue of his sorrowful love.

"Tell Mrs. Marchmont that I shall not return
to the Towers till I bring her step-daughter
with me,

" he said to the groom ;
and then,

without stopping to utter another word, he
shook the rein on his horse's neck, and galloped
away along the graveled drive leading to the

great iron gates of Marchmont Towers.
Olivia heard his message, which had been

spoken in a clear loud voice, like some knightly
defiance, sounding trumpet-like at a castle-gate.
She stood in one of the windows of the dining-

room, hidden by the faded velvet curtain, and
watched her cousin ride away, brave and hand-
some as any knight-errant of the chivalrous past,
and as true as Bayard himself.

CHAPTER XVI.

A NEW PROTECTOR.

CAPTAIN ARUNDEL'S inquiries at the Kember-

ling station resulted in an immediate success.

A young lady a young woman the railway of-

ficial called her dressed in black, wearing a

crape veil over her face, and carrying a small

carpet-bag in her hand, had taken a second-
class ticket for London by the 5.50, a parlia-

mentary train, which stopped at almost every
station on the line, and reached Euston Square
at half past twelve.

Edward looked at his watch. It was ten

minutes to two o'clock. The express did not

stop at Kemberling; but he would be able to

catch it at Swampington at a quarter past three.

Even then, however, he could scarcely hope to

get to Berkshire that night.
' ' My darling girl will not discover how fool-

ish her doubts have been until to-morrow," he

thought. "Silly child! has my love so little

the aspect of truth that she can doubt me?"
He sprang on his horse again, flung a shilling

to the railway porter who had held the bridle,
and rode away along the Swampington road.

The clocks in the gray old Norman turrets were

striking three as the young man crossed the

bridge, and paid his toll at the little toll-house

by tne stone archway.
The streets were as lonely as usual in the hot

July afternoon
;
and the long line of sea beyond

the dreary marshes was blue in the sunshine.

Captain Arundel passed the two churches, and
the low-roofed rectory, and rode away to the

outskirts of the town, where the station glared
in all the brilliancy of new red bricks, and daz-

zling stuccoed chimneys, athwart a desert of

waste ground.
The express train came tearing up to the quiet

platform two minutes after Edward had taken
his ticket

;
and in another minute the clanging

bell pealed out its discordant signal, and the

young man was borne, with a shriek and a

whistle, away upon the first stage of his search
for Mary Marchmont.

It was nearly seven o'clock when he reached
Euston Square; and he only got to the Pad-
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dington station in time to bear that the last

train for Marlingford had just started. There

was no possibility of his reaching the little Berk-

shire village that night. No mail train stopped
within a reasonable distance of the obscure sta-

tion. There was no help for it therefore. Cap-
tain Arundel had nothing to do but to wait for

the next morning.
He walked slowly away from the station, very

much disheartened by this discovery.
"I'd better sleep at some hotel up this way,"

he thought, as he strolled listlessly in the direc-

tion of- Oxford Street, "so as to be on the spot
to catch the first train to-morrow morning.
What am I to do with myself all this night,

racked with uncertainty about Mary?"
He remembered that one of his brother offi-

cers was staying at the hotel in Covent Garden
where Edward himself stopped, when business

detained him in London for a day or two.
" Shall I go and see Lucas?" Captain Arun-

del thought. "He's a good fellow, and won't

bore me .with a lot of questions, if he sees I've

something on my mind. There may be some
letters for me at E 's. Poor little Polly !"

He could never think of her without some-

thing of that pitiful tenderness which he might
have felt for a young and helpless child, whom
it was his duty and privilege to protect and suc-

cor. It may be that there was little of the lov-

er's fiery enthusiasm .mingled with the purer
and more tender feelings with which Edward
Arundel regarded his dead friend's orphan
daughter ;

but in place of this there was a chiv-

alrous devotion, such as woman rarely wins in

these degenerate modern days.
The young soldier walked through the lamp-

lit western streets thinking of the missing girl,

now assuring himself that his instinct had not

deceived him, and that Mary must have gone
straight to the Berkshire farmer's house, and in

the next moment seized with a sudden terror

that it might be otherwise : the helpless girl

might have gone out into a world of which she

was as ignorant as a child, determined to hide

herself from all who had ever known her. If it

should be thus : if, on going down to Marling-

ford, he obtained no tidings of his friend's

daughter, what was he to do
;
where was he to

look for her next ?

He would put advertisements in the papers,

calling upon his betrothed to trust him and re-

turn to him. Perhaps Mary Marchmont was
of all people in this world the least likely to

look into a newspaper ;
but at least it would be

doing something to do this, and Edward Arun-
del determined upon going straight off to Print-

ing-House Square to draw up an appeal to the

missing girl.

It was past ten o'clock when Captain Arundel
came to this determination, and he had reached

the neighborhood of Covent Garden an 1 of the

theatres. The staring play-bills adorned almost

every threshold, and fluttered against every

door-post; and the young soldier, going into a

tobacconist's to fill his cigar-case, stared ab-

stractedly at a gaudy blue-and-red announce-
ment of 'the last dramatic attraction to be seen
at Drury Lane. It was scarcely strange that

the Captain's thoughts wandered back to his

boyhood, that shadowy time, far away behind
his later days of Indian warfare and glory, and

that he remembered the December night upon
which he had sat with his cousin in a box at the

great patent theatre, watching the consumptive
supernumerary struggling under the weight of
his banner. From the box at Drury Lane to
the next morning's breakfast in Oakley Street
was but a natural transition of thought; but
with that recollection of the humble Lambeth
lodging, with the picture of a little girl in a

pinafore sitting demurely at her father's table,
and meekly waiting on his guest, an idea Hashed
across Edward Arundel's mind, and brought the
hot "blood into his face.

What if Mary had gone to Oakley Street?
Was not this even more likely than that she
should seek refuge with her kinsfolk in Berk-
shire ? She had lived in the Lambeth lodging
for years, and had only left that plebeian shel-

ter for the grandeur of Marchmont Towers.
What more natural than that she should go
back to the familiar habitation, dear to her by
reason of a thousand associations with her dead
father? What more likely than that she should
turn instinctively, in the hour of her desolation,
to the humble friends whom she had known in

her childhood?
Edward Arundel was almost too impatient to

wait while the smart young damsel behind the

tobacconist's counter handed him change for the

half sovereign which he had just tendered her.

He darted out into the street, and shouted vio-

lently to the driver of a passing hansom there

are always loitering hansoms in the neighbor-
hood of Covent Garden who was, after the man-
ner of his kind, looking on any side rather than
that upon which Providence had sent him a fare.

"Oakley Street, Lambeth," the young man
cried. "Double fare if you get there in ten

minutes."

The tall, raw-boned horse rattled off at that

peculiar pace common to his species, making as

much noise upon the pavement as if he had
been winning a metropolitan Derby, and at

about twenty minutes past nine drew up, smok-

ing and panting, before the dimly-lighted win-
dow of the Ladies' Wardrobe, where a couple
of flaring tallow-candles illuminated the splen-
dor of a fore-ground of dirty artificial flowers,

frayed satin shoes, and tarnished gilt combs; a
middle distance of blue gauzy tissue, embroid-
ered with beetles' wings ;

and a back-ground of

greasy black satin. Edward Arundel flung

back^the doors o'f the hansom with a bang, and

leaped out upon the pavement. The proprie-
tress of the Ladies' Wardrobe was lolling against
the door-post, refreshing herself with the soft

evening breezes from the roads of Westminster
and Waterloo, and talking to a neighbor.

"Bless her pore innercent 'art!" the woman
was saying ;

"she's cried herself to sleep at last.

But you never heard any think so pitiful as she

talked to me at fust, sweet love ! and the very

picture of my own poor Eliza Jane, as she

looked. You might have said it was Eliza

Jane come back to life, only paler and more

sickly like, and not that beautiful fresh color,

and ringlets curled all round in a crop, as Eliza

Ja "

Edward Arundel burst in upon the good wo-

man's talk, which rambled on in an unintermit-

tj^ng stream, unbroken by much punctuation.
" Miss Marchmont is here," he said

;
"I know
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she is. Thank God, thank God ! Let me see

her, please, directly. I am Captain Arundel,
her father's friend, and her affianced husband.

You remember me, perhaps ? I came here nine

years ago to breakfast, one December morning.
I can recollect you perfectly, and I know that

you \vere always good to my poor friend's daugh-
ter. To think that I should find her here ! You
shall be well rewarded for your kindness to her.

But take me to her
; pray take me to her at

once !"

The proprietress of the wardrobe snatched up
one of the candles that guttered in a brass Hat-

candlestick upon the counter, and led the way
up the narrow staircase. She was a good lazy
creature, and she was so completely borne down

by Edward's excitement, that she could only
mutter disjointed sentences, to the effect that

the gentleman had brought her heart into her

mouth, and that her legs felt all of a jelly, and
that her poor knees was a'most giving way under

her, and other incoherent statements concerning
the physical effect of the mental shocks she had
that day received.

She opened the door of that shabby sitting-
room upon the first-floor, in which the crippled
eagle brooded over the convex mirror, and stood

aside upon the threshold while Captain Arundel
entered the room. A tallow-candle was burning
dimly upon the table, and a girlish form lay

upon the narrow horse-hair sofa, shrouded by a
woolen shawl.

"She went to sleep about half an hour ago,

Sir," the woman said; "and she cried herself

to sleep, pore lamb, I think. I made her some
tea, and got her a few creases and a French roll,

with a bit of best fresh
;
but she wouldn't touch

nothin', or only a few spoonfuls of the tea, just
to please me. What is it that's drove her away
from her 'ome, Sir, and such a good 'ome, too ?

She showed me a diamond ring as her pore par
give her in his will. He left me twenty pound,
pore gentleman which he always acted like a

gentleman bred and born
;
and Mr. Pollit, the

lawyer, sent his clerk along with it and his com-

pliments though I'm sure I never looked for

nothink, havin1

always had my rent faithful to

the very minute
;
and Miss Mary used to bring

it down to me so pretty, and "

But the whispering had grown louder by this

time, and Mary Marchmont awoke from her

feverish sleep, and lifted her weary head from
the hard horse-hair.pillow and looked about her,
half forgetful of where she was, and of what had

happened within the last eighteen hours of her
life. The soft brown eyes wandered here and

there, doubtful as to the reality of what they
looked upon, until the girl saw her lover's fig-

ure, tall and splendid in the humble apartment,
a tender half-reproachful smile upon his face,
and his handsome blue eyes beaming with love

and truth. She sawj^im, and a faint shriek
broke from her tremulous lips as she tottered a
few paces forward and fell upon his breast.

"You love me, then, Edward," she cried;
"
you do love me !"
"
Yes, my darling, as truly and tenderly as

ever woman was loved upon this earth."

And then the soldier sat down upon the hard

bristly sofa, and with Mary's head still resting

upon his breast, and his strong hand straying

among her disordered hair, he reproached her

for her foolishness, and comforted and soothed

her; while the proprietress of the apartment
stood, with the brass candlestick in her hand,
watching the- young lovers and weeping over

their sorrows, as if she had been witnessing .;

scene in a play. Their innocent affection was
unrestrained by the good woman's presence ;

and when' Mary had smiled upon her lover, and
assured him that she would never, never, never
doubt him again, Captain Arundel was fain t >

kiss the soft-hearted landlady in his enthusiasm,
and to promise her the handsomest silk dress

that had ever been seen in Oakley Street, among
all the faded splendors of silk and satin that

ladies'-maids brought for her consideration.

"And now, my darling, my foolish runaway
Polly, what is to be done with yott.?" asked the

young soldier. "Will you go back to the Tow-
ers to-morrow morning?"
Mary Marchmont clasped Her hands before

her face, and began to tremble violently.
"Oh no, no, no!" she cried; "don't ask me

to go back, Edward. I can never go back to

that house again, while
"

She stopped suddenly, looking piteously at her

lover.

"While my cousin Olivia Marchmont live*

there," Captain Arundel said, with an angry
frown. "God knows it's a bitter thing for me
to think that your troubles should come from

any of my kith and kin, Polly. She has usecl

you very badly, then, this woman? She has

been very unkind to you ?"

"Xo, no! never before last night. It seems

so long ago ;
but it was only last night, was it ?

Until then she was always kind to me. I didn't

love her, you know, though I tried to do so for

papa's sake, and out of gratitude to her for

taking such trouble with my education
;
but one

can be grateful to people Avithout loving them,
and I never grew to love her. But last night
last night she said such cruel things to me such

cruel things. O Edward, Edward !" the girl

cried, suddenly, clasping her hands and looking

imploringly at Captain Arundel, "were the cruel

things she said true ? Did I do wrong when I

offered to be your wife?"

How could the young man answer this ques-
tion except by clasping his betrothed to his

heart ? So there was another little love-scene,

over which Mrs. Pimpernel the proprietress's
name was Pimpernel wept fresh tears, mur-

muring that the Capting was the sweetest young
man, sweeter than Mr. Macready in Claude

Melnock; and that the scene altogether re-

minded her of that "cutting" episode where
the proud mother went on against the pore

young man, and Miss Faucit came out so beau-

tiful. They are a play-going population in

Oakley Street, and compassionate and senti-

mental like all true play-goers.
"What shall I do with you, Miss March-

mont ?" Edward Arundel asked, gayly, when the

little love-scene was concluded. "My mother
and sister are away, at a German watering-

place, trying some unpronounceable Spa for the

benefit of poor Letty's health. Reginald is

with them, and my father's alone at Danger-
field. So I can't take you down there, as I

might have done if my mother had been at

home
;
I don't much care for the Mostyns, or

you might have stopped in Montague Square.
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There are no friendly friars nowadays who will

marry Borneo and Juliet at half-an-hour's no-

tice. You must live a fortnight somewhere,

Polly: where shall it be?"

"Oh, let me stay here, please," Miss March-
mont pleaded; "I was always so happy here !"

"Lord love her precious heart!" exclaimed

Mrs. Pimpernel, lifting up her hands in a rap-
ture of admiration. " To think as she shouldn't

have a bit of pride, after all the money her pore

par come into ! To think as she should wish to

stay in her old Icklgin's, where every think shall [p
be 'done to make her comfortable

;
and the air

back and front is very 'ealthy though you might
not believe it, and the Blind School and Bedlam
hard by, and Kennington Common only a pleas-
ant walk, and beautiful and open this warm
summer weather."

"
Yes, I should like to stop here, please," Mary

murmured. Even in the midst of her agitation,
overwhelmed as she was by the emotions of the

present, her thoughts went back to the past, and
she remembered how delightful it would be to

go and see the accommodating butcher, and the

green-grocer's daughter, the kind butterman
who had called her "little lady," and the dis-

reputable gray parrot. How delightful it would
be to see these humble friends, now that she
was grown up, and had money wherewith to

make them presents in token of her gratitude !

"Very well, then, Polly," Captain Arundel

said, "you'll stay here. And Mrs.
"

"Pimpernel," the landlady suggested.
' ' Mrs. Pimpernel will take as good care of

you as if you were Queen of England, and the
welfai-e of the nation depended upon your safety.
And I'll stop at my hotel in Covent Garden

;

and I'll see Richard Paulette he's my lawyer
as well as yours, you know, Polly and tell him
something of what has happened, and make ar-

rangements for our immediate marriage."
"Our marriage!"

Mary Marchmont echoed her lover's last

words, and looked up at him almost with a

bewildered air. She had never thought of an

early marriage with Edward Arundel as the re-

sult of her flight from Lincolnshire. She had
a vague notion that she would live in Oakley
Street for years, and that in some remote time
the soldier would come to claim her.

"Yes, Polly darling; Olivia Marchmont's
conduct has made me decide upon a very bold

step. It is evident to me that my cousin hates

you ;
for what reason, Heaven only knows, since

you can have done nothing to provoke her

hate. When your father was a poor man, it was
to me he would have confided you. He changed
his mind afterward, very naturally, and chose

another guardian for his orphan child. If my
cousin had fulfilled this trust, Mary, I would
have deferred to her authority, and would have
held myself aloof until your minority was passed,
rather than ask you to marry me without your
step-mother's consent. But Olivia Marchmont
has forfeited her right to be consulted in this

matter. She has tortured you and traduced me
by her poisonous slander. If you believe in me,
Mary, you will consent to be my wife. My jus-
tification lies in the future. You will not find

that I shall sponge upon your fortune, my dear,
or lead an idle life because my wife is a rich

woman."

Mary Marchmont looked up with shy tender-
ness at her lover.

" I would rather the fortune were yours than

mine, Edward," she said. "I will do whatever

you wish
;
I will be guided by you in every

thing."
It was thus that John Marchmont's daughter

consented to become the wife of the man she

loved, the man whose image she had associated

since her childhood with all that was good and
beautiful in mankind. She knew none of those

jretty stereotyped phrases by means of which
well-bred young ladies can go through a grace-
ful fencing-match of hesitation and equivoca-
tion to the anguish of a doubtful and adoring
suitor. She had no notion of that delusive neg-
ative, that bewitching feminine "no," which is

proverbially understood to mean "yes." Weary
courses of Roman Emperors, South Sea Islands,
Sidereal Heavens, Tertiary and Old Red Sand-

stone, had very ill-prepared this poor little girl

for the stern realities of life.

"I will be guided by you, dear Edward," she

said; "my father wished me to be your wife,
and if I did not love you, it would please me to

obey him."
It was eleven o'clock when Captain Arundel

left Oakley Street. The hansom had been wait-

ing all the time, and the driver, seeing that his

fare was young, handsome, dashing, and what he
called "milingtary-like," demanded an enor-

mous sum when he landed the young soldier be-

fore the portico of the hotel in Covent Garden.
Edward took a hasty breakfast the next

morning, and then hurried off to Lincoln's-Inn

Fields. But here a disappointment awaited

him. Richard Paulette had started for Scot-

land upon a piscatorial excursion. The elder

Paulette lived in the south of France, and kept
his name in the business as a fiction, by means
of which elderly and obstinate country clients,

were deluded into the belief that .the solicitor

who conducted their affairs was the same legal

practitioner who had done business for their fa-

thers and grandfathers before them. Mathew-

son, a grim man, was away among the Yorkshire

wolds, superintending the foreclosure of certain

mortgages upon a bankrupt baronet's estate. It

was not likely that Captain Arundel could sit

down and pour his secrets into the bosom of a

clerk, however trust-worthy and confidential a

personage that employe might be.

The young man's desire had been that his

marriage with Mary Marchmont should take

place at least with the knowledge and approba-
tion of her dead father's lawyer ;

but he was im-

patient to assume the only title by which he

might have a right to be the orphan girl's cham-

pion and protector ;
and he had therefore no in-

clination to wait until the long vacation was

over, and Messrs. Paulette and Mathewson re-

turned from their northern wanderings. Again,

Mary Marchmont suffered from a continual

dread that her step-mother would discover the

secret of her humble retreat, and would follow

her and reassume authority over her.

"Let me be your wife before I see her again,

Edward," the girl pleaded, innocently, when this

terror was uppermost in her mind. " She could

not say cruel things to me if I were your wife.

I know it is wicked to be so frightened of her,

because she was always good to me until that
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night ;
but I can not tell you how I tremble at

the thought of being alone with her at March-

mont Towers. I dream sometimes that I am
with her in the gloomy old house, and that we
two are all alone there, even the servants all

gone, and you far away in India, Edward at

the other end of the world."

It was as much as her lover could do to soothe

and reassure the trembling girl when these

thoughts took possession of her. Had he been

less sanguine and impetuous, less careless in the

buoyancy of his spirits, Captain Arundel might
have seen that Mary's nerves had been terribly
shaken by the scene between her and Olivia, and
all the anguish which had given rise to her flight

from Marchmont Towers. The girl trembled at

every sound the shutting of a door, the noise

of a cab stopping in the street below, the falling

of a book from the table to the floor, startled

her almost as much as if a gunpowder-maga-
zine had exploded in the neighborhood. The
tears rose to her eyes at the slightest emotion.

Her mind was tortured by vague fears, which
she tried in vain to explain to her lover. Her
sleep was broken by dismal dreams, foreboding
visions of shadowy evil.

For a little more than a fortnight Edward
Arundel visited his betrothed daily in the shabby
first-floor in Oakley Street, and sat by her side

while she worked at some fragile scrap of em-

broidery, and talked gayly to her of the happy
future, to the intense admiration of Mrs. Pim-

pernel, who had no greater delight than to as-

sist in the pretty little sentimental drama being
enacted on her first floor.

Thus it was that, on a cloudy and autumnal

August morning, Edward Arundel and Mary
Marchmont were married in a great empty-look-
ing church in the parish of Lambeth, by an in-

different curate, who shuffled through the serv-

ice at railroad speed, and with far less reverence
for the solemn rite than he would have displayed
had he known that the pale-faced girl kneeling
before the altar-rails was undisputed mistress of

eleven thousand a year. Mrs. Pimpernel, the

Eew-opener,
and the registrar, who was in wait-

ig in the vestry, and was beguiled thence to

give away the bride, were the only witnesses to

this strange wedding. It seemed a dreary cere-

monial to Mrs. Pimpernel, who had been married
at the same church five-and-twenty years before,
in a cinnamon satin spencer, and a coal-scuttle

bonnet, and with a young person in the dress-mak-

ing line in attendance upon her as bridemaid.
It was rather a dreary wedding, no doubt.

The drizzling rain dripped ceaselessly in the
street without, and there was a smell of damp
plaster in the great empty church. The melan-

choly street-cries sounded dismally from the outer

world, while the curate was hurrying through
those portentous words which were to unite Ed-
ward Arundel and Mary Marchmont until the
final day of earthly separation. The girl clung
shivering to her lover, her husband now, as they
went into the vestry to sign their names in the

marriage-register. Throughout the service she
had expected to hear a footstep in the aisle be-

hind her, and Olivia Marchmont's cruel voice

crying out to forbid the marriage.
"I am your wife now, Edward, am I not?"

she said, when she had signed her name in the

register.

"Yes, my darling, forever and forever."

"And nothing can part us now?"

"Nothing but death, my dear."

In the exuberance of his spirits, Edward Arun-
del spoke of the King of Terrors as if he had
been a mere nobody, whose power to change or

mar the fortunes of mankind was so trifling as

to be scarcely worth mentioning.
The vehicle in waiting to carry the mistress of

Marchmont Towers upon the first stage of her
bridal tour was nothing better than a hack cab.

The driver's garments exhaled stale tobacco-

smoke in the moist atmosphere, and in lieu of

the flowers which are wont to bestrew the bridal

pathway of an heiress, Miss Marchmont trod

upon damp and mouldy straw. But she was

happy happy, with a fearful apprehension that

her happiness could not be real a vague terror

of Olivia's power to torture and oppress her,

which even the presence of her lover-husband

could not altogether drive away. She kissed

Mrs. Pimpernel, who stood upon'the edge of the

pavement, crying bitterly, with ;he slippery white

lining of the new silk dress which Edward Arun-
del had given her for the wedding gathered

tightly round her.

"God bless you, my dear!" cried the honest

dealer in frayed satins and tumbled gauzes ;
"I

couldn't take this more to heart if you was my
own Eliza Jane going away with the young man
as she was to have married, and as is now a
widower with five children, two in arms, and
the youngest brought up by hand. God bless

your pretty face, my dear; and oh, pray take
care of her, Captain Arundel, for she's a tender

flower, Sir, and truly needs your care. And it's

but a trifle, my own sweet young missy, for the

acceptance of such as you, but it's given from a
full heart, and given humbly."
The latter part of Mrs. Pimpernel's speech

bore relation to a hard newspaper parcel, which
she dropped into Mary's lap. Mrs. Arundel

opened the parcel presently, when she had kissed

her humble friend for the last time and the cab

was driving toward Nine Elms, and found that

Mrs. Pimpernel's wedding-gift was a Scotch

shepherdess in china, with a great deal of gild-

ing about her tartan garments, very red legs, a
hat and feathers, and a curly sheep. E^dward
put this article of virtu very carefully away in his

carpet-bag ;
for his bride would not have the

present treated with any show of disrespect.
" How good of her to give it me !" Mary said ;

"it used to stand upon the back-parlor chimney-

piece when I was a little girl ;
and I was so fond

of it. Of course I am not fond of Scotch shep-
herdesses now, you know, dear

;
but how should

Mrs. Pimpernel know that? She thought it

would please me to have this one."

"And you'll put it in the western drawing-
room at the Towers, won't you, Polly ?" Captain
Arundel asked, laughing.

"
I won't put it any where to be made fun of,

Sir," the young bride answered, with some touch

of wifely dignity ;

" but I'll take care of it, and
never have it broken or destroyed ;

and Mrs.

Pimpernel shall see it, when she comes to the

Towers if I ever go back there," she added, with
a sudden change of manner.

"If yon ever go back there!" cried Edward.

"Why, Polly, my dear, Marchmont Towers is

your own house. My cousin Olivia is only there
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upon sufferance, and her own good sense will

tell her she has no right to remain there when
she ceases to be your friend and protectress.

She is a proud woman, and her pride will surely
never suffer her to remain where she must feel

she can be no longer welcome."

The young wife's face turned white with terror

at her husband's words.

"But I could never ask her to go, Edward,"
she said. "I wouldn't turn her out for the

world. She may stay there forever if she likes.

I never have cared for the place since papa's
death

;
and I couldn't go back while she is there,

I'm so frightened of her, Edward, I'm so fright-

ened of her."

The vague apprehension burst forth in this

childish cry. Edward Arundel clasped his wife

to his breast, and bent over her, kissing her pale

forehead, and murmuring soothing words, as he

might have done to a child.

"My dear, my dear," he said, "my darling

Mary, this will never do
; my own love, this is so

very foolish."

"I know, I know, Edward; but I can't help

it, I can't, indeed
;
I was frightened of her long

ago ; frightened of her even t'he first day I saw

her, the day you took me to the Rectory ;
1 was

frightened of her when papa first told me he

meant to marry her
;
and I am frightened of her

now
;
even now that I'm your wife, Edward, I'm

frightened of her still."

Captain Arundel kissed away the tears that

trembled on his wife's eyelids; but she had

scarcely grown quite composed even when the

cab stopped at the Nine-Elms railway station.

It was only when she was seated in the carriage
with her husband, and the rain cleared away as

they advanced farther into the heart of the pretty

pastoral country, that the bride's sense of happi-
ness and safety in her husband's protection re-

turned to her. But by that time she was able to

smile in his face, and to look forward with de-

light to a brief sojourn in that} pretty Hampshire
village which Edward had chosen for the scene

of his honey-moon.
"
Only a few days of quiet happiness, Polly,"

he said
;

" a few days of utter forgetfulness of all

the world except you, and then I must be a man
of bustness again, and write to your step-mother,
and my father and mother, and Messrs. Paulette

and Mathewson, and all the people who ought
to know of our marriage."

CHAPTER XVII.

PAUL'S SISTER.

OLIVIA MARCHMONT shut herself once more
in her desolate chamber, making no effort to

find the runaway mistress of the Towers
;

indif-

ferent as to what the slanderous tongues of her

neighbors might say of her; hardened, callous,

desperate.
To her father, and to any one else who ques-

tioned her about Mary's absence for the story
of the girl's flight was soon whispered abroad,
the servants at the Towers having received no

injunctions to keep the matter secret Mrs.
Marchmont replied with such an air of cold and
determined reserve as kept the questioners at

bav ever afterward.

So the Kemberling people, and the Swamp-
ington people, and all the country gentry with-
in reach of Marchmont Towers, had a mystery
and a scandal provided for them, which afforded

ample scope for repeated discussion, and consid-

erably relieved the dull monotony of their lives.

But there were some questioners whom Mrs.
Marchmont found it rather difficult to keep at a
distance

;
there were some intruders who dared

to force themselves upon the gloomy woman's
solitude, and who would not understand that
their presence was hateful, and their society ab-
horrent to her.

These people were a surgeon and his wife, who
had newly settled at Kemberling ;

the best prac-
tice in the village falling into the market by rea-

son of the death of a steady-going, gray-headed
old practitioner, who for many years had shared
with one opponent the responsibility of watching
over the health of the Lincolnshire village.

It was only a week after Mary Marchmont's

flight when these unwelcome guests first came to

the Towers.
Olivia sat alone in her dead "husband's study
the same room in which she had sat upon the

morning of John Marchmont's funeral a dark
and gloomy chamber, wainscoted with blackened

oak, and lighted only by a massive stone-framed
Tudor window looking out into the quadrangle,
and overshadowed by that cloistered colonnade
beneath whose shelter Edward and Mary had
walked upon the morning of the girl's flight.

This wainscoted study was an apartment which
most women, having all the rooms in March-
mont Towers at their disposal, would have'been

likely to avoid
;
but the gloom of the chamber

harmonized with that horrible gloom which had
taken possession of Olivia's soul, and the widow
turned from the sunny western front, as she

turned from all the sunlight and gladness in the

universe, to come here, where the summer ra-

diance rarely crept through the diamond-panes
of the window, where the shadow of the cloister

shut out the glory of the blue sky.
She was sitting in this room sitting near the

open window in a high-backed chair of carved

I and polished oak, with her head resting against

j

the angle of the embayed window, and her hand-

I
some profile thrown into sharp relief by the dark

j green cloth curtain, hanging in straight folds

from the low ceiling to the ground, and making
a sombre back-ground to the widow's figure.

Mrs. Marchmont had put away all the miserable

gewgaws and vanities which she had ordered

from London in a sudden excess of folly or ca-

price, and had reassumed her mourning-robes
of lustreless black. She had a book in her hand
some new and popular fiction, which all Lin-

colnshire was eager to read
;
but although her

eyes were fixed upon the pages before her, and
her hand mechanically turned over leaf after

leaf at regular intervals of time, the fashionable

romance was only a weary repetition of phrases,

(

a dull current of words, always intermingled
! with the images of Edward Arundel and Mary
|

Marchmont, which arose out of every page to

' mock the hopeless reader.

Olivia flung the book away from her, at last,

with a smothered cry of rage.

"Is there no cure for this disease ?" she mut-
i tered. "Is there no relief except madness or

I death ?"
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But in the infidelity which had arisen out of

her despair this woman had grown to doubt if

either death or madness could bring her oblivion

of her anguish. She doubted the quiet of the

grave, and half believed that the torture of

jealous rage and slighted love might mingle
even with that silent rest, haunting her in her

coffin, shutting her out of heaven, and following
her into a darker world, there to be her torment

everlastingly. There were times when she

thought madness must mean forgetfulness ;
but

there were other moments when she shuddered,

horror-stricken, at the thought that, in the wan-

dering brain of a mad woman, the image of that

grief which had caused the shipwreck, of her

senses might still hold its place, distorted and

exaggerated a gigantic unreality, ten thousand

times more terrible than the truth. Kemember-

ing the dreams which disturbed her broken sleep
those dreams which, in their feverish horror,

were little better than intervals of delirium it

is scarcely strange if Olivia Marchmont thought
thus.

She had not succumbed without many strug-

gles to her sin and despair. Again and again
she had abandoned herself to the devils at watch
to destroy her, and again and again she had
tried to extricate her soul from their dreadful

power ;
but her most passionate endeavors were

in vain. Perhaps it was that she did not strive

aright ;
it was for this reason, surely, that she

failed so utterly to arise superior to her de-

spair ;
for otherwise that terrible belief attrib-

uted to the Calvinists, that some souls are fore-

doomed to damnation, would be exemplified by
this woman's experience. She could not for-

get. She could not put away the vengeful ha-

tred that raged like an all-devouring fire in her

breast, and she cried, in her agony, "There is

no cure for this disease !"

I think her mistake was in this, that she did

not go to the right physician. She practiced

quackery with her soul as some people do with

their bodies
; trying her own remedies rather

than the simple prescriptions of the Divine
Healer of all woes. Self-reliant, and scornful

of the weakness against which her pride revolt-

ed, she trusted to her intellect and her will to

lift her out of the moral slough into which her

soul had gone down. She said :

"I am no^a woman to go mad for the love

of a boyish face
;
I am not a woman to die for

a foolish fancy that the veriest school-girl might
be ashamed to confess to her companion. I am
not a woman to do this, and I will cure myself
of my folly."

Mrs. Marchmont made an effort to take up
her old life, with its dull round of ceaseless

duty, its perpetual self-denial. If she had been
a Roman Catholic she would have gone to the

nearest convent, and prayed to be permitted to

take such vows as might soonest set a barrier

between herself and the world
;
she would have

spent the long, weary days in perpetual and
secret prayer; she would have worn deeper in-

dentations upon the stones already hollowed by
faithful knees. As it was, she made a rou-

tine of penance for herself, after her own fash-

ion : going long distances on foot to visit her

poor, when she might have ridden in her car-

riage ; courting exposure to rain and foul weath-

er; wearing herself out with unnecessary fa-

tigue, and returning foot-sore to her desolate

home, to fall fainting into the strong arms of

her grim attendant Barbara.
But this self-appointed penance could not shut

Edward Arundel and Mary Marchmont from the

widow's mind. Walking through a fiery furnace
their images would have haunted her still, vivid

and palpable even in the agony of death. The fa-

tigue of the long, weary walks made Mrs. March-
mont wan and pale ; the exposure to storm and
rain brought on a tiresome hacking cough, which
worried her by day and disturbed her fitful slum-
bers by night. No good whatever seemed to come
of her endeavors

;
and the devils who rejoiced at

her weakness and her failure claimed her as their

own. They claimed her as their own
;
and they

were not without terrestrial agents, working pa-

tiently in their service, and ready to help in se-

curing their bargain.
The great clock in the quadrangle had struck

the half hour after three
;

the atmosphere of

the August afternoon was sultry and oppressive.
Mrs. Marchmont had closed her eyes after fling-

ing aside her book, and had fallen into a doze :

her nights were broken and wakeful, and the

hot stillness of the day had made her drowsy.
She was aroused from this half-slumber by

Barbara Simmons, who came into the room car-

rying two cards upon a salver the same old-

fashioned and emblazoned salver upon which
Paul Marchmont's card had been brought to

the widow nearly three years before. The Abi-

gail stood half-way between the door and the

window by which the widow sat, looking at her
mistress's face with a glance of sharp scrutiny.

"She's changed since he came back, and

changed again since he went away," the wo-
man thought ; "just as she always changed at

the Rectory at his coming and going. Why
didn't he take to her, I wonder? He might
have known her fancy for him, if. he'd had eyes
to watch her face, or ears to listen to her voice.

She's handsomer than the other one, and clev-

erer in book-learning ;
but she keeps 'em off

she seems allers to keep 'em off."

I think Olivia Marchmont would have tora

the very heart out of this waiting-woman's breast

had she known the thoughts that held a place
in it

;
had she known that the servant who at-

tended upon her, and took wages from her,
dared to pluck out her secret, and to speculate

upon her suffering.
The widow awoke suddenly, And looked up

with an impatient frown. She had not been

awakened by the opening of the door, but by
that unpleasant sensation which almost always
reveals the presence of a stranger to a sleeper
of nervous temperament.
"What is it, Barbara?" she asked; and then,

as her eyes rested on the cards, she added, an-

grily, "Haven't I told you that I would not see

any callers to-day? I am worn out with my
cough, and feel too ill to see any one."

"Yes, Miss Livy," the woman answered

she called her mistress by this name still, now
and then, so familiar had it grown to her dur-

ing the childhood and youth of the Rector's

daughter
" I didn't forget that, Miss Livy. I

told Richardson you was not to be disturbed.

But the lady and gentleman said if you saw
what was wrote upon the back of one of the

cards you'd be sure to make an exception in
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their favor. I think that was what the lady
said. She's a middle-aged lady, very talkative

and pleasant-mannered," added the grim Bar-

bara, in nowise relaxing the stolid gravity of

her own manner as she spoke.
Olivia snatched the cards from the salver.

"Why do people worry me so?" she cried,

impatiently. "Am I not to be allowed even

five minutes' sleep without being broken in upon
by some intruder or other?"

'Barbara Simmons looked at her mistress's

face. Anxiety and sadness dimly showed them-

selves in the stolid countenance of the lady's-

maid. A close observer, penetrating below that

aspect of wooden solemnity which was Barbara's

normal expression, might have discovered a se-

cret : the quiet waiting-woman loved her mis-

tress with a jealous and watchful affection, that

took heed of every change in its object.
Mrs. Marchmont examined the two cards,

which bore the mimes of Mr. and Mrs. Weston,
Kemberling. On the back of the lady's card

these words were written in pencil :

"Will Mrs. Marchmont be so good as to see

Lavinia Weston, Paul Marchmont's younger
sister, and a connection of Mrs. M.'s?"

Olivia shrugged her shoulders as she threw
down the card.

"Paul Marchmont! Lavinia Weston !" she

muttered ; "yes, I remember he said something
about a sister married to a surgeon at Stanfield.

Let these people come to me, Barbara."
The waiting-woman looked doubtfully at her

mistress.

"You'll maybe smooth your hair and freshen

yourself up a bit, before you see the folks, Miss

Livy," she said, in a tone of mingled suggestion
and entreaty.

" Ye've had a deal of worry late-

ly, and it's made ye look a little fagged and hag-

gard-like. I'd not like the Kemberling folks to

say as you wa^ ill."

Mrs. Marchmont turned fiercely upon the

Abigail.
"Let me alone !" she cried. "What is it to

you, or to any one, how I look? What good
have my looks done me that I should worry my-
self about them?" she added, under her breath.
" Show these people in here, if they want to see

me."

"They've been shown into the western draw-

ing-room, ma'am Richardson took 'em in

there."

Barbara Simmons fought hard for the preser-
vation of appearances. She wanted the Rector's

daughter to receive these strange people, who had
dared to intrude upon her, in a manner befit-

ting the dignity of John Marchmont's widow.
She glanced furtively at the disorder of the

gloomy chamber. Books and papers were scat-

tered here and there
;
the hearth and low fender

were littered with heaps of torn letters for Olivia

Marchmont had no tenderness for the memorials
of the past, and indeed took a fierce delight in

sweeping away the unsanctified records of her

joyless, loveless life. The high-backed oaken
chairs had been pushed out of their places ;

the

green-cloth cover had been drawn half off the

massive table, and hung in trailing folds upon
the ground. A book flung here, a shawl there,
a handkerchief in another place; an open secre-

taire, with scattered documents and uncovered

ink-stand, littered the room, and bore mute wit-

ness of the restlessness of its occupant. It need-
ed no very subtle psychologist to read aright
those separate tokens of a disordered mind

;
of a

: weary spirit, which had sought distraction in a
! dozen occupations, arid had found relief in none.

|

It was some vague sense of this that caused Bar-

|

bara Simmons's anxiety. She wished to keep
strangers out of this room, in which her mistress

i wan, haggard, and weary-looking revealed
her secret by so many signs and tokens. But
before Olivia could make any answer to her

\ servant's suggestion, the door, which Barbara
had left ajar, was pushed open by a very gentle

hand, and a sweet voice said, in cheery, chirp-
i ing accents,

"I am sure I may come in; may I not, Mrs.
! Marchmont ? The impression my brother Paul's

|

description gave me of you is such a very pleas-
i ant one that I venture to intrude uninvited, al-

i most forbidden, perhaps."
The voice and manner of the speaker was so

airy and self-possessed, there was such a world
of cheerfulness and amiability in every tone, that,

j

as Olivia Marchmont rose from her chair, she put
'

her hand to her head, dazed and confounded, as
if by the too boisterous caroling of some caged
bird. What did they mean, these accents of

gladness, these clear and untroubled tones, which
sounded shrill and almost discordant in the de-

spairing woman's weary ears? She stood, pale
and worn, the very picture of all gloom and mis-

ery, staring hopelessly at her visitor; too much
abandoned to her grief to remember, in that first

moment, the stern demands of pride. She stood

still
; revealing, by her look, her attitude, her

silence, her abstraction, a whole history to the

watchful eyes that were looking at her/
Mrs. Weston lingered on the threshold of the

chamber in a pretty, half-fluttering manner
;

which was charmingly expressive of a struggle
betAveen a modest poor-relation-like diffidence

and an earnest desire to rush into Olivia's arms.
The surgeon's wife was a delicate-looking little

woman, with featm-es that seemed a miniature
and feminine reproduction of her brother Paul's,
and with very light hair hair so light and pale
that, had it turned as white as the artist's in a

single night, very few people would have been

likely to take heed of the change. Lavinia
Weston was eminently what is generally called

a lady-like woman. She always conducted her-

self in that especial and particular manner which
was exactly fitted to the occasion. She adjusted

j

her behavior by the nicest shades of color and

j

hair-breadth scale of measurement. She had,

j

as it were, jnade for herself a homeopathic sys-
tem of pood manners, and could mete out polite-
ness and courtesy in the veriest globules, never

I administering either too much or too little. To

j

her husband she was a treasure beyond all price ;

I

and if the Lincolnshire surgeon who was a fat,

|

solemn-faced man, with a character as level and
monotonous as the flats and fens of his native

1

county was hen-pecked, the feminine autocrat

held the reins of government so lightly that her

obedient subject was scarcely aware how very

irresponsible his wife's authority had become.

As Olivia Marchmont stood confronting the

timid, hesitating figure of the intruder, with the

|

width of the chamber between them, Lavinia

Weston, in her crisp muslin-dress and scarf, her

neat bonnet and bright ribbons and primly-ad-
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justed gloves, looked something like an adven-

turous canary who had a mind to intrude upon
the den of a hungry lioness. The difference,

physical and moral, between the timid bird and
the savage forest-queen could be scarcely wider

than that between the two women.
But Olivia did not stand forever embarrassed

and silent in her visitor's presence. Her pride
came to her rescue. She turned sternly upon
the polite intruder.

"Walk in, if you please, Mrs. Weston," she

said, "and sit down. I was denied to you just
now because I have been ill, and have ordered

my servants to deny me to every one."

"But, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," murmured
Lavinia Weston in soft, almost dove-like ac-

cents, "if you have been ill, is not your illness

another reason for seeing us, rather than for

keeping us away from you ? I would not, of

course, say a word which could in any way be
calculated to give offense to your regular medical
attendant you have a regular medical attendant,
no doubt

;
from Swampington, I dare say but

a doctor's wife may often be useful when a doc-

tor is himself out of place. There are little nerv-

ous ailments depression of spirits, mental un-
easiness from which women, and sensitive wo-

men, suffer acutely, and which perhaps a wo-
man's more refined nature alone can thoroughly
comprehend. You are not looking well, my dear
Mrs. Marchmont. I left my husband in the

drawing-room, for I was so anxious that our
first meeting should take place without wit-

nesses. Men think women sentimental when
they are only impulsive. Weston is a good,

simple-hearted creature
;
but he knows as much

about a woman's mind as he does of an JEolian

harp. When the strings vibrate he hears the

low plaintive notes, but he has no idea whence
the melody comes. It is thus with us, Mrs.
Marchmont. These medical men watch us in

the agonies of hysteria; they hear our sighs,

they see our tears, and in their awkwardness and
ignorance they prescribe commonplace remedies
out of the pharmacopoeia. No, dear Mrs. March-

mont, you do not look well. I fear it is the

mind, the mind, which l&s been overstrained.

Is it not so?"
Mrs. Weston put her head on one side as she

asked this question, and smiled at Olivia with an
air of gentle insinuation. If the doctor's wife
wished to plumb the depths of the widow's

gloomy soul she had an advantage here; for

Mrs. Marchmont was thrown off her guard by
the question, which had been perhaps asked

hap-hazard, or, it may be, with a deeply-consid-
ered design. Olivia turned fiercely upon the

polite questioner.
"I have been suffering from nothing but a

cold which I caught the other day," she said;
"I am not subject to any fine-ladylike hysteria,
I can assure you, Mrs. Weston."
The doctor's wife pursed up her lips into a

sympathetic smile, not at all abashed by this re-

buff. She had seated herself in one of the high-
backed chairs, with her muslin skirt spread out
about her. She looked a living exemplification
of all that is neat and prim and commonplace,
in contrast with the pale, stern-faced woman,
standing rigid and defiant in her long black
robes.

"How very chy-arming!" exclaimed Mrs.

Weston. ' ' You are really not nervous. Dee-ar

me; and from what my brother Paul said, I

should have imagined that any one so highly
organized must be rather nervous. But I really
fear I am impertinent, and that I presume upon
our very slight relationship. It is a relation-

ship, is it not, although such a very slight one ?"

"I have never thought of the subject,
1 '

Mrs.
Marchmont replied, coldly. "I suppose, how-
ever, that my marriage with your brother's

cousin "

"And my cousin "

"Made a kind of connection between us.

But Mr. Marchmont gave me to understand
that you lived at Stanfield, Mrs. Weston."

"Until last week, positively until last week,"
answered the surgeon's wife. "I see you take

very little interest in village gossip, Mrs. March-

mont, or you would have heard of the change at

Kembcrling."
"What change?"
"My husband's purchase of poor old Mr.

Dawnfield's practice. The dear old man died
a month ago you heard of his death, of course

and Mr. Weston negotiated the purchase with
Mrs. Dawnfield in less than a fortnight. We
came here early last week, and already we are

making friends in the neighborhood. How
strange that you should not have heard of our

coming!"
"I do not see much society," Olivia answered,

indifferently, "and I hear nothing of the Kem-
berling people."

"Indeed!" cried Mrs. Weston
;

"and we
hear so much of Marchmont Towers at Kem-
berling."
She looked full in the widow's face as she

spoke, her stereotyped smile subsiding into a
look of greedy curiosity ;

a look whose intense

eagerness could not be concealed.

That look, and the tone in which her last sen-

tence had been spoken, said as plainly as the

plainest words could have done, "I have heard
of Mary Marchmont's flight."

Olivia understood this
;
but in the passionate

depth of her own madness she had no power to

fathom the meanings or the motives of other

people. She revolted against this Mrs. Weston,
and disliked her because the woman intruded

upon her in her desolation
;
but she never once

thought of Lavinia Weston's interest in Mary's
movements; she never once remembered that

the frail life of that orphan girl only stood be-

tween this woman's brother and the rich herit-

age of Marchmont Towers.
Blind and forgetful of every thing in the hide-

ous egotism of her despair, what was Olivia

Marchmont but a fitting tool, a plastic and

easily-moulded instrument, in the hands of un-

scrupulous 'people, whose hard intellects had
never been beaten into confused shapelessness
in the fiery furnace of passion ?

Mrs. Weston had heard of Mary Marchmont's

flight ;
but she had heard half a dozen different

reports of that event, as widely diversified in

their details as if half a dozen heiresses had fled

from Marchmont Towers. Every gossip in the

place had a separate story as to the circum-
stances which had led to the girl's running away
from her home. The accounts vied with each
other in graphic force and minute elaboration;
the conversations that had taken place between
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Mary and her step-mother, between Edward
Arundel and Mrs. Marchmont, between the

Rector of Swampington and nobody in particular,

would have filled a volume, as related by the

gossips of Kemberling; but as every body as-

signed a different cause for the terrible misun-

derstanding at the Towers, and a different di-

rection for Mary's flight and as the railway
official at the station, who could have thrown
some light on the subject, was a stern and moody
man, who had little sympathy with his kind, and
held his tongue persistently it was not easy to

get very near the truth. Under these circum-

stances, then, Mrs. Weston determined upon
seeking information at the fountain-head, and

approaching the cruel step-mother, who, accord-

ing to some of the reports, had starved and beaten

her dead husband's child.

"Yes, dear Mrs. Marchmont," said Lavinia

Weston, seeing that it was necessary to come
direct to the point if she wished to wring the

truth from Olivia ; "yes, we hear of every thing
at Kemberling; and I need scarcely tell you
that we heard of the sad trouble which you have
had to endure since your ball the ball that is

spoken of as the most chy-arming entertainment
remembered in the neighborhood for a long time.

We heard of this sad girl's flight."
Mrs. Marchmont looked up with a dark frown,

but made no answer.
"Was she it really is such a very painful

question, that I almost shrink from but was Miss
Marchmont at all eccentric a little mentally
deficient ? Pray pardon me, if I have given you
pain by such a question ;

but "

Olivia started, and looked sharply at her visit-

or.
"
Mentally deficient ? No !" she said. But

as she spoke her eyes dilated, her pale cheeks

grew paler, her upper lip quivered with a faint

convulsive movement. It seemed as if some
idea presented itself to her with a sudden force

that almost took away her breath.

"Not mentally deficient !" repeated Lavinia
Weston

;

' ' dee-ar me ! It's a great comfort to

hear that. Of course Paul saw very little of his

cousin, and he was not, therefore, in a position
to judge though his opinions, however rapidly
arrived at, are generally so very accurate but
he gave me to understand that he thought Miss
Marchmont appeared a little just a little

weak in her intellect. I am very glad to find he
was mistaken."

Olivia made no reply to this speech. She had
seated herself in her chair by the window

;
she

looked straight before her into the flagged quad-
rangle, with her hands lying idle in her lap.
It seemed as if she were actually unconscious of

her visitor's presence, or as if, in her scornful in-

difference, she did not even care to affect any in-

terest in that visitor's conversation.

Lavinia Weston returned again to the attack.

"Pray, Mrs. Marchmont, do not think me in-

trusive or impertinent," she said, pleadingly,
" if I ask you to favor me with the true particu-
lars of this sad event. I am sure you will be

good enough to remember that my brother Paul,

my sister, and myself are Mary Marchmont's
nearest relatives on her father's side, and that

we have, therefore, some right to feel interested

in her."

By this very polite speech Lavinia Weston
plainly reminded the widow of the insignificance

of her own position at Marchmont Towers. In
her ordinary frame of mind Olivia would have
resented the lady-like slight ;

but to-day she nei-
ther heard nor heeded it

;
she was brooding with

a stupid, unreasonable persistency over the words
"mental deficiency," "weak intellect.

5 '

She

only .roused herself by a great effort to answer
Mrs. Weston's question when that lady had re-

peated it in very plain words.
"I can tell you nothing about Miss March-

mont's flight," she said, coldly, "except that

she chose to run a,way from her home. I found
reason to object to her conduct upon the night
of the ball

;
and the next morning she left the

house, assigning no reason to me, at any rate

for her absurd and improper behavior."
" She assigned no reason to you, my dear Mrs.

Marchmont
;
but she assigned a reason to some-

body, I infer, from what you say?"
" Yes

;
she wrote a letter to my cousin, Cap-

tain Arundel."

"Telling him the reason of her departure?"
"I don't know I forget. The letter told no-

thing clearly ;
it was wild and incoherent."

Mrs. Weston sighed ;
a long-drawn, despond-

ing sigh.

"Wild and incoherent!" she murmured, in a

pensive tone. "How grieved Paul will be to

hear of this ! He took such an interest in his

cousin a delicate and fragile-looking young
creature, he told me. Yes, he took a very great
interest in her, Mrs. Marchmont, though you
may perhaps scarcely believe me when I say so.

He kept himself purposely aloof from this place ;

his sensitive nature led him to abstain from even

revealing his interest in Miss Marchmont. His

position, you must remember, with regard to this

poor dear girl, is a very delicate I may say a

very painful one."

Olivia remembered nothing. The value of

the Marchmont estates
;

the sordid worth of
those wide-stretching farms, spreading far away
into Yorkshire

;
the pitiful, closely-calculated

revenue, which made Mary a wealthy heiress,
were so far from the dark thoughts of this wo-
man's desperate heart, that she no more sus-

pected Mrs. Weston of any mercenary design in

coming to the Towers than of burglarious in-

tentions with regard to the silver spoons in the

plate-room. She only thought that the sur-

geon's wife was a tiresome woman, against whose

pertinacious civility her angry spirit chafed and

rebelled^ until she was almost driven to order her

from the room.
In this cruel weariness of spirit Mrs. March-

mont gave a short impatient sigh, which afforded

a sufficient hint to such an accomplished tacti-

cian as her visitor.

"I know I have tired you, my dear Mrs.

Marchmont," the doctor's wife said, rising and

arranging her muslin scarf as she spoke, in token

of her immediate departure? "I am so sorry to

find you a sufferer from that nasty hacking

cough ;
but of course you have the best advice,

Mr. Poolton from Swampington, I think you
said?" Olivia had said nothing of the kind

"and I trust the warm weather will prevent the

cough taking any hold ofyour chest. If I might
venture to suggest flannels so many young
men quite ridicule the idea of flannels but, as

the wife of a humble provincial practitioner, I

have learned their value. Good-by, dear Mrs.
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Marchmont. I may come again, may I not,

now that the ice is broken, and we are so well

acquainted with each other? Good-by."
Olivia could not refuse to take at least one of

the two plump and tightly-gloved hands which

were held out to her with an air of frank cord-

iality; but the widow's grasp was loose and

nerveless, and inasmuch as two consentient par-

ties are required to the shaking of hands, as well

as to the getting up of a quarrel, the salutation

was not a very hearty one.

The surgeon's pony must have been weary of

standing before the flight of shallow steps lead-

ing to the western portico, when Mrs. Weston
took her seat by her husband's side in the gig,

which had been newly painted and varnished

since the worthy couple's Hegira from Stanfield.

The surgeon was not an ambitious man, nor a

designing man
;
he was simply stupid and lazy ;

lazy, although, in spite of himself, he led an act-

ive and hard-working life
;
but there are many

square men whose sides are cruelly tortured by
the pressure of the round holes into which they
are ill-advisedly thrust, and if our destinies were

meted out to us in strict accordance with our

temperaments, Mr. Weston should have been a
lotus-eater. As it was, he was content to drudge
on, mildly complying with every desire of his

wife
; doing what she told him, because it was

less trouble to do the hardest work at her bidding
than to oppose her. It would have been surely
less painful to Macbeth to have finished that

ugly business of the mui'der than to have en-

dured my lady's black contemptuous scowl, and
the bitter scorn and contumely concentrated in

those four words, "Give me the daggers !"

Mr. Weston asked one or two commonplace
questions about his wife's interview with John
Marchmont's widow; but slowly apprehending
that Lavinia did not care to discuss the matter,
he relapsed into meek silence, and devoted all

his intellectual powers to the task of keeping the

pony out of the deeper ruts in the rugged road
between Marchmont Towers and Kemberling
High Street.

"What is the secret of that woman's life?"

thought Lavinia Weston during that homeward
drive; "has she ill-treated the girl, or is she

plotting in some way or other to get hold of the
Marchmont fortune? Pshaw! that's impossi-
ble. And yet she may be making a purse, some-
how or .other, out of the estate. Any how, there
is bad blood between the two women."

CHAPTER XVIII.

A STOLEN HONEY-MOON.

THE village to which Edward Arundel took
his bride was within a few miles of Winchester.
The young soldier had become familiar with the

place in his early boyhood, when he had gone to

spend a part of one bright mid-summer holiday
at the house of a school-fellow

;
and had ever

since cherished a friendly remembrance of the

winding trout-streams, the rich verdure of the

valleys, and the sheltering hills that shut in the

pleasant little cluster of thatched cottages, the

pretty white-walled villas, and the gray old

church.

But to Mary, whose experiences of town and

country were limited to the dingy purlieus of

Oakley Street and the fenny flats of Lincolnshire,
this Hampshire village seemed a rustic paradise,
which neither trouble nor sorrow could ever ap-

proach. She had trembled at the thought of

Olivia's coming in Oakley Street; but here she

seemed to lose all terror of her stern step-mother

here, sheltered and protected by her young
husband's love, she fancied that she might live

her life out happy and secure.

She told Edward this one sunny morning, as

they sat by the young man's favorite trout-stream.

Captain Arundel's fishing-tackle lay idle on the

turf at his side, for he had been beguiled into

forgetfulness of a ponderous trout he had been

watching and finessing with for upward of an

hour, and had flung himself at full length upon
the mossy margin of the water, with his un-

covered head lying in Mary's lap.
The childish bride would have been content to

sit forever thus in that rural solitude, with her

fingers twisted in her husband's chestnut curls,

and her soft eyes keeping timid watch upon his

handsome face so candid and unclouded in its

careless repose. The undulating meadow-land

lay half-hidden in a golden haze, only broken
here and there by the glitter of the brighter sun-

light that lit up the rippling waters of the wan-

dering streams that intersected the low pastures.
The massive towers of the cathedral, the gray
walls of St. Cross, loomed dimly in the distance

;

the bubbling plash of a mill-stream sounded like

some monotonous lullaby in the drowsy summer

atmosphere. Mary looked from the face she
loved to the fair landscape about her, and a ten-

der solemnity crept into her mind, a reverent

love and admiration for this beautiful earth,
which was almost akin to awe.
"How pretty this place is, Edward !" she said.

" I had no idea there were such places in all the

wide world. Do you know, I think I would
rather be a cottage-girl here than an heiress in

Lincolnshire. Edward, if I ask you a favor,
will you grant it?"

She spoke very earnestly, looking down at

her husband's upturned face
;
but Captain Arun-

del only laughed at her question, without even

caring to lift the drowsy eyelids that drooped
over his blue eyes.

"
Well, my pet, if you want any thing short

of the moon, I suppose your devoted husband is

scarcely likely to refuse it. Our honey-moon is

not a fortnight old yet, Polly dear
; you wouldn't

have me turn tyrant quite as soon as this. Speak
out, Mrs. Arundel, and assert your dignity as A
British matron. What is the favor I am to

grant ?"

"I want you to live here always, Edward
darling,'' pleaded the girlish voice. "Not for a

fortnight or a month, but fcfr ever and ever. I

have never been happy at Marchmont Towers.

Papa died there, you know, and I can not for-

get that. Perhaps that ought to have made the

place sacred to me
;
and so it has

; but it is sa-

cred like papa's tomb in Kemberling Church,
and it seems like profanation to be happy in it,

or to forget my dead father even for a moment.
Don't let us go back there, Edward. Let my
step-mother live there all her life. It would
seem selfish and cruel to turn her out of the
house she has so long been mistress of. Mr.

Gormby will go on collecting the rents, you
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grew sorrowful again, as Captain
Arundel said this.

..it you tell my step-mother of our mar-

<t assuredly, my dear. Why should we

keep her in ignorance of it ? Your fath

gave her the privilege of advising you, but not

the power to interfere with your choice, what-

ever that choice might be. You were your own

mistress, Mary, when you married me. What
rea*: :r my cousin OL

\:e girl answered,

bat I do fear her. I know I am very
ird, and you have reason to despise

me you. who are so brave. Rut I

tell you how I trembl<

once more in my
flHBH CM* toxxuBi to Bifi^^EkxwuTu . Kvgrv word
she spoke seemed to stab me to the heart': but ic
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-
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be alone, I know, when they are
'
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dri i
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cried the young man. "to you
think Jupiter liked Hebe any the less T ill

she was aa fresh and innocent as the nectar Aft
served out to him? If he had, my de:i

'
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like the hero and heroine in one of
and what is to

afterward, like them? If you remeZL^
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which should announce and explain his mar-

riage to the people who had a right to hear of

it. But the soldier had a dislike to all letter-

writing, and a special horror of any epistolary
communication which could come under the de-

nomination of a business-letter
;
so the easy sum-

mer-days slipped by the delicious drowsy noon-

tides, the soft and dreamy twilight, the tender

moonlit nights and the Captain put off the task

for which he had no fancy, from after breakfast

until after dinner, and from after dinner until

after breakfast
; always beguiled away from his

open traveling-desk by a word from Mary, who
called him to the window to look at a pretty
child on the village green before the inn, or at

the blacksmith's dog, or the tinker's donkey, or a
tired Italian organ-boy who had strayed into

that out-of-the-way nook, or at the smart butch-
er from Winchester, who rattled over in a pony-
cart twice a week to take orders from the gentry
round about, and to insult and defy the local

purveyor, whose stock generally seemed to con-
sist of one leg of mutton and a dish of pig's

fry.
The young couple walked slowly through the

meadows, crossing rustic wooden bridges that

spanned the winding stream, loitering to look
down into the clear water at the fish which Cap-
tain Arundel pointed out, but which Mary could

never see, that young lady always fixing her eyes
upon some long trailing weed afloat in the trans-

parent water, while the silvery trout indicated

by her husband glided quietly away to the sedgy
bottom of the stream. They lingered by the wa-
ter-mill, beneath whose shadow some children
were fishing ; they seized upon every pretext for

lengthening that sunny homeward walk, and

only reached the inn as the village-clocks were

striking four, at which hour Captain Arundel
had ordered dinner.

But after the simple little repast, mild and
artless in its nature as the fair young spirit of

the bride herself; after the landlord, sympa-
thetic yet respectful, had in his own person at-

tended upon his two guests; after the pretty
rustic chamber had been cleared of all evidence
of the meal that had been eaten Edward Arun-
del began to seriously consider the business in

hand.
" The letters must be written, Polly," he

said, seating himself at a table near the open
window. Trailing branches of jasmine and

honey-suckle made a frame-work round the dia-

mond-paned casement; the scented blossoms
blew into the room with every breath of the

warm August breeze, and hung trembling in the

folds of the chintz curtains. Mr. Arundel's

gaze wandered dreamily away through this open
window to the primitive picture without the

scattered cottages upon the other side of the

green, the cattle standing in the pond, the cack-

ling geese hurrying homeward across the purple
ridge of common, the village gossips loitering
beneath the faded sign that hung before the low
white tavern at the angle of the road. He
looked at all these things as he flung his leathern

desk upon the table, and made a great parade
of unlocking and opening it.

"The letters must be written." he repeated,
with a smothered sigh. "Did you ever notice
a peculiar property in stationery, Polly ?"

Mrs. Edward Arundel only opened her brown

eyes to their widest extent, and stared at her
husband.

"No; I see you haven't," said the young
man. " How should you, you fortunate Polly ?

you've never had to write any business-letters

yet, though you are an heiress. The peculiarity
of all stationery, my dear, is, that it is possessed
of an intuitive knowledge of the object for

which it is to be used. If one has to write an

unpleasant letter, Polly, it might go a little

smoother, you know
;

one might round one's

paragraphs, and spell the difficult words the
'

believes' and '

receives,' the '
tills' and '

untils,'
and all that sort of thing better with a pleas-
ant pen, an easy-going, jolly, soft-nibbed quill,
that would seem to say,

' Cheer up, old fellow,
I'll carry you through it; we'll get to "your
very obedient servant!' before you know where

you are,' and so on. But, bless your heart,

Polly, let a poor, unbusiness-like fellow try to

write a business-letter, and every thing goes

against him. The pen knows what he's at, and

jibs and stumbles and shies about the paper like

a broken-down screw
;
the ink turns thick and

lumpy, the paper gets as greasy as a London

pavement after a fall of snow, till a poor fellow

gives up, and knocks under to the force of cir-

cumstances. You see if my pen doesn't splut-

ter, Polly, the moment I address Richard Pau-
Idtte."

Captain Arundel was very careful in the ad-

justment of his sheet of paper, and began his

letter with an air of resolution :

" WHITE HAKT INN, MILLDALB, NEAR WINCHESTER,
August 14.

"Mr DEAR SIR"

He wrote as much as this with great prompti-

tude, and then, with his elbow on the table, fell

to staring at his pretty young wife and drumming
his fingers on his chin. Mary was sitting oppo-
site her husband at the open window, working,
or making a pretense of being occupied with

some impossible fragment of Berlin wool-work,
while she watched her husband.
"How pretty you look in that white frock,

Polly !" said the soldier; "you call those things

frocks, don't you? And that blue sash, too

you ought always to wear white, Mary, like your
namesakes abroad who are vouee au blanc by their

faithful mothers, and who are a blessing to the

laundresses for the first seven or fourteen years
of their lives. What shall I say to Paulette?

He's such a jolly fellow, there oughtn't to be

much difficulty about the matter. 'My dear
j

Sir,' seems absurdly stiff; My dear Paulette'

that's better 'I write this to inform you that

your client, Miss Mary March' What's that,

Polly ?"

It'was the postman, a youth upon a pony, with

the afternoon letters from London. Captain ]

Arundel flung down his pen and went to the

window. He had some interest in this young
man's arrival, as he had left orders that such-

letters as were addressed to him at the hotel in

Covent Garden should be forwarded to him at

Milldale.

"I dare say there's a letter from Germany,

Polly," he said, eagerly.
" My mother and Le-

titia are capital correspondents ;
I'll wager any

thing there's a letter, and I can answer it in the

one I'm going to write this evening, and that'll



JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY. 87

be killing two birds with one stone. I'll run but, oh, how little time to comfort his darling ;

down to the postman, Polly." how little time to reconcile his young wife to the

Captain Arundel had good reason to go after
j

temporary separation !

his letters, for there seemed little chance of those

missives being brought to him. The youthful

postman was standing in the porch drinking ale

out of a ponderous earthen-ware mug, and talk-

ing to the landlord, when Edward went down.

"Any letters for me, Dick?" the Captain
asked.

*

He knew the Christian name of almost

every visitor or hanger-on at the little inn, though
he had not staid there an entire fortnight, and
was as popular and admired as if he had been

j

He hurried back to the porch, briefly ex-

plained to the landlord what had happened, or-

dered the pony and gig to be got ready upmedi-
ately, and then went very,, very slowly up stairs,

to the room in which his young wife sat by the

open window waiting for his return.

Mary looked up at his face as he entered the

room, and that one glance told her of some new
sorrow.

"Edward," she cried, starting up from her
some free-spoken young squire to whom all the i chair with a look of terror, "my step-mother
land round about belonged.

: has come !"

"'Ees, Sir," the young man answered, shuf-
!

Even in his trouble the young man smiled at

fling off his cap ;
"there be two letters for ye."

!

his foolish wife's all-absorbing fear of Olivia

He handed the two packets to Captain Arundel, Marchmont.
who looked doubtfully at the address of the up-

"
No, my darling," he said

;

" I wish to Heav-

permost, which, like the other, had been redi- en our worst trouble were the chance of your
rected by the people at the London hotel. The father's widow breaking in upon us. Something
original address of this letter was in a hand- has happened, Mary ; something very sorrow-

writing that was strange to him
;
but it bore the ful, very serious for me. My father is ill, Polly

post-mark of the village from which the Danger- dear, dangerously ill, and I must go to him."
field letters were sent. Mary Arundel drew a long breath. Her face

The back of the inn looked into an orchard, had grown very white, and the hands that were
and through an open door opposite to the porch ;

linked tightly together upon her husband's shoul-

Edward Arundel saw the low branches of the
;

der trembled a little.

trees, and the ripening fruit red and golden in
;

"I will try to bear it," she said; "I will try
the afternoon sunlight. He went out into this to bear it."

orchard to read his letters, his mind a little dis- "God bless you, my darling!" the soldier an-

turbed by the strange handwriting upon the swered, fervently, clasping his young wife to his

Dangerfield epistle. |

breast. "I know you will. It will be a very
The letter was from his father's housekeeper, short parting, Mary dearest. I will come back

to you directly I have seen my father. If he is

worse, there will be little need for me to stop
at Dangerfield ;

if he is better, I can take you
back there with me. My own darling love, it

is very bitter for us to be parted thus
;
but I

know that you will bear it like a heroine. Won't

you, Polly?"
" I will try to bear it, dear."

She said very little more than this, but clung
gray trunk of an old apple-tree, staring at this i

about her husband, not with any desperate force,
letter with a white awe-stricken face.

|

not with any clamorous and tumultuous grief,
What was he to do? He must go to his fa-

j
but with a half-despondent resignation; as a

ther, of course* . He must go without a moment's drowning man, whose strength is well-nigh ex-

delay. He must catch the first train that would

carry him westward from Southampton. There
could be no question as to his duty. He must

imploring him most earnestly to go down to the

Park without delay. Squire Arundel had been
seized with an attack of paralysis, and was de-

clared to be in imminent danger, Mrs. and Miss
Arundel and Mr Reginald were away in Ger-

many. The faithful old servant implored the

younger son to lose no time in hurrying home,
if he wished to see his father alive.

The soldier stood leaning against the gnarled

go ;
he must leave his young wife.

hausted, may cling, in his hopelessness, to a

spar which he knows he must presently aban-
don.

Mary Arundel followed her husband hither
His heart sank with a sharp thrill of pain, and and thither while he made his brief and hurried

with perhaps some faint shuddering sense of an preparations for 'the sudden journey; but al-

unknown terror, as he thought of this.
j though she was powerless to assist him for her

" It was lucky I didn't write the letters," he '

trembling hands let fall every thing she tried to

reflected
;

" no one will guess the secret of my hold, and there was a mist before her eyes which

darling's retreat. She can stay here till I come distorted and blotted the outline of each object
back to her. God knows I shall hurry back the she looked at she hindered him by no noisy
moment my duty sets me free. These people lamentations, she distressed him by no tears,

will take care of her. No one will know where
i
She suffered, as it was her habit to suffer, quiet-

to look for her. I'm very glad I didn't write to >

ly and uncomplainingly.
Olivia. We were to happy this morning ! Who

j

The sun was sinking when she went with
could think that sorrow would come between us ; Edward down stairs to the porch, before which
so soon?" the landlord's pony and gig were in waiting, in

Captain Arundel looked at his watch. It was
! custody of a smart lad who was to drive Mr.

a quarter to six o'clock, and he knew that an
,'

Arundel to Southampton. There was no time

express left Southampton for the west at eight. ,
for any protracted farewell. It was better so,

There would be time for him to catch that train ! perhaps, Edward thought. He would be back
with the help of a sturdy pony belonging to the so soon that the grief he felt in this parting
landlord of the White Hart, which would rattle '. and it may be that his suffering was scarcely
him over to the station in an hour and a half.

|

less than Mary's seemed wasted anguish, to

There would be time for him to catch the train
;

i which it would have been sheer cowardice to
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give way. But for all this the soldier very

nearly broke down when he saw his childish

wife's piteous face, white in the evening sunlight,
turned to him in mute appeal, as if the quiver-

ing lips would fain have entreated him to aban-
don alii and to remain. He lifted the fragile

figure in his arms alas! it had never seemed
so fragile as now and covered the pale face

with passionate kisses and fast-dropping tears.
" God bless and defend' you, Mary ! God

keep
"

He was ashamed of the huskiness of his voice,
and putting his wife suddenly away from him,
he sprang into the gig, snatched the reins from
the boy's hand, and drove away at the pony's
best speed. The old-fashioned vehicle disap-

peared in a cloud of dust
;
and Mary, looking

after her husband with eyes that were as yet
tearless, saw nothing but glaring light and con-

fusion, and a pastoral landscape that reeled and
heaved like a stormy sea.

It seemed to her, as she went slowly back to

her room, and sat down amidst the disorder of

open portmanteaus and overturned hat-boxes,
which the young man had thrown here and
there in his hurried selection of the few things

necessary for him to take on his hasty journey
it seemed as if the greatest calamity, of her life

had now befallen her. As hopelessly as she

had thought of her father's death, she now
thought of Edward Arundel's departure. She
could not see beyond the acute anguish of this

separation. She could not realize to herself

that there was no cause for all this terrible sor-

row; that the parting was only a temporary
one

;
and that her husband would return to her

in a few days at the furthest. Now that she
wa-s alone, that the necessity for heroism was

past, she abandoned herself utterly to the de-

spair that had held possession of her soul from
the moment in which Captain Arundel had told

her of his father's illness.

The sun went down behind the purple hills

that sheltered the western side of the little vil-

lage. The tree-tops in the orchard below the

open window of Mrs. Arundel's bedroom grew,
dim in the gray twilight. Little by little the

sound of voices in the rooms below died away
into stillness. The fresh rosy-cheeked coun-

try girl who had waited upen the young hus-

band and wife came into the sitting-room with

a pair of wax candles in old-fashioned silver

candlesticks, and lingered in the room for a lit-

tle time, expecting to receive some order from
the lonely watcher. But Mary had locked the

door of her bedchamber, and sat with her head

upon the sill of the open window, looking wea-

rily out into the dim orchard. It was only
when the stars glimmered in the tranquil sky that

the girl's blank despair gave way before a sudden
burst of tears, and she flung herself down beside

the white-curtained bed to pray for her young
husband. She prayed for him in an ecstatic

fervor of love and faith, carried away by the

new hopefulness that arose out of her ardent

supplications, and picturing him going triumph-
ant on his course to find his father out of dan-

ger restored to health, perhaps and to re-

turn to her before the stars glimmered through
the darkness of another summer's night. She

prayed for him, hoping and believing every
thing; though at the hour in which she knelt,

with the faint starlight shimmering upon her up-
turned face and clasped hands, Edward Arundel
was lying, maimed and senseless, in the wretch-
ed waiting-room of a little railway-station in

Dorsetshire, watched over by an obscure coun-

try surgeon, while the frightened officials scud-
ded here and there in search of some vehicle in
which the young man might be conveyed to the
nearest town.

There had been one of those accidents which
seem terribly common on every line of railway,
however well managed, A signal-man had
mistaken one train for another; a flag had been

dropped too soon
;
and the down express had

run into a heavy luggage-train blundering up
from Exeter with farm produce for the London
markets. Two men had been killed, und a

great many passengers hurt
;
some very serious-

ly. Edward Arundel's case was perhaps one of

the most serious among these.

CHAPTER XIX.

SOUNDING THE DEPTHS.

LAVINIA WESTON spent the evening after her
visit to Marchmont Towers at her writing-desk,

which, like every thing else appertaining to her,
was a model of neatness and propriety ; perfect
in its way, although it was no marvelous speci-
men of walnut-wood and burnished gold, no el-

egant structure of papier-mache and mother-of-

pearl, but simply a school-girl's rosewood vel-

vet-lined desk, bought for fifteen shillings or a

guinea.
Mrs. Weston had administered the evening

refreshment of weak tea, stale bread, and strong
butter to her meek husband, and had dismissed

him to the surgery, a sunken and rather cellar-

like apartment opening out of the prim second-
best parlor, and approached from the village
street by a side-door. The surgeon was very-
well content to employ himself with the prepa-
ration of such draught* and boluses as were re-

quired by the ailing inhabitants of Kemberling,
while his wife sat at her desk in the room above
him. He left his gallipots and pestle and mor-
tar once or twice in the course of the evening
to clamber ponderously up the three or four stairs

leading to the sitting-room, and stare through
the keyhole of the door at Mrs. Weston's thought-
ful face, and busy hand gliding softly over the

smooth note-paper. He did this in no prying
or suspicious spirit, but out of sheer admiration

for his wife.

"What a mind she has!" he murmured, rap-

turously, as he went back to his work;
" what

a mind!"
The letter which Lavinia Weston wrote that

evening was a very long one. She was one of

those women who write long letters upon every
convenient occasion. To-night she covered two

sheets of note-paper with her small neat hand-

writing. Those two sheets contained a detailed

account of the interview that had taken place
that day between the surgeon's wife and Olivia ;

and the letter was addressed to the artist, Paul

Marchmont.

Perhaps it was in consequence of the receipt

of this letter that Paul Marchmont arrived at

his sister's house at Kemberling two days after
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Mrs. Western's visit to Marchmont Towers. He
told the surgeon that he came to Lincolnshire

for a few days' change of air, after a long spell

of very hard work
;
and George Weston, who

looked upon his brother-in-lawas an intellectual

demi-god, was very well content to accept any
explanation of Mr. Marchmont's visit.

"
Kemberling isn't a very lively place for you,

Mr. Paul," he said, apologetically he always
called his wife's brother Mr. Paul " but I dare

say Lavinia will contrive to make you comfort-

able. She persuaded me to come here when old

Dawnfield died
;
but I can't say she acted with

her usual tact, for the business ain't as good as

my Stanfield practice ;
but I don't tell Lavinia

s."
Paul Marchmont smiled.

"The business will pick up by-and-by, I dare

say," he said. "You'll have the Marchmont
Towers' family to attend to in good time, I sup-

pose."
"That's what Lavinia said," answered the

surgeon. "'Mrs. John Marchmont can't re-

fuse to employ a relation,' she says; 'and as

first cousin to Mary Marchmont's father, I

ought' meaning herself, you know 'to have
some influence in that quarter.' But then, you
see, the very week we come here the gal goes
and runs away; which rather, as one may say,

puts a spoke in our wheel, you know."
Mr. George Weston rubbed his chin reflect-

ively as he concluded thus. He was a man
given to spending his leisure hours when he
had any leisure, which was not very often in

tavern parlors, where the affairs of the nation

were settled and unsettled every evening over

sixpenny glasses of Hollands and water; and
he regretted his removal from Stanfield, which
had been as the uprooting of all his dearest as-

sociations. He was a solemn man, who never

hazarded an opinion lightly perhaps because

he never had an opinion to hazard and his

stolidity won him a good deal of respect from

strangers ;
but in the hands of his wife he was

meeker than the doves that cooed in the pig-
eon-house behind his dwelling, and more plas-
tic than the knob of white wax upon which
industrious Mrs. Weston was wont to rub her

thread when engaged in the mysteries of that

elaborate and terrible science which women par-
adoxically call plain needle-work.

Paul Marchmont presented himself at the

Towers upon the day after his arrival at Kem-
berling. His interview with the widow was a

very long one. He had studied every line of

his sister's letter; he had weighed every word
that had fallen from Olivia's lips and had been
recorded by Lavinia Weston

; and taking the

knowledge thus obtained as his starting-point,
he took his dissecting-knife and went to work
at an intellectual autopsy. He anatomized the

wretched woman's soul. He made her tell her

secret, and bare her tortured breast before him;
now wringing some hasty word from her impa-
tience, now entrapping her into some admission

if only as much as a defiant look, a sudden

lowering of the dark brows, an involuntary com-

pression of the lips. He made her reveal her-

self to him. Poor Rosencrantz and Guilden-

stern were sorry blunderers in that art which is

vulgarly called pumping, and were easily put
out by a few quips and quaint retorts from the

IT

mad Danish prince ;
but Paul Marchmont would

have played upon Hamlet more deftly than ever

mortal musician played upon pipe or recorder,
and would have fathomed the remotest depths
of that sorrowful and erratic soul. Olivia

writhed under the torture of that polite inquisi-

tion, for she knew that her secrets were being
extorted from her; that her pitiful folly that

folly which she would have denied even' to her-

self, if possible was being laid bare in all its

weak foolishness. She knew this
;
but she was

compelled to smile in the face of her bland in-

quisitor, to respond to his commonplace expres-
sions of concern about the protracted absence of

the missing girf, and meekly to receive his sug-

gestions respecting the course it was her duty to

take. He had the air of responding to her sug-

gestions, rather than of himself dictating any
particular line of conduct. He affected to be-

lieve that he was only agreeing with some un-
derstood ideas of hers, while he urged his own
views upon her.

"Then we are quite of one mind in this, my
dear Mrs. Marchmont," he said, at last

;

"
this

unfortunate girl must not be suffered to remain

away from her legitimate home any longer
than we can help. -It is our duty to find and

bring her back. I need scarcely say that you,
being bound to her by every tie of affection, and

having, beyond this, the strongest claim upon
her gratitude for your devoted fulfillment of

the trust confided in you one hears of these

things, Mrs. Marchmont, in a country vil-

lage like Kemberling I need scarcely say that

you are the most fitting -person to win the

poor child back to a sense of her duty if she

can be won to such a sense." Paul Marchmont
added, after a sudden pause and a thoughtful

sigh, "I sometimes fear
"

He stopped abruptly, waiting until Olivia

should question him.

"You sometimes fear ?"

"That that the error into which Miss March-
mont has fallen is the result of a mental rather

than of a moral deficiency."
" What do you mean ?"

"I mean this, my dear Mrs. Marchmont,"
answered the artist, gravely ;

" one of the most

powerful evidences of the soundness of a man's
brain is his capability of assigning a reasonable

motive for every action of his life. No matter

how unreasonable the action in itself may seem,
if the motive for that action can be demonstra-
ted. But the moment a man acts without mo-

tive, we begin to take alarm and to watch him.

He is eccentric
;
his conduct is no longer amena-

ble to ordinary rule; and we begin to trace

his eccentricities to some weakness or deficiency
in his judgment or intellect. Now, I ask you
what motive Mary Marchmont can have had for

running away from this house ?"

Olivia quailed under the piercing scrutiny of

the artist's cold gray eyes, but she did not at-

tempt to reply to his question.
"The answer is very simple," he continued,

after that long scrutiny; "the girl could have
had no cause for flight; while, on the other

hand, every reasonable motive that can be sup-

posed to actuate a woman's conduct was arrayed
against her. She had a happy home, a kind

step-mother. She was within a few years of

becoming undisputed mistress of a very large
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estate. And yet, immediately after having as-

sisted at a festive entertainment, to all appear-

ance as gay and happy as the gayest and happi-
iest there, 'this girl runs away in the dead of

the night, abandoning the mansion which is her

own property, and assigning no reason whatever

for what she does. -Can you wonder, then, if I

feel confirmed in an opinion that I formed upon
the day on which I heard the reading of my
cousin's will ?"

" What opinion?"
" That Mary Marchmont is as feeble in mind

as she is fragile in body."
He launched this sentence boldly, and waited

for Olivia's reply. He had discovered the wid-

ow's secret. He had fathomed the cause of her

jealous hatred of Mary Marchmont; but even
he did not yet understand the nature of the

conflict in the desperate woman's breast. She
could not be wicked all at once. Against every
fresh sin she made a fresh struggle, and she

would not accept the lie which the artist tried

to force upon her.
"

I do not think that there is any deficiency
in my step-daughter's intellect," she said, reso-

lutely.
Sho was beginning to understand that Paul

Marchmont wanted to ally himself with her

against the orphan heiress, but as yet she did

not understand why he should do so. She was
slow to comprehend feelings that were utterly

foreign to-'her own nature. There was so little

of mercenary baseness in this strange woman's

soul, that had the flame of a candle alone stood

between her and the possession of Marchmont

Towers, I doubt if she would have cared to

waste a breath upon its extinction. She had lived

away from the world, and out of the world
;
and

it was difficult for her to comprehend the mean
and paltry wickednesses which arise out of the

worship of Baal.

Paul Marchmont recoiled a little before the

straight answer which the widow had given
him.

" You think Miss Marchmont strong-minded,

then, perhaps?" he said.

"No, not strong-minded."

"My dear Mrs. Marchmont, you deal in par-

adoxes," exclaimed the artist. "You say that

your step-daughter is neither weak-minded nor

strong-minded ?"

"Weak enough, perhaps, to be easily influ-

enced by other people ;
weak enough to believe

any thing my cousin Edward Arundel might
choose to tell her; but not what is generally
called deficient in intellect."

"You think her perfectly able to take care of

herself?"

"Yes; I think so."

"And yet this running away looks almost as

if but I have no wish to force any unpleasant
belief upon you, my dear madam. I think as

you yourself appear to suggest that the best

thing we can do is to get this poor girl home

again as quickly as possible. It will never do

for the mistress of Marchmont Towers to be

wandering about the world with Mr. Edward
Arundel. Pray pardon me, Mrs. Marchmont,
if I speak rather disrespectfully of your cousin

;

but I really can not think that the gentleman has
acted very honorably in this business."

Olivia was silent. She remembered the pas-

sionate indignation of the young soldier, the an-

gry defiance hurled at her, as Edward Arundel
galloped away from the gaunt western fa9ade.
She remembered these things, and involuntarily
contrasted them with the smooth blandness of
Paul Marchmont's talk, and the deadly purpose
lurking beneath it of which deadly purpose
some faint suspicion was beginning* to dawn
upon her.

If she could have thought Mary Marchmont
mad if she could have thought Edward Arun-
del base she would have been glad ;

for then
there would have been some excuse for her own
wickedness. But she could not think so. She

slipped little by little down into the black gulf,

dragged now by her own mad passion, now lured

yet further downward by Paul Marchmont.
Between this man and eleven thousand a year

the life of a fragile girl was the solitary obstacle.

For three years it had been so, and Tor three

years Paul Marchmont had waited patiently,
as it was his habit to wait the hour and the op-

portunity for action. The hour and opportuni-

ty had come, and this woman, Olivia March-

mont, only stood in his way. She must become
either his enemy or his tool, to be baffled or to

be made useful. He had now sounded the depths
of her nature, and he determined to make her
his tool.

' '
It shall be my business to discover this poor

child's hiding-place," he said; "when that is

found, I will communicate with you, and I know

you will not refuse to fulfill the trust confided to

you by your late husband. You will bring your
step-daughter back to this house, and hencefor-

ward protect her from the dangerous influence

of Edward Arundel."
Olivia looked at the speaker with an expres-

sion which seemed like terror. It was as if she

said,

"Are you the devil that you hold out this

temptation to me, and twist my own passions to

serve your purpose?"
And then she paltered with her conscience.

"Do you consider that it is my duty to do
this?" she asked.

"My dear Mrs. Marchmont, most decidedly."
"I will do it then. I I wish to do my

duty."
"And you can perform no greater act of

charity than by bringing this unhappy girl back
to a sense of her duty. Remember that her

reputation, her future happiness, may fall a sac-

rifice to this foolish conduct, which, I regret to

say, is very generally known in the neighbor-
hood. Forgive me it I express my opinion too

freely ;
but I can not help thinking that if Mr.

Arundel's intentions had been strictly honora-

ble, he would have written to you before this, to

tell you that his search for the missing girl had
failed

; or, in the event of his finding her, he

would- have taken the earliest opportunity of

bringing her back to her own home. My poor
cousin's somewhat unprotected position, her

wealth, and her inexperience of the world, place
her at the mercy of a fortune-hunter ;

and Mr.

Arundel has himself to thank if his conduct

gives rise to the belief that he wishes to compro-
mise this girl in the eyes of the scandalous, and
thus make sure of your consent to a marriage
which would give him command of my cousin's

fortune."
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Olivia Marchmont's bosom heaved with the

stormy beating of her heart. Was she to sit

calmly by and hold her peace while this man
slandered the brave young soldier, the bold,

reckless, generous-hearted lad, who had shone

upon her out of the darkness of her life, as the

very incarnation of all that is noble and admi-
rable in mankind ? Was she to sit quietly by
and hear a stranger lie away her kinsman's

honor, and truth, and manhood ?

Yes, she must do so. This man had offered

her a price for her truth and her soul. He was

ready to help her to the revenge she longed for.

He was ready to give her his aid in separating
the innocent young lovers, whose pure affec-

tion had poisoned her life, whose happiness was
worse than the worst death to her. She kept
silent, therefore, and waited for Paul to speak
again.
"

I will go up to Town to-morrow, and set to

work about this business," the artist said, as he
rose to take leave of Mrs. Marchmont; "I do
not believe that I shall have much difficulty in

finding the young lady's hiding-place. My first

task shall be to look for Mr. Arundel. You
can perhaps give me the address of some place
in London where your cousin is in the habit of

staying?"
"

I can."
" Thank yon ;

that will very much simplify
matters. I shall write you immediate word of

any discovery I make, and will then leave all

the rest to you. My influence over Mary March-
mont as an entire stranger could be nothing.

Yours, on the contrary, must be unbounded.
It will be for you to act upon my letter."

Olivia Marchmont waited for two days and
nights for the promised letter. Upon the third

morning it came. The artist's epistle was very
brief:

" Mr DEAR MRS. MARCHMONT, I have made
the necessary discovery. Miss Marchmont is to

be found at the White' Hart Inn, Milldale, near
Winchester. May I venture to urge your pro-
ceeding there in search of her without 'delay ?

"Yours very faithfully,
"PAUL MARCHMONT.

"CUABLOTTE STREET, FlTZROY SQUARE, Aug. 15."

CHAPTER XX.

RISEN FROM THE GRAVE.

THE rain dripped ceaselessly upon the dreary
earth under a gray November sky a dull and
lowering sky, that seemed to brood over this

lower world with some menace of coming down
to blot out and destroy it. The express train

rushing headlong across the wet flats of Lincoln-
shire glared like a meteor in the gray fog ;

the
dismal shriek of the engine was like the cry of
a bird of prey. The few passengers who had
chosen that dreary winter's day for their travels

looked despondently out at the monotonous pros-
pect, seeking in vain to descry some spot of hope
in the joyless prospect ;

or made futile attempts
to read their newspapers by the dim light of the

lamp in the roof of the carriage. Sulky passen-
gers shuddered savagely as they wrapped them-

selves in huge woolen rugs or ponderous cover-

ings made from the skins of wild beasts. Mel-

ancholy passengers drew grotesque and hideous

traveling - caps over their brows, and, coiling
themselves in the corner of their seats, essayed
to sleep away the weary hours. Every thing
upon this earth seemed dismal and damp, cold
and desolate, incongruous and uncomfortable.
But there was one first-class passenger in that

Lincolnshire express who made himself especial-
ly obnoxious to his fellows by the display of an
amount of restlessness and superabundant en-

ergy quite out of keeping with the lazy despond-
ency of those about him.

This was a young man with a long tawny
beard and a white face a very handsome face,

though wan and attenuated, as if with some ter-

rible sickness, and somewhat disfigured by cer-
tain strappings of plaster, which were bound
about a patch of his skull a little above the left

temple. This young man had the side of one

carriage to himself, and a sort of bed had been
made up for him with extra cushions, upon
which he lay at full length, when he was still,

which was never for very long together. He
was enveloped almost to the chin in voluminous

railway-rugs, but, in spite of these coverings,
shuddered every now and then as if with cold.

He had a pocket-pistol among his traveling par-
aphernalia, which he applied occasionally to his

dry lips. Sometimes drops of perspiration broke

suddenly out upon his forehead, and were brush-
ed away by a tremulous hand, that was scarcely
strong enough to hold a cambric handkerchief,
In short, it was sufficiently obvious to every one
that this young man with the tawny beard had

only lately risen from a sick-bed, and had risen

therefrom considerably before the time at which

any prudent medical practitioner would have

given him license to do so.

It was evident that he was very, very ill, but
that he was, if any thing, more ill at ease in

mind than in body, and that some terrible gnaw-
ing anxiety, some restless care, some horrible

iincertainty or perpetual foreboding of trouble,
would not allow him to be at peace. It was
as much as the three fellow-passengers who sat

opposite to him could do to bear with his im-

patience, his restlessness, his short half-stifled

moans, his long weary sighs ;
the horror of his

fidgety feet shuffled incessantly upon the cush-

ions
;
the suddenly convulsive jerks with which

he would lift himself upon his elbow to stare

fiercely into the dismal fog outside the carriage
window

;
the groans that were wrung from him

as he flung himself into new and painful posi-
tions

;
the frightful aspect of physical agony

which came over his face as he looked at his

watch and he drew out and consulted that ill-

used chronometer, upon an average, once in a

quarter of an hour
;
his impatient crumpling of

the crisp leaves of a new ' '

Bradshaw,
" which he

turned over ever and anon, as if, by perpetual
reference to that mysterious time-table, he might
hasten the advent of the hour at which he was
to reach his destination. He was, altogether, a
most aggravating and exasperating traveling

companion; and it was only out of Christian

forbearance with the weakness of his physical
state that his irritated fellow-passengers refrained

from uniting themselves against him, and cast-

ing him bodily out of the window of the car-
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riage ;
as a clown sometimes flings a venerable

but tiresome pantaloon through a square trap or

pitfall, lurking, undreamed of, in the fa9ade of

an honest tradesman's dwelling.
The three passengers had, in divers manners,

expressed their sympathy with the invalid trav-

eler
;
but their courtesies had not been respond-

ed to with any evidence of gratitude or hearti-

ness. The young man had answered them in an

absent fashion, scarcely deigning to look at them
as he spoke, speaking altogether with the air

of some sleep-walker, who roams hither and
thither absorbed in a dreadful dream, making a

world for himself, and peopling it with horrible

images unknown to those about him.
Had he been ill ? Yes, very ill. He had had

a railway accident, and then brain-fever. He
had been ill for a long time.

Somebody asked him how long ?

He shuffled about upon the cushions, and

groaned aloud at this question, to the alarm of

the man who had asked it.

"How long?" he cried, in a fierce agony of

mental or bodily uneasiness
;
"how long ? Two

months three months ever since the 14th of

August."
Then another passenger, looking at the young

man's very evident sufferings from a commercial

point of view, asked him whether he had had

any compensation.
"
Compensation !" cried the invalid. "What

compensation ?"

"Compensation from the Railway Com-
pany. I hope you've a strong case against

them, for you've evidently been a terrible suf-

ferer."

It was dreadful to see the way in which the

sick man writhed under this question.

"Compensation!" he cried. "What com-

pensation can they give me for an accident that

shut me in a living grave for three months, that

separated me from You don't know what

you're talking about, Sir," he added, suddenly;
" I can't think of this business patiently ;

I can't

be reasonable. If they'd hacked me to pieces,
I shouldn't have cared. I've been under a red-

hot Indian sun when we fellows couldn't see the

sky above us for the smoke of the cannons and
the flashing of the sabres about our heads, and
I'm not afraid of a little cutting and smashing
more or less; but when I think what others

may have suffered through I'm almost mad,
and "

He couldn't say any more, for the intensity of

his passion had shaken him as a leaf is shaken

by a whirlwind
;
and he fell back upon the cush-

ions, trembling in every limb, and groaning
aloud. His fellow-passengers looked at each

other rather nervously, and two out of the three

entertained serious thoughts of changing car-

riages when the express stopped midway between
London and Lincoln.

But they were reassured by-and-by; for the

invalid, who was Captain Edward Arundel, or

that pale shadow of the dashing young cavalry
officer which had risen from a sick-bed, relapsed
into silence, and displayed no more alarming

symptoms than that perpetual restlessness and

disquietude which is cruelly wearying even to

the strongest nerves. He only spoke once more,
and that was when the short day, in which there

had been no actual daylight, was closing in, and
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the journey nearly finished, when he startled his

companions by crying out, suddenly,
"O my God, will this journey never come to

an end ? Shall I never be put out of this horri-
ble suspense?"
The journey, or at any rate Captain Arun-

del's share of it, came to an end almost imme-
diately afterward, for the train stopped at Swamp-
ington ;

and while the invalid was staggering
feebly to his feet, eager to scramble out of the

carriage, his servant came to the door to assist

and support him.

"You seem to have borne the journey won-

derful, Sir," the man said, respectfully, as he
tried to rearrange his master's wrappings, and
to do as much as circumstances, and the young
man's restless impatience, would allow of being
done for his comfort.

" I have suffered the tortures of the infernal

regions, Morrison," Captain Arundel ejaculated,
in answer to his attendant's congratulatory ad-

dress. "Get me a fly directly. I must go to

the Towers at once."

"Not to-night, Sir, surely?" the servant re-

monstrated, in a tone of alarm. "Your Mar
and the doctors said you must rest at Swamp-
ington for a night."

"I'll rest nowhere till I've been to March-
mont Towers," answered the young soldier, pas-

sionately. "If I must walk there if I'm to

drop down dead on the road I'll go. If the

corn-fields between this and the Towers were a

blazing prairie or a raging sea, I'd go. Get me
a fly, man ;

and don't talk to me of my mother
or the doctors. I'm going to look for my wife.

Get me a fly."

This demand for a commonplace hackney
vehicle soanded rather like an anti-climax, after

the young man's talk of blazing prairies and

raging seas
;
but passionate reality has no ridic-

ulous side, and Edward Arundel's most foolish

words were sublime by reason of their earnest-

ness.

"Get me a fly, Morrison," he said, grinding
his heel upon the platform in the intensity of his

impatience. "Or, stay, we should gain more
in the end if you were to go to the George it's

not ten minutes' walk from here; one of the

porters will take you the people there know me,
and they'll let you have some vehicle, with a pair
of horses and a clever driver. Tell them it's for

an errand of life and death, and that Captain
Arundel will pay them three times their usual

price, or six times, if they wish. Tell them any
thirfg, so long as you get what we want."

The valet, an old servant of Edward Arun-
del's father, was carried away by the young
man's mad impetuosity. The vitality of this

broken-down invalid, whose physical weakness

contrasted strangely with his mental energy,

bore down upon the grave man-servant like an

avalanche, and carried him whither it would.

He was fain to abandon all hope of being true

to the promises which he had given to Mrs.

Arundel and the medical men, and to yield him-

self to the will of the fiery young soldier.

He left Edward Arundel sitting upon a chair

in the solitary waiting-room, and hurried after

the porter who had volunteered to show him the

way to the George Inn, the most prosperous
hotel in Swampington.
The valet had good reason to be astonished by
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his young master's energy and determination;
for Mary Marchmont's husband was as one res-

cued from the very jaws of death. For twelve

weeks after that terrible concussion upon the

Southwestern Railway, Edward Arundel had
lain in a state of coma helpless, mindless; all

the story of his life blotted away, and his brain

transformed into as blank a page as if he had
been an infant lying on his mother's knees. A
fractured skull had been the young Captain's
chief share in those injuries which were dealt

out pretty freely to the travelers in the Exeter

mail on the 14th of August ;
and the'young man

had been conveyed to Dangerfield Park, while

his father's corpse lay in stately solemnity in one

of the chief rooms, almost as much a corpse as

that dead father.

Mrs. Arundel's troubles had come, as the

troubles of rich and prosperous people often do

come, in a sudden avalanche, that threatened to

overwhelm the tender-hearted matron. She had
been Summoned from Germany to attend her

husband's death-bed
;
and she was called away

from her faithful watch beside that death-bed,
to hear tidings of the terrible accident that had
befallen her younger son.

Neither the Dorsetshire doctor who attended
the stricken traveler upon his homeward journey,
and brought the strong man, helpless as a child,

to claim the same tender devotion that had
watched over his infancy, nor the Devonshire
doctors who were summoned to Dangerfield,

gave any hope of their patient's recovery. The
sufferer might linger for years, they said

;
but

his existence would be only a living death, a hor-

rible blank, which it was a cruelty to wish pro-

longed. But when a great London surgeon ap-

peared upon the scene, a new light, a wonderful

gleam of hope, shone in upon the blackness of

the mother's despair.
This great London surgeon, who was a very

unassuming and matter-of-fact little man, and
who seemed in a great hurry to earn his fee and
run back to Saville Row by the next express,
made a brief examination of the patient, asked
a very few sharp and trenchant questions of the
reverential provincial medical practitioners, and
then declared that the chief cause of Edward
Arundel's state lay in the fact that a portion of
the skull was depressed a splinter pressed upon
the brain.

The provincial practitioners opened their eyes
very wide

;
and one of them ventured to mutter

something to the effect that he had thought as

much for a long time. The London surgeon
further stated, that until the pressure was re-

moved from the patient's brain, Captain Edward
Arundel would remain in precisely the same
state as that into which he had fallen immedi-

ately upon the accident* The splinter could

only be removed by a very critical operation,
and this operation must be deferred until the

patient's bodily strength was in some measure
restored.

The surgeon gave brief but decisive directions

to the provincial medical men as to the treat-

ment of their patient during this interregnum,
and then departed, after promising to return as

soon as Captain Arundel was in a fit state for

the operation. This period did not arrive till

the first week in November, when the Devon-
shire doctors ventured to declare their patient's

shattered frame in a great measure renovated by
their devoted attention, and the tender care of

the best of mothers.

The great surgeon came. The critical opera-
tion was performed, with such eminent success

as to merit a very long description which after-

ward appeared in the Lancet; and slowly, like

the gradual lifting of a curtain, the black shad-
ows passed away from Edward Arundel's mind,
and the memory of the past returned to him.

It was then that he raved madly about his

young wife, perpetually demanding that she

might be summoned to him
; continually de-

claring that some great misfortune would befall

her if she were not brought to his side, that,
even in his feebleness, he might defend and pro-
tect her. His mother mistook his vehemence
for the raving of delirium. The doctors fell

into the same error, and treated him for brain-

fever. It was only when the young soldier de-

monstrated to them that he could, by making
an effort over himself, be as reasonable as they
were, that he convinced them of their mistake.

Then he begged to be left alone with his mo-
ther

; and, with his feverish hands clasped in

hers, asked her the meaning of her black dress,
and the reason why his young wife had not

come to him. He learned that his mother's

mourning garments were worn in memory of

his dead father. He learned also, after much
bewilderment and passionate questioning, that

no tidings of Mary Marchmont had ever come
to Dangerfield.

It was then that the young man told his mo-
ther the story of his marriage: how that marriage
had been contracted in haste, but with no real

desire for secrecy; how he had, out of mere idle-

ness, put off writing to his friends until that

last fatal night ;
and how, at the very moment

when the pen was in his hand and the paper
spread out before him, the different claims of a
double duty had torn him asunder, and he had
been summoned from the companionship of his

bride to the death-bed of his father.

Mrs. Arundel tried in vain to set her son's

mind at rest upon the subject of his wife's si-

lence.

"No, mother!" he cried; "it is useless talk-

ing to me. You don't know my poor darling.
She has the courage of a heroine as well as the

simplicity of a child. There has been some foul

play at the bottom of this
;

it is treachery that

has kept my wife from me. She would have
come here on foot had she been free to come.
I know whose hand is in this business. Olivia

Marchmont has kept my poor girl a prisoner;
Olivia Marchmont has set herself between me
and my darling!"
"But you don't know this, Edward. I'll

write to Mr. Paulette
;
he will be able to tell us

what has happened."
The young man writhed in a paroxysm of

mental agony.
"Write to Mr. Paulette!" he exclaimed.

"No, mother; there shall be no delay, no wait-

ing for return posts. That sort of torture would
kill me in a few hours. No, mother

; I will go
to my wife by the first train that will take me on

my way to Lincolnshire."

"You will go! You, Edward! in your
state!"

There was a terrible outburst of remonstrance
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and entreaty on the part of the poor mother.

Mrs. Arundel went down upon her knees before

her son, imploring him not to leave Dangerfield
till his strength was recovered

; imploring him

to let her telegraph a summons to Richard

Paulette; to let her go herself to Marchmont
Towers in search of Mary; to do any thing
rather than carry out that one mad purpose
that he was bent on the purpose of going him-

self to look for his wife.

The mother's tears and prayers were vain
;
no

adamant was ever firmer than the young soldier.

"She is my wife, mother," he said; "I
have sworn to protect and cherish her

;
and I

have reason to think she has fallen into merci-

less hands. If I die upon the road, I must go
to her. It is not a case in which I can do my
duty by proxy. Every moment I delay is a

wrong to that poor helpless girl. Be reasona-

ble, dear mother, I implore you; I should^uffer
fifty times more by the torture of suspense if 1

staid here, than I can possibly suffer in a rail-

road journey from here to Lincolnshire."

The soldier's strong will triumphed over every

opposition. The provincial doctors held up their

hands, and protested against the madness of

their patient ;
but without avail. All that either

Mrs. Arundel or the doctors could do was to

make such preparations and arrangements as

would render the weary journey easier; and it

was under the mother's superintendence that the

air-cushions, the brandy-flasks, the hartshorn,
sal volatile, and railway-rugs had been provided
for the Captain's comfort.

It was thus that, after a blank interval of three

months, Edward Arundel, like some creature

newly risen from the grave, returned to Swamp-
ington, upon his way to Marchmont Towers.

The delay seemed endless to this restless pas-

senger, sitting in the empty waiting-room of the

quiet Lincolnshire station, though the hostler

and stable-boys at the George were bestirring

themselves with good -will, urged on by Mr.
Morrison's promise of liberal reward for their

trouble, and though the man who was to drive

the carriage lost no time in arraying himself for

the journey. Captain Arundel looked at his

watch three times while he sat in that dreary

Swampington waiting-room. There was a clock

over the mantle-piece, but he would not trust

to that.

"Eight o'clock!" he muttered. "It will be

ten before I get to the Towers, if the carriage
doesn't come directly."
He got up, and walked from the waiting-room

to the platform, and from the platform to the

door of the station. He was so weak as to be

obliged to support himself with his stick
;
and

even with that help he tottered and reeled some-

times like a drunken man. But, in his eager

impatience, he was almost unconscious of his

own weakness, unconscious of nearly every thing

except the intolerable slowness of the progress
of time.

"Will it never come ?" he muttered. " Will
it never come ?"

But even this almost unendurable delay was
not quite interminable. The carriage-and-pair
from the George Inn rattled up to the door of

the station, with Mr. Morrison upon the box,
and a postillion loosely balanced upon one of

the long-legged, long-backed, bony gray horses.

Edward Arundel got into the vehicle before his

valet could alight to assist him.
" Marchmont Towers !" he cried to the postil-

lion; "and a rive-pound note if you get there
in less than an hour !"

He flung some money to the officials who had
gathered about the door to witness his depart-
ure, and who had eagerly pressed forward to

render him that assistance which, even in his

weakness, he disdained.

These men looked gravely at each other as the

carriage dashed off into the fog, blundering and

reeling as it went along the narrow half-made

road, that led from the desert patch of waste

ground upon which the station was built into the

high street of Swampington." Marchmont Towers !" said one of the men,
in a tone that seemed to imply that there was

something ominous even in the name of the Lin-
colnshire mansion. "What does he want at

Marchmont Towers, I wonder ?"

"Why, don't you know who he is, mate?"

responded the other man, contemptuously.
"No."
"He's Parson Arundel's nevy the young

officer that some folks said ran away with the

poor young miss oop at the Towers."

"My word ! is he, now? Why, I shouldn't

ha' known him."

"No; he's a'most like the ghost of what ho

was, poor young chap ! I've heerd as he was in

that accident as happened last August on the

Sou'western."

The railway official shrugged his shoulders.

"It's all a* queer story," he said. "I can't

make out naught about it
;
but I know /shouldn't

care to go up to the Towers after dark."

Marchmont Towers had evidently fallen into

rather evil repute among these simple Lincoln-

shire people.

The carriage in which ^dward Arundel rode

was a superannuated old chariot, whose uneasy

springs rattled and shook the sick man to pieces.

He groaned aloud every now and then from sheer

physical agony ;
and yet I almost doubt if he

knew that he suffered, so superior in its intensi-

ty was the pain of his mind to every bodily tor-

ture. Whatever consciousness he had of his

racked and aching limbs was as nothing in com-

parison to the racking anguish of suspense,
the intolerable agony of anxiety, which seemed

multiplied by every moment. He sat with his

face turned toward the open window of the car-

riage, looking out steadily into the night. There

was nothing before him but a blank darkness and

thick fog, and a flat country blotted out by the

falling rain
;
but he strained his eyes until the

pupils dilated painfully, in his desire to recog-

nize some landmark in the hidden prospect.
" When shall I get there?" he cried aloud, in

a paroxysm of rage and grief. "My own one,

my pretty one, my wife, when shall I get to you ?"

He clenched his thin hands until the nails cut

into his flesh. He stamped upon the floor of the

carriage. He cursed the rusty, creaking springs,

the slow-footed horses, the pools of water through
which the wretched animals floundered pastern-

deep. He cursed the darkness of the night, the

stupidity of the postillion, the length of the way
every*thing and any thing that kept him back

from the end which he wanted to reach.
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At last the end came. The carriage drew up
before the tall iron gates, behind which stretch-

ed, dreary and desolate as some patch of com-

mon-land, that melancholy waste which was

called a park.
A light burned dimly in the lower window of

the lodge a little spot that twinkled faintly red

and luminous through the darkness and the

rain
;
but the iron gates were as closely shut as

if Marchmont Towers had been a prison-house.
Edward Arundel was in no humor to linger long
for the opening of those gates. He sprang from

the carriage, reckless of the weakness of his

cramped limbs, before the valet could descend

from the rickety box-seat, or the postillion could

get off his horse, and shook the wet and rusty
iron bars with his wasted hands. The gates

rattled, but resisted the concussion. They had

evidently been locked for the night. The young
man seized an iron ring, dangling at the end
of a chain, which hung beside one of the stone

pillars, and rang a peal that resounded like an

alarm-signal through the darkness. A fierce

watch-dog far away in the distance howled dis-

mally at the summons, and the dissonant shriek

of a peacock echoed across the flat.

The door of the lodge was opened about five

minutes after the bell had rung, and an old man
peered out into the night, holding a candle

shaded by his feeble hand, and looking suspi-

ciously toward the gate.
"Who is it?" he said.

"It is I Captain Arundel. Open the gate,

please."
The man, who was very old, and whose intel-

lect seemed to have grown as dim and foggy as

the night itself, reflected for a few moments,
and then mumbled,

"
Cap'en Arundel ! ay, to be sure, to be sure.

Parson Arundel's nevy ; ay, ay."
He went back into the lodge, to the disgust

and aggravation of the young soldier, who rat-

tled fiercely at the gate once more in his impa-
tience. But the old man emerged presently, as

tranquil as if the black November night had
been some sunshiny noontide in July, carrying
a lantern and a bunch of keys, one of which he

proceeded in a leisurely manner to apply to the

great lock of the gate.
** Let me in," cried Edward Arundel

;

" man
alive, do you think I came down here to stand

all night staring through these iron bars? Is

Marchmont Towers a prison, that you shut your
gates as if they were never to be opened until

the Day of Judgment?"
The old man responded with a feeble, chirpy

laugh, an audible grin, senile and concilia-

tory.
" We've no need to keep t' geates open artcr

dark," he said; "folk don't coome to the Toow-
ers arter dark."

He had succeeded by this time in turning the

key in the lock
;
one of the gates rolled slowly

back upon its rusty hinges, creaking and groan-
ing as if in hoarse protest against all visitors to

the Towers
;
and Edward Arundel entered the

dreary domain which John Marchmont had in-

herited from his kinsman.
The postillion turned his horses from the high

road without the gates into the broad drive lead-

ing up to the mansion. Fat away, across the

wet flats, the broad western front of that gaunt i

stone dwelling-place frowned upon the travelers,
its black grimness only relieved by two or three

dim red patches, that told of lighted windows
and human habitation. It was rather difficult

to associate friendly flesh and blood with March-
mont Towers on this dark November night. The
nervous traveler would have rather expected to

find diabolical denizens lurking within those

black and stony walls
;
hideous enchantments

beneath that rain-bespattered roof; weird and
incarnate horrors brooding by deserted hearths ;

and fearful shrieks of souls in perpetual pain
breaking upon the stillness of the night.
Edward Arundel had no thought of these

things. He knew that the place was darksome
and gloomy, and that, in very spite of himself,
he had always been unpleasantly impressed by
it

;
but he knew nothing more. He only want-

ed to reach the house without delay, and to ask

for the young wife whom he had parted with

upon a* balmy August evening three months be-

fore. He Avanted this passionately, almost mad-

ly ;
and every moment made his impatience

wilder, his anxiety more intense. It seemed as

if all the journey from Dangerfield Park to Lin-

colnshire was as nothing compared to the space
that still lay between him and Marchmont Tow-
ers

"We've done it in double-quick time, Sir,"
the postillion said, complacently pointing to the

steaming sides of his horses.
" Master '11 gie it

me for driving the beasts like this."

Edward Arundel looked at the panting ani-

mals. They had brought him quickly, then,

though the way had seemed so long.
"You shall have a five-pound note, my lad,"

he said, "if you get me up to yonder house in

five minutes."

He had his hand upon the door of the car-

riage, and was leaning against it for support,
while he tried to recover enough strength with
which to clamber into the vehicle, when his eye
was caught by some white object flapping in the

rain against the stone pillar of the gate, and
made dimly visible in a flickering patch of light
from the lodge-keeper's lantern.

"What's that!" he cried, pointing to this

white spot upon the moss-grown stone.

The old man slowly raised his eyes to the spot
toward which the soldier's finger pointed.
"That?" he mumbled. "Ay, to be sure, to

be sure. Poor young lady ! That's the printed
bill as they stock oop. It's the printed bill, to

be sure, to be sure. I'd a'most forgot it. It

ain't been much good, any how
;
and I'd a'most

forgot it."

"The printed bill! the young lady !" gasped
Edward Arundel, in a hoarse, choking voice.

He snatched the lantern from the lodge-keep-
er's hand with a force that sent the old man
reeling and tottering several paces backward

;

and, rushing to the stone pillar, held the light

up above his head, on a level with the white

placard which had attracted his notice. It was

damp and dilapidated at the edges ; but that

which was printed upon it was as visible to the

soldier as though each commonplace character
had been a fiery sign inscribed upon a blazing
scroll.

This was the announcement which Edward
Arundel read upon the gate-post of Marchmont
Towers :
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<c ONE HUNDRED POUNDS KEWARD. Where-

as, Miss Mary Marchmont left her home on

Wednesday last, October 17th, and has not

since been heard of, this is to give notice that

the above reward will be given to any one who
shall afiord such information as will lead to her

recovery if she be alive, or to the discovery of

her body, if she be dead. The missing young
lady is eighteen years of age, rather below the

middle height, of fair complexion, light-brown

hair, and hazel eyes. When she left her home
she had on a gray silk dress, gray shawl, and
straw bonnet. She was last seen near the river-

side upon the afternoon of Wednesday, the 17th

instant,
" MABCOMONT TOWERS, Oct. 20, 1848."

CHAPTER XXI.

FACE TO FACE.

IT is not easy to imagine a lion-hearted young
cavalry-officer, whose soldiership in the Punjaub
had won the praises of a Napier and an Outram,
fainting away like a heroine of romance at the

coming of evil tidings ;
but Edward Arundel,

who had risen from a sick-bed to take a long
and fatiguing journey in utter defiance of the

doctors, was not strong enough to bear the

dreadful welcome that greeted him upon the

gate-post at Marchmont Towers.
He staggered, and would have fallen, had not

the extended arms of his father's confidential

servant been luckily opened to receive and sup-
port him. But he did not lose his senses.

"Get me into the carriage, Morrison," he
cried. "Get me up to that house. They've
tortured and tormented my wife while I've been

lying like a log on my bed at Dangerfield. For
God's sake, get me up there as quick as you
can."
Mr. Morrison had read the placard on the

gate across his young master's shoulder. He
lifted the Captain into the carriage, shouted to

the postillion to drive on, and took his seat by
the young man's side.

"Begging your pardon, Mr. Edward," he

said, gently; "but the young lady may be
found by this time. That bill's been sticking
there for upward of a month, you see, Sir, and
it isn't likely but what Miss Marchmont has

been found between that time and this."

The invalid passed his hand across his fore-

head, down which the cold sweat rolled in great
beads,

"Give me some brandy," he whispered;
"
pour some brandy down my throat, Morrison,

if you've any compassion upon me; I must get

strength somehow for the struggle that lies be-

fore me."
The valet took a wicker-covered flask from

his pocket, and put the neck of it to Edward
Arundel's lips.

" She may be found, Morrison,"muttered the

young man, after drinking a long draught of

the fiery spirit; he would willingly have drunk

living fire itself, in his desire to obtain unnatu-
ral strength in this crisis. "Yes; you're right
there. She may be found. But to think that

she should have been driven away ! To think
that my poor, helpless, tender girl should have

been driven a second time from the home that
is her own ! Yes

;
her own by every law and

every right. Oh, the relentless devil, the pitiless
devil ! what can be the motive of her conduct ?

Is it madness, or the infernal cruelty of a fiend
incarnate ?"

Mr. Morrison thought that his young master's
brain had been disordered by the shock he had
just undergone, and that this witd talk was
mere delirium.

"Keep your heart up, Mr. Edward, "he mur-
mured, soothingly ;

"
you may rely upon it the

young lady has been found."
But Edward was in no mind to listen to any

mild consolatory remarks from his valet. He
had thrust his head out of the carriage-window,
and his eyes were fixed upon the dimly-lighted
casements of the western drawing-room.
"The room in which John and Polly and I

used to sit together when first I came from In-

dia," he murmured. "How happy we were!
how happy we were!"
The carriage stopped before the stone portico,

and the young man got out once more, assisted

by his servant. His breath came short and

quick now that he stood upon the threshold.

He pushed aside the servant who opened the
familiar door at the summons of the clanging
bell, and strode into the hall. A fire burned on
the wide hearth

;
but the atmosphere of the

great stone - paved chamber was damp and

chilly.

Captain Arundel walked straight to the door
of the western drawing-room. It was there

that he had seen lights in the windows
;

it was
there that he expected to find Olivia March-
mont.
He was not mistaken. A shaded lamp

burned dimly on a table near the fire. There
was a low invalid-chair beside this table, an

open book upon the floor, and an Indian shawl,
one he had sent to his cousin, flung carelessly

upon the pillows. The neglected fire burned
low in the old-fashioned grate, and above the

dull red blaze stood the figure of a woman, tall,

dark, and gloomy of aspect.
It was Olivia Marchmont, in the mourning

robes that she had worn, with but one brief in-

termission, ever since her husband's death. Her
profile was turned toward the door by which
Edward Arundel entered the room

;
her eyes

were bent steadily upon the low heap of burning
ashes in the grate. Even in that doubtful light

the young man could see that her features were

sharpened, and that a settled frown had con-

tracted her straight black brows.

In her fixed attitude, in her air of death-like

tranquillity, this woman resembled some sinful

vestal sister; set, against her will, to watch a

sacred fire, and brooding moodily over her

crimes.

She did not hear the opening of the door
;
she

had not even heard the trampling of the horses'

hoofs, or the crashing of the wheels upon the

gravel before the house. There were times when
her sense of external things was, as it were, sus-

pended and absorbed in the intensity of her ob-

stinate despair."
Olivia !" said the soldier.

Mrs. Marchmont looked up at the sound of

that accusing voice, for there was something in

Edward Arundel's simple enunciation of her
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name which seemed like an accusation or a

menace. She looked up, with a great terror in

her face, and stared aghast at her unexpected
visitor. Her white cheeks, her trembling lips,

and dilated eyes could not have more palpably

expressed a great and absorbing horror had the

young man standing quietly before her been a

corpse newly risen from its grave.

"Olivia Marchmont," said Captain Arundel,
after a brief pause, "I have come here to look

for my wife."

The woman pushed Irer trembling hands across

her forehead, brushing the dead black hair from
either temple, and still staring with the same
unutterable horror at the face of her cousin.

Several times she tried to speak ;
but the broken

syllables died away in her throat in hoarse, in-

articulate mutterings. At last, with a great ef-

fort, the words came.
"I I never expected to see you," she said;

"I heard that you were very ill; I heard that

you
"

"You heard that I was dying," interrupted
Edward Arundel; "or that if I lived I should

drag out the rest of my existence in hopeless

idiocy. The doctors thought as much a week

ago, when one of them, cleverer than the rest, I

suppose, had the courage to perform an opera-
tion that restored me to consciousness? Sense

and memory came back to me by degrees. The
thick veil that had shrouded the past was rent

asunder ;
and the first image that came to me

was the image of my young wife, as I had seen

her upon the night of our parting. For more
than three months I had been dead. I was sud-

denly restored to life. I asked those about me
to give me tidings of my wife. Had she sought
me out? had she followed me to Dangerfield?
No ! They could tell me nothing. They thought
that I was delirious, and tried to soothe me with

compassionate speeches, merciful falsehoods,

promising me that I should see my darling.
But I soon read the secret of their scared looks.

I saw pity and wonder mingled in my mother's

face, and I entreated her to be merciful to me,
and to tell me the truth. She had compassion
upon me, and told me all she knew, which was

very little. She had never heard from my wife.

She had never heard of any marriage between

Mary Marchmont and me. The only communi-
cation which she had received from any of her

Lincolnshire relations had been an occasional

letter from my Uncle Hubert, in reply to one
of hers telling him of my hopeless state.

"This was the shock that fell upon me when
life and memory came back. I could not bear
the imprisonment of a sick-bed. I felt that for

the second time I must go out into the world to

look for my darling ;
and in defiance of the doc-

tors, in defiance of my poor mother, who thought
that my departure from Dangerfield was a sui-

cide, I am here. It is here that I come first to

seek for my wife. I might have stopped in Lon-
don to see Richard Faulette. I might sooner :

have gained tidings of my darling. But I came
here

;
I came here without stopping by the way,

because an uncontrollable instinct and an un-
j

reasoning impulse tells me that it is here I ought
to seek her. I am here, her husband, her only
true and legitimate defender; and woe be to

those who stand between me and my wife !"

He had spoken rapidly in his passion ;
and he

stopped, exhausted by his own vehemence, and
sank heavily into a chair near the lamplit table,
and only a few paces from the widow.
Then for the first time that night Olivia March-

mont plainly saw her cousin's face, and saw the

terrible change that had transformed the hand-
some young soldier since the bright August morn-

ing on which he had gone forth from March-
mont Towers. She saw the -traces of a long and
wearisome illness sadly visible in his waxen com-

plexion, his hollow cheeks, the faded lustre of

his eyes, his dry and pallid lips. She saw all

this, the woman whose one great sin had been to

love this man wickedly and madly, in spite of

her better self, in spite of her womanly pride ;

she saw the change in him that had altered him
from a young Apollo to a shattered and broken
invalid. And did any revulsion of feeling arise

in her breast ? did any corresponding transform-

ation in her own heart bear witness to the base-

ness of her love ?

No; a thousand times, no! There was no
thrill of disgust, how transient soever j not so

much as one passing shudder of painful surprise,
one pang of womanly i-egret. No ! In place of

these, a passionate yearning arose in this wo-
man's haughty soul

;
a flood of sudden tender-

ness rushed across the black darkness of her

mind. She would have flung herself upon her

knees, in loving self-abasement, at the sick man's
feet. She would have cried aloud amidst a tem-

pest of passionate sobs,
" Oh my love, my love! you are dearer to me

a hundred times by this cruel change. It was
not your bright blue eyes and waving chestnut

hair it was not your handsome face, your brave,
soldier-like bearing that I loved. My love was
not so base as that. I inflicted a cruel outrage

upon myself when I thought that I was the weak
fool of a handsome face. Whatever / have been,

my love, at least, has been pure. My love is

pure, though I am base. I will never slander

that again, for I know now that it is immortal."
In the sudden rush of that flood-ride of love

and tenderness, all these thoughts welled into

Olivia Marchmont's mind. In all h.er sin and

desperation she had never been so true a woman
as now. She had never, perhaps, been so near

being a good woman. But the tender emotion
was swept out of her breast the next moment by
the first words of Edward Arundel.

"Why do you not answer my question?" he
said.

She drew herself up in the erect and rigid at-

titude that had become almost habitual to her.

Every trace of womanly feeling faded out of her

face as the sunlight disappears behind the sud-

den darkness of a thunder-cloud.

"What question?" she asked, with icy indif-

ference.

"The question I have come to Lincolnshire

to ask
;
the question I have periled my life, per-

haps, to ask," cried the young man. " Where
is my wife ?"

The widow turned upon him with a horrible

smile.

"I never heard that you were married," she
said. " Who is your wife ?"

"Mary Marchmont, the mistress of this

house."

Olivia opened her eyes and looked at him
in half-sardonic surprise.
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" Then it was not a fable?" she said.
" What was not a fable?"

"The unhappy girl spoke the truth when she

said that you had married her at some out-of-

the-way church in Lambeth."
" The truth ! Yes !" cried Edward Arundel.

"Who should dare to say that she spoke other

than the truth? Who should dare to disbelieve

her?"'
Olivia Marchmont smiled again the same

horrible smile that was almost too horrible for

humanity, and yet had a certain dark and

gloomy grandeur of its own. Satan, the star

of the morning, may have so smiled despairing
defiance upon the Archangel Michael.

"
Unfortunately," she said, "no one believed

the poor child. Her story was such a very ab-

surd one, and she could bring forward no shred

of evidence in support of it."

"O my God!" ejaculated Edward Arundel,

clasping his hands above his head in a paroxysm
of. rage and despair. "I see it all; I see it all.

My darling has been tortured to death. Wo-
man !" he cried, "are you possessed by a thou-

sand fiends ? Is there no one sentiment ofwoman-

ly compassion left in your breast ? If there is one

spark of womanhood in your nature, I appeal to

that. I ask you what has happened to my
wife?"

"My wife! my wife!" The reiteration of

that familiar phrase was to Olivia Marchmont
like the perpetual thrust of a dagger aimed at

an open wound. It struck every time upon the

same tortured spot, and inflicted the same ag-

ony.
"The placard upon the gates of this place

can tell you as much as I can," she said.

The ghastly whiteness of the soldier's face

told her that he had seen the placard of which
she spoke.
"She has not been found then?" he said,

hoarsely.
"No."
" How did she disappear?"
"As she disappeared upon the morning on

which you followed her. She wandered out of

the house, this time leaving no letter, nor mes-

sage, nor explanation of any kind whatever. It

was in the middle of the day that she went out
;

and for some time her absence caused no alarm,
as she had been in the habit of going out alone

into the grounds whenever she chose. But, af-

ter some hours, she was waited for and watched
for very anxiously. Then a search was made. "

"Where?"
"Wherever she had been in the habit of

walking in the park ;
in the wood

; along the

narrow path by the water; at Pollard's farm;
at Hester's house at Kemberling in every place
where it might be reasonably imagined there

was the slightest chance of finding her."
" And all this was without result?"

"It was."

"Why did she leave this place? God help

you, Olivia Marchmont, if it was your cruelty
that drove her away."
The widow took no notice of the threat im-

plied in these words. Was there any thing upon
earth that she feared now? No; nothing.

creature in the world
;
or with the whole world

arrayed and banded together against her, if need
were. Among all the torments of those black

depths to which her soul had gone down there
was no such thing as fear. That cowardly
baseness is for the happy and prosperous, who
have something to lose. This woman was by
nature dauntless and resolute as the hero of
some classic story ; but in her despair she had
the desperate and reckless courage of a starving
wolf. The hand of death was upon her

;
what

could it matter how she died ?

"I am very grateful to you, Edward Arun-

del," she said, bitterly, "for the good opinion
you have always had of me. The blood of the

Dangerfield Arundels must have had some drop
of poison intermingled with it, I should think,
before it could produce such a vile creature as

me
;
and yet I have heard people say my mo-

ther was a good woman."
The young man writhed impatiently beneath

the torture of his cousin's deliberate speech.
Was there to be no end to this unendurable de-

lay ? Even now now that he was in this

house, face to face with the woman he had
come to question, it seemed as if he could not

get tidings of his wife.

So, often in his dreams, he had headed a

besieging party against the Afghans, with the

scaling-ladders reared against the wall, and his

men behind urging him on to the encounter, and
had felt himself paralyzed and helpless, with
his sabre weak as a withered reed in his nerve-

less hand.
"For God's sake, let there be no quarreling

with phrases between you and me, Olivia!" he
cried. " If you or any other living being have

injured my wife, the reckoning between us shall

be no light one. But there will be time enough
to talk of that by-and-by. I stand before you
newly risen from a grave in which I have lain

for more than three months; as dead to the

world, and to every creature I have ever loved

or hated, as if the Funeral Service had been read
over my coffin. I come to demand from you an
account of what has happened during that in-

terval. If you palter or prevaricate with me, I
shall know that it is because you fear to tell me
the truth."

"Fear!"
" Yes

; you have good reason to fear, if you
have wronged Mary Arundel. Why did she

leave this house ?"

"Because she was not happy in it, I suppose.
She chose to shut herself up in her own room,
and to refuse to be governed, or advised, or

consoled. I tried to do my duty to her; yes,"
cried Olivia Marchmont, suddenly raising her

voice, as if she had been vehemently contradict-

ed "yes, I did try to do my duty to her. I

urged her to listen to reason
;
I begged her to

abandon her foolish falsehood about a marriage
with you in London."
"You disbelieved in that marriage?'*'

"I did," answered Olivia.

"You lie," cried Edward Arundel. "You
knew the poor child had spoken the truth.

You knew her you knew me well enough to

know that I should not have detained her away
Had she not endured the worst, long ago, in

|

from her home an hour, except to make her my
Edward Arundel's contempt ? She had no fear I wife, except to give myself the strongest right
of a battle with this man

;
or with any other 1 to love and defend her."
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"I knew nothing of the kind, Captain Aruu-
|

del
; you and Mary Marchmont had taken good ;

care to keep your secrets from me. I knew
!

nothing of your plots, your intentions. / should

have considered that one of the Dangerfield
Arundels would have thought his honor sullied

by such an act as a stolen marriage with an

heiress, considerably under age, and nominally
in the guardianship of her step-mother. I did,

therefore, disbelieve the story Mary Marchmont
|

told me. Another person, much more experi-
enced than me, also disbelieved the unhappy
girl's account of her absence."

" Another person ? What other person ?"

"Mr. Marchmont."
"Mr. Marchmont?"

"Yes; Paul Marchmont my husband's first-

cousin."

A sudden cry of rage and grief broke from
Edward Arundel's lips.

"O my God!" he exclaimed, "there was
some foundation for the warning in John
Marchmont's letter, after all. And I laughed
at him

;
I laughed at my poor friend's fears.

"

The widow looked at her kinsman in mute
wonder.

" Has Paul Marchmont been in this house ?"

he asked.

"Yes."
"When was he here?"
"He has been here often. He comes here

constantly. He has been living at Kemberling
for the last three months."

"Why?"
"For his own pleasure, I suppose," Olivia

answered, haughtily. "*It is no business of

mine to pry into Mr. Marchmont's motives."

Edward Artmdel ground his teeth in an access

of ungovernable passion. It was not against

Olivia but against himself this time that he was

enraged. He hated himself for the arrogant folly,

the obstinate presumption, with which he had
ridiculed and slighted John Marchmont's vague
fears of his kinsman Paul.

"So this man has been here is here con-

stantly," he muttered. "Of course; it is only
natural that he should hang about the place.
And you and he are stanch allies, I suppose?"
he added, turning upon Olivia.

" Stanch allies ! Why?"
"Because you both hate my wife."
" What do you mean ?"
" You both hate her.

'

You, out of a base envy
of her wealth

;
because of her superior rights,

which made you a secondary person in this

house, perhaps there is nothing else for which

you could hate her. Paul Marchmont, because
she stands between him and a fortune. Heaven
help her ! Heaven help my poor, gentle, guile-
less darling ! Surely Heaven must have had
some pity upon her when her husband was not

by."
The young man dashed the blinding tears

from his eyes. They were the first that he had
shed since he had risen from that which many
people had thought his dying bed to search for

his wife.

But this was no time for tears or lamentations.
Stern determination took the place of tender pity
and sorrowful love. It was a time for resolu-

tion and promptitude.
"Olivia Marchmont," he said, "there has

been some foul play in this business. My wife

has been missing a month
; yet, when I asked

my mother what had happened at this house

during my illness, she could tell me nothing.

Why did you not write to tell her of Mary's
flight ?"

"Because Mrs. Arundel has never done me
the honor to cultivate any intimacy between
us. My father writes to his sister-in-law some-
times. I scarcely ever write to my aunt. On
the other hand, your mother had never seen

Mary Marchmont, and could not be expected
to take any great interest in her proceedings.
There was, therefore, no reason for my writing
a special letter to announce the trouble that had
befallen me."

" You might have written to my mother about

my marriage. You might have applied to heiL

for confirmation of the story which you disbef'

lieved."

Olivia Marchmont smiled.
" Should I have received that confirmation?"

she said. "No. I saw your mother's let-

ters to my father. There was no mention in

those letters of any marriage ;
no mention

whatever of Mary Marchmont. This in itself

was enough to confirm my disbelief. Was it

reasonable to imagine that you would have

married, and yet have left your mother in total

ignorance of the fact?"

"O God, help me!" cried Edward Arundel,
wringing his hands. "It seems as if my own
folly, my own vile procrastination, have brought
this trouble upon my wife. Olivia Mai'chmont,
have pity upon me ! If you hate this girl, your
malice must surely have been satisfied by this

time. She has suffered enough. Pity me, and

help me, if you have any human feeling in your
breast. She left this house because her life here
had grown unendurable

;
because she saw her-

self doubted, disbelieved, widowed in the first

month of her marriage, utterly desolate and
friendless. Another woman might have borne

up against all this misery. Another woman
would have known how to assert herself, and to

defend herself, even in the midst of her sorrow

and desolation. But my poor darling is a child
;

a baby in ignorance of the world. How should
she protect herself against her enemies ? Her

f

only instinct was to run away from her perse-
cutors to hide herself from those whose pre-
tended doubts flung the horror of dishonor upon
her. I can understand all now; I can under-
stand. Olivia Marchmont, this man Paul has a

strong reason for being a villain. The motives
that have induced you to do wrong must be very
small in comparison to his. He plays an infa-

mous game, I believe, but he plays for a high
stake."

A high stake ! Had not she periled her soul

upon the casting of this die ? Had she not

flung down her eternal happiness in that fatal

game of hazard ?

"Help me, then, Olivia," said Edward, im-

ploringly ;

"
help me to find my wife

;
and atone

for all that you have ever done amiss in the past.
It is not too late."

His voice softened as he spoke. He turned
to her, with his hands clasped, waiting anxiously
for her answer. Perhaps this appeal was the
last cry of her good angel, pleading against the

deviis for her redemption. But the devils had
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too long held possession of this woman's breast.

They arose, arrogant and unpitying, and hard-

ened her heart against that pleading voice.

"How much he loves her!" thought Olivia

Marchmont ;

" how dearly he loves her
;
for her

sake he humiliates himself to me."

Then, with no show of relenting in her voice

or manner, she said, deliberately,
"I can only tell you again what I told you

before. The placard you saw at the park gates
can tell you as much as I can. Mary March-
mont ran away. She was sought for in every
direction, but without success. Mr. March-

mont, who is a man of the world, and better able

to suggest what is right in such a case as this,

suggested that Mr. Paulette should be sent for.

He was accordingly communicated with. He
came and instituted a fresh search. He also

Caused a bill to be printed and distributed through
the country. Advertisements were inserted in

the Times and other papers. For some reason

I forget what reason Mary Marchmont's name
did not appear in these advertisements. They
were so worded as to render the publication of

the name unnecessary."
Edward Arundel pushed his hand across his

forehead.
" Richard Paulette has been here !" he mur-

mured, in a low voice.

He had every confidence in the lawyer ;
and

a deadly chill came over him at the thought
that the cool, hard-headed solicitor had failed

to find the missing girl.

"Yes; he was here two or three days."
"And he could do nothing?"
"Nothing, except what I have told you."
The young man thrust his hand into his breast

to still the cruel beating of his heart. A sudden
terror had taken possession of him a horrible

dread that he should never look upon his young
wife's face again. For some minutes there was
a dead silence in the room, only broken once or

twice by the falling of some ashes on the hearth.

Captain Arundel sat with his face hidden be-

hind his hand. Olivia still stood as she had
stood when her cousin entered the room, erect

and gloomy, by the old-fashioned chimney-
piece.

"There was something in that placard," the
*

soldier said at last, in a hoarse, altered voice

"there was something about my wife having
been seen last by the water-side. Who saw her
there ?"

"Mr. Weston, a surgeon of Kemberling
Paul Marchmont's brother-in-law."

"Was she seen by no one else?"

"Yes; she was seen at about the same time
a little sooner or later, we don't know which

by one of Farmer Pollard's men."
'

"And she has never been seen since?"

"Never; that is to say, we can hear of no
one who has seen her."

"At what time in the day was she seen by
this Mr. Weston?"

* ' At dusk
;
between five and six o'clock."

Edward Arundel put his hand suddenly to his

throat, as if to check some choking sensation

that prevented his speaking."
Olivia," he said, "my wife was last seen by

the river-side. Does any one think that, by any
unhappy accident, by any terrible fatality, she
lost her way after dark, and fell into the water ?

or that O God, that would be too horrible !

does any one suspect that she drowned herself?"

"Many things have been said since her

disappearance," Olivia Marchmont answered.
" Some people say one thing, some another."

And it has been said that she that she
was drowned ?"

Yes, many people have said so. The river

was dragged while Mr. Paulette was here, and
after he went away. The men were at work
with the drags for more than a week."

* And they found nothing ?"

'Nothing."
' Was there any other reason for supposing

that that my wife" fell into the river ?"

''Only one reason."

'What was that?"
'I will show you," Olivia Marchmont an-

swered.

She took a bunch of keys from her pocket,
and went to an old-fashioned bureau or cabinet

upon the other side of the room. She unlocked
the upper part of this bureau, opened one of the

drawers, and took from it something which she

brought to Edward Arundel.
This something was a little shoe

;
a little shoe

of soft bronzed leather, stained and discolored

with damp and moss, and trodden down upon
one side, as if the wearer had walked a weary
way in it, and had been unaccustomed to so

much walking.
Edward Arundel remembered, in that brief,

childishly-happy honey-moon at the little village
near Winchester, how often he had laughed at

his young wife's propensity for walking about

damp meadows in such delicate little slippers as

were better adapted to the requirements of a
ball-room. He remembered the slender foot, so

small that he could take it in his hand ; the fee-

ble little foot that had grown tired in long wander-

ings by the Hampshire trout-streams, but which
had toiled on in heroic self-abnegation so long
as it was the will of the sultan to pedestrianize.

" Was this found by the river-side?" he asked,

looking piteously at the slipper which Mrs.
Marchmont had put into his hand.
"Yes

;
it was found among the rushes on the

shore, a mile below the spot at which Mr. Wes-
ton saw my step-daughter."
Edward Arundel put the little shoe into his

bosom.
"

I'll not believe it," he cried, suddenly; "I'll

not believe that my darling is lost to me. She
was too good, far too good, to think of suicide

;

and Providence would never suffer my poor

lonely child to be led away to a dreary death

upon that dismal river-shore. No, no; she

fled away from this place because she was too

wretched here. She went away to hide herself

among those whom she could trust, until her

husband came to claim her. I will believe any
thing in the world except that she is lost to me.

And I will not believe that, I will never believe

that, until I look down at her corpse ;
until I

lay my hand on her cold breast, and feel that

her true heart has ceased beating. As I went
out of this place four months ago to look for

her, I will go again now. My darling, my dar-

ling, my innocent pet, my childish bride
;
I will

go to the very end of the world in search of

you."
The widow ground her teeth as she listened
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to her kinsman's passionate words. Why did

he forever goad her to blacker wickedness by
this parade of his love for Mary ? Why did he

force her to remember every moment how much
cause she had to hate this pale-faced girl ?

Captain Arundel rose, and walked a few pa-

ces, leaning on his stick as he went.

"You will sleep here to-night, of course?"

Olivia Marchmont said.

"Sleep here!"

His tone expressed plainly enough that the

place was utterly abhorrent to him.

"Yes
;
where else should you stay ?"

"I meant to have stopped at the nearest

inn."

"The nearest inn is at Kemberling."
" That would suit me well enough," the young

man answered, indifferently ;
"I must be in

Kemberling early to-morrow, for I must see

Paul Marchmont. I am no nearer the compre-
hension of my wife's flight by any thing that you
have told me. It is to Paul Marchmont that I

must; look next. Heaven help him if he tries to

keep the truth from me."
"You will see Mr. Marchmont here as easily

as at Kemberling," Olivia answered. "He
comes here every day."
"What for?"
" He has built a sort of painting-room down

by the river-side, and he paints there whenever
there is light."

"Indeed!" cried Edward Arundel; "he
makes himself at home at Marchmont Towers,
then?"

" He has a right to do so, I suppose," an-

swered the widow, indifferently. "If Mary
Marchmont is dead, this place and all belong-
ing to it is his. As it is, I am only here on
sufferance."

" Ho has taken possession, then?"
"On the contrary, he shrinks from doing

80."

"And, by the Heaven above us, he does

wisely," cried Edward Arundel. "No man
shall seize upon that which belongs to my dar-

ling. No foul plot of this artist-traitor shall

rob her of her own. God knows how little value

/set upon her wealth; but I will stand between
her and those who try to rob her, until my last

gasp. No, Olivia, I'll not stay here
;

I'll accept
no hospitality from' Mr. Marchmont. I suspect
him too much."
He walked to the door

;
but before he reached

it the widow went to one of the windows, and

pushed aside the blind.

"Look at the rain," she said; "hark at

it
;
don't you hear it drip, drip, drip upon the

stone? I wouldn't turn a dog out of doors upon
such a night as this

; and you you are so ill

so weak. Edward Arundel, do you hate me so
much that you refuse to share the same shelter

with me, even for a night ?"

There is nothing so difficult of belief to a
man who is not a coxcomb as the simple fact

that he is beloved by a woman whom he does
not love, and has never wooed byword or deed.
But for this surely Edward Arundel must, in

that sudden burst of tenderness, that one piteous

appeal, have discovered a clew to his cousin's se-

cret.

He discovered nothing ;
he guessed nothing.

But he was touched by her tone, even in spite

of his utter ignorance of its meaning, and he

replied, in an altered manner,
"Certainly, Olivia, if you really wish it, I

will stay. Heaven knows I have no desire that

you and I should be ill friends. I want your
help; your pity, perhaps. I am quite willing
to believe that any cruel things you said to

Mary arose from an outbreak of temper. I can
not think that you could be base at heart. I

will even attribute your disbelief of the state-

ment made by my poor girl as to our mai-riage
to the narrow prejudices learned in a dismal

country town. Let us be friends, Olivia."

He held out his hand. His cousin laid her
cold fingers in his open palm, and he shuddered
as if he had come in contact with a corpse.
There was nothing very cordial in the salutation.

The two hands seemed to drop asunder, lifeless

and inert
;
as if to bear mute witness that be-

tween these two people there was no possibility
of sympathy or union.

But Captain Arundel accepted his cousin's

hospitality. Indeed, he had need to do st
;
for

he found that his valet had relied upon his mas-
ter's stopping at the Towers, and had sent the

carriage back to Swampington. A tray with
cold meat and wine was brought into the draw-

ing-room for the young soldier's refreshment.

He drank a glass of Madeira, and made some pre-
tense of eating a few mouthfuls, out of courtesy
to Olivia

;
but he did this almost mechanically.

He sat silent and gloomy, brooding over the

terrible shock that he had so newly received;

brooding over the hidden things that had hap-
pened in that dreary interval, during which he
had been as powerless to defend his wife from
trouble as a dead man.

Again and again the cruel thought -returned

to him, each time with a fresh agony that if

he had written to his mother, if he had told her

the story of his marriage, the things which
had happened could never have come to pass.

Mary would have been sheltered and protected

by a good and loving woman. This thought,
this horrible self-reproach, was the bitterest thing
the young man had to bear.

"It is too great a punishment," he thought;
"I am too cruelly punished for having forgot-
ten every thing in my happiness with my dar-

ling."
The widow sat in her low easy-chair near the

fire, with her eyes fixed upon the burning coals
;

the grate had been replenished, and the light
of the red blaze shone full upon Olivia March-
mont's haggard face. Edward Arundel, aroused

for a few moments out of his gloomy abstraction,
was surprised at the change which an interval

of a few months had made in his cousin. The

gloomy shadow which he had often seen on her

face had become a fixed expression ; every line

had deepened, as if by the wear and tear of ten

years, rather than by the progress of a few
months. Olivia Marchmont had grown old be-

fore her time. Nor was this the only change.
There was a look, undefined and undefina-

ble, in the large luminous gray eyes, unnat-

urally luminous now, which filled Edward
Arundel with a vague sense of terror

;
a terror

which he would not which he dared not at-

tempt to analyze. He remembered Mary's un-

reasoning fear of her step-mother, and he now
scarcely wondered at that fear. There was some-
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thing almost weird and unearthly in the aspect of

the woman sitting opposite to him by the broad

hearth ; no vestige of color in her gloomy face,
a strange light burning in her eyes, and her
black draperies falling round her in straight lus-

treless folds.
" I fear you have been ill, Olivia," the young

man said, presently.
Another sentiment had arisen in his breast

side by side with that vague terror a fancy that

perhaps there was some reason why his cousin

should be pitied.

''Yes," she answered, indifferently; as if no
subject of which Captain Arundel could have

spoken would have been of less concern to her

"yes, I have been very ill."

"I am sorry to hear it."

Olivia looked up at him and smiled. Her smile
was the strangest he had ever seen upon a wo-
man's face.

" I am very sorry to hear it. What has been
the matter with you?"
"Stow fever, Mr. Weston said."
" Mr. Weston ?"

"Yes; Mr. Marchmont's brother-in-law. He
has succeeded to Mr. Dawnfield's practice at

Kemberling. He attended me, and he attended

my step-daughter."

"My wife was ill, then?"
" Yes

;
she had brain-fever

;
she recovered

from that, but she did not recover strength.
Her low spirits alarmed me, and I considered it

only right Mr. Marchmont suggested also

that a medical man should be consulted."

"And what did this man, this Mr. Weston,
say?"
"Very little; there* was nothing the matter

with Mary, hej^id.
He gave her a little med-

icine, but onjyin the desire of strengthening
her nervous system. He could give her no med-
icine that would have any very good effect upon
her spirits while she chose to keep herself obsti-

nately apart from every one."
The young man's head sank upon his breast.

The image of his desolate young wife arose be-

fore him
;
the image of a pale, sorrowful girl,

holding herself apart from her persecutors,

abandoned, lonely, despairing. Why had she
remained at Marchmont Towers ? Why had she,

ever consented to go there, when she had again
and again expressed such terror of her step-mo-
ther? Why had she not rather followed her
husband down to Devonshire, and thrown her-

self upon his relatives for protection ? Was it

like this loving girl to remain quietly here in

Lincolnshire, when the man she loved with such
innocent devotion was lying between life and
death away in the west ?

"She is such a child," he thought "such a
child in her ignorance of the world. I must
not reason about her as I would about another
woman."
And then a sudden flush of passionate emo-

tion rose to his face, as a new thought flashed

into his mind. What if this helpless girl had
been detained by force at Marchmont Towers ?

"Olivia," he cried, "whatever baseness this

man Paul Marchmont may be capable of, you
at least must be superior to any deliberate sin.

I have all my life believed in you, and respected
you as a good woman. Tell me the truth, then,
for pity's sake. Nothing that you can tell me

will fill up the dead blank that the horrible in-
terval since my accident has made in my life.

But you can give me some help. A few words
from you may clear away much of this dark-
ness. How did you find my wife? How did

you induce her to come back to this place? I
know that she had an unreasonable dread of

returning here."

"I found her through the agency of Mr.
Marchmont," Olivia answered, quietly. "I had
some difficulty in inducing her to return here

;

but after hearing of your accident "

"How was the news of that broken to her?"
"
Unfortunately she saw a paper that had 1

happened to be left in her way."
"By whom?"
"
By Mr. Marchmont."

"Where was this?"

"In Hampshire."
"Indeed! then Paul Marchmont went with

you to Hampshire?"
" He did. He was of great service to me in

this crisis. After seeing the paper my step-
daughter was seizedwith brain-fever. She was un-
conscious when we brought her back to the Tow-
ers. She was nursed by my old servant Barba-

ra, and had the highest medical care. I do not
think that any thing more could have been done
for her."

"No," answered Edward Arundel, bitterly;
"unless you could have loved her."
" We can not force our affections," the widow

said, in a hard voice.

Another voice in her breast seemed to whis-

per, "Why do you reproach me for not having
loved this girl ? If you had loved me, the whole
world would have been different."

"Olivia Marchmont," said Captain Arundel,
"by your own avowal there has never been any
affection for this orphan girl in your heart. It

is not my business to dwell upon the fact, as

something almost unnatural under the peculiar
circumstances through which that helpless child

was cast upon your protection. It is needless

to try to understand why you have hardened

your heart against my poor wife. Enough that

it is so. But I may still believe that, whatever

your feelings may be toward your dead hus-

band's daughter, you would not be guilty of any
deliberate act of treachery against her. I can
afford to believe this of you ;

but I can not be-

lieve it of Paul Marchmont. That man is my
wife's natural enemy. If lie has been here dur-

ing my illness, he has been here to plot against
"ler. When he came here, he came to attempt
icr destruction. She stands between him and
this estate. Long ago, when I was a careless

school-boy, my poor friend John Marchmont
:old me that, if ever the day came upon which

Mary's interests should be opposed to the inter-

ests of her cousin, that man would be a dire and
sitter enemy ;

so much the more terrible because

in all appearance her friend. The day came
;

and I, to whom the orphan girl had been left

as a sacred legacy, was not by to defend her.

But I have risen from the bed that many have

thought a bed of death
;
and I come to this -

place with one indomitable resolution para-
mount in my breast the determination to find

my wife, and to bring condign punishment upon
the man who has done her wrong."

Captain Arundel spoke in a low voice
;
but
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his passion was not the more terrible because of

the suppression of those common outward evi-

dences by which fury ordinarily betrays itself.

He relapsed into thoughtful silence.

Olivia made no answer to any thing that he

had said. She sat looking at him steadily, with

an admiring awe in her face. How splendid he

was, this young hero, even in his sickness and

feebleness! How splendid, by reason of the

grand courage, the chivalrous devotion, that

shone out of his blue eyes !

The clock struck eleven while the cousins sat

opposite to each other only divided, physically,

by the width of the tapestried hearth-rug ; but,

oh, how many weary miles asunder in spirit !

and Edward Arundel rose, startled from his

sorrowful reverie.

"If I were a strong man," he said,
" I would

see Paul Marchmont to-night. But I must wait

till to-morrow morning. At what time does he

come to his painting-room ?"

"At eight o'clock when the mornings are

bright ;
but later when the weather is dull."

"At eight o'clock ! I pray Heaven the sun

may shine early to-morrow. I pray Heaven
I may not have to wait long before I find my-
self face to face with that man ! Good-night,
Olivia!"

He took a candle from a table near the door,
and lit it almost mechanically. He found Mr.
Morrison waiting for him, very sleepy and de-

spondent, in a large bedchamber in which Cap-
tain Arundel had never slept before a dreary

apartment, decked out with the faded splendors
of the past ;

a chamber in which the restless

sleeper might expect to see a phantom lady in a

ghostly sack, cowering over the embers, and

spreading her transparent hands above the red

light.

"It isn't particular comfortable, after Dan-

gerfield," the valet muttered, in a melancholy
voice; "and all I 'ope, Mr. Edward, is, that

the sheets are not damp. I've been a stirrin'

of the fire and puttin' on fresh coals for the

last hour. There's a bed for me in the dressin'-

roorn, within call."

Captain Arundel scarcely heard what his

servant said to him. He was standing at the

door of the spacious chamber, looking out into a

long, low-roofed corridor, in which he had just
encountered Barbara, Mrs. Marchmont's confi-

dential attendant the wooden-faced, inscruta-

ble-looking woman who, according to Olivia,
had watched and ministered to his wife.

" Was that the tenderest face that looked
down upon my darling as she lay on her sick-

bed?" he thought. "I had almost as soon have
had a ghoul to watch by my poor dear's pillow."

CHAPTER XXII.

THE PAINTING-ROOM BY THE RIVER.

EDWARD ARUNDEL lay awake through the

best part of that November night, listening to

the ceaseless dripping of the rain upon the ter-

race, and thinking of Paul Marchmont. It was
of this man that he must demand an account of

his wife. Nothing that Olivia had told him had
in any way lessened this determination. The
little slipper found by the water's edge; the

placard flapping on the moss-grown pillar at the

entrance to the park ;
the story of a possible

suicide, or a more probable accident all these

things were as nothing beside the young man's

suspicion of Paul Marchmont. He had pooh-
poohed John's dread of his kinsman as weak
and unreasonable

;
and now, with the same un-

reason, he was ready to condemn this man,
whom he had never seen, as a traitor and a

plotter against his young wife.

He lay tossing from side to side all that night,
weak and feverish, with great drops of cold per-

spiration rolling down his pale face, sometimes

falling into a fitful sleep, in whose distorted

dreams Paul Marchmont was forever present,
now. one man, now another. There was no
sense of fitness in these dreams ^ for sometimes
Edward Arundel and the artist were wrestling

together with newly-sharpened daggers in their

eager hands, each thirsting for the other's blood ;

and in the next moment they were friends, and
had been friendly' as it seemed for years.
The young man woke from one of "these last

dreams, with words of good-fellowship upon his

lips, to find the morning light gleaming through
the narrow openings in the damask window-cur-

tains, and Mr. Morrison laying out his master's

dressing apparatus upon the carved oak toilet-

table.

Captain Arundel dressed himself as fast as he

could, with the assistance of the valet, and then
made his way down the broad staircase, with the

help of his cane, upon which he had need to

lean pretty heavily, for he was as weak as a
child.

"You had better give me the brandy-flask,

Morrison," he said. "I am going out* before

breakfast. You may as well come with me, by-
the-by ; for I doubt if I could walk as far as I

want to go, without the help of your arm."
In the hall Captain Arundel found one of the

servants. The western door was open, and the
man was standing on the threshold looking out
at the morning. The rain had ceased

;
but the

day did not yet promise to be very bright, for

the sun gleamed like a ball of burnished copper
through a pale November mist.

"Do you know if Mr. Paul Marchmont has

gone down to the boat-house ?" Edward asked.

"Yes, Sir," the man answered ; "I met him

just now in the quadrangle. He'd been hav-

ing a cup of coffee with my mistress."

Edward started. They were friends, then,
Paul Marchmont and Olivia! friends, but

surely not allies ! Whatever villainy this man
might be capable of committing, Olivia must at

least be guiltless of any deliberate treachery.

Captain Arundel took his servant's arm and
walked out into the quadrangle, and from the

quadrangle to the low-lying woody swamp, where
the stunted trees looked grim and weird-like in

their leafless ugliness. Weak as the young man
was, he walked rapidly across the sloppy ground,
which had been almost flooded by the continual

rains. He was borne up by his fierce desire to

be face to face with Paul Marchmont. The
savage energy of his mind was stronger than any
physical debility. He dismissed Mr. Morrison
as soon as he was within sight of the boat-

house, and went on alone, leaning on his stick,
and pausing now and then to draw breath, an-

gry with himself for his weakness.
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The boat-house, and the pavilion above it,

had been patched up by some country workmen.
A handful of plaster here and there, a little new
brickwork, and a mended window-frame, bore

witness of this. The ponderous old-fashioned

wooden-shutters had been repaired, and a good
deal of the work which had been begun in John
Marchmont's lifetime had now, in a certain

rough manner, been completed. The place
which had hitherto appeared likely to fall into

utter decay had been rendered weather-tight
and habitable

;
the black smoke creeping slowly

upward from the ivy-covered chimney, gave ev-

idence of occupation. Beyond this, a large
wooden shed, with a wide window fronting the

north, had been erected close against the boat-

house. This rough shed Edward Arundel at

once understood to be the painting-room which
the artist had built for himself.

He paused a moment outside the door of this

shed. A man's voice a tenor voice, rather thin

and metallic in quality was singing a scrap of

Rossini upon the other side of the frail wood-
work.
Edward Arundel knocked with the handle of

his stick upon the door. The voice left off sing-

ing to say
" Come in."

The soldier opened the door, crossed the

threshold, and stood face to face with Paul
Marchmont in the bare wooden shed. The
painter had dressed himself for his work. His
coat and waistcoat lay upon a chair near the

door. He had put on a canvas jacket, and had
drawn a loose pair of linen trowsers over those

which belonged to his usual costume. So far

as this paint-besmeared coat and trowsers went,
nothing could have been more slovenly than
Paul Marchmont's appearance ;

but some tinge
of foppery exhibited itself in the black velvet

smoking-cap, which contrasted with and set off

the silvery whiteness of his hair, as well as in the

delicate curve of his amber mustache. A mus-
tache was not a very common adornment in the

year 1848. It was rather an eccentricity affect-

ed by artists, and permitted as the wild caprice
of irresponsible beings, not amenable to the laws
that govern rational and respectable people.
Edward Arundel sharply scrutinized the face

and figure of the artist. He cast a rapid glance
round the bare whitewashed walls of the shed,

trying to read even in those bare walls some
chance clew to the painter's character. But
there was not much to be gleaned from the de-

tails of that almost empty chamber. A dismal,

black-looking iron stove, with a crooked chim-

ney, stood in one corner. A great easel occupied
the centre of the room. A sheet of tin, nailed

upon a wooden shutter, swung backward and
forward against the northern window, blown to

and fro by the damp wind that crept in through
the crevices in the frame-work of the roughly-
fashioned casement. A heap of canvases were

piled against the walls, and here and there a
half-finished picture a lurid Turneresque land-

scape ;
a black stormy sky ;

a rocky mountain-

pass, dyed blood-red by the setting sun was

propped up against the whitewashed back-ground.
Scattered scraps of water-color, crayon, old en-

gravings, sketches torn and tumbled, bits of rock-

work and foliage, lay littered about the floor
;
and

on a paint-stained deal-table of the roughest and
plainest fashion were gathered the color-tubes

and pallets, the brushes and sponges and dirty
cloths, the greasy and sticky tin cans, which
form the paraphernalia of an artist. Opposite
the northern window was the moss-grown stone
staircase leading up to the pavilion over the
boat-house. Mr. Marchmont had built his

painting-room against the side of the pavilion,
in such a manner as to shut in the staircase and
doorway which formed the only enti ance to it.

His excuse for the awkwardness of this piece of
architecture was the impossibility of otherwise

getting the all-desirable northern light for the
illumination of his rough studio.

This was the chamber in which Edward Arun-
del found the man from whom he came to de-
mand an account of his wife's disappearance.
The artist was evidently quite prepared to re-
ceive his visitor. He made no pretense of be-

ing taken off his guard, as a meaner pretender
might have done. One of Paul Marchmont's
theories was, that as it is only a fool who would
use brass where he could as easily employ gold,
so it is only a fool that tells a lie when he can

conveniently tell the truth.
"
Captain Arundel, I believe?" he said, push-

ing a chair forward fpr his visitor.
" I am sor-

ry to say I recognize you by your appearance of
ill health. Mrs. Marchmont told me you want-
ed to see me. Does my meerschaum annoy
you ? I'll put it out if it does. No ? Then,
if you'll allow me, I'll go on smoking. Some
people say tobacco-smoke gives a tone to one's

pictures. If so, mine ought to be Eembrandts
in depth of color."

Edward Arundel dropped into the chair that

had been offered to him. If he could by any
possibility have rejected even this amount of hos-

pitality from Paul Marchmont he would have
done so

;
but he was a great deal too weak to

stand, and he knew that his interview with the
artist must be a long one.

"Mr. Marchmont," he said, "if my cousin
Olivia told you that you might expect to see me
here to-day, she most likely told you a great
deal more. Did she tell you that I look to you
to account to me for the disappearance of my
wife?"

Paul Marchmont shrugged his shoulders, as

who should say, "This young man is an inva-

lid. I must not suffer myself to be aggravated
by his absurdity." Then taking his meerschaum
from his lips, he set it down, and seated himself

at a few paces from Edward Arundel, on the

lowest of the moss-grown steps leading up to

the pavilion.
" My dear Captain Arundel," he said, very

gravely, "your cousin did repeat to me a great
deal of last night's conversation. She told me
that you had spoken of me with a degree of vi-

olence, natural enough, perhaps, to a hot-tem-

pered young soldier, but in no manner justified

by our relations. When you call upon me to

account for the disappearance of Mary March-

mont, you act about as rationally as if you de-

clared me answerable for the pulmonary com-

plaint that carried away her father. If, on the

other hand, you call upon me to assist you in the

endeavor to fathom the mystery of her disap-

pearance, you will find me ready and willing to

aid you to* the very uttermost. It is to my in-

terest as much as to yours that this mystery
should be cleared up."
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"And in the mean time you take possession
of this estate ?"

"No, Captain Arundel. The law would al-

low me to do so ; but I decline to touch one far-

thing of the revenue which this estate yields, or

to commit one act of ownership, until the mys-
tery of Mary Marchmont's disappearance, or of

her death, is cleared up."
"The mystery of her death!" said Edward

Arundel
; "you believe, then, that she is dead?"

"*I anticipate nothing; I think nothing," an-

swered the artist; "I only wait. The mysteries
of life are so many and so incomprehensible
the stories, which are every day to be read by
any man who takes the trouble to look through
a newspaper, are so strange, and savor so much
of the improbabilities of a novel-writer's first

wild fiction that I am ready to believe every
thing and any thing. Mary Marchmont struck

me, from the first moment in which I saw her,
as sadly deficient in mental power. Nothing
she could do would" astonish me. She may be

hiding herself away from us, prompted only by
some eccentric fancy of her own. She may
have fallen into the power of designing people.
She may have purposely placed her slipper by
the water-side in order to give the idea of an
accident or a suicide, or she may have dropped
it there by chance and walked barefoot to the

nearest railway station. She acted unreasona-

bly before when she ran away from Marchmont
Towers

;
she may have acted unreasonably

again.
"

"You do not think, then, that she is dead?"
"I hesitate to form any opinion ;

I positively
decline to express one."

Edward Arundel gnawed savagely at the ends
of his mustache. This man's cool imperturba-

bility, which had none of the studied smooth-
ness of hypocrisy, but which seemed rather the

plain candor of a thorough man of the world,
who had no wish to pretend to any sentiment he
did not feel, baffled and infuriated the passionate

young soldier. Was it possible that this man,
who met him with such cool self-assertion, who
in no manner avoided any discussion of Mary
MarchmoirJ's disappearance was it possible that

he could have had any treacherous and guilty

part in that calamity ? Olivia's manner looked

like guilt ;
but Paul Marchmont's seemed the

personification of innocence. Not angry inno-

cence, indignant that its purity should have been

suspected ;
but the matter-of-fact, commonplace

innocence of a man of the world, who is a great
deal too clever to play any hazardous and villain-

ous game.
"You can perhaps answer me this question,

Mr. Marchmont," said Edward Arundel. "Why
was my wife doubted when she told the story of
her marriage?"
The artist smiled, and rising from his seat

upon the stone step, took a pocket-book from
one of the pockets of the coat that he had been

wearing.
"I can answer that question," he said, select-

ing a paper from among others in the pocket-
book. ' ' This will answer it.

"

He handed Edward Arundel the paper, which
was a letter folded lengthways, and indorsed,
"From Mrs. Arundel, August 31st." Within
this letter was another paper, indorsed, "Copy
of letter to Mrs. Arundel, August 28th."

G

"You had better read the copy first," Mr.
Marchmont said, as Edward looked doubtfully
at the inner paper.
The copy was very brief, and ran thus :

" MABCIIMONT TOWERS, August 23, 1848.

"MADAM, I have been given to understand
that your son, Captain Arundel, within a fort-

night of his sad accident, contracted a secret

marriage with a young lady whose name I, for

several reasons, prefer to withhold. If you can

oblige me by informing me whether there is any
foundation for this statement you will confer a

very great favor upon
"Your obedient servant,

"PAUL MARCHMONT."

The answer to this letter, in the hand of Ed-
ward Arundel's mother, was equally brief:

u DANGEEFIELD PARK, August 31, 1848.
"

SIR, In reply to your inquiry, I beg to

state that there can be no foundation whatever
for the report to which you allude. My son is

too honorable to contract a secret marriage ;

and although his present unhappy state renders
it impossible for me to receive the assurance
from his own lips, my confidence in his high

principles justifies me in contradicting any such

report as that which forms the subject of your
letter. I am, Sir, yours obediently,

"LETITIA ARUNDEL."

The soldier stood, mute and confounded, with
his mother's letter in his hand. It seemed as if

every creature had been against the helpless girl
whom he had made his wife. Every hand had
been lifted to drive her from the house that was
her own

;
to drive her out upon the world, of

which she was ignorant, a wanderer and an out-
cast

; perhaps to drive her to a cruel death.

"You can scarcely wonder if the receipt of

that letter confirmed me in my previous belief

that Mary Marchmont's story of a marriage arose

out of thS weakness of a brain never too strong,
and at that time very much enfeebled by the e/-

fect of a fever."

Edward Arundel was silent. He crushed his

mother's letter in his hand. Even his mother
even his mother that tender and compassionate
woman, whose protection he had so freely prom-
ised, ten years before, in the lobby ofDrury Lane,
to John Marchmont's motherless child even

she, by some hideous fatality, had helped to

bring grief and shame upon the lonely girl. All

this story of his young wife's disappearance
seemed enveloped in a wretched obscurity,

through whose thick darkness he could not pen-
etrate. He felt himself encompassed by a web
of mystery athwart which it was impossible for

him to cut his way to the truth. He asked ques-
tion after question, and received answers which
seemed freely given ;

but the story remained as

dark as ever. What did it all mean? What
was the clew to the mystery? Was this man,
Paul Marchmont busy among his unfinished

pictures, and bearing in his every action, in his

every word, the stamp of an easy-going, free-

spoken soldier of fortune likely to have been

guilty of any dark and subtle villainy against
the missing girl? He had disbelieved in the

marriage ;
but he had had some reason for his

doubt of a fact that could not very well be wel-

come to him.
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The young man rose from his chair, and stood

irresolute, brooding over these things.
"
Come, Captain Arundel," cried PaulMarch-

mont, heartily,
" believe me, though I have not

much superfluous sentimentality left in my com-

position after a pretty long encounter with the

world, still I can truly sympathize with your re-

gret for this poor silly child. I hope, for your sake,

that she still lives, and is hiding herselfout ofsome

persistent folly. Perhaps, now you are able to

act in the business, there may be a better chance

of rinding her. I am old enough to be your fa-

ther, and am ready to give you the help of any
knowledge of the world which I may have gath-
ered in the experience of a lifetime. Will you
accept my help?"
Edward Arundel paused for a moment, with

his head still bent, and his eyes fixed upon the

ground. Then suddenly lifting his head, he
looked full in the artist's face as he answered him.

"No !" he cried. "Your oft'er may be made
in all good faith, and if so, I thank you for it

;

but no one loves this missing girl as I love her
;

no one has so good a right as I have to protect
and shelter her. I will look for my wife, alone,
unaided

; except by such help as I pray that

God may give me."

CHAPTER XXIII.

IN THE DARK.

EDWARD ARUNDEL walked slowly back to the

Towers, shaken in body, perplexed in mind,
baffled, disappointed, and most miserable

;
the

young husband, whose married life had been
shut within the compass of a brief honey-moon,
went back to that dark and gloomy mansion
within whose encircling walls Mary had pined
and despaired.

" Why did she stop here ?" he thought ;

"
why

didn't she come to me ? I thought her first im-

pulse would have brought her to me. I thought

my poor childish love would have set out on foot

to seek her husband, if need were."

He groped his way feebly and wearily amidst
the leafless wood, and through the rotting vege-
tation decaying in oozy slime beneath the black

shelter of the naked trees. He groped his way
toward the dismal eastern front of the great
stone dwelling-house, his face always turned
toward the blank windows that starec^down at

him from the discolored walls.

"Oh, if they could speak !" he exclaimed, al-

most beside himself in his perplexity and des-

peration ;

" if they could speak ! If those cruel

walls could speak, and tell me what my darling
suffered within their shadow! If they could

tell me why she despaired, and ran away to hide

herself from her husband and protector ! If
they could speak !"

He ground his teeth in a passion of sorrowful

rage.
" I should gain as much by questioning yon-

der stone-wall as by talking to my cousin, Olivia

Marchmont," he thought, presently.
" Why is

that woman so venomous a creature in her ha-
tred of my innocent wife? Why is it that,
whether I threaten or whether I appeal, I can

gain nothing from her nothing ? She baffles

me as completely by her measured answers,

which seem to reply to my questions, and which
yet tell me nothing, as if she were a brazen
image set up by the dark ignorance of a heathen
people, and dumb in the absence of an impos-
tor-priest. She baffles me, question her how I
will. And Paul Marchmont, again what have
I learned from him ? Am I a fool, that people
can prevaricate and lie to me like this ? Has
my brain no sense, and my arm no strength,
that I can not wring the truth from the false

throats of these wretches ?"

The young man gnashed his teeth again in
the violence of his rage.

Yes, it was like a dream
;

it was like nothing
but a dream. In dreams he had often felt thig

terrible sense of impotence wrestling with a mad
desire to achieve something or other. But never
before in his waking hours had the young soldier

experienced such a sensation.

He stopped, irresolute, almost bewildered, look-

ing back at the boat-house, a black spot far away
down by the sedgy brink of the slow river, and
then again turning his face toward the monoto-
nous lines of windows in the eastern frontage of
Marchmont Towers.
"I let that man play with me to-day," he

thought ;

u but our reckoning is to come. We
have not done with each other yet."
He walked on to the low archway leading into

the quadrangle.
The room which had been John Marchmont's

study, and which his widow had been wont to

occupy since his death, looked into this quad-
rangle. Edward Arundel saw his cousin's dark
head bending over a book, or a desk perhaps,
behind the window.

"Let her beware of me, if she has done any
wrong to my wife!" he thought. "To which
of these people am I to look for an account of

my poor lost girl ? To which of these two am I

to look? Heaven guide me to find the guilty

one; and Heaven have mercy upon that wretched
creature when the hour of reckoning comes, for

I will have none."

Olivia Marchmont, looking through the win-

dow, saw her kinsman's face while this thought
was in his mind. The expression^ which she

saw there was so terrible, so merciless, so sub-

lime in its grand and vengeful beauty, that her

own face blanched even to a paler hue than that

which had lately become habitual to it.

"Am I afraid of him?" she thought, as she

pressed her forehead against the cold glass, and

by a physical effort restrained the convulsive

trembling that had suddenly shaken her frame.

"Am I afraid of him? No! what injury can
he inflict upon me worse than that which he has

done me from the very first ? If he could drag
me to a scaffold, and deliver me with his own
hands into the grasp of the hangman, he would
do me no deeper wrong than he has done me
from the hour of my earliest remembrance of

him. He could inflict no new pangs, no sharper

torture, than I have been accustomed to suffer

at his hands. He does not love me. He has

never loved me. He never will love me. That

is my wrong ;
and it is for that I take my re-

venge I

She lifted her head, which had rested in a

sullen attitude against the glass, and looked at

the soldier's figure slowly advancing toward the

western side of the house.
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Then, with a smile the same horrible smile

which Edward Arundel had seen light up her

face on the previous night she muttered be-

tween her set teeth,
" Shall I be sorry because this vengeance has

fallen across my pathway ? Shall I repent, and

try to undo what I have done? Shall I thrust

myself between others and Mr. Edward Arun-
del ? Shall / make myself the ally and cham-

pion of this gallant soldier, who seldom speaks
to me except to insult and upbraid me ? Shall

/ take justice into my hands, and interfere for

my kinsman's benefit ? No ;
he has chosen to

threaten me
;
he has chosen to believe vile things

of me. From the first his indifference has been
next kin to insolence. Let him take care of

himself."

Edward Arundel took no heed of the gray
eyes that watched him with such a vengeful

light in their fixed gaze. He was still thinking
of his missing wife, still feeling, to a degree that

was intolerably painful, that miserable dream-
like sense of utter helplessness and prostration.
"What am I to do ?" he thought.

" Shall I

be forever going backward and forward between

my Cousin Olivia and Paul Marchmont ? forever

questioning them, first one and then the other,
and never getting any nearer to the truth?"
He asked himself this question, because the

extreme anguish, the intense anxiety, which he
had endured seemed to have magnified the small-

est events, and to have multiplied a hundredfold
the lapse of time. It seemed as if he had already
spent half a lifetime in his search after John
Marchmont's lost daughter.
"Oh my friend, my friend!" he thought, as

some faint link of association, some memory
thrust upon him by the aspect of the place in

which he was, brought back the simple-minded
tutor who had taught him mathematics eighteen

years before "my poor friend, if this girl had
not been my love and my wife, surely the mem-
ory of your trust in me would be enough to make
me a desperate and merciless avenger of her

wrongs."
He went into the hall, and from the hall to

the tenantless western drawing-room a dreary
chamber, with its grim and faded splendor, its

stiff, old-fashioned furniture
;
a chamber which,

unadorned by the presence of youth and inno-

cence, had the aspect of belonging to a day that

was gone and people that were dead. So might
have looked one of those sealed-up chambers in

the buried cities of Italy, when the doors were

opened, and eager living eyes first looked in upon
the habitations of the dead.

Edward Arundel walked up and down the

empty drawing-room. There were the ivory
chessmen that he had brought from India, under
a glass shade on an inlaid table in a window.
How often he and Mary had played together in

that very window ! and how she had always lost

her pawns, and left bishops and knights unde-

fended, while trying to achieve impossible con-

quests with her queen ! The young man paced
slowly backward and forward across the old-

fashioned bordered carpet, trying to think what
he should do. He must form some plan of ac-

tion in his own mind, he thought. There was
foul work somewhere, ho most implicitly be-

lieved
;
and it was for him to discover the mo-

tive of the treachery and the person of the traitor.

Paul Marchmont ! Paul Marchmont !

His mind always traveled back to this point.
Paul Marchmont was Mary's natural enemy.
Paul Marchmont was therefore surely the man
to be suspected, the man to be found out and
defeated.

And yet, if there was any truth in appearances,
it was Olivia who was most inimical to the miss-

ing girl ;
it was Olivia whom Mary had feared

;

it was Olivia who had driven John Marchmont's

orphan child from her home once, and who
might, by the same power to tyrannize and tor-

ture a weak and yielding nature, have so ban-
ished her again.
Or these two, Paul and Olivia, might both

hate the defenseless girl, and might have be-

tween them plotted a wrong against her.

"Who will tell me the truth about my lost

darling?" cried Edward Arundel. "Who will

help me to look for my missing love?"
His lost darling; his missing love. It was

thus that the young man spoke of his wife. That
dark thought which had been suggested to him

by the words of Olivia, by the mute evidence of

the little bronze slipper picked up near the river-

brink, had never taken root, or held even a tem-

porary place in his breast. He would not nay,
more, he could not think that his wife was
dead. In all his confused and miserable dreams
that dreary November night, no dream had ever
shown him that. No image of death had min-

gled itself with the distorted shadows that had
tormented his sleep. No still white face had
looked up at him through a veil of murky wa-
tere. No moaning sob of a rushing stream had
mixed its dismal sound with the many voices of

his slumbers. No
;
he feared all manner of un-

known sorrows : he looked vaguely forward to a
sea of difficulty, to be waded across in blindness

and bewilderment before he could clasp his res-

cued wife in his arms; but he never thought
that she was dead.

f

Presently the idea came to him that it was
outside Marchmont Towers away beyond the
walls of this grim, enchanted castle, where evil

spirits seemed to hold possession that he should
seek for the clew to his wife's hiding-place.

"There is Hester, that girl who was fond of

Mary," he thought.
" She may be able to tell

me something, perhaps. I will go to her."

He went out :

.ito the hall to look for his serv-

ant, the faithful Morrison, who had been eating
a very substantial breakfast with the domestics
of the Towers "the sauce to meat" being a pro-

longed discussion of the facts connected with

Mary Marchmont's disappearance and her rela-

tions with Edward Arundel and who came,
radiant and greasy from the enjoyment of hot
buttered cakes, and Lincolnshire bacon, at the

sound of his master's voice.
" I want you to get me some vehicle, and a

lad who will drive me a few miles, Morrison,"
the young soldier said; "or you can drive me
yourself, perhaps?"

"Certainly, Master Edward; I have driven

your Pa often, when we was travelin' together.
I'll go and see if there's a phec-aton or a chay
that will suit you, Sir

; something that goes easy
on its springs."
"Get any thing,

"
muttered Captain Arundel,

"so long as you can get it without loss of

time."



108 JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY.

All fuss and anxiety upon the subject of his

health worried the young man. He felt his head
dizzied with weakness and excitement

;
his arm

that muscular right arm which had done him

good service two years before in an encounter

with a tigress as weak as the jewel-bound wrist

.of a delicate woman. But he chafed against

any thing like consideration of his weakness
;
he

rebelled against any thing that seemed likely to

hinder him in that one object upon which all the

powers of his mind were bent.

Mr. Morrison went away with some show of

briskness, but dropped into a very leisurely pace
as soon as he was fairly out of his master's sight.
He went straight to the stables, where he had a

pleasant gossip with the grooms and hangers-on,
and amused himself further by inspecting every
bit of horse-flesh in the Marchmont stables, prior
to selecting a quiet gray cob which he felt him-
self capable of driving, and an old-fashioned gig,
with a yellow body and black-and-yellow wheels,

bearing a strong resemblance to a monstrous
wooden wasp.
While the faithful attendant to whom Mrs.

Arundel had delegated the care of her son was
thus employed, the soldier stood in the stone hall,

looking out at the dreary wintry landscape, and

pining to hurry away across the dismal swamps
to the village in which he hoped to hear tidings
of her he sought. He was lounging in a deep
oaken window-seat, looking hopelessly at that

barren prospect, that monotonous expanse of
flat morass and leaden sky, when he heard a

footstep behind him, and, turning round, saw
Olivia's confidential servant, Barbara Simmons

;

the woman who had watched by his wife's sick-*

bed the woman whom he had compared to a

ghoul.
She was walking slowly across the hall toward

Olivia's room, whither a bell had just summoned
her. Mrs. Marchmont had lately grown fretful

and capricious, and did not care to be waited

upon by any one except this woman, who had
known her from her childhood, and was no

stranger to her darkest moods.
Edward Arundel had determined to appeal to

every living creature who was likely to know

any thing of his wife's disappearance, and he
snatched the first opportunity of questioning this

woman.
"

Stop, Mrs. Simmons," he said, moving away
from the window ;" I want to speak to you; I

want to talk to you about my wife."

The woman turned to him with a blank face,

whose expressionless stare might mean either

genuine surprise, or an obstinate determination

not to understand any thing that might be said

to her.

"Your wife, Captain Arundel," she said, in

cold measured tones, but with an accent of as-

tonishment.
"
Yes, my wife. Mary Marchmont, my law-

fully-wedded wife. Look here, woman," cried

Edward Arundel; "if you cannot accept the

word of a soldier, and an honorable man, you
can perhaps believe the evidence of your eyes."
He took a morocco memorandum-book from

his breast-pocket. It was full of letters, cards,

bank-notes, and miscellaneous scraps of paper,

carelessly stuffed into it, and among them Cap-
tain Arundel found the certificate of his mar-

riage, which he had put away at random upon

his wedding morning, and which had lain un-
heeded in his pocket-book ever since.

"Look here!" he cried, spreading the docu-
ment before the waiting-woman's eyes, and
pointing, with a shaking hand, to the lines.

"You believe that, I suppose?"
"Oh yes, Sir," Barbara Simmons answered,

after deliberately reading the certificate. " I
have no reason to disbelieve it

; no wish to dis-

believe it."

"No, I suppose not," muttered Edward
Arundel, "unless you too are leagued with,

Paul Marchmont."
The woman did not flinch at this hinted ac,

cusation, but answered .the young man in that
slow and emotionless manner which no change
of circumstance seemed to have power to alter.

"I am leagued with no one, Sir," she said,

coldly.
" I serve no one except my mistress,

Miss Olivia I mean Mrs. Marchmont."
The study-bell rang for the second time while

she was speaking.
"I must go to my mistress, now, Sir," she

said. "You heard her ringing for me."

"Go, then, and let me see you as you come
back. I tell you I must and will see you and

speak to you. Every body in this house tries to

avoid me. It seems as if I was not to get a

straight answer from any one of you. But I
will know all that is to be known about my lost

wife. Do you hear, woman ? I Avill know !"
" I will come back to you directly, Sir," Bar-

bara Simmons answered, quietly.
The leaden calmness of this woman's manner

irritated Edward Arundel beyond all power of

expression. Before his Cousin Olivia's gloomy
coldness he had been flung back upon himself
as before an iceberg ;

but every now and then
some sudden glow of fiery emotion had shot up
amidst the frigid mass, lurid and blazing, and that

iceberg had for a moment at least been trans-

formed into an angry and passionate woman,
who might in that moment of fierce emotion

betray the dark secrets of her soul. But this

woman's manner presented a passive barrier,
athwart which the young soldier was as power-
less to penetrate as he would have been to

walk through a block of solid stone.

Olivia was like some black and stony castle,
whose barred windows bade defiance to the be-

sieger, but behind whose narrow casements
transient flashes of light gleamed fitfully upon
the watchers without, hinting at the mysteries
that were hidden within the citadel.

Barbara Simmons resembled a black stone-

wall, grimly confronting the eager traveler, and

giving no indication of the unknown country on
the other side.

She came back almost immediately, after be-

ing only a few moments in Olivia's room cer-

tainly not long enough to consult with her mis-

tress as to what she was to say or to leave un-

said and presented herself before Captain Arun-
del.

"If you have any questions to ask, Sir, about

Miss Marchmont, about your wife, I shall be

happy to answer them," she said.

"I have a hundred questions to ask," ex-

claimed the young man; "but first answer me
this one plainly and truthfully, Where do you
think my wife has gone ? What do you think

has become of her ?"
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The woman was silent for a few moments,
and then answered very gravely,
"I would rather not say what I think, Sir."

"Why not?"
" Because I might say that which would make

you unhappy."
" Can any thing be more miserable to me than

the prevarication which I meet with on every
side?" cried Edward Arundel. "If you or any
one else will be straightforward with me re-

membering that I come to this place like a man
who has risen from the grave, depending wholly
on the word of others for the knowledge of that

which is more vital to me than any thing upon
this earth that person will be the best friend I

have found since I rose from my sick-bed to

come hither. You can have no motive if you
are not in Paul Marchmont's pay for being
cruel to my poor girl. Tell me the truth, then

;

speak, and speak fearlessly."
"I have no reason to fear, Sir," answered

Barbara Simmons, lifting her faded eyes to the

young man's eager face, with a gaze that seem-
ed to say, "I have done no wrong, and I do
not shrink from justifying myself." "I have
no reason to fear, Sir; I was piously brought
up, and have done my best always to do my
duty in the state of life in which Providence
has been pleased to place me. I have not had
a particularly happy life, Sir

;
for thirty years

ago I lost all that made me happy, in them that

loved me, and had a claim to love me. I have
attached myself to my mistress

;
but it isn't for

me to expect a lady like her would stoop to

make me more to her or nearer to her than I

have a right to be as a servant."

There was no accent of hypocrisy or cant in

any one of these deliberately spoken words. It

seemed as if in this speech the woman had told

the history of her life
;
a brief, unvarnished his-

tory of a barren life, out of which all love and
sunlight had been early swept away, leaving be-
hind a desolate blank that was not destined to

be filled up by any affection from the young
mistress so long and patiently served.

"I am faithful to my mistress, Sir," Barbara
Simmons added, presently, "and I try my best

to do my duty to her. I owe no duty to any
one else."

" You owe a duty to humanity," answered Ed-
ward Arundel. "

Woman, do you think duty is

a thing to be measured by line and rule ? Christ
came to save the lost sheep of the children of Is-

rael; but was He less pitiful to the Canaanitish
woman when she carried her sorrows to His feet ?

You and your mistress have made hard precepts
for yourselves, and have tried to live by them.
You try to circumscribe the area of your Chris-
tian charity, and to do good within given limits.

The traveler who fell among thieves would have
died of his wounds for any help he might have
had from you if he had lain beyond your radius.
Have you yet to learn that Christianity is cos-

mopolitan, illimitable, inexhaustible, subject to

no laws of time or space? The duty you owe
to your mistress is a duty that she buys and pays
for a matter of sordid barter, to be settled when
you take your wages ;

the duty you owe to ev-

ery miserable creature in your pathway is a sa-
cred debt, to be accounted for to God."
As the young soldier spoke thus, carried away

by his passionate agitation, suddenly eloquent by

reason of the intensity of his feeling, a change
came over Barbara's face. There was no very
palpable evidence of emotion in that stolid coun-
tenance

;
but across the wooden blankness of the

woman's face flitted a transient shadow, which
was like the shadow of fear.

"I tried to do my duty to Miss Marchmont
as well as to my mistress," she said. "I wait-
ed on her faithfully while she was ill. I sat up
with her six nights running. I didn't take my
clothes off for a week. There are folks in the
house who can tell you as much."

" God knows I am grateful to you, and will

reward you for any pity you may have shown
my poor darling," the young man answered, in
a more subdued tone; "only, if you pity me,
and wish to help me, speak out, and speak plain-

ly. What do you think has become of my lost

girl?"
"I can not tell you, Sir. As God looks down

upon me and judges me, I declare to you that I

know no more than you know. But I think "

"You think what?"
"That you will never see Miss Marchmont

again."
Edward Arundel started as violently as if of

all sentences this was the last he had expected
to hear pronounced. His sanguine tempera-
ment, fresh in its vigorous and untainted youth,
could not grasp the thought of despair. He
could be mad with passionate anger against the
obstacles that separated him from his wife, but
he could not believe those obstacles to be insur-

mountable. He could not doubt the power of
his own devotion and courage to bring him back
his lost love.

"Never see her again !"

He repeated these words as if they had be-

longed to a strange language, and he were try-
ing to make out their meaning.

" You think," he gasped hoarsely, after a long
pause "you think that she is dead ?"

"I think that she went out of this house in a

desperate state of mind. She was seen not by
me, for I should have thought it my duty to stop
her if I had seen her so she was seen by one of
the servants crying and sobbing awfully as she
went away upon that last afternoon."

"And she was never seen again?"
"Never by me."
"And you you think she went out of this

house with the intention of of destroying her-

self?"

The words died away in a hoarse whisper, and
it was by the motion of his white lips that Bar*-

bara Simmons perceived what the young man
meant.
"I do, Sir."

"Have you any particular reason for think-

ing so ?"

"No reason beyond what I have told you,
Sir."

Edward Arundel bent his head, and walked

away to hide his blanched face. He tried in-

stinctively to conceal his mental suffering, as he
had sometimes hidden physical torture in an In-
dian hospital, prompted by the involuntary im-

pulse of a brave man. But though the woman's
words had come upon him like a thunder-bolt,
he had no belief in the opinion they expressed.
No

;
his young spirit wrestled against and re-

jected the awful conclusion. Other people might
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think what they chose
;
but he knew better than

they. His wife was not dead. His life had been

so smooth, so happy, so prosperous, so uncloud-

ed and successful, that it was scarcely strange he

should be skeptical of calamity that his mind
should be incapable of grasping the idea of a

catastrophe so terrible as Mary's suicide.

"She was intrusted to me by her father," he

thought. "She gave her faith to me before

God's altar. She can not have perished body
and soul

;
she can not have gone down to destruc-

tion for want of my arm outstretched to save

her. God is too good to permit such misery."
The young soldier's piety was of the simplest

and most unquestioning order, and involved an

implicit belief that a right cause must always be

ultimately victorious. With the same blind faith

in which he had often muttered a hurried prayer
before plunging in amidst the mad havoc of an
Indian battle-field, confident that the justice of

Heaven would never permit heathenish Afghans
to triumph over Christian British gentlemen, he
now believed that, in the darkest hour of Mary
Marchmont's life, God's arm had held her back
from the dread horror the unatonable offense

of self-destruction.

"I thank you for having spoken frankly to

me," he said to Barbara Simmons; "I believe

that you have spoken in good faith. But I do
not think my darling is forever lost to me. I

anticipate trouble and anxiety, disappointment,
defeat, for a time for a long time, perhaps ;

but

I know that I shall find her in the end. The
business of my life henceforth is to look for her."

Barbara's dull eyes held earnest watch upon
the young man's countenance as he spoke. Anx-
iety, and even fear, were in that gaze, palpable
to those who knew how to read the faint indica-

tions of the woman's stolid face.

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE PARAGRAPH IN THE NEWSPAPER.

MR. MORRISON brought the gig and pony to

the western porch while Captain Arundel was

talking to his cousin's servant, and presently the

invalid was being driven across the flat between
the Towers and the high road to Kemberling.

Mary's old favorite, Farmer Pollard's daugh-
ter, came out of a low rustic shop as the gig drew

up before her husband's door. This good-na-

tured, tender-hearted Hester, advanced to mat-

ronly dignity under the name of Mrs. Jobson,
carried a baby in her arms, and wore a white

dimity hood, that made a pent-house over her

simple rosy face. But at the sight of Captain
Arundel nearly all the rosy color disappeared
from the country-woman's plump cheeks, and
she stared aghast at the unlooked-for visitor, al-

most ready to believe that, if any thing so sub-

stantial as a pony and gig could belong to the

spiritual world, it was the phantom only of the

soldier that she looked upon.
"Oh, Sir!" she said: "oh, Captain Arundel,

is it really you ?"

Edward alighted before Hester could recover
from the surprise occasioned by his appearance.

"Yes, Mrs. Jobson," he said. "
May I come

into your house? I wish to speak to you."
Hester courtesied, and stood aside to allow

her visitor to pass her. Her manner was coldly
respectful, and she looked at the young officer

with a grave, reproachful face, which was strange
to him. She ushered her guest into a parlor at

the back of the shop a prim apartment, splen-
did with varnished mahogany, shell-work boxes

bought during Hester's honey-moon trip to a
Lincolnshire watering-place and voluminous
achievements in the way of crochet-work

;
a

gorgeous and Sabbath-day chamber, looking
across a stand of geraniums into a garden that
was orderly and trimly kept even in this dull
November weather.

Mrs. Jobson drew forward an uneasy easy-
chair, covered with horse-hair, and veiled by a
crochet-work representation of a peacock em-
bowered among roses. She offered this luxuri-
ous seat to Captain Arundel, who, in his weak-

ness, was well content to sink down upon the

slippery cushions.

"I have come here to ask you to help me in

my search for my wife, Hester," Edward Arun-
del said, in a scarcely audible voice.

It is not given to the bravest mind to be utter-

ly independent and defiant of the body ; and the
soldier was beginning to feel that he had very
nearly run the length of his tether, and must
soon submit himself to be prostrated by sheer

physical weakness.

"Your wife!" cried Hester, eagerly.
"
Oh,

Sir, is that true?"

"Is what true?"
"That poor Miss Mary was your lawful wed-

ded wife?"
" She was," replied Edward Arundel, sternly,

"my true and lawful wife. What else should

she have been, Mrs. Jobson ?"

The farmer's daughter burst into tears.

"Oh, Sir," she said, sobbing violently as she

spoke
"
Oh, Sir, the things that was said against

that poor dear in this place and all about the

Towers !. The things that was said ! It makes

my heart bleed to think of them
;

it makes my
heart ready to break when I think what my poor
sweet young4ady must have suffered. And it

set me against you, Sir
;
and I thought you was

a bad and cruel-hearted man !"
" What did they say ?" cried Edward

;

" what
did they dare to say against her or against
me?"
"They said that you had enticed her away

from her home, Sir, and that that there had
been no marriage ;

and that you'd deserted her

afterward, and the railway accident had come

upon you as a punishment like; and that Mrs.

Marchmont had found poor Miss Mary all alone

at a country inn, and had brought her back to

the Towers."
" But what if people did say this ?" exclaimed

Captain Arundel. " You could have contradict-

ed their foul slanders. You could have spoken
in defense of my poor helpless girl."

"Me, Sir!"

"Yes. You must have heard the truth from

my wife's own lips."
Hester Jobson burst into a new flood of tears

as Edward Arundel said this.

' ' Oh no, Sir,
' ' she sobbed ;

' ' that was the most

cruel thing of all. I never could get to see Miss

Mary ; they wouldn't let me see her."

"Who wouldn't let you ?"

"Mrs. Marchmont and Mr. Paul Marchmont.
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I was laid up, Sir, when the report first spread
about that Miss Mary had come home. Things
was kept very secret, and it was said that Mrs.

Marchmont was dreadfully cut up by the dis-

grace that had come upon her step-daughter.

My baby was born about that time, Sir
;
but as

soon as ever I could get about I went up to the

Towers, in the hope of seeing my poor dear

miss. But Mrs. Simmon's, Mrs. Marchmont's
own maid, told me that Miss Mary was ill, very

ill, and that no one was allowed to see her ex-

cept those that waited upon her and that she

was used to. And I begged and prayed that I

might be allowed to see her, Sir, with the tears in

my eyes ;
for my heart bled for her, poor darling

dear, when I thought of the cruel things that were
said against her, and thought that, with all her

riches and her learning, folks could dare to talk

ofher as they wouldn't dare to talk ofa poor man's
wife like me. And I went again and again, Sir;
but it was no good ; and, the last time I went,
Mrs. Marchmont came out into the hall to me,
and told me that I was intrusive and imperti-

nent, and that it was me, and such as me, as

had set all manner of scandal afloat about her

step-daughter. But I went again, Sir, even after

that, and I saw Mr. Paul Marchmont, and he
was very kind to me, and frank and free-spoken

almost like you, Sir
;
and he told me that

Mrs. Marchmont was rather stern and unforgiv-

ing toward the poor young lady he spoke very
kind and pitiful of poor Miss Mary and that he
would stand my friend, and he'd contrive that I

should see my poor dear as soon as ever she

picked up her spirits a bit, and was more fit to

see me
;
and I was to come again in a week's

time, he said."

"Well, and when you went"
"When I went, Sir," sobbed the carpenter's

wife, "it was the 18th of October, and Miss

Mary had run away upon the day before, and

every body at the Towers was being sent right
and left to look for her. I saw Mrs. Marchmont
for a minute that afternoon; and she was as

white as a sheet, and all of a tremble from head
to foot, and she walked about the place as if she

was out of her mind like."

"Guilt," thought the 'young soldier; "guilt
of some sort, God only knows what that guilt
has been."

He covered his face with his hands, and wait-

ed to hear what moi Hester Jobson had to tell

him. There was no need of questioning here
;

no reservation or prevarication. With almost
as tender regret as he himself could have felt,

the carpenter's wife told him all that she knew
of the sad story of Mary's disappearance.

"Nobody took much notice of me, Sir, in the

confusion of the place," Mrs. Jobson continued;
"and there is a parlor-maid at the Towers
called Susan Rose, that had been a school-fellow

with me ten years before, and I got her to tell

me all about it. And she said that poor dear
Miss Mary had been weak and ailing ever since

she had recovered from the brain-fever, and that

she had shut herself up in her room, and had
seen no one except Mrs. Marchmont and Bar-
bara Simmons

;
but on the seventeenth Mrs.

Marchmont sent for her, asking her to come to

the study. And the poor young lady went; and
then Susan Rose thinks that there was high

,
words between Mrs. Marchmont and her step-

daughter, for as Susan was crossing the hall,

poor miss came out of the study, and her face

was all smothered in tears, and she cried out,
as she came into the hall, I can't bear it any
longer. My life is too miserable ; my fate is too

wretched!' And then she ran up stairs, and
Susan Hose followed up to her room and listened

outside the door
;
and she heard the poor dear sob-

bing and crying out again and again,
' Oh papa,

papa! Ifyou knew what I suffer! Oh papa, papa,

papa !' so pitiful, that if Susan Rose had dared

she would have gone in to try and comfort her
;

but Miss Mary had always been very reserved to

all the servants, and Susan didn't dare intrude

upon her. It was late that evening when my
poor young lady was missed, and the servants

sent out to look for her."

"And you, Hester you knew my wife better

than any of these people where do you think

she went?"
Hester Jobson looked piteously at the ques-

tioner.

"Oh, Sir," she cried
;

"
Oh, Captain Arundel,

don't ask me
; pray, pray don't ask me !"

" You think like these other people you think

that she went away to destroy herself?"

"Oh, Sir, what can I think, what can I think

except that? She was last seen down by the

water-side, and one of her shoes was picked up
among the rushes

;
and for all there's been such

a search made after her, and a reward offered,

and advertisements in the papers, and every

thing done that mortal could do to find her, and
no news of her, Sir not a trace to tell of her be-

ing living ;
not a creature to come forward and

speak to her being seen by them after that day.
WT

hat can I think, Sir, what can I think, ex-

cept
"

"Except that she threw herself into the river

at the back of Marchmont Towers."
" I've tried to think different, Sir; I've tried

to hope I should see that poor sweet lamb again ;

but I can't, I can't. I've worn mourning for

these three last Sundays, Sir
;
for I seemed to

feel as if it was a sin and a disrespectfulness to-

ward her to wear colors, and sit in the church
where I have seen her so often, looking so meek
and beautiful, Sunday after Sunday."
Edward Arundel bowed his head upon his

hands and wept silently. This woman's belief

in Mary's death afflicted him more than he
dared confess to himself. He had defied Olivia

and Paul Marchmont, as enemies, who tried to

force a false conviction upon him
;
but he could

neither doubt nor defy this honest, warm heart-

ed creature, who wept aloud over the memory
of his wife's sorrows. He could not doubt her

sincerity ;
but he still refused to accept the be-

lief which on every side was pressed upon him.

He still refused to think that his wife was
dead.

"The river was dragged for more than a

week," he said, presently, "and my wife's body
was never found."

Hester Jobson shook her head mournfully.
"That's a poor sign, Sir," she answered;

"the river's full of holes, I've heard say. My
husband had a fellow-'prentice who drowned
himself in that river seven year ago, and his

body was never found."

Edward Arundel rose and walked toward the

door.
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"I do not believe that my wife is dead," he

cried. He held out his hand to the carpenter's
wife. "God bless you," he said. "I thank

you from my heart for your tender feeling to-

ward my lost girl."

He went out to the gig, in which Mr. Morri-

son waited for him, rather tired of his morning's
work.

"There is an inn a little way further along
the street, Morrison," Captain Arundel said.

"I shall stop there."

The man stared at his master.

"And not go back to Marchmont Towers,
Mr. Edward?"
"No."

Edward Arundel had held nature in abeyance
for more than four-and-twenty hours, and this

outraged nature now took her revenge by fling-

ing the young man prostrate and powerless upon
his bed at the simple Kemberling hostelry, and

holding him prisoner there for three dreary
days; three miserable days, with long, dark,
interminable evenings, during which the invalid

had no better employment than to lie brooding
over his sorrows, while Mr. Morrison read the

Times newspaper in a monotonous and droning
voice for his sick master's entertainment.

How that helpless and prostrate prisoner,
bound hand and foot in the stern grasp of retali-

ative Nature, loathed the leading articles, the

foreign correspondence, in the leviathan journal !

How he sickened at the fiery English of Print-

ing-House Square, as expounded by Mr. Morri-

son ! The sound of the valet's voice was like the

unbroken flow of a dull river. The great names
that surged up every now and then upon that

sullen tide of oratory made no impression upon
the sick man's mind. What was it to him if the

glory of England were in danger, the freedom
of a mighty people wavering in the balance?

What was it to him if famine-stricken Ireland

were perishing, and the far-away Indian posses-
sions menaced by contumacious and treacherous

Sikhs ? What was it to him if the heavens were
shriveled like a blazing scroll, and the earth

reeling on its shaken foundations ? What had
he to do with any catastrophe except that which

had fallen upon his innocent young wife ?

"Oh my broken trust!" he muttered some-

times, to the alarm of the confidential servant
;

" Oh my broken trust !"

But during the three days in which Captain
Arundel lay in the best chamber at the Black

Bull the chief inn of Kemberling, and a very

splendid place of public entertainment long ago,
when all the northward - bound coaches had

passed through that quiet Lincolnshire village

he was not without a medical attendant to give
him some feeble help in the way of drugs and
doctor's stuff, in the battle which he was fight-

ing with offended Nature. I don't know but

what the help, however well intended, may have

gone rather to strengthen the hand of the ene-

my ;
for in those days the year '48 is very long

ago when we take the measure of time by sci-

ence country practitioners were apt to place
themselves upon the side of the disease rather

than of the patient, and -to assist grim Death in

his siege, by lending the professional aid of pur-
gatives and phlebotomy.
On this principle Mr. George Weston, the

surgeon of Kemberling, and the submissive and
well-tutored husband of Paul Marchmont's sis-

ter, would fain have set to work with the pros-
trate soldier, on the plea that the patient's skin
was hot and dry, and his white lips parched with
fever.

But Captain Arundel protested vehemently
against any such treatment.

"You shall not take an ounce of blood out of

my veins,"he said, or give me one drop of med-
icine that will weaken me. What I want is

strength ; strength to get up and leave this intol-

erable room, and go about the business that I have
to do. As to fever," he added, scornfully, "as
long as I have to lie here and am hindered from

going about the business of my life, every drop
of my blood will boil with a fever that all the

drugs in Apothecaries' Hall would have no pow-
er to subdue. Give me something to strengthen
me. Patch me up somehow or other, Mr. Wes-
ton, if you can. But I warn you that, if you
keep me long here, I shall leave this place either

a corpse or a madman."
The surgeon, drinking iea with his wife and

brother-in-law half an hour afterward, related

the conversation that had taken place between
himself and his patient, breaking up his narra-

tive with a groat many "I saids" and "said

he's," and with a good deal of rambling com-

mentary upon the text.

Lavinia Weston looked at her brother while

the surgeon told his story.
" He is very desperate about his wife, then,

this dashing young captain?" Mr. Marchmont

said, presently.

"Awful," answered the surgeon; "regular
awful. I never saw any thing like it. Really
it was enough to cut a man up to hear him go
on so. He asked me all sorts of questions about

the time when she was ill and I attended upon
her, and what did she say to me, and did she

seem very unhappy, and all that sort of thing.

Upon my word, you know, Mr. Paul of course

I'm very glad to think of your coming into the

fortune, and I'm very much obliged to you for

the kind promises you've made to me and La-
vinia

;
but I almost fellas if I could have wished

the poor young lady hadn't drowned herself."

Mrs. Weston shrugged her shoulders, and
looked at her brother.

" Imbecile /" she muttered.

She was accustomed to talk to her brother

very freely, in rather school-girl French before

her husband, to whom that language was as the

most recondite of tongues, and who heartily ad-

mired her for superior knowledge.
He sat staring at her now, and eating bread-

and-butter with a simple relish, which in itself

was enough to mark him out as a man to be

trampled upon,

On the fourth day after his interview with

Hester, Edward Arundel was strong enough to

leave his chamber at the Black Bull.

"I shall go to London by to-night's mail,

Morrison,
" he said to his servant ;

"but before I

leave Lincolnshire, I must pay another visit to

Marchmont Towers. You can stop here, and

pack my portmanteau while I go."

A rumbling old fly looked upon as a splen-

did equipage by the inhabitants of Kemberling
was furnished for Captain Arundel's accom-
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modation by the proprietor of the Black Bull
;

and once more the soldier approached that ill-

omened dwelling-place which had been the home
of his wife.

He was ushered without any delay to the study
in which Olivia spent the greater part of her

time.

The dusky afternoon was already closing in.

A low fire 'burned in the old-fashioned grate,

and one lighted wax-candle stood upon an open

davenport, at which the widow sat amidst a con-

fusion of torn papers, cast upon the ground about

her.

The open drawers of the davenport, the lit-

tered scraps of paper and loosely-tied documents,

thrust, without any show of order, into the dif-

ferent compartments of the desk, bore testimony
to that state of mental distraction which had
been common to Olivia Marchmont for some
time past. She herself, the gloomy tenant of

the Towers, sat with her elbow resting on her

desk, looking hopelessly and absently at the con-

fusion before her.

"I am very tired," she said, with a sigh, as

she motioned her cousin to a chair. "I have

been trying to sort my papers, and to look for

bills that have to be paid, and receipts. They
come to me about every thing. I am very
tired."

Her manner was changed from that stern de-

fiance with which she had last confronted her

kinsman to an air of almost piteous feebleness.

She rested her head on her hand, repeating, in

a low voice,

"Yes, I am very tired."

Edward Arundel looked earnestly at her faded

face, so faded from that which he remembered
it in its proud young beauty, that, in spite of his

doubt of this woman, he could scarcely refrain

from some touch of pity for her.

"You are ill, Olivia," he said.
"
Yes, I am ill

; I am worn out
;'
I am tired

of my life. Why does not God have pity upon
me, and take the bitter burden away? I have
carried it too long."

She said this not so much to her cousin as to

herself. She was like Job in his despair, and
cried aloud to the Supreme Himself in a gloomy
protest against her anguish.
"

Olivia," said Edward Arundel very earnest-

ly, "what is it that makes you unhappy? Is

the burden that you carry a burden on your
conscience ? Is the black shadow upon your life

a guilty secret ? Is the cause of your unhappi-
ness that which I suspect it to be ? Is it that,

in some hour of passion, you consented to league

yourself with Paul Marchmont against my poor
innocent girl ? For pity's sake, speak, and undo
what you have done. You can not have been

guilty" of a crime. There has been some foul

play, some conspiracy, some suppression ;
and

my darling has been lured away by the machi-
nations of this man. But he could not have

got her into his power without your help. You
hated her Heaven alone knows for what rea-

son and in an evil hour you helped him, and
now you are sorry for what you have done. But
it is not too late, Olivia

; Olivia, it is surely not

too late. Speak, speak, woman, and undo what

you have done. As you hope for mercy and

forgiveness from God, undo what you have done.

I will exact no atonement from you. Paul

Marchmont, this smooth traitor, this frank man
of the world, who defied me with a smile he

only shall be called upon to answer for the sin

done against my darling. Speak, Olivia, for

pity's sake," cried the young man, casting him-
self upon his knees at his cousin's feet. "You
are of my own blood

; you must have some spark
of regard for me

;
have compassion upon me,

then, or have compassion upon your own guilty

soul, which must perish everlastingly if you
withhold the truth. Have pity, Olivia, and

speak !"

The widow had risen to her feet, recoiling
from the soldier as he knelt before her, and

looking at him with an awful light in the eyes
that alone gave light to her corpse- like face.

Suddenly she flung her arms up above her

head, stretching her wasted hands toward the

ceiling.
"
By the God who has renounced and aban-

doned me," she cried, "I have no more knowl-

edge than you have of Mary Marchmont's fate.

From the hour in which she left this house,

upon the 1 7th of October, until this present mo-

ment, I have neither seen her nor heard of her.

If I have lied to you, Edward Arundel,
" she add-

ed, dropping 'her extended arms, and turning

quietly to her cousin "if I have lied to you in

saying this, may the tortures which I suffer be

doubled to me if in the infinite of suffering
there is any anguish worse than that I now en-

dure."

Edward Arundel paused for a little while,

brooding over this strange reply to his appeal.
Could he disbelieve his cousin ?

It is common to some people to make forcible

and impious asseverations of an untruth shame-

lessly, in the very face of an insulted Heaven.
But Olivia Marchmont was a woman who, in

the very darkest hour of her despair, knew no

wavering from her faith in the God she had of-

fended.

"I can not refuse to believe you, Olivia,"

Captain Arundel said, presently. "I do believe

in your solemn protestations, and I no longer
look for help from you in my search for my lost

love. I absolve you from all suspicion of being
aware of her fate after she left this house. But
so long as she remained beneath this roof she

was in your care, and I hold you responsible for

the ills that may have then befallen her. You,
Olivia, must have had some hand in driving
that unhappy girl away from her home."
The widow had resumed her seat by the open

davenport. She sat with her head bent, her

brows contracted, her mouth fixed and rigid,

her left hand trifling absently with the scattered

papers before her.

"You accused me of this once before, when

Mary Marchmont left this house," she said, sul-

lenly.
"And you were guilty then," answered Ed-

ward.
" I can not hold myself answerable for the ac-

tions of others. Mary Marchmont left this time

as she left before, of her own free-will."

"Driven away by your cruel words."
" She must have been very weak," answered

Olivia, with a sneer, "if a few harsh words
were enough to drive her away from her own
house."

"You deny, then, that you were guilty of
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causing this poor deluded child's flight from this

house ?"

Olivia Marchmont sat for some moments in

moody silence ;
then suddenly raising her head,

she looked her cousin full in the face.

"I do," she exclaimed; "if any one except
herself is guilty of an act which was her own, I
am not that person."
"I understand," said Edward Arundel; "it

was Paul Marchmont's hand that drove her out

upon the dreary world. It was Paul March-
mont's brain that plotted against her. You
were only a minor instrument, a willing tool, in
the hands of a subtle villain. But he shall an-

swer; he shall answer !"

The soldier spoke the last words between his

clenched teeth. Then, with his chin upon his

breast, he sat thinking over what he had just
heard.
" How was it ?" he muttered

;

" how was it ?

He is too consummate a villain to use violence.
His manner the other morning told me that the
law was on his side. He had done nothing to

put himself into my power, and he defied me.
How was it, then? By what means did he
drive my darling to her despairing flight?"
As Captain Arundel sat thinking of these

things his cousin's idle fingers still trifled with
the papers on the desk; while, with her chin

resting on her other hand, and her eyes fixed

upon the wall before her, she stared blankly at

the reflection of the flame of the candle on the

polished oaken panel. Her idle fingers, follow-

ing no design, strayed here and there among
the scattered papers, until a few that lay nearest
the edge of the desk slid off' the smooth morocco,
and fluttered to the ground.
Edward Arundel, as absent-minded as his

cousin, stooped involuntarily to pick up the pa-

pers. The uppermost of those that had fallen

was a slip cut from a country newspaper, to

which was pinned an open letter, a few lines

only. The paragraph in the newspaper-slip was
marked by double ink-lines, drawn round it by
a neat penman. Again, almost involuntarily,
Edward Arundel looked at this marked para-

graph. It was very brief:

"We regret to be called upon to state that an-

other of the sufferers in the accident which oc-

curred last August on the Southwestern Rail-

way has expired from injuries received upon that

occasion. Captain Arundel, of the H. E. I. C.

S., died on Friday night at Dangerfield Park,
Devon, the seat of his elder brother."

The letter was almost as brief as the para-
graph :

"
KEMBERLING, October 17.

" MY DEAR MRS. MARCHMONT, The inclosed

has just come to hand. Let us hope it is not
true. But, in case of the worst, it should be
shown to Miss Marchmont immediately. Better

that she should hear the news from you than
from a stranger.

" Yours sincerely,
"PAUL MARCHMONT."

"I understand every thing now," said Edward
Arundel, laying these two papers before his cous-

in; "it was with this printed lie that you and

Paul Marchmont drove my wife to despair
perhaps to death. My darling, my darling,"
cried the young man, in a burst of uncontrolla-
ble agony, "I refused to believe that you were
dead

;
I refused to believe that you were lost to

me. I can believe it now; I can believe it

now !"

CHAPTER XXV.
EDWARD ARUNDEL'S DESPAIR.

YES; Edward Arundel could believe the
worst now. He could believe now that his

young wife, on hearing tidings of his death, had
rushed madly to her own destruction

;
too deso-;

late, too utterly unfriended and miserable, to
live under the burden of her sorrows.

Mary had talked to her husband in the happy,
loving confidence of her bright honey-moon ;

she
had talked to him of her father's death, and the
horrible grief she had felt

;
the heart-sickness,

the eager yearning to be carried to the same
grave, to rest in the same silent sleep.
"I think I tried to throw myself from the

window upon the night before papa's funeral,"
she had said; "but I fainted away. I know it

was very wicked of me. But I was mad. My
wretchedness had driven me mad."
He remembered this. Might not this girl, this

helpless child, in the first desperation of her

grief, have hurried down to that dismal river, to
hide her sorrows forever under its slow and
murky tide ?

Henceforward it was with a new feeling that
Edward Arundel looked for his missing wife.

The young and hopeful spirit which had wres-
tled against conviction, which had stubbornly
preserved its own sanguine fancies against the

gloomy forebodings of others, had broken down
before the evidence of that false paragraph in the

country newspaper. That paragraph was the

key to the sad mystery of Mary ArundeFs disap-
pearance. Her husband could understand now
why she ran away, why she despaired ;

and how,
in that desperation and despair, she might have

hastily ended her short life.

It was with altered feelings, therefore, that he
went forth to look for her. He was no longer

passionate and impatient, for he no longer be-
lieved that his young wife lived to yearn for his

coming, and to suffer for the want of his protec-
tion

;
he no longer thought of her as a lonely

and helpless wanderer driven from her rightful

home, and in her childish ignorance straying
farther and farther away from him who had the

right to succor and to comfort her. No
;
he

thought of her now with sullen despair at his

heart
;
he thought of her now in utter hopeless-

ness
;
he thought of her with a bitter and ago-

nizing regret, that was almost too terrible for

endurance.
But this grief was not the only feeling that

held possession of the young soldier's breast.

Stronger even than his sorrow was his eager

yearning for vengeance, his savage desire for re-

taliation.
; 'I look upon Paul Marchmont as the mur-

derer of my wife," he said to Olivia, on that

November evening on which he saw the para-

graph in the newspaper ;

" I look upon that man
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as the deliberate destroyer of a helpless girl;
and he shall answer to me for her life. He shall

answer to me for every pang she suffered, for

every tear she shed. God have mercy upon her

poor erring soul, and help me to my vengeance

upon her destroyer."
He lifted his eyes to heaven as he spoke, and

a solemn shadow overspread his pale face, like a

dark cloud upon a winter landscape.
I have said that Edward Arundel no longer

felt a frantic impatience to discover his wife's

fate. The sorrowful conviction which at lust

had forced itself upon him left no room for im-

patience. The pale face he had loved was lying
hidden somewhere beneath those dismal waters.

He had no doubt of that. There was no need
of any other solution to the mystery of his wife's

disappearance. That which he had to seek for

was the evidence of Paul Marchmont's guilt.

The outspoken young soldier, whose nature

was as transparent as the stainless soul of a

child, had to enter into the lists with a man
who was so different to himself, that it was al-

most difficult to believe that the two individuals

belonged to the same species.

Captain Arundel went back to London, and
betook himself forthwith to the office of Messrs.

Paulette, Paulette, and Matthewson. He had
the idea, common to many of his class, that all

lawyers, whatever claims they might have to

respectability, were in a manner past-masters in

every villainous art, and, as such, the proper
people to deal with a villain.

"Richard Paulette will be able to help me,"
thought the young man; "Richard Paulette
saw through Paul Marchmont, I dare say."
But Richard Paulette had very little to say

about the matter. He had known Edward
ArundePs father, and he had known the young
soldier from his early boyhood, and he seemed

deeply grieved to witness his client's distress;
but he had nothing to say against Paul March-
rnont.

"I can not see what right you have to sus-

pect Mr. Marchmont of any guilty share in your
wife's disappearance," he said. "Do not think
I defend him because he is our client. You
know that we are rich enough and honorable

enough to refuse the business of any man whom
we thought a villain. When I was in Lin-

colnshire, Mr. Marchmont did every thing that

a man could do to testify his anxiety to find his

cousin."
" Oh yes," Edward Arundel answered, bitter-

ly ;
"that is only consistent with the man's dia-

bolical artifice
; that was a part of his scheme.

He wished to testify that anxiety, and he want-
ed you as a witness to his conscientious search
after my poor lost girl." His voice and
manner changed for a moment as he spoke
of Mary.

Richard Paulette shook his head.

"Prejudice, prejudice, my dear Arundel," hs

said; "this is all prejudice upon your part, I

assure you. Mr. Marchmont behaved with per-
fect honesty and candor. ' I won't tell you that
I'm sorry to inherit this fortune,' he said, 'be-
cause if I did you wouldn't believe me what
man in his senses could believe that- a poor dev-
il of a landscape-painter would regret coming
into eleven thousand a year? but I am very
sorry for this poor little girl's unhappy fate.'

And I believe," added Mr. Paulette, decisively,
" that the man was heartily sorry."
Edward Arundel groaned aloud.

"0 God! this is too terrible," he muttered.

"Every body will believe in this man rather

than in me. How am I to be avenged upon
the wretch who caused my darling's death ?"

He talked for a long time to the lawyer, but with
no result. Richard Paulette set down the young
man's hatred of Paul Marchmont as a natural

consequence of his grief for Mary's death.

"I can't wonder that you are prejudiced

against Mr. Marchmont," he said; "it's natu-

ral, it's only natural
; but, believe me, you are

wrong. Nothing could be more straightfor-

ward, and even delicate, than his conduct.

He refuses to take possession of the estate, or to

touch a farthing of the rents. 'No,' he said,

when I suggested to him that he had a right to en-

ter in possession
' no

;
we will not shut the door

against hope. My cousin may be hiding her-

self somewhere
;

she may return by-and-by.
Let us wait a twelvemonth. If, at the end of

that time she does not return, and if in the in-

terim we receive no tidings from her, no evi-

dence of her existence, we may reasonably con-
clude that she is dead; and I may fairly con-

sider myself the rightful owner of Marchmont
Towers. In the mean time, you will act as if

you were acting as Mary Marchmont's agent,

holding all moneys as in trust for her, but to

be delivered up to me at the expiration of a year
from the day on which she disappeared.' I do
not think any thing could be more straightfor-
ward than that," added Richard Paulette, in con-
clusion.

"No," Edward answered, with a sigh; "it

seems very straightforward. But the man who
could strike at a helpless girl by means of a ly-

ing paragraph in a newspaper
"

" Mr. Marchmont may have believed in that

paragraph."
Edward Arundel arose with a gesture of im-

patience.
"I came to you for help, Mr. Paulette," he

said; "but I see you don't mean to help me.

Good-day."
He left the office before the lawyer could re-

monstrate with him. He walked away, with

passionate anger against all the world raging
in his breast.

"Why, what a smooth-spoken, false-tongued
world it is !" he thought. "Let a man succeed

in the vilest scheme, and no living creature will

care to ask by what foul means he may have
won his success. What weapons can I use

against this Paul Marchmont, who twists truth

and honesty to his own ends, and masks his

basest treachery under an appearance of can-
dor?"
From Lincoln's Inn Fields Captain Arundel

drove over Waterloo Bridge to Oakley Street.

He went to Mrs. Pimpernel's establishment,
without anyhope of the glad surprise that had
met him there a few months before. He believed

implicitly that his wife was dead, and wherever
he went "in search of her he went in utter hope-
lessness, only prompted by the desire to leave no

part of his duty undone.
The honest-hearted dealer in cast-off apparel

wept bitterly when she heard how sadly the Cap-
tain's honey-moon had ended. She would have
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been content to detain the young soldier all day
while she bemoaned the misfortunes that had

come upon him
;
and now for the first time Ed-

ward heard of dismal forebodings, and horrible

dreams, and unaccountable presentiments of evil,

with which this honest woman had been afflicted

on and before his wedding-day, and of which
she had made special mention at the time to di-

vers friends and acquaintance.
"I never shall forget how shivery-like I felt

as the cab drove off, with that poor dear alook-

in' and smilin' at me out of the window. I says
to Mrs. Poison, as her husband is in the shoe-

makin' line two doors further down I says,
'
I

do hope Capting Harungdell's lady will get safe

to the end of her jouney.' 1 felt the cold-shiv-

ers acreepin' up my back just exjackly like I

did a fortnight before my pore Jane died, and I

couldn't but think as somethink sarious was goin'
to happen."
From London Captain Arundel went to Win-

chester, much to the disgust of his valet, who
was accustomed to a luxuriously idle life at

Dangerfield Park, and who did not by any
means relish this desultory wandering from

place to place. Perhaps there was some faint

ray of hope in the young man's mind as he
drew near to that little village-inn beneath

whose shelter he had been so happy with his

childish bride. If she had not committed sui-

cide
;

if she had indeed wandered away, to try
and bear her sorrows in gentle Christian resig-

nation
;

if she had sought some retreat where
she might be safe from her tormentors would
'not every instinct of her loving heart have led

(

her here ? here, amidst these low meadows and

winding streams, guarded and surrounded by
the pleasant shelter of grassy hill-tops, crowned

by waving trees ? here, where she had been so

happy with the husband of her choice ?

But, alas, that newly-born hope, which had
made the soldier's heart beat and his cheek

flush, was as delusive as many other hopes that

lure* men and women onward in their weary
wanderings upon this earth. The landlord of

the White Hart Inn answered Edward Arundel's

question with stolid indifference.

No
;
the young lady had gone away with her

Ma, and a gentleman who came with her Ma.
She had cried a deal, poor thing, and had
seemed very much cut up. (It was from the

chamber-maid Edward heard this.) But her Ma
and the gentleman had seemed in a great hurry
to take her away. The gentleman said that a

village-inn wasn't the place for her, and he said

he was very much shocked to find her there
;

and he had a fly got, and took the two ladies

away in it to the George, at Winchester, and

they were to go from there to London
;
and the

young lady was crying when she went away,
and was as pale as death, poor dear.

This was all that Captain Arundel gained by
his journey to Milldale. He went across coun-

try to the farming people near Reading, his

wife's poor relatives. But they had heard no-

thing of her. They had wondered, indeed, at

having no letters from her; for she had been

very kind to them. They were terribly dis-

tressed when they heard of her disappearance.
This was the forlorn hope. It was all over

now. Edward Arundel could no longer struggle

against the cruel truth. He could do nothing

now but avenge his wife's sorrows. He went
down to Devonshire, saw his mother, and told

her the sad story of Mary's flight. But he could
not rest at Dangerfield, though Mrs. Arundel

implored him to stay long enough to recruit his

shattered health. He hurried back to London,
made arrangements with his agent for the pur-
chase of his captaincy among his brother officers,
and then, turning his back upon the career that

had been far dearer to him than his life, he
went down to Lincolnshire once more in the

dreary winter weather, to watch and wait pa-
tiently, if need were, for the day of retribution.

There was a detached cottage, a lonely place
enough, between Kemberling and Marchmont
TowerSj'that had been to let for a long time, be-

ing very much out of repair, and by no means
inviting in appearance. Edward Arundel took
this cottage. All necessary repairs and altera-

tions were executed under the direction of Mr.

Morrison, who was to remain permanently in

the young man's service. Captain Arundel had
a couple of horses brought down to his new sta-

ble, and hired a country lad, who was to act as

groom under the eye of the factotum. Mr.
Morrison and this lad, with one female servant,
formed Edward's establishment.

Paul Marchmont lifted his auburn eyebrows
when he heard of the new tenant of Kemberling
Retreat. The lonely cottage had been christened

Kemberling Retreat by a sentimental tenant,
who had ultimately levanted with his rent three

quarters in arrear. The artist exhibited a gen-
tlemanly surprise at this new vagary of Edward
Arundel's, and publicly expressed his pity for

the foolish young man.
"I am so sorry that the poor fellow should

sacrifice himself to a romantic grief for my un-
fortunate cousin," Mr. Marchmont said, in the

parlor of the Black Bull, where he condescend-
ed to drop in now and then with his brother-in-

law, and to make himself popular among the

magnates of Kemberling and the tenant farm-

ers, who looked to him as their future, if not
their actual landlord. "I am really sorry for

the poor lad. He's a handsome, high-spirited

fellow, and I'm sorry he's been so weak as to

ruin his prospects in the Company's service.

Yes
;
I am heartily sorry for him."

Mr. Marchmont discussed the matter very

lightly in the parlor of the Black Bull
;
but he

kept silence as he walked home with the sur-

geon ;
and Mr. George Weston, looking as-

kance at his brother-in-law's face, saw that

something was wrong, and thought it advisable

to hold his peace.
Paul Marchmont sat up late that night talk-

ing to his sister after the surgeon had gone to

bed. The brother and sister conversed in subdued

murmurs as they stood close together before the

expiring fire, and the faces of both were very

grave, almost apprehensive.
"He must be terribly in earnest," Paul

Marchmont said, "or he would never have sac-

rificed his position. He has planted himself

here, close upon us, with a determination of

watching us. We shall have to be very care-

ful."

It was early in the new year that Edward
Arundel completed all his arrangements and

took possession of Kemberling Retreat. He
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knew that, in retiring from the East India

Company's service, he had sacrificed the pros-

pect of a brilliant and glorious career, undo
some of the finest soldiers who ever fought for

their country. But he had made this sacrific

willingly as an offering to the memory of his

lost love
;

as an atonement for his broken trust

For it was one of his most bitter miseries to re

member that his own want of prudence had been

the first cause of all Mary's sorrows. Had he

confided in his mother had he induced her to

return from Germany to be present at his mar-

riage, and to accept the orphan girl as a daugh-
ter Mary need never again have fallen into the

power of Olivia Marchmont. His own impru-
dence, his own rashness, had flung his poor

child, helpless and friendless, into the hands of

the very man against whom John Marchmont
had written a solemn warning a warning that

it would have been Edward's duty to remember.
But who could have calculated upon the railway
accident

;
and who could have foreseen a sepa-

ration in the first blush of the honey-moon?
'Edward Arundel had trusted in his own power
to protect his bride from every ill that might as-

sail her. In the pride of his youth and strength
he forgot that he was not immortal, and the last

idea that could have entered his mind was the

thought that he should be stricken down by a
sudden calamity, and rendered even more help-
less than the girl he had sworn to shield and
shelter.

The bleak winter crept slowly past, and the

ghrill March winds were loud amidst the leafless

trees in the wood behind Marchmont Towers.
This wood was open to any foot-passenger who
might choose to wander that way ;

and Edward
Arundel often walked upon the bank of the slow

river, and past the boat-house, beneath whose
shadow he had wooed his young wife in the

bright summer that was gon '. The place had a
mournful attraction for the young man, by rea-

son of the memory of the past, and a different

and far keener fascination in the fact of Paul
Marchmont's frequent occupation of his roughly-
built painting-room.

In a purposeless and unsettled frame of mind
Edward Arundel kept watch upon the man he

hated, scarcely knowing why h watched, or for

what he hoped, but with a vague belief that

something would be discovered
;
that some ac-

cident might come to pass which would enable
him to say to Paul Marchmont,

" It was by your treachery my wife perished ;

and it is you who must answer to me for her
death."

Edward Arundel had seen nothing of his Cous-
in Olivia during that dismal winter. He had
held himself aloof from the Towers that is to

say, he had never presented himself there as a

guest, though he had been often on horseback
and on foot in the wood by the river. He had
not seen Olivia, but he had heard of her through
his valet, Mr. Morrison, who insisted on repeat-
ing the gossip of Kemberling for the benefit of
his listless and indifferent master.

"
They do say as Mr. Paul Marchmont is going

to marry Mrs. John Marchmont, Sir," Mr. Mor-
rison said, delighted at the importance of his in-

formation. "They say as Mr. Paul is always
up at the Towers visitin' Mrs. John, and that

she takes his advice about every thing as she

does, and that she's quite wrapped up in him
like."

Edward Arundel looked at his attendant with

unmitigated surprise.
" My Cousin Olivia marry Paul Marchmont !"'

Ire exclaimed. "You should be wiser than to

listen to such foolish gossip, Morrison. You
know what country people are, and you know
they can't keep their tongues quiet."
Mr. Morrison took this reproach as a compli-

ment to his superior intelligence.
"It ain't oftentimes I listen to their talk, Sir,"

he said
;

" but if I've heard this said once I've

heard it twenty times
;
and I've heard it at the

Black Bull, too, Mr. Edward, where Mr. March-
mont frequents sometimes with his sister's hus-

band
;
and the landlord told me as it had been

spoken of once before his face, and he didn't

deny it."

Edward Arundel pondered gravely over this

gossip of the Kemberling people. It was not
so very improbable, perhaps, after all. Olivia

only held Marchmont Towers on sufferance. It

might be that, rather than be turned out of

her stately home, she would accept the hand
of its rightful owner. She would marry Paul

Marchmont, perhaps, as she had married his

brother for the sake of a fortune and a posi-
tion. She had grudged Mary her wealth, a,nd

now she sought to become a sharer in that

wealth.

"Oh, the villainy, the villainy!" cried the

soldier. "It is all one base fabric of treachery
and wrong. A marriage between these two will

be only a part of the scheme. Between them

they have driven my darling to her death, and

they will now divide the profits of their guilty*,
work."
The young man determined to discover wheth-

er there had been any foundation for the Kem-
berling gossip. He had mot seen his cousin

since the day of his discovery of the paragraph
in the newspaper, and he went forthwith to the

Towers, bent on asking Olivia the straight ques-
tion as to the truth of the reports that had
reached his ears.

He walked over to the dreary mansion. He
lad regained his strength by this time, and he
lad recovered his good looks

;
but something of

the brightness of his youth was gone ; something
of the golden glory of his beauty had faded,
tie was no longer the young Apollo, fresh and
radiant with the divinity of the skies. He had
suffered

;
and suffering had left its traces on his

countenance. That virgin hopefulness, that su-

preme confidence in a bright future, which is the

virginity of beauty, had perished beneath the

vithering influence of affliction.

Mrs. Marchmont was not to be seen at the

Towers. She had gone down to the boat-house
,vith Mr. Paul Marchmont and Mrs. Weston,
lie servant said.

"I will sec them together," Edward Arundel

;hought.
" I will see if my cousin dares to tell

me that she means to marry this man."
He walked through the wood to the dilapida-

,ed building by the river. The March winds
vere blowing among the leafless trees, swirling
he black pools of water that the rain had left in

3very hollow
; the smoke from the chimney of

~aul Marchmont's painting-room struggled hope-
essly against the wind, and was beaten back
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upon the roof from which it tried to rise. Ev-

ery thing succumbed before that pitiless north-

easter.

Edward Arundel knocked at the door of the

wooden edifice erected by his foe. He scarcely
waited for the answer to his summons, but lift-

ed the latch, and walked across the threshold,

uninvited, unwelcome.
There were four people in the painting-room.

Two or three seemed to have been talking to-

gether when Edward knocked at the door
; but

the speakers had stopped simultaneously and

abruptly, and there was a dead silence when he
entered.

Olivia Marchmont was standing under the

broad northern window; the artist was sitting

upon one of the steps leading up to the pavilion ;

and a few paces from him, in an old cane-chair

near the easel, sat George Weston, the surgeon,
with his wife leaning over the back of his chair.

It was at this man that Edward Arundel looked

longest, riveted by the strange expression of his

face. The traces of intense agitation have a pe-
culiar force when seen in a usually stolid coun-
tenance. Your mobile faces are apt to give an

exaggerated record of emotion. We grow ac-

customed to their changeful expression, their

vivid betrayal of every passing sensation. But
this man's was one of those faces which are only
changed from their apathetic stillness by some
moral earthquake, whose shock arouses the dull-

est man from his stupid imperturbability. Such
a shock had lately affected George Weston, the

quiet surgeon of Kemberling, the submissive

husband of Paul Marchmont's sister. His face

was as white as death
;
a slow trembling shook

his ponderous frame
;
with one of his big fat

hands he pulled a cotton handkerchief from his

pocket, and tremulously wiped the perspiration
from his bald forehead. His wife bent over him,
and whispered a few words in his ear

;
but he

shook his head with a piteous gesture, as if to

testify his inability to comprehend her. It was

impossible for a man to betray more obvious

signs of violent agitation than this man be-

trayed.
"It's no use, Lavinia," he murmured-, hope-

lessly, as his wife whispered to him for the sec-

ond time; "it's no use, my dear; I can't get
over it."

Mrs. Weston cast one rapid, half-despairing

half-appealing glance at her brother, and in the

next moment recovered herself, by an effort only
such as great women, or wicked women, are ca-

pable of.

"Oh, you men!" she cried, in her liveliest

voice; "oh, you men! What big silly babies,
what nervous creatures you are ! Come, George,
I won't have you giving way to this foolish non-

sense, just because an extra glass or so of Mrs.

Marchmont's very fine old port has happened to

disagree with you. You must not think that we
are a drunkard, Mr. Arundel," added the lady,

turning playfully to Edward, and patting her

husband's clumsy shoulder as she spoke; "we
are only a poor village surgeon with a very weak

head, and quite unaccustomed to pale old port.

Come, Mr. George Weston, march out into the

open air, Sir, and let us see if the March wind
will bring you back your senses."

And without another word Lavinia Weston
hustled her husband, who walked like a man in

a dream, out of the painting-room, and closed
the door behind her.

Paul Marchmont laughed as the door shut

upon his brother-in-law.

"Poor George!" he said, carelessly; "I
thought he helped himself to the port a little too

liberally. He never could stand a glass of wine
;

and he's the most stupid creature when he is

drunk."
Excellent as all this by-play was, Edward

Arundel was not deceived by it.

"The man was not drunk," he thought; "he
was frightened. What could have happened to

throw him into that state ? What mystery are

these people hiding among themselves, and what
should he have to do with it ?"

" Good - evening, Captain Arundel," Paul
Marchmont said. "I congratulate you on the

change in your appearance since "you were last

in this place. You seem to have quite recovered
the eifects of that terrible railway accident."

Edward Arundel drew himself up stiffly as the

artist spoke to him.
"We can not meet except as enemies, Mr.-

Marchmont," he said. "My cousin has no
doubt told you what I said of you when I discov-

ered the lying paragraph which you caused to be
shown to my wife."

"I only did what any one else would have
done under the circumstances," Paul March-
mont answered, quietly. "I was deceived by
some penny-a-liner's false report. How should

I know the effect that report would have upon
my unhappy cousin ?"

"I can not discuss this matter with you."
cried Edward Arundel, his voice tremulous with

passion ;

" I am almost mad when I think of it.

I am not safe; I dare not- trust myself. I look

upon you as the deliberate assassin of a helpless

girl ;
but so skillful an assassin that nothing less

than the vengeance of God can touch you. I

cry aloud to Him night and day, in the hope
that He will hear me and avenge my wife's,

death. I can not look to any earthly 'law for

help ;
but I trust in God, I trust in God."

There are very fcwpositive and consistent athe-
ists in this world. Air. Paul Marchmont was a

philosopher of the infidel school, a student of Vol-
taire and the brotherhood of the Encyclopedia,
and a believer in those liberal days before the

Reign of Terror, when Frenchmen, in coffee-

houses, discussed the Supreme under the sobri-

quet of Mons. 1'Etre
; but he grew a little paler

as Edward Arundel, with kindling eyes and

uplifted hand, declared his faith in a Divine

Avenger.
The skeptical artist may have thought,
" What if there should be some reality in the

creed so many weak fools confide in ? What if

there is a God who can not abide iniquity?"
"I came here to look for you, Olivia," Ed-

ward Arundel said, presently.
" I want to ask

you a question. Will you come into the wood
with me?"

"Yes, if you wish it," Mrs. Marchmont an-

swered, quietly.
The cousins went out of the painting-room to-

gether, leaving Paul Marchmont alone. They
walked on for a few yards in silence.

"What is the question you came here to ask

me?" Olivia asked, abruptly.
" The Kemberling people have raised a report
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about you which I should fancy would be scarce-

ly agreeable to yourself. You would hardly
wish to benefit by Mary Marchmont's death,

would you, Olivia?"

He looked at her searchingly as he
spoke.

Her face was at all times so expressive of hidden

cares, of cruel mental tortures, that there was

little room in her countenance for any new emo-

tion. Her cousin looked in vain for any change
in it now.

"Benefit by her death!" she exclaimed.
" How should I benefit by her death ?"

"
By marrying the man who inherits this es-

tate. 'They say you are going to marry Paul

Marchmont."
Olivia looked at him with an expression of

surprise.
"Do they say that of me ?" she asked. " Do

people say that ?"
'

They do. Is it true, Olivia ?"

The widow turned upon him almost fiercely.
" What does it matter to you whether it is

true or not ? What do you care whom I marry,
or what becomes of me ?"

"I care this much," Edward Arundel an-

swered, "that I would not have your reputation
lied away by the gossips of Kemberling. I

should despise you if you married this man.
But if you do not mean to marry him, yon have

no right to encourage his visits ; you are trifling

with your own good name. You should leave

this place, and by that means give the lie to any
false reports that have arisen about you."

" Leave this place !" cried Olivia Marchmont,
with a bitter laugh. "Leave this place! Oh
my God, if I could

;
if I could go away and

bury myself somewhere at the other end of the

world, and forget and forget !" She said this

as if to herself; as if it was a cry of despair

wrung from her in despite of herself; then, turn-

ing to Edward Arundel, she said, in a quieter

voice, "I can never leave this place till I leave

it in my coffin. I am a prisoner here 'for

life."

She turned from him, and walked slowly

away, with her face toward the dying sunlight
in the low western sky.

CHAPTER XXVI.

EDWARD'S VISITORS.

PERHAPS no greater sacrifice had ever been

made by an English gentleman than that which
Edward Arundel willingly offered up as an
atonement for his broken trust, as a tribute

to his lost wife. Brave, ardent, generous, and

sanguine, this young soldier saw before him a
brilliant career in the profession which he loved.

He saw glory and distinction beckoning to him
from afar, and turned his back upon those shin-

ing Sirens. He gave up all
;
in the vague hope

of, sooner or later, avenging Mary's wrongs

upon Paul Marchmont.
He made no boast, even to liimself, of that

which he had done. Again and again memory
brought back to him the day upon which he
breakfasted in Oakley Street and walked across

Waterloo Bridge with the Drury Lane supernu-

merary. Every word that John Marchmont
had spoken ; every look of the meek and trust-

ing eyes, the pale and thoughtful face; every

pressure of the thin hand which had grasped his

in grateful affection, in friendly confidence

came back to Edward Arundel after an interval

of nearly ten years, and brought with them a

bitter sense of self-reproach.
"He trusted his daughter to me," the young

man thought. "Those last words in the poor
fellow's letter are always in my mind :

' The

only bequest which I can leave to the. only
friend I have is the legacy of a child's help-
lessness.' And I have slighted his solemn warn-

ing : and I have been false to my trust."

In his scrupulous sense of honor, the soldier

reproached himself as bitterly for that impru-

dence, out of which so much evil had arisen, as

another man might have done after a willful be-

trayal of his trust. He could not forgive him-
self. He was for ever and ever repeating in his

own mind that one brief phrase which is the uni-

versal chorus of erring men's regret :

" If I had
acted differently, if I had done otherwise, this

or that would not have come to pass." We are

perpetually wandering amidst the hopeless devi-

ations of a maze, finding pitfalls and precipices,

quicksands and morasses, at every turn in the

painful way ;
and we look back at the end of

our journey to discover a straight and pleasant

roadway by which, had we been wise enough to

choose it, we might have traveled safely and

comfortably to our destination.

But Wisdom waits for us at the goal instead

of accompanying us upon our journey. She is a

divinity whom we only meet very late in life
;

when we are too near the end of our troublesome

march to derive much profit from her counsels.

We can only retail them to our juniors, who,
not getting them from, the fountain-head, have

very small appreciation of their value.

The young captain of East Indian cavalry
suffered very cruelly from the sacrifice which he

had made. Day after day, day after day, the

slow, dreary, changeless, eventless, and un-
broken life dragged itself out

;
and nothing hap-

pened to bring him any nearer to the purpose of

this monotonous existence
;
no promise of even

ultimate success rewarded his heroic self-devo-

tion. Afar he heard of the rush and clamor of

war, of dangers and terror, of conquest and glo-

ry. His own regiment was in the thick of the

strife, his brothers in arms were doing wonders.

Every mail brought some new record of triumph
and glory.
The soldier's heart sickened as he read the

story of each new encounter
;
his heart sickened

with that terrible yearning that yearning which
seems physically palpable in its perpetual pain ;

the yearning with which a child at a hard school,

lying broad awake in the long> gloomy, rush-lit

bedchamber in the dead of the silent night, re-

members the soft resting-place of his mother's

bosom
;
the yearning with which a faithful hus-

band far away from home sighs for the presence
of the wife he loves. Even with such a heart-

sickness as this Edward Arundel pined to be

among the familiar faces yonder in the East

to hear the triumphant yell of his men as they
swarmed after him through the breach in an

Afghan wall to see the dark heathens blanch

under the terror of Christian swords.

He read every record of the war again and

again, again and again, till each scene arose be-
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fore him a picture, flaming and lurid, grandly

beautiful, horribly sublime. The very words of

those newspaper reports seemed to blaze upon
the paper on which they were written, so palpa-
ble were the images which they evoked in the

soldier's mind. He was frantic in his eager im-

patience for the arrival of every mail, for the

coming of each new record of that Indian war-
fare. He was like a devourer of romances, who
reads a thrilling story link by link, and who is

impatient for every new chapter of the fiction.

His dreams were of nothing but battle and vic-

tory, danger, triumph, and death
;
and he often

woke in the morning exhausted by the excite-

ment of those visionary struggles, those phantom
terrors.

His sabre hung over the chimney-piece in his

simple bedchamber. He took it down some-

times, and drew it from the sheath. He could

have almost wept aloud over that idle sword.

He raised his arm, and the weapon vibrated

with a whizzing noise as he swept the glittering
steel in a wide circle through the empty air.

An infidel's head should have been swept from
his vile carcass in that rapid circle of the keen-

edged blade. The soldier's arm was as strong
as ever, his wrist as supple, his muscular force

unwasted by mental suffering. Thank Heaven
for that. But after that brief thanksgiving his

arm dropped inertly, and the idle sword fell out

of his relaxing grasp.
"I seem a craven to myself," he cried; "I

have no right to be here I have no right to be

here while those other fellows are fighting for

their lives out yonder. O God, have mercy
upon me ! My brain gets dazed sometimes

;
and

I begin to wonder whether I am most bound to

remain here and watch Paul Marchmont, or to

go yonder and fight for my country and my
Queen."
There were many phases in this mental fever.

At one time the young man was seized with a

savage jealousy of the officer who had succeeded
to his captaincy. He watched this man's name,
and every record of his movements, and was

constantly taking objection to his conduct. He
was grudgingly envious of this particular offi-

cer's triumphs, however small. He could not

feel generously toward this happy successor, in

the bitterness of his own enforced idleness.

"What opportunities this man has!" he

thought ;
"7 never had such chances."

It is almost impossible for me to faithfully
describe the tortures which this monotonous ex-

istence inflicted upon the impetuous young man.
It is the specialty of a soldier's career that it

unfits most men for any other life. They can

not throw off the old habitudes. They can
not turn from the noisy stir of war to the tame

quiet of everyday life
;
and even when they

fancy themselves wearied and worn-out, and

willingly retire from service, their souls are

stirred by every sound of the distant contest, as

the war-steed is aroused by the blast of a trum-

pet. But Edward Arundel's career had been
cut suddenly short at the very hour in which it

was brightest with the promise of future glory.
It was as if a torrent rushing madly down a

mountain-side had been dammed up, and its

waters bidden to stagnate upon a level plain.
The rebellious waters boiled and foamed in a
sullen fury. The soldier could not submit him-

self contentedly to his fate. He might strip off

his uniform, and accept sordid coin as the price
of the epaulets he had won so dearly ;

but he
was at heart a soldier still. When he received
the bank bills which were the price of his cap-
taincy, it seemed to him almost as if he had
sold his brother's blood.

It was summer-time now. Ten months had
elapsed since his marriage with Mary March-
mont, and no new light had been thrown upon
the disappearance of his young wife. No one
could feel a moment's doubt as to her fate. She
had perished in that lonely river which flowed
behind Marchmont Towers, and far away down
to the sea.

The artist had kept his word, and had as yet
taken no step toward entering into possession of
the estate which he inherited by his cousin's

death. But Mr. Paul Marchmont spent a great
deal of time at the Towers, and a great deal

more time in the painting-room by the river-

side, sometimes accompanied by his sister, some-
times alone.

The Kemberling gossips had grown by no
means less talkative upon the subject of Olivia,
and the new owner of Marchmont; Towers-. On
the contrary, the voices that discussed Mrs.
Marchmont's conduct were a great deal more
numerous than heretofore

;
in other words,

John Marchmont's widow was "talked about."

Every thing is said in this phrase. It was

scarcely that people said bad things of her
;

it

was rather that they talked more about her than,

any woman can suffer to be talked of with safe-

ty to her fair fame. They began by saying that

she was going to marry Paul Marchmont ; they
went on to wonder whether she \vas going to

marry him
;
then they wondered u-hy she didn't

marry him. From this they changed the venue,
and began to wonder whether Paul Marchmont
meant to marry her there was an essential dif-

ference in this new wonderment and next, why
Paul Marchmont didn't marry her. And by
this time Olivia's reputation was overshadowed

by a terrible cloud, which had arisen, no bigger
than a man's hand, in the first conjecturings of

a few ignorant villagers.

People made it their business first to wonder
about Mrs. Marchmont, and then to set up
their own theories about her

;
to which theories

they clung with a stupid persistence, forgetting,
as people generally do forget, that there might
be some hidden clew, some secret key, to the

widow's conduct, for want of which the cleverest

reasoning respecting her was only so much grop-

ing in the dark.

Edward Arundel heard of the cloud which

shadowed his cousin's name. Her father heard

of it, and went to remonstrate with her, implor-

ing her to come to him at Swampington, and to

leave Marchmont Towers to the new lord of the

mansion. But she only answered him with

gloomy, obstinate reiteration, and almost in the

same terms as she had answered Edward Arun-
del

; declaring that she would stay at the Tow-
ers till her death; that she would never leave

the place till she was carried thence in her coffin.

Hubert Arundel, always afraid of his daugh-

ter, was more than ever afraid of her now
;
and

he was as powerless to contend against her sul-

len determination, as he would have been to

float up the stream of a rushing river.
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So Olivia was talked about. She had scared

away all visitors after the ball at the Towers by
the strangeness of her manner and the settled

gloom in her face
;
and she lived unrisited and

alone in the gaunt stony mansion
;
and people

said that Paul Marchmont was almost perpetu-

ally with her, and that she went to meet him in

the painting-room by the river.

Edward Arundel sickened of his wearisome

life, and no one helped him to endure his suffer-

ings. His mother wrote to him, imploring him
to resign himself to the loss of his young wife,
to return to Dangerfield, to begin a new exist-

ence, and to blot out the memory of the past.
" You have done all that the most devoted af-

fection could prompt you to do," Mrs. Arundel
wrote. " Come back to me, my dearest boy. I

gave you up to the service of your country be-

cause it was my duty to resign you then. But I

can not afford to lose you now*; I can not bear
to see you sacrificing yourself to a chimera.
Return to me

;
and let me see you make a new

and happier choice. Let me see my son the fa-

ther of little children who will gather round my
knees when I grow old and feeble."

"A new and happier choice!" Edward
Arundel repeated the words with a melancholy
bitterness. "No, my poor lost girl; no, my
blighted wife, I will not be false to you. The
amiles of happy women can have no sunlight for

me while I cherish the memory of the sad eyes
that watched me when I drove away from Mill-

dale, the sweet sorrowful face that I was never
to look upon again."
The dull empty days succeeded each other,

and did resemble each other, with a wearisome
gimilitude that well-nigh exhausted the patience
of the impetuous young man. His fiery nature
chafed against this miserable delay. It was so

hard to have to wait for his vengeance. Some-
times he could scarcely refrain from plant-

Ing himself somewhere in Paul Marchmont's

way, with the idea of a hand-to-hand struggle in

which either he or his enemy must perish.
Once he wrote the artist a desperate letter,

denouncing him as an arch-plotter and villain
;

calling upon him, if his evil nature was redeemed

by one spark of manliness, to fight him as men
had been in the habit of fighting only a few

years before, with a hundred times less reason
than these two men had for their quarrel.
"I have called you a villain and traitor; in

India we fellows would kill each other for small-

er words than those," wrote the soldier. " But
I have no wish to take any advantage of my
military experience. I may be a better shot

than you. Let us have only one pistol, and
draw lots for it. Let us fire at each other across
a dinner-table. Let us do any thing, so that

we bring this miserable business to an end."
Mr. Marchmont read this letter slowly and

thoughtfully, more than once; smiling as he
read.

"He's getting tired," thought the artist.

"Poor young man, I thought he would be the
first to grow tired of this sort of work."
He wrote Edward Arundel a long letter; a

friendly but rather facetious letter
;
such as he

might have written to a child who had asked
him to jump over the moon. He ridiculed the

idea of a duel, as something utterly Quixotic
and absurd.

"I am fifteen years older than you, my dear
Mr. Arundel," he wrote, "and a great deal too
old to have any inclination to fight with wind-
mills

;
or to represent the wind-mill which a

high-spirited young Quixote may choose to mis-
take for a villainous knight, and run his hot
head against in that delusion. I am not offend-
ed with you for calling me bad names, and I

take your anger merely as a kind of romantic
manner you have of showing your love for my
poor cousin. We are not enemies, and we
never shall be enemies

;
for I will never suffer

myself to be so foolish as to get into a passion
with a brave and generous-hearted young sol-

dier, whose only error is an unfortunate hallu-

cination with regard to

"Your very humble servant,
"PAUL MAECHMONT."

Edward ground his teeth with savage fury as

he read this letter.

"Is there no making this man answer for his

infamy?" he muttered. "Is there no way of

making him suffer ?"

June was nearly over, and the year was wear-

ing round to the anniversary of Edward's wed-

ding-day, the anniversaries of those bright days
which the young bride and bridegroom had loi-

tered away by the trout-streams in the Hamp-
shire meadows, when some most unlooked-for
visitors made their appearance at Kemberling
Retreat.

The cottage lay back behind a pleasant gar-

den, and was hidden from the dusty high road

by a hedge of lilacs and laburnums which grew
within the wooden fence. It was Edward's

habit, in this hot summer-time, to spend a great
deal of his time in the garden j walking up and
down the neglected paths with a cigar in his

mouth
;
or lolling in an easy-chair on the lawn

reading the papers. Perhaps the garden was
almost prettier, by reason of the long neglect
which it had suffered, than it would have been
if kept in the trimmest order by the industrious
hands of a skillful gardener. Every thing grew
in a wild and wanton luxuriance, that was very
beautiful in this summer-time, when the earth
was gorgeous with all manner of blossoms.

Trailing branches from the espaliered apple-
trees hung across the pathways, intermingled
with roses that had run wild; and made bits

that a landscape-painter might have delighted
to copy. Even the weeds, which a gardener
would have looked upon in horror, were beauti-

ful. The wild convolvulus flung its tendrils into

fantastic wreaths and wild festoons about the
bushes of sweet-brier; the honey-suckle, untu-
tored by the pruning - knife, mixed its tall

branches with seringa and clematis
;

the jas-
mine that crept about the house had mounted
to the very chimney-pots, and strayed in

through the open windows
;
even the stable-

roof was half-hidden by hardy monthly roses

that had clambered up to the thatch. But the

young soldier took very little interest in this dis-

orderly garden. He pined to be far away in the
thick jungle, or on the burning plain. He hated
he quiet and repose of an existence which seem-
ed little better than the living death of a cloister.

The sun was low in the west at the close of a

long mid-summer daywhen Mr. Arundel strolled
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up and down the neglected pathways, backward
and forward amidst the long tangled grass of the

lawn, smoking a cigar, and brooding over his

sorrows.

He was beginning to despair. He had defied

Paul Marchmont, and no good had come of his

defiance. He had watched him, and there had
been no result of his watching. Day after day
he had wandered down to the lonely pathway
by the river-side

; again and again he had re-

connoitred the boat-house, only to hear Paul
Marchmont's treble voice singing scraps out of

modern operas as he worked at his easel : or on
one or two occasions to see Mr. George Weston,
the surgeon, or Lavinia his wife, emerge from
the artist's painting-room.

Upon one of these occasions Edward Arun-
del had accosted the surgeon of Kemberling,
and had tried to enter into conversation with

him. But Mr. "VYeston had exhibited such ut-

terly hopeless stupidity, mingled with a very
evident terror of his brother-in-law's foe, that

Edward had been fain to abandon all hope of

any assistance from this quarter.*
"I'm sure I'm very sorry for you, Mr. Arun-

del," the surgeon said, looking, not at Edward,
but about and around him, in a hopeless, wan-

dering manner, like some hunted animal that

looks far and near for a means of escape from
his pursuer "I'm very sorry for you and for

all your trouble and I was when I attended

you at the Black Bull and you were the first

patient I ever had there and it led to my hav-

ing many more as I may say though that's

neither here nor there. A"nd I'm very sorry for

you, and for the poor young woman too par-

ticularly for the poor young woman and I al-

ways tell Paul so and and Paul "

And at this juncture Mr. Weston stopped ab-

ruptly, as if appalled by the hopeless entangle-
ment of his own ideas, and with a brief "Good-

evening, Mr. Arundel," shot off in the direction

of the towers, leaving Edward at a loss to un-
derstand his manner.

So, on this mid-summer evening, the soldier

walked up and down the neglected grass-plot,

thinking of the men who had been his com-

rades, and of the career which he had aban-
doned for the love of his lost wife.

He was aroused from his gloomy reverie by
the sound of a fresh girlish voice calling to him
bv his name.
"Edward! Edward!"
Who could there be in Lincolnshire, in the

name of all that is miraculous, with the right
to call to him thus by his Christian name? He
was not long left in doubt. While he was ask-

ing himself the question the same feminine voice

cried out again :

' ' Edward ! Edward ! Will you come and open
the gate for me, please? Or do you mean to

keep me out here forever?"

This time Mr. Arundel had no difficulty in

recognizing the familiar tones of his sister Le-

titia, whom he had believed, until that moment,
to be safe under the maternal wing at Danger-
field. And lo! here she was, on horseback at

his own gate, with a cavalier hat and feathers

overshadowing her girlish face, and with an-

other young Amazon on a thorough-bred chest-

nut, and a groom on a thorough-bred bay in the

back-ground.

Edward ArundeT, utterly confounded by the
advent of such visitors, flung away his cigar,
and went to the low wooden gate beyond which
his sister's steed was pawing the dusty road,
impatient of this stupid delay, and eager to be

cantering stableward through the scented sum-
mer air.

"
Why,Letitia!" cried the young man, "what,

in mercy's name, has brought you here ?"
Mi>s "Arundel laughed aloud at her brother's

look of surprise.
"You didn't know I was in Lincolnshire, did

you?" she asked; and then answered her own
question in the same breath: "Of course yon
didn't, because I wouldn't let mamma tell you
I was coming ;

for I wanted to surprise you,
you know. And I think I have surprised you,
haven't I ? I never saw such a scared-looking
creature in all ray life. If I were a ghost com-

ing here in the gloaming, you couldn't look
more frightened than you did just now. I only
came the day before yesterday, and I'm staying
at Major Lawford's. twelve "miles away from

here; and this is Miss Lawford, who was at

school with me at Bath. You've heard me talk

of Belinda Lawford, my dearest, dearest friend?
Miss Lawford, my brother; my brother, Miss
Lawford. Are you going to open the gate and
let us in, or do you mean to keep your citadel

closed upon us altogether, Mr. Edward Arun-
del?"
At this juncture the young lady in the back-

ground drew a little nearer to her friend, and
murmured a remonstrance to the effect that it

was very late, and that they were expected home
before dark

;
but Miss Arundel refused to hear

the voice of wisdom.

"Why, we've only an hour's ride back," she
cried

;

" and if it should be dark, which I don't

think it will be, for it's scarcely dark all night

through at this time of year, we've got Hoskins
with us, and Hoskins will take care of us.

Won't you, Hoskins?" demanded the young
lady, turning to the groom with a most insinu-

ating smile.

Of course Hoskins declared that he was ready
to achieve all that man could do or dare in the

defense of his liege ladies, or something pretty

nearly to that effect, but delivered in a vile Lin-

colnshire patois not easily rendered in printer's
ink.

Miss Arundel waited for no further discus-

sion, but gave her hand to her brother, and
vaulted lightly from her saddle.

Then, of course, Edward Arundel offered his

services to his sister's companion, and then for

the first time he looked in Belinda Lawford's

face, and even in that one first glance saw that

she was a good and beautiful creature, and that

her hair, of which she had a great quantity,
was of the color of her horse's chestnut coat

;

that her eyes were the bluest he had ever scon,

and that her cheeks were like the neglected

roses in his garden. He held out his hand to

her. She took it with a frank smile, and dis-

mounted, and came in among the grass-grown

pathways, amidst the confusion of trailing branch-

es and bright garden-flowers growing wild.

In that moment began the second volume of

Edward Arundel's life. The first volume had
I begun upon the Christmas night on which the
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boy of seventeen went to see the pantomime at

Drury Lane Theatre. The old story had been

a long, sad story, full of tenderness and pathos,
but with a cruel and dismal ending. The new

story began to-night, in this fading western

sunshine, in this atmosphere of balmy perfume,
amidst these dew-laden garden-flowers growing
wild.

But, as I think I observed before at the outset

of this story, we are rarely ourselves aware of

the commencement of any new section in our
lives. We look back afterward, and wonder to

see upon what an insignificant incident the fate

of after-years depended.
" If I had gone down Piccadilly instead of

taking a short cut across the Green Park the

day I walked from Brompton to Charing Cross,
I should not have met the woman I adore, and
who has hen-pecked me so cruelly for the last fif-

teen years," says Brown.
"If I had not invited Lord Claude FitzTudor

to dinner, with a view to mortifying Robinson
of the War-Office by the exhibition of an aristo-

cratic acquaintance, that wretched story of do-
mestic shame and horror might never have gone
the round of the papers ;

Sir Cresswell Cresswell

might never have been called on to decide upon
a case in which I was the petitioner ;

and a mis-

erable woman, now dragging out a blighted life

in a tawdry lodging at Dieppe, might still be a

pure English matron, a proud and happy mo-
ther!" says Jones, whose wife ran away from
him with the younger son of a duke.

It is only after the fact that we recognize the

awful importance which actions, in themselves
most trivial, assume by reason of their conse-

quences ;
and when the action, in itself so unim-

portant, in its consequences so fatal, has been
in any way a deviation from the right, how bit-

terly we reproach ourselves for that false step !

"I am so glad to see you, Edward!" Miss
Arundel exclaimed, as she looked about her, criti-

cising her brother's domain
;

' ' but you don't seem
a bit glad to see me, you poor gloomy old dear.

And how much better you look thrfn YOU did
when you left Dangerfield ! only a little care-

worn, you know,, still. And to think of your
coming and burying yourself here, away from all

the people who love you, you silly old darling !

And Belinda knows the story, and she's so sorry
for you. Ain't you, Linda? I call her Linda
for short, and because it's prettier than e-linda,"
added the young lady aside to her brother, and
with a contemptuous emphasis upon the first syl-
lable of her friend's name.

Miss Lawford, thus abruptly appealed to,

blushed, and said nothing.
If Edward Arundel had been told that any

other young lady was acquainted with the sad

story of his married life, I think he would have
been inclined to revolt against the very idea of
her pity. But although he had only looked once
at Belinda Lawford, that one look seemed to

have told him a great deal. He felt instinctively
that she was as good as she was beautiful, and
that her pity must be a most genuine ^jid

tender

emotion, not to be despised by the proudest man
upon earth.

The two ladies seated themselves upon a di-

lapidated rustic seat amidst the long grass, and
Mr. Arundel sat in the low basket-chair in

which he was wont to lounge a great deal of his

time away.
"Why don't you have a gardener, Ned?"

Letitia Arundel asked, after looking rather con-

temptuously at the flowery luxuriance around
her.

Her brother shrugged his shoulders with a

despondent gesture.

"Why should I take any care of the place?"
he said. " I only took it because it was near
the spot where where my poor girl where I

wanted to be. I have no object in beautifying
it. I wish to Heaven I could leave it and go
back to India."

He turned his face eastward as he spoke, and
the two girls saw that half-eager, half-despairing

yearning that was always visible in his face when
he looked to the east. It was over yonder, the

scene of strife, the red field of glory, only sepa-
rated from him by a patch of purple ocean,
and a strip of yellow sand. It was yonder.
He could almost feel the hot blast of the burn-

ing air. He could almost hear the shouts of

victory. And he was a prisoner here, bound by
a sacred duty by a duty which he owed to the

dead.
"
Major Lawford Major Lawford is Belinda's

papa; 33d Foot Major Lawford knew that we
were coming here, and he begged me to ask you
to dinner

;
but I said you wouldn't come, for I

knew you had shut yourself out of all society

though the Major's the dearest creature, and
the Grange is a most delightful place to stay at.

I was down here in the mid-summer holidays

once, you know, Avhile you were in India. But
I give the message as the Major gave it to me

;

and you're to come to dinner whenever you
like."

Edward Arundel murmured a few polite words
of refusal. No

;
he saw no society ;

he was in

Lincolnshire to achieve a certain object ; he
should remain there no longer than was neces-

sary in order for him to do so.
" And you don't even say that you're glad to

see me," exclaimed Miss Arundel, with an of-

fended air,
"
though it's six months since you

were last at Dangerfield ! Upon my word you're
a nice brother for an unfortunate girl to waste

her affections upon !"

Edward smiled faintly at his sister's com-

plaint." I am very glad to see you, Letitia," he said ;

"very, very glad."
And indeed the young hermit could not but

confess to himself that those two innocent young
faces seemed to bring light and brightness with

them, and to shed a certain transitory glimmer
of sunshine upon the horrible gloom of his life.

Mr. Morrison had come out to offer his duty to

the young lady whom he had been intimate

with from a very early period of her existence,
and had carried upon his shoulder some fifteen

years before under the pretense of bringing
wine for the visitors; and the stable-lad had
been sent to a distant corner of the garden to

search for strawberries for their refreshment.

Even the solitary maid-servant had crept into

the parlor fronting the lawn, and had shrouded
herself behind the window-curtains, whence she

could peep out at the two Amazons, and glad-
den her eyes with the sight of something that

was young and beautiful.
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But the young ladies would not stop to drink

any wine, though Mr. Morrison informed Leti-

tia* that the sherry was from the Dangerfield

cellar, and had been sent to Master Edward by
his Ma

;
nor to eat any strawberries, though the

stable-boy, who made the air odorous with the

scent of hay and oats, brought a little heap of

freshly-gathered fruit piled upon a cabbage-leaf,
and surmounted by a rampant caterpillar of the

woolly species. They could not stay any longer,

they both declared, lest there should be terror at

Lawford Grange because of their absence. So

they went back to the gate, escorted by Edward
and his confidential servant

5
and after Letitia

had given her brother a kiss, which resounded

almost like the report of a pistol through the

still evening air, the two ladies mounted their

horses, and cantered away in the twilight.
" I shall come and see you again, Ned," Miss

Arundel cried, as she shook the reins upon her

horse's neck ;

" and so will Belinda won't you,
Belinda?"

Miss Lawford's reply, if she spoke at all, was

quite inaudible amidst the clattering of the

horses' hoofs upon, the hard high-road.

CHAPTER XXVII.

ONE MORE SACRIFICE.

LETITIA ARUNDEL kept her word and came

very often to Kemberling Retreat
;
sometimes

on horseback, sometimes in a little pony-car-
riage ; sometimes accompanied by Belinda Law-

ford, sometimes accompanied by a younger sis-

ter of Belinda's as chestnut-haired and blue-

eyed as Belinda herself, but at the school-room
and bread-and-butter period of life, and not par-

ticularly interesting. Major Lawford came one

day with his daughter and her friend, and Ed-
ward and the half-pay officer walked together

up and down the grass-plot, smoking and talking
of the Indian war, while the two girls roamed
about the garden among the roses and butterflies,

tearing the skirts of their riding-habits every
now and then among the briers and gooseberry
bushes. It was scarcely strange after this visit

that Edward Arundel should consent to accept

Major Lawford's invitation to name a day for

dining at the Grange ;
he could not with a very

good grace have refused. And yet and yet
it seemed to him almost a treason against his

lost love, his poor pensive Mary whose face,
with the very look it had worn upon that last

day, was ever present with him to mix with

happy people who had never known sorrow.

But he went to the Grange, nevertheless, and

grew more and more friendly with the Major,
and walked in the gardens which were very
large and old-fashioned, but most beautifully

kept with his sister and Belinda Lawford;
with Belinda Lawford, who knew his story and
was sorry for him. He always, remembered
that as he looked at her bright face, whose va-

rying expression gave perpetual evidence of a

compassionate and sympathetic nature.

"If my poor darling had had this girl for a

friend," he thought, sometimes, "how much
happier she might have been !"

I dare say there have been many lovelier wo-
men in this world than Belinda Lawford

; many

women whose faces, considered
artistically,

came nearer perfection ; many noses more ex-

quisitely chiseled, and scores of mouths bearing
a closer affinity to Cupid's bow ;

but I doubt if

any face was ever more pleasant to look* upon
than the face of this blooming English maiden.
She had a beauty that is sometimes wanting
in perfect faces, and lacking which the most

splendid loveliness will pall at last upon eyes
that have grown weary of admiring ;

she had a
charm for want of which the most rigidly clas-

sical profiles, the most exquisitely statuesque
faces, have seemed colder and harder than the
marble it was their highest merit to resemble.
She had the beauty of goodness, and to admire
her was to do homage to the purest and highest
attributes of womanhood. It was not only that
her pretty little nose was straight and well-

shaped, that her lips were rosy red, that her

eyes were bluer than the summer heavens, and
her chestnut hair tinged with the golden light
of a setting sun

;
above and beyond such com-

monplace beauties as these, the beauties of ten-

derness, truth, faith, earnestness, hope, and

charity, were enthroned upon her broad white

brow, and crowned her queen by right divine

of womanly perfection. A loving and devoted

daughter, an affectionate sister, a true and faith-

ful friend, an untiring benefactress to the poor,
a gentle mistress, a well-bred Christian lady ;

in

every duty and in every position she bore out

and sustained the impression which her beauty
made on the minds of those who looked upon
her. She was only nineteen years of age, and
no sorrow had ever altered the brightness of

her nature. She lived a happy life with a father

who was proud of her, and with a mother who
resembled her in almost every attribute. She
led a happy but a busy life, and did her duty to

the poor about her as scrupulously as even Olivia

had done in the old days at Swampington Rec-

tory ;
but in such a genial and cheerful spirit as

to win, not cold thankfulness, but heart-felt love

and devotion from all who partook of her ben-

efits.

Upon the Egyptian darkness of Edward Arun-
del's life this girl arose as a star, and by-and-by
all the horizon brightened under her influence.

The soldier had been very little in the society
of women. His mother, his sister Letitia, his

cousin Olivia, and John Marchmont's gentle

daughter, were the only women whom he had
ever known in the familiar freedom of domestic

intercourse ;
and he trusted himself in the pres-

ence of this beautiful and noble-minded girl in

utter ignorance of any danger to his own peace
of mind. He suffered himself to be happy at

Lawford Grange ;
and in those quiet hours which

he spent there he put away his old life, and for-

got the stern purpose that alone held him a pris-

oner in England.
But when he went back to his lonely dwelling-

place he reproached himself bitterly for that

which he considered a treason against his love,

" What rife-lit have I to be happy among these

people?" he thought; "what right have I to

take life easily, even for an hour, while my dar-

ling lies in her unhallowed grave, and the man
who drove her to her death remains unpunish-
ed ? I will never go to Lawford Grange again."

It seemed, however, as if every body, except

Belinda, was in a plot against this idle soldier ;
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for sometimes Letitia coaxed him to ride 'back

with her after one of her visits to Kemberling
Retreat, and very often the Major himself in-

sisted, in a hearty military fashion, upon the

young man's taking the empty seat in his dog-

cart, to be driven over to the Grange. Edward
Arundel had never once mentioned Mary's name
to any member of this hospitable and friendly

family. They were very good to him, and were

prepared, he knew, to sympathize with him
;
but

he could not 'bring himself to talk of his lost

wife. The thought of that rash and desperate
act which had ended her short life was too cruel

to him. He would not speak of her, because he
would have had to plead excuses for that one

guilty act
;
and her image to him was so stain-

less and pure that he could not bear to plead
for her as for a sinner who had need of men's

pity rather than a claim to their reverence.

"Her life had been so sinless," he cried,

sometimes; "and to think that it should have
ended in sin ! If I could forgive Paul March-
mont for all the rest, if I could forgive him for

my loss of her, I would never forgive him for

that."

The young widower kept silence, therefore,

upon the subject which occupied so large a share

of his thoughts, which was every day and every
night the theme of his most earnest prayers ;

and

Mary's name was never spoken in his presence
at Lawford Grange.
But in Edward Arundel's absence the two

girls sometimes talked of this sad story.
"Do you really think, Letitia, that your

brother's wife committed suicide?" Belinda
asked her friend.

"Oh, as for that, there can't be any doubt
about it, deai'," answered Miss Arundel, who
was of a lively, not to say a flippant disposition,
and had no very great reverence for solemn

things ;

" the poor dear creature drowned her-

self. I think she must have been a little wrong
in her head. I don't say so to Edward, you
know

;
at least, I did say so once when he was

at Dangerfield, and he flew into an awful pas-

sion, and called me hard-hearted and cruel, and
all sorts of shocking things; so of course I've

never said so since. But really, the poor dear

thing's goings-on were so eccentric: first she ran

away from her step-mother, and went and hid

herself in a horrid lodging ;
and then she mar-

riod Edward at a nasty church in Lambeth,
without so much as a wedding-dress, or a creat-

ure to give her away, or a cake, or cards, or any
thing Christian-like; and then she ran away
again; and as her father had been a super
what's it's name ? a man who carries banners in

pantomimes, and all that I dare say she'd seen

Mr. Macready as Hamlet, and had Ophelia's
death m her head when she ran down to the

river-side and drowned herself. I'm sure it's a

very sad story ;
and of course I'm awfully sorry

for Edward."
The young lady said no more than this

;
but

Belinda brooded over the story of that early

marriage the stolen honey-moon, the sudden

parting. How dearly they must have loved each

other, the young bride and bridegroom, absorbed
in their own happiness, and forgetful of all the

outer world! She pictured Edward Arundel's

face as it must have been before care and sorrow

had blotted out the brightest attribute of his

beauty. She thought of him, and pitied him,
with such tender sympathy, that by-and-by the

thought of this young man's sorrow seemed to

shut almost every idea completely out of her

mind. She went about all her duties still, cheer-

fully and pleasantly, as it was her natui-e to do

every thing ;
but the zest with which she had

performed each loving office, each act of sweet

benevolence, seemed lost to her now.
Remember that she was a simple country dam-

sel leading a quiet life, whose peaceful course

was almost as calm and uneventless as the exist-

ence of a cloister
;
a life so quiet that a decently-

written romance from the Swampington book-

club was a thing to be looked forward to with

impatience, to read with breathless excitement,
and to brood upon afterward for months. Was
it strange, then, that this romance in real life,

this sweet story of love and devotion, with its

sad climax this story, the scene of which lay -

within a few miles of her home, the hero of

which was her father's constant guest was it

strange that this story, whose saddest charm
was its truth, should make a strong impression

upon the mind of an innocent and unworldly
woman, and that day by day and hour by hour
she should, all unconsciously to herself, feel a

stronger interest in the hero of the tale ?

She was interested in him. Alas! the truth

must be set down, even if it has to be in the

plain old commonplace words. Shefell in love

ivith him. But love in this innocent and woman-

ly nature was so different a sentiment to that

which had raged in Olivia's stormy breast that

even she who felt it was unconscious of its grad-
ual birth. It was not "an Adam at its birth,"

by-the-by. It did not leap, Minerva-like, from
the brain

;
for I believe that love is born of the

brain oftener than of the heart, being a. strange

compound of fancy and folly, ideality, venera-

tion, and delusion. It came rather like the

gradual dawning of a summer's morning first

a little patch of light, far away in the east, very
faint and feeble

;
then a slow widening of the rosy

brightness ;
and at last a great blaze of splendor

over all the width of the vast heavens. And then
Miss Lawford grew more reserved in her inter-

course with her friend's brother. Her frank good
nature gave place to a timid, shrinking bashful-

ness that made her ten times more fascinating
than she had been before. She was so very young,
and had mixed so little with the world, that she

had yet to learn the comedy of life. She had

yet to learn to smile when she was sorry, or to

look sorrowful when she was pleased, as pru-
dence might dictate; to blush at will, or to grow

.e when it was politic to sport the lily tint.

She was a natural, artless, spontaneous creature ;

and she was utterly powerless to conceal her

motions, or to pretend a sentiment she did not

feel. She blushed rosy red when Edward Arun-
del spoke to her suddenly. She betrayed her-

self by a hundred signs ; mutely confessed her
love almost as artlessly as Mary had revealed

her affection a twelvemonth before. But if Ed-
ward saw this he gave no sign of having made
the discovery. His voice, perhaps, grew a little

lower and softer in its tone when lie spoke to

Belinda; but there was a sad cadence in that

low voice which was too mournful for the ac-

cent of a lover. Sometimes, when his eyes
rested for a moment on the girl's blushing face,
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a shadow would darken his own, and a faint

quiver of emotion stir his lower lip ;
but it is

impossible to say what this emotion may have
been. Belinda hoped nothing, expected nothing.
I repeat that she was unconscious of the nature
of her own feeling ;

and she had never for a mo-
ment thought of Edward otherwise than as a
man who would go to his grave faithful to that

sad love-story which had blighted the promise
of his youth. She never thought of him other-

wise than as Mary's constant mourner
;
she never

hoped that time would alter his feelings or wear
out his constancy ; yet she loved him, notwith-

standing.
All through July and August the young man

visited at the Grange, and at the beginning of

September Letitia Arundel went back to Dan-
gerfield. But even then Edward was still a fre-

quent guest at MajorLawford's, forhis enthusiasm

upon all military matters had made him a very
great favorite with the old officer. But toward
the end of September Mr. Arundel's visits sud-

denly were restricted to an occasional call upon
the Major ;

he left off dining at the Grange ;
his

evening rambles in the garden with Mrs. Law-
ford and her blooming daughters Belinda had
no less than four blue-eyed sisters, all more or
less resembling herself ceased altogether, to

the wonderment of every one in the old-fash-

ioned country-house.
Edward Arundel .shut out the new light which

had dawned upon his life and withdrew into the

darkness. He went back to the stagnant mo-

notony, the hopeless despondency, the bitter re-

gret, of his old existence.

"While my sister was at the Grange I had
an excuse for going there," he said to himself,

sternly. "I have no excuse now."
But the old monotonous life was somehow or

other a great deal more difficult to bear thftn it

had been before. Nothing seemed to interest

the young man now. Even the records of Indian

victories were "flat, stale, and unprofitable."
He wondered at the remembrance with what

eager impatience he had once pined for the

coming of the newspapers, with what frantic

haste he had devoured every syllable of the In-

dian news. All his old feelings seemed to have

gone away, leaving nothing in his mind but a

blank 'Waste, a weary sickness of life and all be-

longing to it. Leaving nothing else positively

nothing?
" No !" he answered, in reply to these

mute questionings of his own spirit "no," he

repeated doggedly, "nothing."
It was strange to find what a blank was left

in his life by reason of his abandonment of the

Grange. It seemed as if he had suddenly re-

tired from an existence full of pleasure and de-

light into the gloomy solitude of La Trappe.
And yet what was it that he had lost, after all ?

A quiet dinner at a country-house, and an even-

ing spent half in the leafy silence of an old-fash-

ioned garden, half in a pleasant drawing-room,
among a group of well-bred girls, and only en-

livened by simple English ballads or pensive
melodies by Mendelssohn. It was not much to

forego, surely. And yet Edward Arundel felt,

in sacrificing these new acquaintance at the

Grange to the stern purpose of his life, almost
as if he had resigned a second captaincy for

Mary's sake.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE CHILD'S VOICE ix THE PAVILION BY THE
WATER.

THE year wore slowly on. Letitia Arundel
wrote very long letters to her friend and confi-

dante, Belinda Lawford, and in each letter de-
manded particular intelligence of her brother's

doings. Had he been to the Grange ? how had
he looked ? what had he talked about ? etc. etc.

But to these questions Miss Lawford could only
return one monotonous reply : Mr. Arundel had
not been to the Grange; or Mr. Arundel had
called on papa one morning, but had only staid
a quarter of an hour, and had not been seen by
any female member of the family.
The year wore slowly on. Edward endured

his self-appointed solitude, and waited, waited,
with a vengeful hatred forever brooding in his

breast, for the day of retribution. The year
wore on, and the anniversary of the day upon
which Mary ran away from the Towers, the 17th
of October, came at last.

Paul Marchmont had declared his intention
of taking possession of the Towers upon the day
following this. The twelvemonth's probation
which he had imposed upon himself had ex-

pired; every voice was loud in praise of his

conscientious and honorable conduct. He had
grown very popular during his residence at

Kcmberling. Tenant farmers looked forward
to halcyon days under his dominion

;
to leases

renewed on favorable terms
;
to repairs liberally

executed
;
to every thing that is delightful be-

tween landlord and tenant. Edward Arundel
heard all this through his faithful servitor, Mr.

Morrison, and chafed bitterly at the news. This
traitor was to be happy and prosperous, and to

have the good word of honest men
;
while Mary

lay in her unhallowed grave, and people shrugged
their shoulders, half compassionately, half con-

temptuously, as they spoke of the mad heiress

who had committed suicide.

Mr. Morrison brought his master tidings of all

Paul Marchmont's doings about this time. He
was to take possession of the Towers on the
19th. He had already made several altera-

tions in the arrangement of the different rooms.
He had ordered new furniture from Swamp-
ington another man would have ordered it

Tom London; but Mr. Marchmont was bent

upon being popular, and did not despise even
the good opinion of a local tradesman and by
several other acts, insignificant enough in them-

selves, had asserted his ownership of the man-
sion which had been the airy castle of Mary
Marchmont's day-dreams ten years before.

The coming in of the new master of March-
mont Towers was to be, take it altogether, a

very grand affair. The Chorlcy Castle fox-

lounds were to meet, at eleven o'clock, upon
the great grass-plot, or lawn, as it was popularly

called, before the western front. The country

gentry from far and near had been invited to a

nmting-breakfast. Open house was to be kept
all day for rich and poor. Every male inhabit-

ant of the district who could muster any thing
in the way of a mount was likely to join the

Viendly gathering. Poor Reynard is decidedly

England's most powerful leveler. All differences

of rank and station, all distinctions which Mum-
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mon raises in every other quarter, melt away
before the friendly contact of the hunting-field.

The man who rides best is the best man
;
and

the young butcher who makes light of sunk

fences, and skims, bird-like, over bullfinches

and timber, may hold his own with the dandy
heir to half the country-side. The cook at

Marchmont Towers had enough to do to pre-

pare for this great day. It was the first meet of

the season, and in itself a solemn festival. Paul

Marchmont knew this
;
and though the Cockney

artist of Fitzroy Square knew about as much of

fox-hunting as he did of the source of the Nile,

he seized upon the opportunity of making him-

self popular, and determined to give such a

hunting-breakfast as had never been given with-

in the walls of Marchmont Towers since the

time of a certain rackety Hugh Marchmont,
who had drunk himself to death early in the

reign of George III. He spent the morning of

the 17th in the steward's room, looking through
the cellar-book with the old butler, selecting the

wines that were to be drunk the following day,
and planning the arrangements for the mass of

visitors, who were to be entertained in the great
stone entrance-hall, in the kitchens, in the

housekeeper's room, in the servants' hall, in al-

most every chamber that afforded accommoda-
tion for a guest.

" You will take care that people get placed

according to their rank," Paul said to the gray-
haired servant. "You know every body about

here, I dare say, and will be able to manage so

that we may give no offense."

The gentry were to breakfast in the long din-

ing-room and in the western drawing-room.

Sparkling hocks and Burgundies, fragrant Mo-
selles, Champagnes of choicest brand and rarest

bouquet, were to flow like water for the benefit

of the country gentlemen who should come to do

honor to Paul Marchmont's installation. Great

cases of comestibles had been sent by rail from

Fortnum and Mason's
;
and the science of the

cook at the Towers had been taxed to the ut-

most, in the struggles which she made to prove
herself equal to the occasjon. Twenty-one
great casks of ale, each cask containing twenty-
one gallons, had been brewed long ago, at the

birth of Arthur Marchmont, and had been laid

in the cellar ever since, waiting for the majority
of the young heir who was never to come of age.
This very ale, with a certain sense of triumph,
Paul Marchmont ordered to be brought forth for

the refreshment of the commoners.
"Poor young Arthur!" he thought, after

he had given this order. "I saw him once

when he was a pretty boy with fair ringlets,
dressed in a suit of black velvet. His father

brought him to my studio one day, when he

came to patronize me and buy a picture of me
out of sheer charity, of course, for he cared

as much for pictures as I do for fox-hounds. /
was a poor relation then, and never thought to

see the inside of Marchmont Towers. It was a

lucky September morning that swept that bright-
faced boy out of my pathway, and left only sick-

ly John Marchmont and his daughter between

me and fortune."

Yes ; Mr. Paul Marchmont's year of proba-
tion was past. He had asserted himself to

Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson,
and before the face of all Lincolnshire, in the

character of an honorable and high-minded man ;

slow to seize upon the fortune that had fallen to

him, conscientious, punctilious, generous, and
unselfish. He had done all this

;
and now the

trial was over, and the day of triumph had
come.

There has been a race of villains of late years

very popular with the novel-writer and the dram-

atist, but not, I think, quite indigenous to this

honest British soil
;
a race of pale-faced, dark-

eyed, and all-accomplished scoundrels, whose
chiefest attribute is imperturbability. The im-

perturbable villain has been guilty of every

iniquity in the black catalogue of crimes
;

but he has never been guilty of an emotion*
He wins a million of money at trente et quar-

ante, to the terror and astonishment of all Hom-
burg ;

and by not so much as one twinkle of his

eye or one quiver of his lip does that imperturb-
able creature betray a sentiment of satisfaction.

Ruin or glory, shame or triumph, defeat, dis-

grace, or death all are alike to the callous ruf-

fian of the Anglo-Gallic novel. He smiles, and
murders while he smiles, and smiles while he
murders. He kills his adversary, unfairly, in a

duel, and wipes his sword on a cambric handker-

chief; and withal he is so elegant, so fascina-

ting, and so handsome, that the young hero of

the novel has a very poor chance against him
;

and the reader can scarcely help being sorry
when retribution comes with the last chapter,
and some crushing catastrophe annihilates the

well-bred scoundrel.

Paul M,archmont was not this sort of man.
He was a hypocrite when it was essential to his

own safety to practice hypocrisy ;
but he did

not accept life as a drama, in which he was for-

ever to be acting a part. Life would scarcely
be worth the having to any man upon such
terms. It is all very well to wear heavy plate-

armor, and a casque that weighs fourteen pounds
or so, when we go into the thick of the fight.

But to wear the armor always, to live in it, to

sleep in it, to carry the ponderous protection
about us forever and ever ! Safety would be too

dear if purchased by such a sacrifice of all per-
sonal ease. Paul Marchmont, therefore, being
a selfish and self-indulgent man, only wore his

armor of hypocrisy occasionally, and when it was

vitally necessary for his preservation. He had

imposed upon himself a penance, and acted a

part in holding back for a year from the enjoy-
ment of a splendid fortune; and he had made
this one great sacrifice in order to give the lie

to Edward Arundel's vague accusations, which

might have had an awkward effect upon the
minds of other people, had the artist grasped too

eagerly at his missing cousin's wealth. Paul
Marchmont had made this sacrifice

;
but he did

not intend to act a part all his life. He meant
to enjoy himself, and to get the fullest possible
benefit out of his good fortune. He meant to

do this
;
and upon the 17th of October he made

no effort to restrain his spirits, but laughed and
talked joyously with whoever came in his way,
winning golden opinions from all sorts of men

;

for happiness is contagious, and every body likes

happy people.

Forty years of poverty is a long apprenticeship
to the very hardest of masters an apprentice-

ship calculated to give the keenest possible zest

to newly-acquired wealth. Paul Marchmont re-
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joiced in his wealth with an almost delirious

sense of delight. It was his at last. At last !

He had waited, and waited patiently; and at

last, while his powers of enjoyment were still in

their zenith, it had come. How often he had
dreamed of this

;
how often he had dreamed of

that which was to take place to-morrow ! How
often in his dreams he had seen the stone-built

mansion, and heard the voices of the crowd do-

ing him honor. He had felt all the pride and

delight of possession, to awake suddenly in the

midst of his triumph, and gnash his teeth at the

remembrance of his poverty. Aiid now the pov-

erty was a thing to be dreamed about, and the

wealth was his. He had always been a good
son and a kind brother

;
and his mother and sis-

ter were to arrive upon the eve of his installa-

tion, and were to witness his triumph. The rooms
that had been altered were those chosen by Paul
for his mother and maiden sister, and the new
furniture had been ordered for their comfort. It

was one of his many pleasures upon this day to

inspect the apartments, to see that all his direc-

tions had been faithfully carried out, and to spec-
ulate upon the effect which these spacious and
luxurious chambers would have upon the minds
of Mrs. Paul Marchmont and her daughter,

newly come from shabby lodgings in Charlotte

Street.

"My poor mother!" thought the artist, as he
looked round the pretty sitting-room. This sit-

ting-room opened into a noble bedchamber, be-

yond which there was a dressing-room. "My
poor mother !" he thought ;

"she has suffered) a

long time, and she has been patient. She has

never ceased to believe in me
;
and she will see

now that there was some reason for that belief.

I told her long ago, when our fortunes were at

the lowest ebb. when I. was painting landscapes
for the furniture-brokers at a pound apiece I

told her I was meant for something better than

a tradesman's hack
;
and I have proved it I

have proved it."

He walked about the room, arranging the fur-

niture with his own hands
; walking a few paces

backward now and then to contemplate such and
such an effect from an artistic point of view

;

flinging the rich stuff of the curtains into grace-
ful folds

; admiring and examining every thing,

always with a smile on his face. He seemed

thoroughly happy. If he had done any wrong ;

if by any act of treachery he had hastened Mary
Arundel's death, no recollection of that foul

work arose in his breast to disturb the pleasant
current of his thoughts. Selfish and self-indul-

gent, only attached to those who were necessary
to his own happiness, his thoughts rarely wan-
dered beyond the narrow circle of his own cares

or his own pleasures. He was thoroughly selfish.

He could have sat at a Lord Mayor's feast with

a famine-stricken population clamoring at the

door of the banquet-chamber. He believed in

himself as his mother and sister had believed
;

and he considered that he had a right to be hap-

py and prosperous, whoever suffered sorrow or

adversity.

Upon this 17th of October Olivia Marchmont
sat in the little study looking out upon the quad-
rangle, while the household was busied with the

preparations for the festival of the following day.
She was to remain at Marchmont Towers as a

guest of the new master of the mansion. She

would be protected from all scandal, Paul had
said, by the presence of his mother and sistcn.

"

She could retain the apartments she had been
accustomed to occupy ;

she could pursue her old
mode of life. He himself was not likely to be
very much at the Towers. He was going to
travel and to enjoy life now that he was a rich
man.
These were the arguments which Mr. March-

mont used when openly discussing the widow's
residence in his house. But in a private conver-
sation between Olivia and himself he had only
said a very few words upon the subject." You nmst remain," he said

;
and Olivia sub-

mitted, obeying him with a sullen indifference
that was almost like the mechanical submission
of an irresponsible being.
John Marchmont's widow seemed entirely un-

der the dominion of the new master of the Tow-
ers. It was as if the stormy passions which had
arisen out of a slighted love had worn out this

woman's mind, and had left her helpless to stand

against the force of Paul Marchmont's keen and

vigorous intellect. A remarkable change had
come over Olivia's character. A dull apathy
had succeeded that fiery energy of soul which
had enfeebled and well-nigh worn out her body.
There were no outbursts of passion now. She
bore the miserable monotony of her life uncom-
plainingly. Day after day, week after week,
month after month, idle and apathetic, she sat

in her lonely room, or wandered slowly in the

grounds about the Towers. She very rarely went

beyond those grounds. She was 'seldom seen
now in her old pew atKemberling Church

;
and

when her father went to her and remonstrated
with her for her non-attendance, she told him
sullenly that she was too ill to go. She was ill,

George Weston attended her constantly ;
but he

found it very difficult to administer to such a
sickness as hers, and he could only shake his

head despondently when he felt her feeble pulse,
or listened to the slow beating of her heart.

Sometimes she would shut herself up in her
room for a month at a time, and see no one but
Mr. Weston whom, in her utter indifference,
she seemed to regard as a kind of domestic ani-

mal, whose going or coming were alike unim-

portant and her faithful servant Barbara.
This stolid, silent Barbara waited upon her

mistress with untiring patience. She bore with

every change of Olivia's gloomy temper; she

was a perpetual shield and protection to her.

Even upon this day of preparation and disorder

Mrs. Simmons kept guard over the passage
leading to the study, and took care that no one
intruded upon her mistress. At about four

o'clock all Paul Marchmont's orders had been

given, and the new master of the house dined

I

for the first time by himself at the head of the

I long carved-oak dining-table, waited upon in sol-

emn state by the old butler. His mother and
sister were to arrive by a train that would reach

Swampington at ten o'clock, and one of the car-

riages from the Towers was to meet them at the

station. The artist had leisure in the mean time

for any other business he might have to transact.

He "ate his dinner slowly, thinking deeply all

the time. He did not stop to drink any wine

after dinner, but as soon as the cloth was re-

moved rose from the table, and went straight to

Olivia's room.
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"I am going down to the painting-room," he
said.

" Will you come there presently ? I want

very much to say a few words to you."
Olivia was sitting near the window, with her

hands lying idle in her lap. She rarely opened
a book now, rarely wrote a letter, or occupied
herself in any manner. She scarcely raised her

eyes as she answered him.
"
Yes," she said

;

" I will come."
"Don't be long, then. It will be dark very

soon. I am not going down there to paint ;
I

am going to fetch a landscape that I want to

hang in my mother's room, and to say a few
words about "

He closed the door without stopping to finish

flie sentence, and went out into the quadrangle.
Ten minutes afterward Olivia Marchmont

rose, and, taking a heaAr

y woolen shawl from a
chair near her, wrapped it loosely about her
head and shoulders.

"I am his slave and his prisoner," she mut-
tered to herself. "I must do as he bids me."
A cold wind was blowing in the quadrangle,

and the stone pavement was wet with a drizzling
rain. The sun had just gone down, and the

dull autumn sky was darkening. The fallen

leaves in the wood were sodden with damp, and
rotted slowly on the swampy ground.

Olivia took her way mechanically along the

narrow pathway leading to the river. Half-way
between Marchmont Towers and the boat-house
she came suddenly upon the figure of a man walk-

ing toward her through the dusk. This man
was Edward Arundel.
The two cousins had not met since the March

evening upon which Edward had gone to seek

the widow in Paul Marchmont's painting-room.
Olivia's pale face grew whiter as she recognized
the soldier.

"I was coming to the house to speak to you,
Mrs. Marchmont," Edward said, sternly. "I
am lucky in meeting you here, for I don't want

any one to overhear what I've got to say."
He had turned in the direction in which Olivia

had been walking ;
but she made a dead stop,

and stood looking at him.
"You were going to the boat-house," he said.

*'I will go there with you."
She looked at him for a moment, as if doubt-

ful what to do, and then said,"
Very well. You can say what you have to

gay to me, and then leave me. There is no sym-
pathy between us

;
there is no regard between

us ;
we are only antagonists."

"I hope not, Olivia. I hope there is some

spark of regard still, in spite of all. I separate

you in my own mind from Paul Marchmont. I

pity you, for I believe you to be his tool."

"Is this what you have to say to me?"
" No

;
I came here as your kinsman, to ask

you what you mean to do now that Paul
Marchmont has taken possession of the Tow-
ers ?"

"I mean to stay there."

"In spite of the gossip that your remaining
will give rise to among these country people !"

"In spite of every thing. Mr. Marchmont
wishes me to stay. It suits me to stay. What
does it matter what people say of me? What
do I care for any one's opinion now ?"

"Olivia," cried the young man, "are you
mad?"

"Perhaps I am," she answered, coldly.

"Why is it that you shut yourself from the

sympathy of those who have a right to care for

you ? What is the mystery of your life ?"
His cousin laughed bitterly.
"Would you like to know, Edward Arun-

del?" she said. "You shall know, perhaps,
some day. You have despised me all my life

;

you will despise me more and more then."

They had reached Paul Marchmont's paint-
ing-room by this time. Olivia opened the door
and walked in, followed by Edward. Paul was
not there. There was a picture covered with a

green baize upon the easel, and the artist's hat
stood upon the table amidst the litter of brushes
and pallets ;

but the room was empty. The
door at the top of the stone steps leading to the

pavilion was ajar.
"Have you any thing more to say to me?*1

Olivia asked, turning tipon her cousin as if she

would have demanded why he had followed
her.

"
Only this : I want to know your determina-

tion
;
whether you will be advised by me and by

your father I saw my uncle Hubert this morn-

ing, and his opinion exactly coincides with mine
or whether you mean obstinately to take your

own course in defiance of every body ?"

"I do," Olivia answered. " I shall take my
own course. I defy every body. I have not been,

gifted with the power of winning people's affec-

tion. Other women possess that power, and
trifle with it, and turn it to bad account. I have

prayed, Edward Arundel yes, I have prayed
upon my knees to the God who made me, that

He would give me some poor measure of that

gift which Nature has lavished upon other wo-

men; but He would not hear me, He would
not hear me. I was not made to be loved.

Why, then, should I make myself a slave for

the sake of winning people's esteem ? If they
have despised me, I can despise them."
"Who has despised you, Olivia?" Edward

asked, perplexed by his cousin's manner.
"You HAVE!" she cried, with flashing eyes;

"you have! From first to last from first to

last !" She turned away from him impatiently.

"Go," she said; "why should we keep up a

mockery of friendship and cousinship? We
are nothing to each other."

Edward walked toward the door; but he

paused upon the threshold, with his hat in his

hand, undecided as to what he ought to do.

As he stood thus, perplexed and irresolute, a

cry, the feeble cry of a child, sounded within,

the pavilion.
The young man started and looked at his

cousin. Even in the dusk he could see that her

face had suddenly grown livid.

"There is a child in that place," he said,

pointing to the door at the top of the steps.

The cry was repeated as he spoke the low,

complaining wail of a child. There was no oth-

er voice to be heard no mother's voice soothing
a helpless little one. The cry of the child was
followed by a dead silence.

"There is a child in that pavilion," Edward
Arundel repeated.

"There is," Olivia answered.
"Whose child?"
" What does it matter to you?"
"Whose child?"
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"I can not tell you, Edward Avundcl."

The soldier strode toward the steps, but before

he could reach them Olivia flung herself across

his pathway.
U I will see whose child is hidden in that

place," he said.
" Scandalous things have been

said of you, Olivia. I will know the reason of

your visits to this place."
She clung about his knees and hindered him

from moving ; half-kneeling, half-crouching on
the lowest of the stone-steps, she blocked his

pathway and prevented him from reaching the

door of the pavilion. It had been ajar a few
minutes ago; it was shut now. But Edward
had not noticed this.

"No, no, no!" shrieked Olivia; "you shall

trample me to death before you enter that place.
You shall walk over my corpse before you pass
over that threshold."

The young man struggled with her for a few
moments

;
then he suddenly flung her from him

not violently, but with a contemptuous gesture.
"You are a wicked woman, Olivia March-

mont," he said; "and it matters very little to

me what you do or what becomes of you. I

know now the secret of the mystery between you
and Paul Marchmont. I can guess your motive
for perpetually haunting this place."
He left the solitary building by the river and

walked slowly back through the wood.
His mind predisposed to think ill of Olivia

by the dark rumors he had heard through his

servant, and which had had a certain amount
of influence upon him, as all scandals have, how-
ever baseless could imagine only one solution

to the mystery of a child's presence in the lonely
building by the river. Outraged and indignant
at the discovery he had made, he turned his back

upon Marchmont Towers.
"I will stay in this hateful place no longer,"

he thought, as he went back to his solitary home ;

"but before I leave Lincolnshire the whole coun-

ty shall know what I think of Paul Marchmont."

CHAPTER XXIX.
r

CAPTAIN ARUNDEL'S REVENGE.

EDWARD ARUNDEL went back to his lonely
home with a settled purpose in his mind. He
would leave Lincolnshire and immediately.
He had no motive for remaining. It may be,

indeed, that he had a strong motive for going

away from the neighborhood of Lawford Grange.
There was a lurking danger in the close vicinage
of that pleasant, old-fashioned country mansion,
and the bright band of blue-eyed damsels who
inhabited there.

"I will turn my back upon Lincolnshire for-

ever," Edward Arundel said to himself once

more, upon his way homeward through the Oc-
tober twilight; "but before I go, the whole

country shall know what I think of Paul March-
mont."
He clenched his fists and ground his teeth in-

voluntarily as he thought this.

It was quite dark when he let himself in at

the old-fashioned half-glass door that led into

his humble sitting-room at Kemberling Retreat.
He looked round the little chamber, which had
been furnished forty years J^efore by the pro-

prietor of the cottage, and had served for one
tenant after another, until it seemed as if the

spindle-legged chairs and tables had grown at-

tenuated and shadowy by much service. He
looked at the simple room, lighted by a bright
fire and a pair of wax-candles in antique silver

candlesticks. The red fire-light flickered and
trembled upon the painted roses on the walls, on
the obsolete engravings in clumsy frames of imi-

tation-ebony and tarnished gilt; the silver tea-

service and Sevres china cup and saucer, which
Mrs. Arundel had sent to the cottage for her
son's use, stood upon the small oval table

;
and

a brown setter, a favorite of the young man's,

lay upon the hearth-rug, with his chin upon his

outstretched paws, blinking at the blaze.

As Mr. Arundel lingered in the doorway,
looking at these things, an image arose before

him, as vivid and distinct as any apparition of

Professor Pepper's manufacture
;
and he thotigjit

of what that commonplace cottage - chamber
might have been if his young wife had lived.

He could fancy her bending over the low silver

tea-pot the sprawling, inartistic tea-pot, that

stood upon quaint knobs, like gouty feet, and
had been long ago banished from the Danger*
field breakfast-table as utterly rococo and ridicu-

lous. He conjured up the dear dead face, with
faint blushes flickering amidst its lily pallor, and
soft hazel eyes looking up at him through the

misty steam of the tea-table, innocent and vir-

ginal as the eyes of that mythic nymph who was
wont to appear to the old Roman king. How
happy she would have been ! How willing to

give up fortune and station, and to have lived

for ever and ever in that queer old cottage,

ministering to him and loving him !

Presently the face changed. The hazel-brown
hair was suddenly lit up with a glitter of bar-

baric gold ;
the hazel eyes grew blue and bright ;

and the cheeks blushed rosy red. The young
man frowned at this new and brighter vision;
but he contemplated it gravely for some mo-

ments, and then breathed a long sigh, which
was somehow or other expressive of relief.

"No," he said to himself, "I am not false to

my poor lost girl; I do not forget her. Hex-

image is dearer to me than any living creature.

The mournful shadow of her face is more pre-
cious to me than the brightest reality."

He sat down in one of the spindle-legged arm-

chairs, and poured out a cup of tea. lie drank
it slowly, brooding over the five as he sipped the

innocuous beverage, and did not deign to notice

the caresses of the brown setter, who laid his

cold wet nose in his master's hand by way of a

delicate attention.

After tea the young man rang the bell, which
was answered by Mr. Morrison.

"Have I any clothes that I can hunt in,

Morrison ?" Mr. Arundel asked.

His factotum stared aghast at this question.
"You ain't a-goin' to 'unt, are you, Mr. Ed-

ward ?" he inquired, anxiously.
"Never mind that. I asked you a question

about my clothes, and I want a straightforward
answer."

"But, Mr. Edward," remonstrated the old

sen-ant, "I don't mean no offense; and the

'orses is very tidy animals in their way ;
but if

you're thinkin' of going across country and a

pretty stiifish country too, as I've heard, in the
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way of bull-finches and timber neither of them
horses has any more of a hunter in him than I

have."

"I know that as well as you do," Edward
Arundel answered, coolly; "but I am going to

the meet at Marchmont Towers to-morrow morn-

ing, and I want you to look me out a decent suit

of clothes ;
that's all. You can have Desperado

saddled ready for me a little after eleven o'clock."

Mr. Morrison looked even more astonished

than before. He knew his master's savage en-

mity toward Paul Marchmont
;
and yet that

very master now deliberately talked of joining
in an assembly which was to gather together for

the special purpose of doing the same Paul
Marchmont honor. However, as he afterward

remarked to the two fellow-servants with whom
he sometimes condescended to be familiar, it

wasn't his place to interfere or to . ask any ques-

tions, and he had held his tongue accordingly.

Perhaps this respectful reticence was rather

the result of prudence than of inclination
;
for

there was a dangerous light in Edward Arun-
del's eyes upon this particular evening which
Mr. Morrison never had observed before.

The factotum said something about this later

in the evening.
"I do really think," he remarked, "that,

what with that young 'ooman's death, and the

solitood of this most dismal place, and the rainy
weather which those as says it always rains in

Lincolnshii-e ain't far out my pore young mas-
ter is not the man he were."
He tapped his forehead ominously to give

significance to his words, and sighed heavily
over his supper-beer.

The sun shone upon Paul Marchmont on the

morning of the 18th of October. The glorious
autumn sunshine streamed into his gorgeous
bedchamber which had been luxuriously fitted

for him under his own superintendence and
awoke the new master of Marchmont Towers.
He opened his eyes, and looked about him. He
raised himself among the down pillows, and

contemplated the figures upon the tapestry in a

drowsy reverie. He had been dreaming of his

poverty, and had been disputing a poor-rate
summons with an impertinent tax-collector in

the dingy passage of the house in Charlotte

Street, Fitzroy Square. Ah! that horrible

house had so long been the only scene of his

life that it had grown almost a part of his mind,
and haunted him perpetually in his sleep, like a

nightmare of brick and mortar, now that he was
rich, and had done with it forever.

Mr. Marchmont gave a faint shudder, and
ehook off the influence of the bad dream. Then,
propped up by the pillows, he amused himself

by admiring his new bedchamber.
It was a handsome room, certainly ;

the very
room for an artist and a sybarite. Mr. March-
mont had not chosen it without due considera-

tion. It was situated in an angle of the house
;

and though its chief windows looked westward,
being immediately above those- of the western

drawing-room, there was another casement, a

great oriel window, facing the east, and admit-

ting all the grandeur of the morning sun through

painted glass, on which the Marchmont escutch-

eon was represented in gorgeous hues of sap-

phire and ruby, emerald and topaz, amethyst

and aqua marina. Bright splashes of these col-

ors flashed and sparkled on the polished oaken
! floor, and mixed themselves with the Oriental

gaudiness of a Persian carpet, stretched beneath
the low Arabian bed, which was hung with ruby- .

colored draperies that trailed upon the ground.
i

Paul Marchmont was fond of splendor, and
'

meant to have as much of it as money could

I buy. There was a voluptuous pleasure in all

this finery, which only a parvenu could feel
;

it was the sharpness of the contrast between the

magnificence of the present and the shabby mis-
eries of the past that gave a poignancy to the

artist's enjoyment of his new habitation.

All the furniture and draperies of the cham-
ber had been made by Paul Marchmont's direc-

tion
;
but its chief beauty was the tapestry that

covered the walls, which had been worked three

hundred years before, by a patient chatelaine

of the house of Marchmont. This tapestry lined

the room on every side. The low door had been
cut in it; so that a stranger going into that

apartment at night, a little under the influence

of the Marchmont cellars, and unable to register
the topography of the chamber upon the tablet

of his memory, might have been sorely puzzled
to find an exit the next morning. Most tapes-
tried chambers have a certain dismal grimness
about them, which is more pleasant to the sight-
seer than to the constant inhabitant

;
but in this

!

tapestry the colors were almost as bright and

j

glowing to-day as when the fingers that had

j

handled the variegated worsteds were still warm
and flexible. The subjects, too, were of a more

1

pleasant order than usual. No mailed ruffians

j

or drapery-clad barbarians menaced the unof-

|
fending sleeper with uplifted clubs, or horrible

bolts, in the very act of being launched from

ponderous cross-bows
;
no wicked-looking Sara-

cens, with ferocious eyes and copper-colored
i visages, brandished murderous cimeters above
their turbaned heads. No

;
here all was pas-

i toral gayety and peaceful delight. Maidens,
with flowing kirtles and crisped yellow hair,

;
danced before great wagons loaded with golden
wheat. Youths, in red and purple jerkins,
frisked as they played the pipe and tabor. The
Flemish horses dragging the heavy wain were

hung with bells and garlands, as for a rustic

festival, and tossed their untrimmed manes into

the air, and frisked and gamboled with their

awkward legs, in ponderous imitation of the

youths and maidens. Afar off, in the distance,

!

wonderful villages, very queer as to perspective,
but all a-bloom with gaudy flowers and quaint
roofs of bright red tiles, stood boldly out against
a bluer sky than the most enthusiastic pre-

Raphaelite of to-day would care to send to the

Academy in Trafalgar Square.
Paul Marchmont smiled at the youths and

maidens, the laden wagons, the revelers, and
the impossible village. He was in a humor to

be pleased with every thing to-day. He looked
at his dressing-table, which stood opposite to

him, in the deep oriel window. His valet he
had a valet now had opened the great inlaid

dressing-ease, and the silver-gilt fittings reflected
the crimson hues of the velvet lining, as if the

gold had been flecked with blood. Glittering
bottles of diamond-cut glass, that presented a
thousand facets to the morning light, stood like

crystal obelisks amidst the litter of carved ivory
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brushes, and Sevres boxes of pomatums; and
one rare hot-house flower, white and fragile,

paeped out of a slender crystal vase, against a

back-ground of dark shining leaves.

"It's better than Charlotte Street, Fitzroy

Square," said Mr. Marchmont, throwing him-
self back among the pillows until such time as

his valet should bring him a cup of strong tea

to refresh and invigorate his nerves withal. "I
remember the paper in -my room: drab hexa-

gons and yellow spots upon a brown ground.
So pretty ! And then the dressing-table : deal,

gracefully designed ;
with a shallow drawer that

very rarely would consent to come out, and

which, when out, had an insurmountable objec-
tion to going in again ;

a most delicious table,

exquisitely painted in stripes, olive green upon
stone color, picked out Avith the favorite brown.

Oh, it was a most delightful life
;
but it's over,

thank Providence
;

it's over !"

Mr. Paul Marchmont thanked Providence as

devoutly as if he had been the most patient at-

tendant upon the divine pleasure, and had never
for one moment dreamed of intruding his own
impious handiwork amidst the mysterious designs
of Omnipotence.
The sun shone upon the new master of March-

mont Towers. This bright October morning
was not the very best for hunting purposes ;

for

there was a fresh breeze blowing from the north,
and a blue unclouded sky. But it was most de-

lightful weather for the breakfast, and the as-

sembling on the lawn, and all the pleasant pre-
liminaries of the day's sport. Mr. Paul March-

mont, who was a thorough-bred Cockney, trou-

bled himself very little about the hunt as he
basked in that morning light. He only thought
that the sun was shining upon him, and that he
had come at last no matter by what crooked

ways to the realization of his great day-dream ;

and that he was to be happy and prosperous for

the rest of his life.

He drank his tea, and then got up and dressed

himself. He. wore the conventional "pink,"
the whitest buckskins, the most approved boots

and tops ;
and he admired himself very much in

the cheval glass when this toilet was complete.
He had put on the dress for the gratification of

his vanity, rather than from any serious intention

of doing what he was about as incapable of doing
as he was of becoming a modern Rubens or a
new Raphael. He would receive his friends in

this costume, and ride to cover, and follow the

hounds, perhaps a little way. At any rate, it

was very delightful to him to play the country
gentleman ;

and he had never felt so much a

country gentleman as at this moment, when he

contemplated himself from head to heel in his

hunting costume.

At ten o'clock the guests began to assemble
;

the meet was not to take place until twelve, so

that there might be plenty of time for the break-

fast.

I don't think Paul Marchmont ever really
knew what took place at that long table at

which he sat for the first time in the place of

host and master. He was intoxicated from the

first with the sense of triumph and delight in his

new position ;
and he drank a groat deal, for he

drank unconsciously, emptying his glass every
time it was filled, and never knowing who filled

it, or what was put into it. By this means he

took a very considerable quantity of various spark-
ling and effervescing wines

;
sometimes hock,

sometimes Moselle, very often Champagne, to say
nothing of a steady undercurrent of unpronounce-
able German hocks and crusted Burgundies*
But he was not drunk after the common fashion
of mortals

;
he could not be upon this particular

day. He was not stupid, or drowsy, or unsteady
upon his legs ;

he was only preternaturally ex-

cited, looking at every thing through a haze of

dazzling ligh$, as if all the gold of his newly-ac-
quired fortune had been melted into the atmos-

phere.
He knew that the breakfast was a great suc-

cess
;
that the long table was spread with every

delicious comestible that the science of a first-

rate cook, to say nothing of Fortnum and Ma-
son, could devise

;
that the profusion of splendid

silver, the costly china, the hot-house flowers,
and the sunshine, made a confused mass of rest-

less glitter and glowing color that dazzled his

eyes as he looked at it. He knew that every
body courted and flattered him, and that he was
almost stifled by the overpowering sense of his

own grandeur. Perhaps he felt this most when
a certain county magnate, a baronet, member
of Parliament, and great landowner, rose

primed with Champagne, and rather thicker of

utterance than a man should be who means to

be in at the death, by-and-by and took the

opportunity of hum expressing, in a few
words haw the very great pleasure which he

aw, yes and he thought he might venture to

remark aw every body about him ha fejt

on this most arrah, arrah interesting er

occasion
;
and said a great deal more, which

took a very long time to say, but the gist of

which was, that all these country gentlemen
were so enraptured by the new addition to their

circle, and so altogether delighted with Mr.
Paul Marchmont, that they really were at a loss

to understand how it was they had ever man-
aged to endure existence without him.

And then there was a good deal of rather un-

necessary but very enthusiastic thumping of the

table, whereat the costly glass shivered, and the

hot-house blossoms trembled, amidst the musical

chinking of silver forks, while the fox-hunters

declared in chorus that the new owner of March-
mont Towers was a jolly good fellow, which

viz., the fact of his jollity nobody could deny.
It was not a very refined demonstration, but

it was a very hearty one. Moreover, these noisy
fox-hunters were all men of some standing in the

county ;
and it is a proof of the artist's inherent

snobbery that to him the husky voices of these

half-drunken men were more delicious than the

sweet soprano tones of an equal number of Pat-

lis penniless and obscure Pattis, that is to say

sounding his praises. He was lifted at last

out of that poor artist-life, in which he had al-

ways been a groveler not for lack of talent,

but by reason of the smallness of his own soul-
into a new sphere, where every body was rich

and grand and prosperous ;
and where the pleas-

ant pathways were upon the necks of prostrate

slaves, in the shape of grooms and hirelings,

respectful servants, and reverential trades-peo-

ple!
Yes

;
Paul Marchmont was more drunken

than any of his guests ;
but his drunkenness was

of a diiferent kind to theirs. It was not the wine,
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but his own grandeur that intoxicated and besot-

ted him.
These fox-hunters might get the better of their

drunkenness in half an hour or so
;
but his in-

toxication was likely to last for a very long time,
nnless he should receive some sudden shock,

powerful enough to sober him. The hounds
were yelping and baying upon the lawn, and the

huntsmen and whippers-in were running back-

ward and forward from the lawn to the servants'

hall, devouring snacks of beef and ham a pound
and a quarter or so at one sitting ;

or crunching
the bones of a frivolous young chicken there

were not half a dozen mouthfuls on such insig-

nificant, half-grown fowls
;
or excavating under

the roof of a great game-pie ;
or drinking a

quart or so of strong ale, or half a tumbler of

raw brandy, en passant ; and doing a great deal

more in the same way, merely to beguile the

time until the gentlefolks should appear upon
the broad stone terrace.

It was half past twelve o'clock, and Mr. March-
mont's guests were still drinking and speechi-

fying. They had been on the point of making a

move ever so many times
;
but it had happened

that each time some gentleman, who had been

very quiet until that moment, suddenly got upon
his legs, and began to cling convulsively to the

neck of a half empty Champagne-bottle, and to

make swallowing and gasping noises, and to

wipe his lips with a napkin ; whereby it was un-
derstood that he was going to propose some-

body's health. This had considerably length-
ened the entertainment, and it seemed rather

likely that the ostensible business of the daywould
be forgotten altogether. One gentleman, in-

^
huskier than his neighbors, had been heard

to mutter something about billiards and soda-

water
;
and another, who was thick of speech,

but not husky, and who had shed tears in pro-

posing an unintelligible toast which was sup-

posed to be the health of her gracious Majesty
suggested a stretch on a sofa, and the removal
of his boots. At last, at half past twelve, the

county magnate, who had bidden Paul March-
inon t a stately welcome to Lincolnshire, remem-
bered that there were twenty couple of impa-
tient hounds scratching up the turf in front of

the long windows of the banquet-chamber, while
as many eager young tenant farmers, stalwart

yeomen, well-to-do butchers, and a herd of tag-

rag and bobtail, were pining for the sport to be-

gin at last, I say, Sir Lionel Boport remem-
bered this, and led the way to the terrace, leav-

ing the renegades to repose on the comfortable
sofas lurking here and there in the spacious
rooms. Then the grim stone front of the house
was suddenly lighted up into splendor. The
long terrace was one blaze of pink, relieved here
and there by patches of sober black and forest-

er's green. Among all these stalwart, florid-

visaged country gentlemen, Paul Marchmont,
very elegant, very picturesque, but extremely
tmsportsman-like, the hero of the hour, walked

slowly down the broad stone steps amidst the

vociferous cheering of the crowd, the snapping
and yelping of impatient hounds, and the distant

braying of a horn.
It was the crowning moment of his life; the

moment he had dreamed of again and again in

the wretched days of poverty and obscurity.
The scene was scarcely new to him he had act-

ed it so often in his imagination ;
he had heard

the shouts and seen the respectful crowd. There
was a little difference in detail that was all.

There was no disappointment, no shortcoming
in the realization, as there so often is when our

brightest dreams are fulfilled, and the one great

good, the all-desired, is granted to us. No
;
the

prize was his, and it was worth all that he had
sacrificed to win it.

He looked up and saw his mother and his

sisters in the great window over the porch. He
could see the exultant pride in his mother's pale
face

;
and the one redeeming sentiment of his na^

ture, his love for the womankind who depended
upon him, stirred faintly in his breast, amidst
the tumult of gratified ambition and selfish joy.

This one drop of unselfish pleasure filled the

cup to the brim. He took off his hat and waved
it high up above his head in answer to the shout-

ing of the crowd. He had stopped half-way down
the flight of steps to bow his acknowledgment
of the cheering. He waved his hat, and the

huzzas grew still louder; and a band upon the

other side of the lawn played that familiar and

triumphant march which is supposed to apply to

every living hero, from a Wellington just come
home from Waterloo to the winner of a boat-

race, or a patent-starch proprietor newly elected

by an admiring constituency.
There was nothing wanting. I think that in

that supreme moment Paul Marchmont quite

forgot the tortuous and perilous ways by which
he had reached this all-glorious goal. I don't

suppose the young princes, smothered in the

Tower, were ever more palpably present in ty-
rant Richard's memory than when the murder-
ous usurper groveled in Bosworth's miry clay,
and knew that the great game of life was lost.

It was only when Henry the Eighth took away
the great seal that Wolsey was able to see the

foolishness of man's ambition. In that moment

memory and conscience, never very wakeful in

the breast ofPaul Marchmont, were dead asleep,
and only triumph and delight reigned in their

stead. No
;
there was nothing wanting. This

glory and grandeur paid him a thousand-fold for

his patience and self-abnegation during the past

year. He turned half round to look up at those

eager watchers at the window.
Good God ! It was his sister Lavinia's face

he saw
;
no longer full of -triumph and pleasure,

but ghastly pale, and staring at some one or

something horrible in the crowd. Paul March-
mont turned to look for this horrible something,
the sight of which had power to change his sis-

ter's face; and found himself confronted by a

young man a young man whose eyes flamed

like coals of fire
;
whose cheeks were as white as

a sheet of paper ;
and whose firm lips were locked

as tightly as if they had been chiseled out of a

block of granite.
This man was Edward Arundel the young

widower, the handsome soldier whom every

body remembered as the husband of poor lost

Mary Marchmont.
He had sprung out from amidst the crowd

only one moment beforehand had dashed up the

steps of the terrace before any one had time to

think of hindering him or interfering with him.
It seemed to Paul Marchmont as if he must have

leaped out of the solid earth, so sudden and so

unlooked-for was his coming. He stood upon
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the step immediately below the artist; but as

the terrace steps were shallow, and as he was
taller by half a foot than Paul, the faces of the

men were level, and they confronted each other.

The soldier held a heavy hunting-whip in his

hand, no foppish toy with a golden trinket for

its head, but a stout handle of stag-horn, and a

formidable leathern thong. He held this whip
in his strong right hand, with the thong twisted

round the handle
;
and throwing out his left

arm, nervous and muscular as the limb of a

young gladiator, he seized Paul Marchmont by
the collar of that fashionably-cut scarlet coat

which the artist had so much admired in the

cheval glass that morning.
There Avas a shout of surprise and consterna-

tion from the gentlemen on the terrace and the

crowd upon the lawn, a shrill scream from the

women, and in the next moment Paul March-
mont was writhing under a shower of blows

from the hunting-whip in Edward Arundel's
hand. The artist was not physically brave, yet
he was not such a cur as to submit unresistingly
to this hideous disgrace ;

but the attack was so

sudden and unexpected as to paralyze him
;
so

rapid in its execution as to leave him no time for

resistance. Before he had recovered his pres-
ence of mind

;
before he knew the meaning of

Edward Arundel's appearance in that place ;

even before he could fully realize the mere fact

of his being there the thing was done
;
he was

disgraced forever. He had sunk in that one
moment from the very height of his new grand-
eur to the lowest deptl| of social degradation.

"Gentlemen!" Edward Arundel cried, in a
loud voice, which was distinctly heard by every
member of the gaping crowd, "when the law
of the land suffers a scoundrel to prosper, honest
men must take the law into their own hands.

I wished you to know my opinion of the new
master of Marchmont Towers

;
and I think I've

expressed it pretty clearly. I know him to be a

most consummate villain
;
and I give you fair

warning that he is no fit associate for honorable
men. Good-morning."
Edward Arundel lifted his hat, bowed to the

assembly, and then ran down the steps. Paul

Marchmont, livid, and foaming at the mouth,
rushed after him, brandishing his clenched fists,

and gesticulating in impotent rage; but the

young man's horse was waiting for him at a few

paces from the terrace, in the care of a butcher's

apprentice, and he was in the saddle before the

artist could overtake him.
"I shall not leave Kemberling for a week,

Mr. Marchmont," he called out; and then he
walked his horse away, holding himself erect as

a dart, and staring defiance at the crowd.

I am sony to have to testify to the fickle na-

ture of the British populace ;
out I am bound to

own that a great many of the stalwart yeomen
who had eaten game -

pies and drunk strong

liquors at Paul Marchmont's expense not half

an hour before, were base enough to feel an in-

voluntary admiration for Edward Arundel, as he
rode slowly away, with his head up and his eyes

flaming. There is seldom very much genuine

sympathy for a man who has been horsewhipped ;

and there is a pretty universal inclination to be-

lieve that the man wrho inflicts chastisement upon
him must be right in the main. It is true that

the tenant farmers, especially those whose leases

were nearly run out, were very loud in their in-

dignation against Mr. Arundel, and one adven-
turous spirit made a dash at the young man's
bridle as he went by; but the general feeling
was in favor of the conqueror, and there was a
lack of heartiness even in the loudest expres-
sions of sympathy.
The crowd made a lane for Paul Marchmont

as he went back to the house, white and help-
less, and sick with shame.

Several of the gentlemen upon the terrace

came forward to shake hands with him, and to

express their indignation, and to offer any friend-

ly service that he might require of them by-and-
by such as standing by to see him shot, if he
should choose an old-fashioned mode of retalia-

tion
;
or bearing witness against Edward Arun-

del in a law-court, if Mr. Marchmont preferred
to take legal measures. But even these men re-

coiled when they felt the cold dampness of the

artist's hands, and saw that he had been fright-
ened. These sturdy uproarious fox-hunters, who
braved the peril of sudden death every time they
took a day's sport, entertained a sovereign con-

tempt for a man who could be frightened of any
body or any thing. They made no allowance
for Paul Marchmont's Cockney education

; they
were not in the dark secrets of his life, and knew

nothing of his guilty conscience ;
and it was that

which had made him more helpless than a child

in the fierce grasp of Edward Arundel.

So, one by one, after this polite show of sym-
pathy, the rich man's guests fell away from him

;

and the yelping hounds and the cantering horses

left the lawn before Marchmont Towers
;

the

sound of the brass band and the voices of the

people died away in the distance
;
and the glory

of the day was done.

Paul Marchmont crawled slowly back to that

luxurious bedchamber which he had left only a
few hours before, and, throwing himself at full

length upon the bed, sobbed like a frightened
child.

He was panic-stricken; not because of the

horsewhipping, but because of a sentence that

Edward Arundel had whispered close to his ear

in the midst of the struggle.
"I know every thing," the young man had

said. "I know the secrets you hide in the pa-
vilion by the river !"

CHAPTER XXX.

THE DESERTED CHAMBERS.

EDWARD ARUNDEL kept his word. He wait-

ed for a week and upward, but Paul Marchmont
made no sign ;

and after having given him three

days' grace over and above the promised time

the young man abandoned Kemberling Retreat,

forever, as he thought, and went away from

Lincolnshire.

He had waited, hoping that Paul Marchmont
would try to retaliate, and that some desperate

struggle, physical or legal he scarcely cared

which would occur between them. He would

have courted any hazard which might have giv-

en him some chance of revenge. But nothing

happened. He sent out Mr. Morrison to beat

up information about the master of Marchmont
Towers

;
and the factotum came back with the
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intelligence that Mr. Marchmont was ill, and
would see no one "leastways" excepting his

mother and Mr. George Weston.
Edward Arundcl shrugged his shoulders when

he heard these tidings.
"What a contemptible cur the man is!" he

thought. "There was a time when I could have

suspected him of any foul play against my lost

girl. I know him better now, and know that he
is not even capable of "a great crime. He was

only strong enough to stab his victim in the dark,
with lying paragraphs in newspapers, and das-

tardly hints and innuendoes for his weapons."
It would have been only perhaps an act of

Ordinary politeness had Edward Arundel paid a

farewell visit to his friends at the Grange. But
he did not go near the hospitable old house. He
contented himself with writing a cordial letter to

Major Lawford, thanking him for his hospitality
and kindness

;
and referring, vaguely enough, to

the hope of a future meeting.
He dispatched this letter by Mr. Morrison,

who was in very high spirits at the prospect of

leaving Kemberling, and who went about his

work with almost boyish activity in the exuber-
ance of his delight. He worked so briskly as to

complete all necessary arrangements in a couple
of days ;

and on the 29th of October, late in the

afternoon, all was ready, and Mr. Morrison had

nothing to do but to superintend the departure
of the two horses from the Kemberling railway-
station, under the guardianship of the lad who
had served as Edward's groom.

Throughout that last day Mr. Arundel wan-
dered here and there about the house and gar-
den that so soon were to be deserted. He was

dreadfully at a loss what to do with himself, and,
alas ! it was not to-day only that he felt the bur-
den of his hopeless idleness. He felt it always ;

a horrible load, not to be cast away from him.
His life had been broken off short, as it were, by
the catastrophe which had left him a widower
before his honey-moon was well over. The story
of his existence was abruptly broken asunder;
all the better part of his life was taken away from

him, and he did not know what to do with the

blank and useless remnant. The raveled threads

of a once harmonious web, suddenly wrenched
in twain, presented a mass of inextricable con-
fusion

;
and the young man's brain grew dizzy

when he tried to draw them out, or to consider

them separately.
His life was most miserable, most hopeless, by

reason of its emptiness. He had no duty to per-

form, no task to achieve. That nature must
be utterly selfish, entirely given over to sybarite
rest and self-indulgence, which does not feel a
lack of something, wanting these a duty or a

purpose. Better to be Sisyphus toiling up the

mountain -
side, than Sisyphus with the stone

taken away from him, and no hope of ever reach-

ing the top. I heard a man once a bill-sticker,

and not by any means a sentimental or philo-

sophical person declare that he had never
known real prosperity until he had thirteen or-

phan grandchildren to support ;
and surely there

was a universal moral in that bill-sticker's con-

fession. He had been a drunkard before, per-

haps he didn't say any thing about that and
a reprobate, it may be

;
but those thirteen small

mouths clamoring for food made him rober and

earnest, brave and true. He had a duty to do,

and was happy in its performance. He was
wanted in the world, and he was somebody.
From Napoleon III., seated in that Spartan
chamber at Vichy, holding the destinies of civ-

ilized Europe in his hands, and debating wheth-
er he shall recreate Poland, or build a new bou-

levard, to Paterfamilias in a Government office,

working for the little ones at home and from
Paterfamilias to the crossing-sweeper, who craves
his diurnal half-penny from busy citizens, tramp-
ing to their daily toil every man has his sepa-
rate labor and his different responsibility. For-
ever and forever the busy wheel of life turns
round

;
but duty and ambition are the motive

powers that keep it going.
Edward Arundel felt the barrenness of his life

now that he had taken the only revenge which
was possible for him upon the man who had per-
secuted his wife. That had been a rapturous
but brief enjoyment. It was over. He could
do no more to the man, since there was no low-
er depth of humiliation in these later days,
when pillories, and whipping-posts, and stocks

are exploded from our market-places to which
a degraded creature could descend. No

;
there

'

was no more to be done. It was useless to stop
in Lincolnshire. The sad suggestion of the lit-

tle slipper found by the water-side was but too

true. Paul Marchmont had not murdered his

helpless cousin
;
he had only tortured her to

death. He was quite safe from the law of the

land, which, being of a positive and arbitrary

nature, takes no cognizance of indefinable of-

fenses. This most infamous man was safe, and
was free to enjoy his ill-gotten grandeur if he
could take much pleasure in it, after the scene

upon the stone terrace.

The only joy that had been left for Edward
Arundel after his retirement from the East In-

dia Company's service was this fierce delight of

vengeance. He had drained the intoxicating

cup to the dregs, and had been drunken at first

in the sense of his triumph. But he was sober

now
;
and he paced up and down the neglected

garden beneath a chill October sky, crunching
the fallen leaves under his feet, with his arms
folded and his head bent, thinking of the barren

future. It was all bare a blank stretch of des-

ert land, with no city in the distance
;
no purple

domes or airy minarets on the horizon.
""

It was
in the very nature of this young man to be a
soldier

;
and he was nothing if not a soldier.

He could never remember having had any other

aspiration than that eager thirst for military glo-

ry. Before he knew the meaning of the word

"war," in his very infancy, the sound of a trum-

pet or the sight of a waving banner, a glittering

weapon, a sentinel's scarlet coat, had moved him
to a kind of rapture. The unvarnished school-

room records of Greek and Roman warfare had
been as delightful to him as the finest passages
of a Macaulay or a Fronde, a Thiers or Lamar-
tine. He was a soldier by the inspiration of

Heaven, as all great soldiers are. He had never

known any other ambition, or dreamed any other

dream. Other lads had talked of the bar, and
the senate, and their glories. Bah ! how cold

and tame they seemed ! What was the glory of

a parliamentary triumph, in which words were
the only weapons wielded by the combatants,

compared with a hand-to-hand struggle, ankle

! deep in the bloody mire of a crowded trench, or
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a cavalry charge, before which a phalanx of fierce

Afghans fled like frightened sheep upon a moor.

Edward Arundel was a soldier, like the Duke
of Wellington or Sir Colin Campbell one writes

the old name involuntarily, because one loves it

best or Othello. The Moor's first lamentation

when he believes that Desdemona is false, and
his life is broken, is that sublime farewell to all

the glories of the battle-field. It was almost the

same with Edward Arundel. The loss of his

wife and of his captaincy were blent and min-

gled in his mind, and he could only bewail the

one great loss which left life most desolate.

He had never felt the full extent of his deso-

lation until now, for heretofore he had been

buoyed up by the hope of vengeance upon Paul
Marchmont

;
and now that his solitary hope had

been realized to the fullest possible extent, there

was nothing left nothing but to revoke the sac-

rifice he had made, and to regain his place in

the Indian army at any cost.

He tried not to think of the possibility of this.

It seemed to him almost an infidelity toward his

dead wife to dream of winning honors and dis-

tinction, now that she, who would have been so

proud of any triumph won by him, was forever

lost.

So, under the gray October sky he passed up
and down upon the grass -grown pathways,
amidst the weeds and briers, the brambles and
broken branches that crackled as he trod upon
them

;
and late in the afternoon, when the day,

which had been sunless and cold, was melting
into dusky twilight, he opened the low wooden

gateway and went out into the road. An im-

pulse which he could not resist took him toward
the river-bank, and the wood behind Marchmont
Towers. Once more, for the last time in his

life, perhaps, he went down to that lonely shore.

He went to look at the bleak, unlovely place
which had been the scene of his betrothal.

It was not that he had any thought of meet-

ing Olivia Marchmont
;
he had dismissed her

from his raind ever since his last visit to the

lonely boat-house. Whatever the mystery of

her life might be, her secret lay at the bottom
of a black depth which the impetuous soldier

did not care to fathom. He did not want to

discover that hideous secret. Tarnished honor,

shame, falsehood, disgrace, lurked in the obscu-

rity in which John Marchmont's widow had
chosen to enshroud her life. Let them rest. It

was not for him to drag away the curtain that

sheltered his kinswoman from the world.

He had no thought, therefore, of prying into

any secrets that might be hidden in the pavilion

by the water. The fascination that lured him
to the spot was the memory of the past. He
could not go to Mary's grave ;

but he went, in

as reverent a spirit as he would have gone thith-

er, to the scene of his betrothal, to pay his fare-

well visit to the spot which had been forever hal-

lowed by the confession of her innocent love.

It was nearly dark when he got to the river-

side. He went by a path which quite avoided
the grounds about Marchmont Towers a nar-

row foot-path, which served as a towing-path
sometimes when some black barge crawled by
on its way out to the open sea. To-night the

river was hidden by a mist a white fog that

obscured land and water; and it was only by
the sound of the horses' hoofs that Edward-

Arundel had warning to step aside as a string
of them went by, dragging a chain that grated
on the pebbles by the river-side.

" Why should they say my darling committed
suicide ?" thought Edward Arundel, as he groped
his way along the narrow pathway; "it was on
such an evening as this that she ran away from
home. What more likely than that she lost the

track and wandered into the river? Oh, my
own poor lost one, God grant it was so ! God
grant it was by His will, and not your own des-

perate act, that you were lost to me !"

Sorrowful as the thought of his wife's death
was to him, it soothed him to believe that that

death might have been accidental. There was
all the difference between sorrow and despair m
the alternative.

Wandering ignorantly and helplessly through
this autumnal fog, Edward Arundel found him-
self at the boat-house before he was aware of it*

vicinity.
There was a light gleaming from the broad

north window of the painting-room, and a slant-

ing line of light streamed out of the half-open
door. In this lighted doorway Edward saw the

figure of a gii'l an unkempt, red-headed girl,

with a flat freckled face a girl who wore a lav-

ender-cotton pinafore and hobnailed boots, with
a good deal of brass about the leather fronts,
and a redundancy of rusty leather boot-lace

twisted round the ankles.

The young man remembered having seen this

girl once in the village of Kemberling. She had
been in Mrs. Weston's service as a drudge, and
was supposed to have received her education in

the Swampington union.

This young lady was supporting herself against
the half-open door, with her arms a-kimbo, and
her hands planted upon her hips, in humble im-

itation of the matrons whom she had been wont
to see lounging at their cottage-doors in the high
street of Kemberling, when the labors of the day
were done.

Edward Arundel started at the sudden appari-
tion of this damsel.

" Who are you, girl ?" he asked
;

" and what

brings you to this place ?"

He trembled as he spoke. A sudden agitation
had seized upon him, which he had no power to

account for. It seemed as if Providence had

brought him to this spot to-night, and had placed
this ignorant country girl in his way for some

special purpose. Whatever the secrets of this

place might be, he was to know them, it ap-

peared, since he had been led here, not by the

promptings of curiosity, but only by a reverent

love for a scene that was associated with his dead

wife.

"Who are you, girl?" he asked again.

"Oi be Bessy Murrel, Sir," the damsel an-

swered
;

" some on 'em calls me * Wuk-us Bet ;'

and I be coom here to cle-an oop a bit."

" To clean up what?"
"The paa-iutin' room. There's a de-al o'

moock about, and aw'rn to fettle oop, and make
all toidy agen t' squire gets well."

" Are you all alone here ?"
" All alo-an ? Oh yes, Sir."

"Have you been here long?"
The girl looked at Mr. Arundel with a cun-

ning leer, which was one of her "wuk-us" ac-

quirements.
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" Aw'vc bin here off an' on ever since t' squire

ke-ame," she said. "There's a deal o' cleanin'

down 'ere."

Edward Arundel looked at her sternly; but

there was nothing to be gathered from her stolid

countenance after its agreeable leer had melted

away. The young man might have scrutinized

the figure-head of the black barge creeping slow-

ly past upon the hidden river with quite as much
chance of getting any information out of its play
of feature.

He walked past the girl into Paul Marchmont's

painting-room. Miss Bessy Murrel made no at-

tempt to hinder him. She had spoken the truth

as to" the cleaning of the place, for the room
smelled of soap-suds, and a pail and scrubbing-
brush stood in the middle of the floor. The

young man looked at the door behind which he
had heard the crying of the child. It was ajar,
and the stone steps leading up to it were wet,

bearing testimony to Bessy Murrel's industry.
Edward Arundel took the flaming tallow-can-

dle from the table in the painting-room and
went up the steps into the pavilion. The girl

followed, but she did not try to restrain him, or

to interfere with him. She followed him with
her mouth open, staring at him after the man-
ner of her kind, and she looked the very image
of rustic stupidity.
With the flaring candle shaded by his left

hand, Edward Arundel examined the two cham-
bers in the pavilion. There was very little to

reward his scrutiny. The two*small rooms were
bare and cheerless. The repairs that had been
executed had only gone so far as to make them

tolerably inhabitable, and secure from wind and
weather. The furniture was the same that Ed-
ward remembered having seen on his last visit

to the Towers
;
for Mary had been fond of sit-

ting in one of the little rooms, looking out at the

slow river and the trembling rushes on the shore.

There was no trace of recent occupation in the

empty rooms, no ashes in the grates. The girl

grinned maliciously as Mr. Arundel raised the

light above his head, and looked about him. He
walked in and out of the two rooms. He stared

at the obsolete chairs, the rickety tables, the di-

lapidated damask curtains, flapping every now
and then in the wind that rushed in through the

crannies of the doors and windows. He looked
here and there, like a man bewildered

;
much to

the amusement of Miss Bessy Murrel, who, with
her arms crossed, and her elbows in the palms
of her moist hands, followed him backward and
forward between the two small chambers.

" There was some one living here a week ago,"
he said

;
"some one who had the care of a "

He stopped suddenly. If he had guessed right-

ly at the dark secret, it was better that it should
remain forever hidden. This girl was perhaps
more ignorant than himself. It was not for him
to enlighten her.

"Do you know if any body has lived here

lately ?" he asked.

Bessy Murrel shook her head.
"
Nobody has lived here not that oi knows

of," she replied ;

" not to take their victuals, and
such loike. Missus brings her work down some-

times, and sits in one of these here rooms, while

Muster Poll does his pictur' paa-intin' ; that's all

oi knows of."

Edward went back to the painting-room, and

set down his candle. The mystery of those

empty chambers was no business of his. He be-

gan to think that his cousin Olivia was mad, and
that her outbursts of terror and agitation had
been only the raving of a mad woman after all.

There had been a great deal in her manner dur-

ing the last year that had seemed like insanity.
The presence of the child might have been pure-
ly accidental

;
and his cousin's wild vehemence

only a paroxysm of insanity. He sighed as he
left Miss Murrel to her scouring. The world
seemed out of joint ;

and he, whose energetic na-
ture fitted him for the straightening of crooked

things, had no knowledge of the means by which
it might be set right.

"Good-by, lonely place," he said; "good-by
to the spot where my young wife first told me of
her love !"

He walked back to the cottage, where the bus-
tle of packing and preparation was all over, and
where Mr. Morrison was entertaining a select

party of friends in the kitchen. Early the next

morning Mr. Arundel and his servant left Lin-
colnshire ;

the key of Kemberling Retreat was
given up to the landlord

;
and a wooden board,

flapping above the dilapidated trellis-work of the

porch, gave notice that the habitation was to be
let.

CHAPTER XXXI.

TAKING IT QUIETLY.

ALL the county, or at least all that part of the

county within a certain radius of Marchmont
Towers, waited very anxiously for Mr. Paul
Marchmont to make some move. The horse-

whipping business had given quite a pleasant

zest, a flavor of excitement, a dash of what it is

the fashion nowadays to call "sensation," to the

wind-up of the hunting breakfast. Poor Paul's

thrashing had been more racy and appetizing
than the finest olives that ever grew, and his late

guests looked forward to a great deal more ex-

citement and "sensation" before the business

was done with. Of course Paul Marchmont
would do something. He must make a stir;

and the sooner he made it the better. Matters

would have to be explained. People expected
to know the cause of Edward Arundel's enmity ;

and of course the new master of the Towers

would see the propriety of setting himself right

in the eyes of his influential acquaintance, his

tenantry, and retainers, especially if he contem-

plated standing for Swampington at the next gen-

eral election.

This was what people said to each other. The

scene at the hunting breakfast was a most fertile

topic of conversation. It was almost as good as

a popular murder, and furnished scandalous par-

agraphs ad irtfiniturn for the provincial papers,

most of them beginning,
"

It is understood
"

or " It has been whispered in our hearing that
"

or " Rochcfoucault has observed that
" Ev-

ery body expected that Paul Marchmont would

write to the papers, and that Edward Arundel

would answer him in the papers; and that a

brisk and stirring warfare would be carried on

in printer's ink at least. But no line written

by either of the gentlemen appeared in any one

of the county journals; and by slow degrees it

dawned upon people that there was no further
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amusement to be got out of Paul's chastisement,
and that the master of the Towers meant to take

the thing quietly, and to swallow the horrible out-

rage, taking care to hide any wry faces he made
during that operation.
Yes ;

Paul Marchmont let the matter drop.
The report was circulated that he was very ill,

and had suffered from a touch of brain-fever,
which kept him a victim to incessant delirium un-

til after Mr. Arundel had left the county. This
rumor was set afloat by Mr.Weston, the surgeon ;

and as he was the only person admitted to his

brother-in-law's apartment, it was impossible for

any one to contradict his assertion.

The fox-hunting squires shrugged their shoul-

ders, and I am sorry to say that the epithets

"hound," "cur," "sneak," and "mongrel,"
were more often applied to Mr. Marchmont than
was consistent with Christian feeling on the part
of the gentlemen who uttered them. But a man
who can swallow a sound thrashing, administer-

ed upon his own door-step, has to contend with

the prejudices of society, and must take the con-

sequences of being in advance of his age.

So, while his new neighbors talked about him,
Paul Marchmont lay in his splendid chamber,
with the frisking youths and maidens staring at

him all day long, and simpering at him with
their unchanging faces, until he grew sick at

heart, and began to loathe all this new grand-
eur, which had so delighted him a little time

ago. He no longer laughed at the recollection

of shabby Charlotte Street. He dreamed one

night that he was back again in the old bedroom,
with the painted deal furniture, and the hideous

paper on the walls, and that the Marchmont-
Towers magnificence had been only a feverish

vision
;
and he was glad to be back' in that fa-

miliar place, and was sorry on awaking to find

that Marchmont Towers was a splendid reality.
There was only one faint red streak upon his

shoulders
;

for the thrashing had not been a
brutal one. It was disgrace Edward Arundel
had wanted to inflict, not physical pain, the

commonplace punishment with which a man
corrects his refractory horse. The lash of the

hunting-whip had done very little damage to

the artist's flesh; but it had slashed away his

manhood, as the sickle sweeps the flowers amidst
the corn.

He could never look up again. The thought
of going out of this house for the first time, and
the horror of confronting the altered faces of his

neighbors, was as dreadful to him as the antici-

pation of that awful exit from the Debtor's Door,
which is the last step but one into eternity, must
be to the condemned criminal.

"I shall go abroad," he said to his mother,
when he made his appearance in the western

drawing-room, a week after Edward's departure.
"I shall go on the Continent, mother; I have
taken a dislike to this place since that savage at-

tacked me the other day."
Mrs. Marchmont sighed.
"It will seem hard to lose you, Paul, now

that you are rich. You were so constant to us

through all our poverty; and we might be so

happy together now."
The artist was walking up and down the room,

with his hands in the pockets of his braided vel-

vet coat. He knew that in the conventional cos-

tume of a well-bred gentleman he showed to a

disadvantage among other men
;
and he affected

a picturesque and artistic style of dress, whose
brighter hues and looser outlines lighted up his

pale face, and gave a grace to his spare figure.
"You think it worth something, then, mo-

ther?" he said, presently, half-kneeling, half-

lounging in a deep cushioned easy-chair near
the table at which his mother sat.

" You think
our money is worth something to us ? All these

chairs and tables, this great rambling house, the

servants who wait upon us, and the carriages we
ride in, are worth something, are they not?

they make us happier, I suppose. I know I al-

ways thought such things made up the sum of hap-
piness when I was poor. I have Seen a hearse

going away from a rich man's door, carrying
his cherished wife, or his only son perhaps ;

and
I've thought,

' Ah ! but he has forty thousand a

year !' You are happier here than you were in

Charlotte Street eh, mother?"
Mrs. Marchmont was a Frenchwoman by

birth, though she had lived so long in London
as to become Anglicized. She only retained a

slight accent of her native tongue, and a good
deal more vivacity of look and gesture than is

common to Englishwomen. Her eldest daugh-
ter was sitting on the other side of the broad

fire-place. She was only a quieter and older

likeness of Lavinia Weston.
"Am I happier?" exclaimed Mrs. March-

mont. "Need you ask me the question, Paul?
But it is not so much for myself as for your sake

that I value all this grandeur."
She held out her long thin hand, which was

covered with rings, some old-fashioned and com-

paratively valueless, others lately purchased by
her devoted son, and very precious. The artist

took the shrunken fingers in his own and raised

them to his lips.

"I'm very glad that I've made you happy,
mother," he said; "that's something gained, at

any rate."

He left the fire-place, and walked slowly up
and down the room, stopping now and then to

look out at the wintry sky, or the flat expanse
of turf below it

;
but he was quite a different

creature to that which he had been before his

encounter with Edward Arundel. The chairs

and tables palled upon him. The mossy velvet

pile of the new carpets seemed to him like the

swampy ground of a morass. The dark-green

draperies of Genoa velvet deepened into black

with the growing twilight, and seemed as if they
had been fashioned out of palls.

What was it worth, this fine house, with the

broad flat before it ? Nothing, if he had lost the

respect and consideration of his neighbors. He
wanted to be a great man as well as a rich one.

He wanted admiration arid flattery, reverence

and esteem
;
not from poor people, whose esteem

and admiration were scarcely worth having, but

from wealthy squires, his equals or his superiors

by birth and fortune. He ground his teeth at

the thought of his disgrace. He had drunk of

the cup of triumph, and had tasted the very wine

of life
;
and at the moment when that cup was

fullest it had been snatched away from him by
the ruthless hand of his enemy.

Christmas came, and gave Paul Marchmont a

good opportunity of playing the country gentle-

man of the olden time. What was the cost of

a couple of bullocks, a few hogsheads of ale, and
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a wagon-load of coals, if by such a sacrifice the

master of the Towers could secure for himself

the admiration due to a public benefactor?

Paul gave carte blanche to the old servants
;
and

tents were erected on the lawn, and monstrous

bonfires blazed briskly in the frosty air
;
while

the populace, who would have accepted the

bounties of a new Nero fresh from Kthe burning
of a modern Rome, drank to the health of their

benefactor, and warmed themselves by the un-

limited consumption of strong beer.

Mrs. Marchmont and her invalid daughter as-

sisted Paul in his attempt to regain the popular-

ity he had lost upon the steps of the western ter-

race. The two women distributed square miles

of flannel and blunketing among greedy claim-

ants
; they gave scarlet cloaks and poke-bonnets

to old women
; they gave an insipid feast upon

temperance principles to the children of the Na-
tional Schools. And they had their reward

;
for

people began to say that this Paul Marchmont
was a very noble fellow after all, by Jove, Sir !

and that fellow Arundel must have been in the

wrong, Sir
;
and no doubt Marchmont had his

own reasons for not resenting the outrage, Sir
;

and a great deal more to the like effect.

After this roasting of the two bullocks the wind

changed altogether. Mr. Marchmont gave a

great dinner-party upon New-Year's Day. He
sent out thirty invitations, and had only two re-

fusals. So the long dining-room was filled with

all the notabilities of the district, and Paul held

his head up once more, and rejoiced in his own

grandeur. After all, one horsewhipping can not

annihilate a man with a fine estate and eleven

thousand a year, if he knows how to make a

splash with his money. OliviaMarchmont shared
in none of the festivals that were held. Her fa-

ther was very ill this winter; and she spent a

good deal of her time at Swampington Rectory,
sitting in Hubert Arundel's room, and reading
to him. But her presence brought very little

comfort to the sick man
;

for there was some-

thing in his daughter's manner that filled him
with inexpressible terror

;
and he would lie for

hours together watching her blank face, and

wondering at its horrible rigidity. What was
it? What was the dreadful secret which had
transformed this woman? He tormented him-
self perpetually with this question, but he could

imagine no answer to it. He did not know the

power which a master-passion has upon these

strong-minded women, whose minds are strong
because of their narrowness, and who are the

bonden slaves of one idea. He did not know
that in a breast which holds no pure affection

the master-fiend Passion rages like an all-de-

vouring flame, perpetually consuming its victim.

He did not know that in these violent and con-

centrative natures the line that separates reason
from madness is so feeble a demarkation that

very few can perceive the hour in which it is

passed.
Olivia Marchmont had never been the most

lively or delightful of companions. The tender-

ness which is the common attribute of a woman's
nature had not been given to her. She ought
to have been a great man. Nature makes these

mistakes now and then, and the victim expiates
the error. Hence come such imperfect histories

as that of English Elizabeth and Swedish Chris-

tina. The fetters that had bound Olivia's nar-

row life had eaten into her very soul, and can-
kered there. If she could have been Edward
Arundel's wife, she would have been the noblest
and truest wife that ever merged her identity
into that of another, and lived upon the refracted

glory of her husband's triumphs. She would
have been a Rachel Russell, a Mrs. Hutchinson,
a Lady Nithisdale, a Madame de Lavalette.
She would have been great by reason of her

power of self-abnegation : and there would have
been a strange charm in the aspect of this fierce

nature attuned to harmonize with its master's

soul, all the barbaric discords melting into melo-

dy, all the harsh combinations softening into

perfect music
; just as in Mr. Buckstone's most

poetic drama we are bewitched by the wild
huntress sitting at the feet of her lord, and ad-
mire her chiefly because we know that only that

one man upon all the earth could have had pow-
er to tame her. To any one who had known
Olivia's secret there could have been no sadder

spectacle than this of her decay. The mind and

body decayed together, bound by a mysterious

sympathy. All womanly roundness disappeared
from the spare figure, and Mrs. Marchmont's
black dresses hung about her in loose folds. Her
long, dead, black hair was pushed away from
her thin face, and twisted into a heavy knot at

the back of her head. Every charm that she

had ever possessed was gone. The oldest wo-
men generally retain some traits of their lost

beauty, some faint reflection of the sun that has

gone down to light up the soft twilight of age,
and even glimmer through the gloom of death.

But this woman's face retained no token of the

past. No empty hull, with shattered bulwarks
crumbled by the fury of fierce seas, cast on a
desert shore to rot and perish there, was ever

more complete a wreck than she was. Upon
her face and figure, in every look and gesture,
in the tone of every word she spoke, there was
an awful something, worse than the seal of death.

Little by little the miserable truth dawned upon
Hubert Arundel. His daughter was mad ! He
knew this

;
but he kept the dreadful knowledge

hidden in his own breast
;
a hideous secret, whose

weight oppressed him like an actual burden. He
kept the secret

;
for it would have seemed to him

the most cruel treason against his daughter to

have confessed his discovery to any living creat-

ure, unless it should be absolutely necessary to

do so. Meanwhile he set himselfto watch Olivia,

detaining her at the Rectory for a week together,
in order that he might see her in all moods, un-

der all phases.
He found that there were no violent or out-

rageous evidences of this mental decay. The
mind had given way under the perpetual press-
ure of one set of thoughts. Hubert Arundel,
in his ignorance of his daughter's secrets, could

not discover the cause of her decadence; but

that cause was very simple. If the body is a

wonderful and complex machine which must not

be tampered with surely if this is so, that still

more complex machine the mind must need care-

ful treatment. If such and such a course of diet

is fatal to the body's health, may not some

thoughts be equally fatal to the health of the

brain? may not a monotonous recurrence of the

same ideas be above all injurious? If by reason

of the peculiar nature of a man's labor he uses

one limb or one muscle more than the rest,*
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strange bosses rise up to testify to that ill-usage,

the idle limbs wither, and the harmonious per-
fection of Nature gives place to deformity. So
the brain, perpetually pressed upon, forever

strained to its utmost tension by the wearisome
succession of thoughts, becomes crooked and

one-sided, always leaning one way, continually

tripping up the wretched thinker.

John Marchmont's widow had only one set of

ideas. On every subject but that one which in-

volved Edward Arundel and his fortunes her

memory had decayed. She asked her father

the same questions commonplace questions re-

lating to his own comfort, or to simple house-

hold matters twenty times a day, always for-

getting that he had answered her. She had that

impatience as to the passage of time which is one

of the most painful signs of madness. She look-

ed at her watch ten times an hour, and would
wander out into the cheerless garden, indifferent

to the bitter weather, in order to look at the

clock in the church-steeple, under the impression
that her own watch, and her father's, and all the

time-keepers in the house, were slow.

She was sometimes restless, taking up one oc-

cupation after another, to throw all aside with

equal impatience, and sometimes immobile for

hours together. But as she was never violent,
never in any way unreasonable, Hubert Arun-
del had not the heart to call science to his aid,
and to betray her secret. The thought that his

daughter's malady might be cured never entered

his mind as within the range ofpossibility. There
was nothing to cure

;
no delusions to be exorcised

by medical treatment
;
no violent vagaries to be

held in check by drugs and nostrums. The

powerful intellect had decayed ;
its force and

clearness were gone. No drugs that ever grew
upon this earth could restore that which Avas lost.

This was the conviction which kept the rector

silent. It would have given him unutterable

anguish to have told his daughter's secret to any
living being ;

but he would have endured that

misery if she could have been benefited there-

by. He most firmly believed that she could

not, and that her state was irremediable.

"My poor girl!" he thought to himself
;
"how

proud I was of her ten years ago ! I can do no-

thing for her
; nothing except to love and cherish

her, and hide her humiliation from the world."

But Hubert Arundel was not allowed to do
even this much for the daughter he loved

;
for

when Olivia had been with him a little more
than a week, Paul Marchmont and his mother
drove over to Swampington Rectory one morn-

ing and carried her away with them. The rec-

tor then saw for the first time that his once

strong-minded daughter was completely under
the dominion of these two people, and that they
knew the nature of her malady quite as well as

he did. He resisted her return to the Towers
;

but his resistance was useless. She submitted
herself willingly to her new friends, declaring
that she was better in their house than anywhere
else. So she went back to her old suit of apart-

ments, and her old servant Barbara waited upon
her; and she sat alone in dead John March-
mont's study, listening to the January winds

shrieking in the quadrangle, the distant rooks

calling to each other among the bare branches
of the poplars, the banging of the doors in the

.corridor, and occasional gusts of laughter from

the open door of the dining-room, while Paul
Marchmont and his guests gave a jovial welcome
to the new year.
While the master of the Towers reasserted his

grandeur, and made stupendous efforts to regain
the ground he had lost, Edward Arundel wan-
dered far away in the depths of Brittany, trav-

eling on foot, and making himself familiar with
the simple peasants, who were ignorant of his

troubles. He had sent Mr. Morrison down to

Dangerfield with the greater part of his luggage ;

but he had not the heart to go back himself yet
a while. He was afraid of his mother's sympa-
thy, and he Avent away into the lonely Breton

villages to try and cure himself of his great
grief before he began life again as a soldier. It

was useless for him to strive against his voca-
tion. Nature had made him a soldier, and no-

thing else
;
and wherever there was a good cause

to be fought for his place was on the battle-field.

CHAPTER XXXII.

MISS LAWFORD SPEAKS HER MIND.

MAJOR LAWFORD and his blue-eyed daughters
were not among those guests who accepted Paul
Marchmont's princely hospitalities. Belinda Law-
ford had never heard the story of Edward's lost

bride as he himself could have told it
;
but she

had heard an imperfect version of the sorrowful

history from Letitia, and that young lady had
informed her friend of Edward's animus against
the new master of the Towers.
"The poor dear foolish boy will insist upon

thinking that Mr. Marchmont was at the bottom
of it all," she had said, in a confidential chat

with Belinda, "somehow or other
;
but whether

he was, or whether he wasn't, I'm sure I can't

say. But if one attempts 'to take Mr. March-
mont's part with Edward, he does get so violent

and go on so, that one's obliged to say all sorts

of dreadful things about Mary's cousin for the

sake of peace. But, really, when I saw him one

day in Kemberling, with a black velvet shooting-

coat, and his beautiful smooth white hair and
auburn mustache, I thought him most interest-

ing. And so would you, Belinda, if you weren't

so wrapped up in that doleful brother of mine."

Whereupon, of course, Miss Lawford had been

compelled to declare that she was not "wrapped
up" in Edward, whatever state of feeling that

obscure phrase might signify ;
and to express,

by the vehemence of her denial, that, ifany thing,
she rather detested Miss Arundel's brother. By-
the-by, did you ever know a young lady who
could understand the admiration aroused in the

breast of other young ladies for that most un-

interesting object, a brother? Or a gentleman
who could enter with any warmth of sympathy
into his friend's feelings respecting the auburn

tresses or the Grecian nose of "a sister?" Be-
linda Lawford, I say, knew something of the

story of Mary Arundel's death, and she implored
her 'father to reject all hospitalities offered by
Paul Marchmont.
"You won't go to" the Towers, papa dear?"

she said, with her hands clasped upon her fa-

ther's arm, her cheeks kindling, and her eyes fill-

ing with tears as she spoke to him
; "you won't

go and sit at Paul Marchmont's table, and drink
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his wine, and shake hands with him ? I know
that he had something to do with Mary Arun-
del's death. He had, indeed, papa. I don't

mean any thing that the world calls crime
;
I

taking their ideas, and only telling them so mucli
as it was necessary for them to know in order
that they might be useful to him. Paul March-
mont's life was regulated by a few rules, so sim-

don't mean any act of open violence. But he
j pie that a child might have learned them

;
in-

was cruel to her, papa ;
he was cruel to her. He

tortured her and tormented her until she
" The

girl paused for a moment, and her voice faltered

a little.
' '

Oh, how I wish that I had known her,

papa," she cried, presently, "that I might have
stood by her and comforted her all through that

sad time!"
The major looked down at his daughter with

a tender smile a smile that was a little signifi-

cant perhaps' but full of love and admiration.
" You would have stood by Arundel's poor lit-

tle wife, my dear?'' he said. "You would stand

by her noiv, if she were alive, and needed your
friendship?"

"I would indeed, papa," Miss Lawford an-

swered, resolutely.
"I believe it, my dear; I believe it with all

my heart. You are a good girl, my Linda
; you

,

are a noble girl. You are as good as a son to

me, my dear."

Major Lawford was silent for a few minutes,

holding his daughter in his arms and pressing
his lips upon her broad forehead.

" You are fit to be a soldier's daughter, my
darling," he said, "or or a soldier's wife."

He kissed her once more, and then left her,

sighing thoughtfully as he went away.
This is how it was that neither Major Law-

ford nor any of his family were present at those

splendid entertainments which Paul Marchmont
gave to his new friends. Mr. Marchmont knew
almost as well as the Lawfovds themselves why
they did not come, and the absence of them at

his glittering board made his bread bitter to him
and his wine tasteless. He wanted these people
as much as the otners more than the others

perhaps ;
for they had been Edward Arundel's

friends
;
and he wanted them to turn their backs

upon the young man, and join in the general

outcry against his violence and brutality. The
absence of Major Lawford at the lighted ban-

quet-table tormented this modern rich man as

the presence of Mordecai at the gate tormented
Haman. It was not enough that all the others

should come if these staid away, and by their

absence tacitly testified to their contempt for the

master of the Towers.
He met Belinda sometimes on horseback with

the old
gray-lidded groom behind her, a fearless

young Amazon,, breasting the January winds,
with her blue e

blowing away
and looked out at her from the luxurious ba-

rouche in which it was his pleasure to loll by his

eyes sparkling, and her auburn hair

from her candid face
;
he met her,

deed I regret to say that some children are very
apt pupils in that school of philosophy to which
the master of Marchmont Towers belonged, and
cause astonishment to their elders by the pre-

cocity of their intelligence. Mr. Marchmont
might have inscribed upon a very small scrap
of parchment the moral maxims by which he

regulated his dealings with mankind.

"Always conciliate," said this philosopher.
"Never tell an unnecessary lie. Be agreeable
and generous to those who serve you. N.B. No
good carpenter would allow his tools to get

rusty. Make yourself master of the opinions
of others, but hold your own tongue. Seek to

obtain the maximum of enjoyment with the
minimum of risk."

Such golden saws as these did Mr. March-
mont make for his own especial guidance ;

and
he hoped to pass smoothly onward upon the rail-

way of life, riding in a first-class carriage, on
the greased wheels of a very easy conscience.

As for any unfortunate fellow-travelers pitched
put of the carriage-window in the course of the

journey, or left lonely and helpless at desolate

stations on the way, Providence, and not Mr.

Marchmont, was responsible for their welfare.

Paul had a high appreciation of Providence,
and was fond of talking very piously, as some

people said
; very impiously, as others secretly

thought about the inestimable Wisdom which

governed all the affairs of this lower world. No-

where, according to the artist, had the hand of

Providence been more clearly visible than in this

matter about Paul's poor little cousin Mary. If

Providence had intended John Marchmont's

daughter to be a happy bride, a happy wife, the

prosperous mistress of that stately habitation,

why all that sad business of old Mr. Arundel's

sudden illness, Edward's hurried journey, the

railway accident, and all the complications that

had thereupon arisen? Nothing would have
been easier than for Providence to have prevent-
ed all this

;
and then he, Paul, would have been

still in Charlotte Street, Fitzroy Square, patient-

ly waiting for a friendly lift upon the high road
of life. Nobody could say that he had ever been
otherwise than patient. Nobody could say that

he had ever intruded himself upon his rich cous-

ins at the Towers, or had been heard to speculate

upon his possible inheritance of the estate
;
or

that he had, in short, done any thing but that

which the best, truest, most conscientious and
disinterested of mankind should do.

In the course of that bleak, frosty January,
Mr. Marchmont sent his mother and his sistermother's side, half buried among soft furry rugs

and sleek leopard-skins, making the chilly at-
!
Lavinia to make a call at the Grange. The

mospherc through which he rode odorous with

the scent of perfumed hair, and smiling over

cruelly delicious criticisms in newly-cut reviews.

He looked out at this fearless girl, whose friends

so obstinately stood by Edward Arundel
;
and

the cold contempt upon Miss Lawford's face cut

him more keenly than the sharpest wind of that

bitter January.
Then he took counsel with his womankind,

not telling them his thoughts, fears, doubts, or

wishes it was not his habit to do that but

Grange people had never called upon Mrs.

Marchmont
;
but Paul did not allow any flimsy

ceremonial law to stand in his way when he had
a pui-pose to achieve,

the Grange and were
So the ladies went to

politely received
;

for

Miss Lawford and her mother were a great deal

too innocent and noble-minded to imagine that

these pale-faced, delicate-looking women could

have had any part, either directly or indirectly, in

that cruel treatment which had driven Edward's

young wife from her home. Mrs. Marchmont
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and Mrs. Western were kindly received, there-

fore ;
and in a little conversation with Belinda

about birds, and dahlias, and worsted-work,
and the most innocent subjects imaginable, the

wily Lavinia contrived to lead up to Miss Le-
titia Arundel, and thence, by the easiest conver-

sational short cut, to Edward and his lost wife.

Mrs. Weston was obliged to bring her cambric

handkerchief out of her muff when she talked

about her cousin Mary; but she was a clever

woman, and she had taken to heart Paul's pet
maxim about the folly of unnecessary lies

;
and

she was so candid as to entirely disarm Miss

Lawford, who had a school-girlish notion that

every kind of hypocrisy and falsehood was out-

wardly visible in a servile and slavish manner.
She was not upon her guard against those prac-
ticed adepts in the art of deception, who have
learned to make that subtle admixture of truth

and falsehood which defy detection, like some
fabrics in whose woof silk and cotton are so cun-

ningly blended that only a practiced eye can dis-

cover the inferior material.

So when Lavinia dried her eyes and put her

handkerchief back in her muff, and said, be-

twixt laughing and crying,
"Now you know, my dear Miss Lawford,

you mustn't think that I would for a moment

Sretend
to be sorry that my brother has come

ito this fortune. Of course any such pretense
as that would be ridiculous, and quite useless

into the bargain, as it isn't likely any body
would believe me. Paul is a dear, kind creat-

ure, the best of brothers, the most affectionate

of sons, and deserves any good fortune that

could fall to his lot
;
but I am truly sorry for

that poor little girl. I am truly sorry, believe

me, Miss Lawford
;
and I only regret that Mr.

Weston and I did not come to Kemberling soon-

er, so that I might have been a friend to the

poor little thing ;
for then, you know, I might

have prevented that foolish runaway match, out

of which almost all the poor child's troubles

arose. Yes, Miss Lawford
;
I wish I had been

able to befriend that unhappy child, although by
my so doing Paul would have been kept out of

the fortune he now enjoys for some time, at

any rate. I say for some time, because I do not

believe that Mary Marchmont would have lived

to be old under the happiest circumstances. Her
mother died very young; and her father, and
her father's father, were consumptive."
Then Mrs. Weston took occasion, incidentally

of course, to allude to her brother's goodness ;

but even then she was on her guard, and took
care not to say too much.
"The worst actors are those who overact their

parts." That was another of Paul Marchmont's

golden maxims.
"I don't know what my brother may be to the

rest of the world," Lavinia said, "but I know
how good he is to those who belong to him. I

should be ashamed to tell you all he has done for

Mr. Weston and me. He gave me this cashmere
shawl at the beginning of the winter, and a set

of sables fit for a duchess ; though I told him

they were not at all the thing for a village sur-

geon's wife, who keeps only one servant and
dusts her own best parlor."
And Mrs. Marchmont talked of her son, with

no loud enthusiasm, but with a tone of quiet
conviction that was worth any money to Paul.

To have an innocent person, some one not in

the secret, to play a small part in the com-

edy of his life was a desideratum with the art-

ist. His mother had always been this person,
this unconscious actor, instinctively falling into

the action of the play, and shedding real tears,
and smiling actual smiles the most useful as-

sistant to a great schemer.

But during the whole of the visit nothing was
said as to Paul's conduct toward his unhappy
cousin

; nothing was said either to praise or to

exculpate ;
and when Mrs. Marchmont and her

daughter drove away in one of the new equi-

pages which Paul had selected for his mother

they left only a vague impression in Belinda's

breast. She didn't quite know what to think.

These people were so frank and candid, they
had spoken of Paul with such real affection,
that it was almost impossible to doubt them.
Paul Marchmont might be a bad man, but his

mother and sister loved him, and surely they
were ignorant of his wickedness.

Mrs. Lawford troubled herself very little about
this unexpected morning call. She was an ex-

f

cellent, warm-hearted, domestic creature, and

thought a great deal more about the grand ques-
tion as to whether she should have new damask
curtains for the drawing-room, or send the old

ones to be dyed; or whether she should with-

draw her custom from the Kemberling grocer,
whose "best black" at four and sixpence was

really now so very inferior; or whether Belin-

da's summer silk-dress could be cut down into a

frock for Isabella to wear in the winter even-

ings than about the rights or wrongs of that

story of the horsewhipping which had been ad-

ministered to Mr. Marchmont.
"I'm sure those Marchmont Towers people

seem very nice, my dear," the lady said to Be-

linda, "and I really wish your papa would go
and dine there. You know I like him to dine

out a good deal in the winter, Linda; not that

I want to save the housekeeping money, only it

is so difficult to vary the dinners for a man who
has been in the army, and has had mess-dinners

and a French cook."

But Belinda stuck fast to her colors. She
was a soldier's daughter, as her father said, and
she was almost as good as a son. The major
meant this latter remark for very high praise ;

for the great grief of his 'life had been the want
of a boy's brave face at his fireside. She was as

good as a son
;
that is to say, she was braver

and more outspoken than most w>men, although
she was feminine and gentle wnhal, and by no
means strong-minded. She would have faint-

ed, perhaps, at the first sight of blood upon a
battle-field

;
but she would have bled to death

with the calm heroism of a martyr rather than

have been false to a noble cause.

"I think papa is quite right not to go to

Marchmont Towers, mamma," she said; the

artful minx omitted to state that it was by rea-

son of her entreaties her father had staid away.
"I think he is quite right. Mrs. Marchmont
and Mrs. Weston may be very nice, and of course

it isn't likely they would be cruel to poor young
Mrs. Arundel

;
but I know that Mr. Marchmont

must have been unkind to that poor girl, or Mr.

Arundel would never have done what he did."

It is in the nature of good and brave men to

lay down their masculine rights when they leavo
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their hats in the hall, and to submit themselves

meekly to feminine government. It is only the

whippersnapper, the sneak, the coward out of

doors, who is a tyrant at home. See how meek-

ly the Conqueror of Italy went home to his

charming Creole wife ! See how pleasantly the

Liberator of Italy lolls in the carriage of his

golden-haired Empress, when the young trees

in that fair wood beyond the triumphal arch are

green in the bright spring weather, and all the

hired vehicles in Paris are making toward the

cascade ! Major Lawford's wife was too gentle,
and too busy with her store-room and her do-
mestic cares, to tyrannize over her lord and mas-
ter

;
but the major was duly hen-pecked by his

blue-eyed daughters, and went here and there

as they dictated.

So he staid away from Marchmont Towers to

please Belinda, and only said, "Haw," "Yes,"
" Ton my honor, now !"

" Bless my soul !" when
his friends told him of the magnificence of Paul's

dinners.

But although the major and his eldest daugh-
ter did not encounter Mr. Marchmont in his own
'house, they met him sometimes on the neutral

ground of other people's dining-rooms, and upon
one especial evening at a pleasant little dinner-

party given by the rector of the parish in which
the Grange was situated.

Paul made himself particularly agreeable upon
this occasion

;
but in the brief interval before

dinner he was absorbed in a conversation with
Mr. Davenant, the rector, upon the subject of

ecclesiastical architecture he knew every thing,
and could talk about every thing, this dear Paul

and made no attempt to approach Miss Law-
ford. He only looked at her now and then, with
a furtive, oblique glance out of his almond-

shaped, pale-gray eyes ;
a glance that was wise-

ly hidden by the light auburn lashesv for it had
an unpleasant resemblance to the leer of an evil-

natured sprite. Mr. Marchmont contented him-
self with keeping this furtive watch upon Belin-

da, while she talked gayly with the rector's two
daughters in a pleasant corner near the piano ;

and as the artist took Mrs. Davenant down to

the dining-room, and sat next her at dinner, he
had no opportunity of fraternizing with Belinda

during that meal
;
for the young lady was divid-

ed from him by the whole length of the table,

and, moreover, very much occupied by the ex-
clusive attentions of two callow-looking officers

from the nearest garrison-town, who were afflict-

ed with extreme youth, and were painfully con-
scious of their degraded state, but tried notwith-

standing to carry it off with a high hand, and
affected the opinions of used-up fifty.

Mr. Marchmont had none of his womankind
with him at this dinner

;
for his mother and in-

valid sister had neither of them felt strong enough
to come, and Mr. and Mrs. Weston had "not been
invited. The artist's special object in coming
to this dinner was the conquest of Miss Belinda
Lawford. She sided with Edward Arundel

against him. She must be made to believe Ed-
ward wrong, and'himself right ;

or she might go
about spreading her opinions, and doing him
mischief. Beyond that, he had another idea about
this auburn-haired, blue-eyed Belinda

;
and he

looked to this dinner as likely to afford him an

opportunity of laying the foundation of a very
diplomatic scheme, in which MissLawford should

unconsciously become his tool. He was vexed
at being placed apart from her at the dinner-

table, but he concealed his vexation; and he
was aggravated by the rector's old-fashioned

hospitality, which detained the gentlemen over
their wine for some time after the ladies left the

dining-room. But the opportunity that he want-
ed came nevertheless, and in a manner that he
had not anticipated.
The two callow defenders of their country had

sneaked out of the dining-room, and rejoined the
ladies in the cozy countrified drawing-rooms.
They had stolen away, these two young men

;

for they were oppressed by the weight of a fear-

ful secret. They couldn't drink claret ! No ;

they had tried to like it
; they had smacked their

lips and winked their eyes both at once, for

even winking with one eye is an accomplishment
scarcely compatible with extreme youth over

vintages that had seemed to them like a happy
admixture of red ink and green-gooseberry juice.
They had perjured their boyish souls with hideous
falsehoods as to their appreciation of pale tawny
port, light dry wines, 42 ports, 45 ports ;

when
in the secret recesses of their minds they af-

fected sweet and "slab" compounds sold by
publicans, and facetiously called "our prime old

port, at four and sixpence." They were very
young, these beardless soldiers. They liked

strawberry ices, and were on the verge of insol-

vency from a predilection for clammy-bath-buns,
jam-tarts, and cherry-brandy. They liked gor-

geous waistcoats
;
and patent-leather boots in a

state of virgin brilliancy ;
and little bouquets in

their button-holes; and a deluge of millefleurs

upon their flimsy handkerchiefs. They were very
young ;

the men they met at dinner-parties to-

day had tipped them at Eton or Woolwich only
yesterday, as it seemed, and remembered it and
despised them. It was only a few months since

they had been snubbed for calling the Douro a
mountain in Switzerland, and the Himalayas a
cluster of islands in the Pacific, at horrible viva

voce examinations, in which the cold perspira-
tion had bedewed their pallid young cheeks.

They were delighted to get away from those

elderly creatures in the rector's dining-room to

the snug little back drawing-room, where Belin-

da Lawford and the two Miss Dayenants were

murmuring softly in the fire-light, like young
turtles in a sheltered dove-cot

;
while the mat-

rons in the larger apartment sipped their coffee,
and conversed in low, awful voices about the

iniquities of house-maids and the insubordina-

tion of gardeners and grooms.
Belinda and her two companions were very

polite to the helpless young wanderers from the

dining-room ;
and they talked pleasantly enough

of all manner of things, until somehow or other

the conversation came round to the Marchmont
Towers scandal, and Edward's treatment of his

lost wife's kinsman.
One of the young men had been present at the

hunting-breakfast on that bright October morn-

ing, and he was not a little proud of his superior

acquaintance with the whole business.
"

I was the-aw, Miss Lawford," he said. "I
was on the tew-wace after bweakfast and a

vewy excellent bweakfast it was, I ass-haw you ;

the still Moselle was weally admiwable, and
Marchmont has some Madewa that immeasura-

bly surpasses any thing I can induce my wine-
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merchant to send me I was on the tew-wace,
and I saw Awundel comin' up the steps, awful

pale, and gwaspin' his whip-; and I was a wit-

ness of all the west that occurred; and if I'd

been Marchmont I should have shot Awundel
before he left the pawk, if I'd had to swing fow

it, Miss Lawford ;
for I should have felt, b' Jove,

that my own sense of honaw demanded the sac-

wifice. Howevaw, Marchmont seems a vewy
good fella

;
so I suppose it's all wight as far as

he goes ;
but it was a bwutal business altogethaw,

and that fella Awundel must be a scoundwel."
Belinda could not bear this. She had borne

a great deal already. She had been obliged to

sit by very often, and hear Edward Arundel's
conduct discussed by Thomas, Richard, and

Henry, or any body else who chose to talk about
it

;
and she had been patient, and had held her

peace, with her heart bumping indignantly in

her breast, and passionate crimson blushes burn-

ing her cheeks. But she could not submit to hear
a beardless, pale-faced, and rather weak-eyed
young ensign who had never done any greater
service for his Queen and country than to cry
"SHUDD RUPH !" to a detachment ofraw recruits

in a barrack-yard, in the early bleakness of a
winter's morning take upon himself to blame
Edward Arundel, the brave soldier, the noble In-

dian hero, the devoted lover and husband, the

valiant avenger of his dead wife's wrongs.
"I don't think you know any thing of the

real story, Mr. Pallisser,
" Belinda said, boldly, to

the half-fledged ensign. "If you did, I'm sure

you would admire Mr. Arundel's conduct instead

of blaming it. Mr. Marchmont fully deserved

the disgrace which Edward which Mr. Arundel
inflicted upon him."
The words were still upon her lips when Paul

Marchmont himself came softly through the

flickering fire-light to the low chair upon which
Belinda sat. He came behind her, and, laying
his hand lightly upon the scroll-work at the back
of her chair, bent over her, and said, in a low,
confidential voice :

"You are a noble girl, Miss Lawford; I am
sorry that you should think ill of me

;
but I like

you for having spoken so frankly. You are a
most noble girl. You are

worthy
to be your fa-

ther's daughter."
This was said with a tone of suppressed emo-

tion
;
but it was quite a random shot. Paul

didn't know any thing about the major, except
that he had a comfortable income, drove a neat

dog-cart, and was often seen riding on the flat

Lincolnshire roads with his eldest
'

daughter.
For all Paul knew to the contrary, Major Law-
ford might have been the veriest bully and cow-
ard who ever made those about him miserable

;

but Mr. Marchmont's tone as good as expressed
that he was intimately acquainted with the old

soldier's career, and had long admired and loved

him. It was one of Paul's happy inspirations,
this allusion to Belinda's father

;
one of those

bright touches of color laid on with a skillful

recklessness, and giving sudden brightness to the

whole picture ;
a little spot of vermilion dabbed

upon the canvas with the point of the pallet-

knife, and lighting up all the landscape with
sunshine.

"You know my father?" said Belinda, sur-

prised.
"Who does not know him?" cried the artist.

" Do you think, Miss Lawford, that it
iq neces-

sary to sit at a man's dinner-table before you
know what he is ?. I know your father to be a

good man and a brave soldier, as well as I know
that the Duke of Wellington is a great general,
though I never dined at Apsley House. I re-

spect your father, Miss Lawford
;
and I have

been very much distressed by his evident avoid-
ance of me and mine."

This was coming to the point at once. Mr.
Marchmont's manner was candor itself. Be-
linda looked^ at him with widely-opened, won-

dering eyes. She was looking for the evidence
of his wickedness in his face. I think she half

expected that Mr. Marchmont would have cork-
ed eyebrows, and a slouched hat like a stage
ruffian. She was so innocent, this simple young
Belinda, that she imagined wicked people must

necessarily look wicked.
Paul Marchmont saw the wavering of her

mind in that half-puzzled expression, and he
went on boldly.
"I like your father, Miss Lawford," he said;

" I like him, and I respect him
;
and I want to

know him. Other people may misunderstand

me, if they please. I can't help their opinions.
The truth is generally strongest in the end

;
and

I can afford to wait. But I can not afford to

forfeit the friendship of a man I esteem
;
I can

not afford to be misunderstood by your father,
Miss Lawford; and I have been very much
pained yes, very much pained by the manner
in which the major has repelled my little at-

tempts at friendliness."

Belinda's heart smote her. She knew that it

was her influence that had kept her father away
from Marchmont Towers. This young lady was

very conscientious. She was a Christian, too
3

and a certain sentence touching wrongful judg-
ments rose^up against her while Mr. Marchmont
was speaking. If she had wronged this man

;

if Edward Arundel had been misled by his pas-
sionate grief for Mary ;

if she had been deluded

by Edward's error how very badly Mr. March-
mont had been treated between them ! She
didn't say any thing, but sat looking thought-
fully at the fire

;
and Paul saw that she was

more and more perpjexed. This was just what
the artist wanted. To talk his antagonist into

a state of intellectual fog was almost always his

manner of commencing an argument.
Belinda was silent, and Paul seated himself

in a chair close to hers. The callow ensigns
had gone into the lamp-lit front drawing-room,
and were busy turning over the leaves and nev-

er turning them over at the right moment of a

thundering duet which the Misses Davenant were

performing for the edification of their papa's vis-

itors. Miss Lawford and Mr. Marchmont were

alone, therefore, in that cozy inner chamber, and
a very pretty picture they made: the auburn-

haired girl, and the pale, sentimental-looking
artist sitting side by side in the glow of the low

fire, with a back-ground of crimson curtains and

gleaming picture-frames; winter flowers piled
in grim Indian jars ;

the fitful light flickering
now and then upon one sharp angle of the high
carved mantle -

piece, with all its litter of an-

tique china; and the rest of the room in som-

bre shadow. Paul had the field all to himself,

and felt that victory would be easy. He began
to talk about Edward Aruudel,
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If he had said one word against the young
soldier, I think this impetuous girl, who had not

yet learned to count the cost of what she did,

would have been passionately eloquent in defense

of her friend's brother for no other reason than

that he was the brother of her friend, of course
;

what other reason should she have for defending
Mr. Arundel?
But Paul Marchmont did not give her any

occasion for indignation. On the contrary, he

spoke in praise of the hot-headed young soldier

who had assaulted him, making all manner of

excuses for the young man's violence, and using
that tone of calm superiority Avith which a man
of the world might naturally talk about a fool-

ish boy.
"He has been very unreasonable, Miss Law-

ford," Paul said, by-and-by ;
"he has been very

unreasonable, and has most grossly insulted me.

But, in spite of all, I believe him to be a very
noble young fellow, and I can not find it in my
heart to be really angry with him. What his

particular grievance against me may be I really
do not know."
The furtive glance from the long, narrow gray

eyes kept close watch upon Belinda's face as

Paul said this. Mr. Marchmont wanted to as-

certain exactly how much Belinda knew of that

grievance of Edward's
;
but he could see per-

plexity only in her face. She knew nothing defin-

ite, therefore
;
she had only heard Edward talk

vaguely of his wrongs. Paul Marchmont was
convinced of this, and he went on boldly now,
for he felt that the ground was all clear before

him.
"This foolish young soldier chooses to be an-

gry with me because of a calamity which I was
as powerless to avert as to prevent that accident

upon the Southwestern Railway by which Mr.
Arundel so nearly lost his life. I can not tell

you how sincerely I regret the misconception that

has arisen in his mind. Because I have profit-

ed by the death of John Marchmont's daughter
this impetuous young husband imagines what ?

I can not answer that question ;
nor can he him-

self, it seems, since he has made no definite state-

ment of his wrongs to any living being.
"

The artist looked more sharply than ever at

Belinda's listening face. There was no change
in its expression. The same wondering look,
the same perplexity that was all.

"When I say that I regret the young man's

folly, Miss Lawford,
" Paul continued,

' ' believe

me it is chiefly on his account rather than my
own. Any insult which he can inflict upon me
can only rebound upon himself, since every body
in Lincolnshire knows that I am in the right,

and he in the wrong."
Mr. Marchmont was going on very smoothly ;

but at this point Miss Lawford, who had by no

means deserted her colors, interrupted his easy

progress.
"It remains to be proved who is right and

who wrong, Mr. Marchmont," she said. "Mr.
Arundel is the brother of my friend. I can not

easily believe him to have done wrong."
Paul looked at her with a smile a smile thai

brought hot blushes to her face
;
but she returned

his look without flinching. The brave blue eyes
looked fall at the narrow gray eyes sheltered un-

der pale auburn lashes, and their steadfast gaze
did not waver.

"Ah, Miss Lawford," said the artist, still

smiling, "when a young man is handsome,
brave, chivalrous, and generous-hearted, it is

very difficult to convince a woman that he can
do wrong. Edward Arundel has done wrong.
His ultra-Quixotism has made him blind to the

folly of his own acts. I can afford to forgive
him. But I repeat that I regret his infatuation

about this poor lost girl far more upon his ac-

count than on my own
;
for I know at least, I

venture to think that a way lies open to him
of a happier and a better life than he could ever

have known with my poor childish cousin Mary
Marchmont. I have reason to know that he has
formed another attachment, and that it is only
a chivalrous delusion about that poor girl

whom he was never really in love with, and
whom he only married because of some roman-
ic notion inspired by my cousin John that

withholds him from that other and brighter

jrospect."
He was silent for a few moments, and then he

said, hastily,
'Pardon me, Miss Lawford

;
I have been be-

trayed into saying much that I had better have
eft unsaid, more especially to you. I

"

He hesitated a little, as if embarrassed, and
then rose and looked into the next room, where
the duet had been followed by a solo.

One of the rector's daughters came toward
the inner drawing-room, followed by a callow

ensign.
" We want Belinda to sing," exclaimed Miss

Davenant. "We want you to sing, you tire-

some Belinda, instead of hiding yourself in that

dark room all the evening."
Belinda came out of the darkness with her

cheeks flushed and her eyelids drooping. Her
heart was beating so fast as to make it quite im-

possible to speak just yet, or to sing either. But
she sat down before the piano, and, with hands

that trembled in spite of herself, began to play
one of her pet sonatas.

Unhappily Beethoven requires precision of

touch in the pianist who is bold enough to seek

to interpret him; and upon this occasion I am
compelled to admit that Miss Lawford's finger-

ing was eccentric, not to say ridiculous in com-

mon parlance, she made a mess of it
;
and just

as she was going to break down, friendly Clara

Davenant cried out,
"That won't do, Belinda! We want you to

sing, not to play. You are trying to cheat us.

We would rather have one of Moore's melodies

than all Beethoven's sonatas."

So Miss Lawford, still blushing, with her eye-
lids still drooping, played Sir John Stevenson's

simple symphony, and, in a fresh swelling voice

that filled the room with melody, began :

"Oh, the days are gone when beauty bright

My heart's chain wove;
When my dream of life, from morn till nfeht,
Was love, still love I

11

And Paul Marchmont, sitting at the other

end of the room turning over Miss Davenant's

scrap-book, looked up through his auburn lashes,

and smiled at the beaming face of the singer.

He felt that he had improved the occasion.

"I am not afraid of Miss Lawford now," he

thought to himself.

This candid, fervent girl was only another

piece in the schemer's game of chess, and he
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saw a way of making her useful in the attain-

ment of that great end which, in the strange

simplicity of cunning, he believed to be the one

purpose of every man's life Self-Aggrandize-
ment.

It never for a moment entered into his mind
that Edward Arundel was any more real than he
was himself. There can be no perfect compre-
hension where there is no sympathy. Paul be-

lieved that Edward had tried to become master
of Mary Marchmont's heritage, and had failed,
and was angry because of his failure. He be-

lieved this passionate young man to be a schemer
like himself, only a little more impetuous and

blundering in his manner of going to work.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER.

THE March winds were blowing among the

oaks in Dangerfield Park, when Edward Arun-
del went back to the house which had never

been his home since his boyhood. He went
back because he had grown weary of lonely
wanderings in that strange Breton country.
He had grown weary of himself, and of his own
thoughts. He was worn out by the eager desire

that devoured him by day and by night the

passionate yearning to be far away beyond that

low Eastern horizon line
; away amidst the car-

nage and riot of an Indian battle-field.

So he went back at last to his mother, who
had written to him again and again, imploring
him to return to her, and to 1'est, and to be hap-
py in the familiar household where he was be-

loved. He left his luggage at the little inn

where the coach that had brought him from Ex-
eter stopped, and then he walked quietly home-
ward in the gloaming. The' early spring even-

ing was bleak and chill. The blacksmith's fire

roared at him as he went by the smithy. All the

lights ia the queer latticed windows twinkled and
blinked at him, as if in friendly welcome to the

wanderer. He remembered them all : the quaint,

misshapen, lop-sided roofs; the tumble -down

chimneys ;
the low doorways, that had sunk

down below the level of the village street, until

all the front parlors became cellars, and strange

pedestrians butted their heads against the flower-

pots in the bedroom windows
;
the withered iron

frame and pitiful oil-lamp hung out at the cor-

ner of the street, and making a faint spot of fee-

ble light upon the rugged pavement ; mysterious
little shops in diamond-paned parlor windows,
where Dutch dolls and stationery, stale ginger-
bread and pickled-cabbage, were mixed up with
wooden peg-tops, rickety paper-kites, green ap-

ples, and string they were all familiar to him.
It had been a fine thing once to come into this

village with Letitia, and buy stale gingerbread
and rickety kites of a snuffy old pensioner of his

mother's. The kites had always stuck in the

upper branches of the oaks, and the gingerbread
had invariably choked him

;
but with the mem-

ory of the kites and gingerbread came back all

the freshness of his youth, and he looked with a

pensive tenderness at the homely little shops, the
merchandise flickering in the red fire-light, that
filled each quaint interior with a genial glow of

warmth and color.

He passed unquestioned by a wicket at the
side of the great gates. The fire-light was rosy
in the windows of the lodge, and he heard a wo-
man's voice singing a monotonous song to a

sleepy child. Every where in this pleasant En-
gland there seemed to be the glow of cottage-

fires, and friendliness, and love, and home. The
young man sighed as he remembered that great
stone mansion far away in dismal Lincolnshire,
and thought how happy he might have been in

this bleak spring twilight, if he could have sat

by Mary Marchmont's side in the western draw-

ing-room, watching the fire-light and the shad-
ows trembling on her fair young face.

It never had been, and it never was to be.

The happiness of a home
;
the sweet sense of

ownership ;
the delight of dispensing pleasure to

others
;

all the simple domestic joys which make
life beautiful had never been known to John
Marchmont's daughter since that early time in

which she shared her father's lodging in Oakley
Street, and went out in the cold December morn-

ing to buy rolls for Edward ArundePs breakfast.

Erom the bay-window of his mother's favorite

sitting-room the same red light that he had seen
in every lattice in the village streamed out upon
the growing darkness of the lawn. There was
a half-glass door leading into a little lobby near
this sitting-room. Edward Arundel opened it

and went in, very quietly. He expected to find

his mother and his sister in the room with the

bay-window.
The door of this familiar apartment was ajar ;

he pushed it open and went in. It was a very

pretty room, and all the womanly litter of open
books and music, needle-work and drawing ma-
terials, made it homelike. The fire-light flick-

ered upon every thing on the pictures and pic-

ture-frames, the black oak paneling, the open
piano, a cluster of snow-drops in a tall glass on
the table, the scattered worsteds by the embroid-

ery-frame, the sleepy dogs upon the hearth-rug.
A young lady stood in the bay-window with her
back to the fire. Edward Arundel crept softly

up to her, and put his arm round her waist.

"Letty."
It was not Letitia, but a young lady with very

blue eyes, who blushed scarlet, and turned upon
the young man rather fiercely ;

and then recog-

nizing him, dropped into the nearest chair, and

began to tremble and grow pale.
"I am sorry I startled you, Miss Lawford,"

Edward said, gently; "I really thought you
were my sister. I did not even know that you
were here."

"No, of course not. I you didn't startle

me much, Mr. Arundel, only you were not ex-

pected home. I thought you were far away in

Brittany. I had no idea that there was 'any
chance of your returning. I thought you meant
to be away all the summer

;
Mrs. Arundel told

me so."

Belinda Lawford said all this in that fresh

girlish voice which was familiar to Mr. Arun-
del

;
but she was still very pale, and she still

trembled a little, and there was something al-

most apologetic in the way in which she assured

Edward that she had believed he would be abroad

throughout the summer. It seemed almost as

if she had said : "I did not come here because

I thought I should see you. I had no thought
or hope of meeting you."
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But Edward Arundel was not a coxcomb,
and he was very slow to understand any such

signs as these. He saw that he had startled

the young lady, and that she had turned pale
and trembled as she recognized him

;
and he

looked at her with a half-wondering, half-pen-
sive expression in his face.

She blushed as he looked at her. She went
to the table and began to gather together the

silks and worsteds, as if the arrangement of her

work-basket were a matter of vital importance,
to be achieved at any sacrifice of politeness.
Then suddenly remembering that she ought to

say something to Mr. Arundel, she gave evi-

dence of the originality of her intellect by the

following remark :

" How surprised Mrs. Arundel and Letitia

will be to see you !

"

Even as she said this her eyes were still bent

upon the skeins of worsted in her hand.
"Yes

;
I think they will be surprised. I did

not mean to come home until the autumn. But
I got so tired of wandering about a strange coun-

try alone. Where are they my mother and
Letitia?"

"They have gone down the village to the

school. They will be back to tea. Your brother

is away ;
and we dine at three o'clock, and

drink tea at eight. It is so much pleasanter
than dining late."

This was quite au- effort of genius ;
and Miss

Lawford went on sorting the skeins of worsted
in the fire-light. Edward Arundel had been

standing all this time with his hat in his hand,
almost as if he had been a visitor making a late

morning call upon Belinda
;
but he put his hat

down now, and sweated himself near the table by
which the young lady stood busy with the ar-

rangement of her work-basket.

Her heart was beating very fast, and she was

straining her arithmetical powers to the utter-

most, in the endeavor to make a very abstruse

calculation as to the time in which Mrs. Arundel
and Letitia could walk to the village school-house

and back to Dangerfield, and the delay that

might arise by reason of sundry interruptions
from obsequious gaffers and respectful goodys,
eager for a word of friendly salutation from
their patroness.
The arrangement of the work-basket could

not last forever. It had become the most piti-

ful pretense by the time Miss Lawford shut down
the wicker lid, and seated herself primly in a
low chair by the fire-place. She sat looking
down at the fire, and twisting a slender gold
chain in and out between her smooth white fin-

gers. She looked very pretty in that fitful fire-

light, with her waving brown hair pushed off

her forehead, and her white eyelids hiding the

tender blue eyes. She sat twisting the chain in

her fingers, and dared not lift her eyes to Mr.
Arundel's face

;
and if there had been a whole

flock of geese in the room she could not have
said " Bo !

"
to one of them.

And yet she was not a stupid girl. Her fa-

ther could have indignantly refuted any such
slander as that against the azure-eyed Hebe
who made his home pleasant to him. To the

major's mind Belinda was all that man could
desire in the woman of his choice, whether as

daughter or wife. She was the bright genius
of the old man's home, and he loved her with

that chivalrous devotion which is common to

brave soldiers, who are the simplest and gen-
tlest of men when you chain them to their fire--

sides, and keep them away from the din of the

camp and the confusion of the transport-ship.
Belinda Lawford was clever, but only just

clever enough to be charming. I don't think

she could have got through "Paradise Lost,"
or Gibbon's "Decline and Fall," or a volume

by Adam Smith or M'Culloch, though you had

promised her a diamond necklace when she

came conscientiously to "Finis." But she could

read Shakspeare for the hour together, and did

read him aloud to her father in a fresh, clear

v.oice, that was like music on the water. And
she read Macaulay's "History of England," with

eyes that kindled when the historian's pages
flamed out with burning words that were like

the characters upon a blazing scroll. She could

play Mendelssohn and Beethoven plaintive so-

natas, tender songs, that had no need of words
to expound the mystic meaning of the music.

She could sing old ballads and Irish melodies,
that thrilled the souls of those who heard her,
and made hard men pitiful to brazen Hibernian

beggars in the London streets for the memory
of that pensive music. She could read the lead-

ers in the Times, with no false quantities in

the Latin quotations, and knew what she was

reading about ;
and had her favorites at St. Ste-

phen's, and adored Lord Palmerston, and was
Liberal to the core of her tender young heart.

She was as brave as a true Englishwoman should

be, and would have gone to the wars with her

old father, and served him as his page ;
or would

have followed him into captivity, and tended him
in prison, if she had lived in the days when there

was such work for a high-spirited girl to do.

But she sat opposite Mr. Edward Arundel,
and twisted her chain round her fingers, and
listened for the footsteps of the returning mis-

tress of the house. She was like a bashful school-

girl who has danced with an officer at her first

ball. And yet amidst her shy confusion, her

fears that she should seem agitated and embar-

rassed, her struggles to appear at her ease, there

was a sort of pleasure in being seated here by
the low fire with Edward Arundel opposite to

her. There was a strange pleasure, an almost

painful pleasure, mingled with her feelings in

those quiet moments. She was acutely conscious

of every sound that broke the stillness the sigh-

ing of the wind in the wide chimney ;
the fall-

ing of the cinders on the hearth ; the occasional

snort of one of the sleeping dogs ;
and the beat-

ing of her own restless heart. And though she

dared not lift her eyelids to the young soldier's

face, that handsome, earnest countenance, with

the chestnut hair lit up with gleams of gold, the

firm lips shaded by a brown mustache, the pen-
sive smile, the broad white forehead, the dark-

blue handkerchief tied loosely under a white col-

lar, the careless gray traveling-dress, even the

attitude of the hand and arm, the bent head

drooping a little over the fire, were as present to

her inner sight as if her eyes had kept watch
all this time, and had never wavered in their

steady gaze.
There is a second sight that is not recognized

by grave professors of magic; a second sight
which common people call Love.
But by-and-by Edward began to talk, and then
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Miss Lawford found courage, and took heart to

question him about his wanderings in Brittany.
She had only been a few weeks in Devonshire,
she said. Her thoughts went back to the dreary
autumn in Lincolnshire as she spoke ;

and she

remembered the dull October day upon which her

father had come into the girls' morning-room at

the Grange with Edward's farewell letter in his

hand. She remembered this, and all the talk

that there had been about the horsewhipping of

Mr. Paul Marchmont upon his own threshold.

She remembered all the warm discussions, the.

rulations, the ignorant conjectures, the praise,
blame

;
and how it had been her business to

sit by, and listen, and hold her peace, except

upon that 6ne never-to-be-forgotten night at the

rectory, when Paul Marchmont had hinted at

something whose perfect meaning she had never

dared to imagine, but which had, somehow or

other, mingled vaguely with all her day-dreams
ever since.

Was there any truth in that which Paul March-
mont had said to her? Was it true that Ed-
ward Arundel had never really loved his young
bride ?

Letitia had said as much, not once, but twen-

ty times.
"

It's quite ridiculous to suppose that he could

have ever been in love with the poor, dear, sick-

ly thing," Miss Arundel had exclaimed; "it

was only the absurd romance of the business that

captivated him ;
for Edward is really ridiculous-

ly romantic
;
and her father having been a su-

pernumer it's no use ; I don't think any body
ever did know how many syllables there are in

that word and having lived in Oakley Street,

and having written a pitiful letter to Edward
about this motherless daughter, and all that sort

of thing ; just like one of those tiresome old nov-

els with a baby left at a cottage-door, and all the

s's looking like fs, and the last word of the page
repeated at the top of the next page, you know.
That was why my brother married Miss March-

mont, you may depend upon it, Linda ;
and all

I hope is, that he'll be sensible enough to marry
again soon, and to have a Christian-like wed-

ding, with carriages, and a breakfast, and two

clergymen "T and /should wear white glace silk,

with tulle puffings, and a tulle bonnet (I suppose
I must wear a bonnet, being only a bride-

maid ?), all showered over with clematis, as if

I'd stood under a clematis-bush when the wind
was blowing, you know, Linda."
With such discourse as this Miss Arundel had

frequently entertained her friend
;
and she had

indulged in numerous innuendoes of an embar-

rassing nature as to the propriety of old friends

and school-fellows being united by the endear-

ing tie of sister-in-law-hood, and other observa-
tions to the like effect.

Belinda knew that if Edward ever came to

love her whenever she did venture to speculate

upon such a chance, she never dared to come at

all near it, but thought of it as a thing that

might come to pass in half a century or so if

he should choose her for his second wife, she
knew that she would be gladly and tenderly wel-

comed at Dangerfield. Mrs. Arundel had hinted
as much as this. Belinda knew how anxiously
that loving mother hoped that her son might, by-
and-by, form new ties, and cease to load a pur-
poseless life, wasting his brightest years in lam-

entations for his lost bride. She knew all this
;

and sitting opposite to the young man in the

fire-light, there was a dull pain at her heart,
for there was something in the soldier's sombre
face that told her he had not yet ceased to lament
that irrevocable past.

But Mrs. Arundel and Letitia came in pres-

ently, and gave utterance to loud rejoicings;
and preparations were made for the physical
comfort of the wanderer bells were rung, light-
ed wax-candles and a glittering tea-service were

brought in, a cloth was laid, and cold meats and
other comestibles spread forth, vVith that profu-
sion that has made the west country as proverb-
ial as the north for its hospitality. I think Miss
Lawford would have sat opposite the traveler for

a week without asking any such commonplace
question as to whether Mr. Arundel required re-

freshment. She had read in her Hort's Panthe-
on that the gods sometimes ate and drank like

ordinary mortals
; yet it had never entered into

her mind that Edward could be hungry. But
she now had the satisfaction of seeing Mr. Arun-
del eat a very good dinner, while she herself pour-
ed out the tea to oblige Letitia, who was in the

middle of the third volume of a new novel, and
went on reading it as coolly as if there had been
no such person as that handsome young soldier

in the world.

"The books must go back to the club to-

morrow morning, you know, mamma dear, or

I wouldn't read at tea-time," the young lady
remarked, apologetically. "I want to know
whether he'll marry Theodora or that nasty
Miss St. Leger. Linda thinks he'll marry Miss
St. Leger, and ba miserable, and Theodora will

die. I believe Linda likes love-stories to end

unhappily. I don't. I hope if he does marry
Miss St. Leger and he'll be a wicked wretch if

he does, after the things he has said to Theodo-
ra I hope, if he does, she'll die catch cold at

a dejeuner at Twickenham, or something of that

kind, you know
;
and then he'll marry Theodo-

ra afterward, and all will end happily. Do you
know, Linda, I always fancy that you're like

Theodora, and that Edward's like him."

After which speech Miss Arundel went back
to her book, and Edward helped himself to a
telice of tongue rather awkwardly ;

and Belinda

Lawford, who had her hand upon the urn, suf-

fered the tea-pot to overflow among the cups and
saucers.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
A WIDOWER'S PROPOSAL.

FOR some time after his return Edward Arun-
del was very restless and gloomy, roaming about

the country by himself, under the influence of

a pretended passion for pedestrianism, reading
hard for the first time in his life, shutting him-
self in his dead father's library, and sitting hour

after hour in a great easy-chair, reading the

histories of all the wars that have ever ravaged
this earth, from the days in which the elephants
of a Carthaginian ruler trampled upon the sol-

diery of Rome, to the era of that Corsican bar-

rister's wonderful son, who came out of his sim-

ple island home to conquer the civilized half of

a world.
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Edward Arundel showed himself a very indif- ;

ferent brother
; for, do what she would, Letitia

j

could not induce him to join in any of her pur-
suits. She caused a butt to be set up upon the

lawn
;
but all she could say about Belinda's best

gold could not bring the young man out upon
the grass to watch the two girls shooting. He
looked at them by stealth sometimes through
the window of the library, and sighed as he

thought of the blight upon his manhood, and of

all the things that might have been.

Might not those things even yet come to pass ?

Had he not done his duty to the dead
;
and was

he not free now to begin a fresh life ? His mo-
ther was perpetually hinting at some bright pros-

pect that lay smiling before him, if he chose to

take the blossom-bestrewn path that led to that

fair country. His sister told him still more plain-

ly of a prize that was within his reach, if he were
but brave enough to stretch out his hand and
claim the precious treasure for his own. But
when he thought of all this when he pondered
whether it would not be wise to drop the dense
curtain of forgetfulness over that sad picture of

the past whether it would not be well to let the

dead bury their dead, and to accept that other

blessing which the same Providence that had

blighted his first hope seemed to offer to him
now the shadowy phantom of John Marchmont
arose out of the mystic realms of the dead, and
a ghostly voice cried to him,
"I charged you with my daughter's safe-

keeping ;
I trusted you with her innocent love

;

I gave you the custody of her helplessness.
What have you done to show yourself worthy
of my faith in you ?"

These thoughts tormented the young widower

perpetually, and deprived him of all pleasure in

the congenial society of his sister and Belinda
Lawford

;
or infused so sharp a flavor of remorse

into his cup of enjoyment that pleasure was akin
to pain.

So I don't know how it was that, in the dusky
twilight of a bright day in early May, nearly
two months after his return to Dangerficld, Ed-
ward Arundel, coming by chance upon Miss
Lawford as she sat alone in the deep bay-window
where he had found her on his first coming, con-

fessed to her the terrible struggle of feeling that

made the great trouble of his life, and asked her

if she was willing to accept a love which, in its

warmest fervor, was not quite unclouded by the

shadows of the sorrowful past.
"I love you dearly, Linda," he said

;

" I love,
I esteem, I admire you ;

and I know that it is

in your power to give me the happiest future

that ever a man imagined in his youngest, bright-
. est dreams. But if you do accept my love, dear,

you must take my memory with it. I can not

forget, Linda. I have tried to forget. I have

prayed that God, in His mercy, might give me
forgetfulness of that irrevocable past. But the

prayer has never been granted ;
the boon has

never been bestowed. I think that love for

the living and remorse for the dead must for-

ever reign side by side in my heart. It is no
falsehood to you that makes me remember her

;

it is no forgetfulness of her that makes me love

you. I offer my brighter and happier self to

you, Belinda; I consecrate my sorrow and my
tears to her. I love you with all my heart, Be-
linda

;
but even for the sake of your love I will

not pretend that I can forget her. If John
Marchmont's daughter had died with her head

upon my breast and a prayer on her lips, I might
have regretted her as other men regret their

wives, and I might have learned by-and-by to look

back upon my grief with only a tender and nat-

ural regret, that would have left my future life

unclouded. But it can never be so. The poison
of remorse is blended with that sorrowful mem-
ory. If I had done otherwise if I had been
wiser and more thoughtful my darling need
never have suffered

; my darling need never

have sinned. It is the thought that her death

may have been a sinful one that is most cruel

to me, Belinda. I have seen her pray, with her

pale, earnest face uplifted, and the light of faith

shining in her gentle eyes ;
I have seen the in-

piration of God upon her face
;
and I can not

bear to think that, in the darkness that came
down upon her young life, that holy light was

quenched ;
I can not bear to think that Heaven

was ever deaf to the pitiful cry of my innocent
lamb."
And here Mr. Arundel paused, and sat silent-

ly looking out at the long shadows of the trees

upon the darkening lawn
;
and I fear that, for

the time being, he forgot that he had just made
Miss Lawford an offer of his hand and so much
of his heart as a widower may be supposed to

have at his disposal.
Ah me ! we can only live and die once. There

are some things, and those the most beautiful

of all things, that can never be renewed : the

bloom on a butterfly's wing ;
the morning dew

upon a newly-blown rose
;
our first view of the

ocean
;
our first pantomime, when all the fairies

were fairies forever, and when the imprudent
consumption of the contents of a pewter quart-
measure in sight of the stage-box could not dis-

enchant us with that elfin creature Plarlequin,
the graceful, faithful betrothed of Columbine the

fair. The firstlings of life are most precious.
When the black wing of the angel of death swept
over agonized Egypt, and the children were smit-

ten, offended Heaven, eager for a sacrifice, took
the first-born. The young mothers would have
other children, perhaps ;

but between those oth-

ers and the mother's love there would be the pale
shadow of that lost darling whose tiny handsyzVsZ
drew undreamed-of melodies from the sleeping

chords, first evoked the slumbering spirit of ma-
ternal love. Among the latter lines the most

passionate, the most sorrowful that George
Gordon Noel Byron wrote, are some brief verses

that breathed a lament for the lost freshness, the

never-to-be-recovered youth :

" Oh, could I feel as I have felt
;
or be what I have been;

Or weep as I could once have wept 1"

cried the poet when he complained of that "mor-
tal coldness of the soul," which is "like death
itself."

Edward Arundel had grown to love Belinda
Lawford unconsciously, and in spite of himself;
but the first love of his heart, the first fruit of

his youth, had perished. He could not feel quite
the same devotion, the same boyish chivalry,
that he had felt for the innocent bride who had
wandered beside him in the sheltered meadows
near Winchester. He might begin a new life,

but he could not live the o/oflife over again. He
must wear his rue with a difference this time.

But he loved Belinda very dearly, nevertheless
;
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and he told her so, and by-and-bywon from her

a tearful avowal of affection.

Alas ! she had no power to question the man-
ner of his wooing. He loved her he had said

as much
;
and all the good she had desired in

this universe became hers from the moment of

Edward Arundel's utterance of those words. He
loved her; that was enough. That he should
cherish a remorseful sorrow for that lost wife

made him only the truer, nobler, and dearer in

Belinda's sight. She was not vain, or exacting,
or selfish. It was not in her nature to begrudge
poor dead Mary the tender thoughts of her hus-

band. She was generous, impulsive, believing;
and she had no more inclination to doubt Ed-
ward's love for her, after he had once avowed
such a sentiment, than to disbelieve in the light
of heaven when she saw the sun shining. Un-
questioning, and unutterably happy, she received
her lover's betrothal kiss, and went with him to

his mother, blushing and trembling, to receive
that lady's blessing.

"Ah, if you knew how I have prayed for this,
Linda !" Mrs. Arundel exclaimed, as she folded
the girl's slight figure in her arms.

" And I shall wear white glace with pinked
flounces, instead of tulle puffings, you sly Lin-

da," cried Letitia.

"And I'll give Ted the home farm, and the
white house to live in, if he likes to try his hand
at the new system of farming," said Reginald
Arundel, who had come home from the Conti-

nent, and had amused himself for the last week

by strolling about his estate, and staring at his

timber, and almost wishing that there was a ne-

cessity for cutting down all the oaks in the av-

enue, so that he might have something to occupy
him until the 12th of August.
Never was promised bride more welcome to a

household than bright Belinda Lawford
;
and as

for the young lady herself, I must confess that
she was almost childishly happy, and that it was
all that she could do to prevent her light step
from falling into a dance as she floated hither
and thither through the house at Dangerfield
a fresh young Hebe in crisp muslin robes; a

gentle goddess, with smiles upon her face and

happiness in her heart.

"I loved you from the first, Edward," she

whispered one day to her lover. "I knew that

you were good, and brave, and noble; and I
loved you because of that."

And a little for the golden glimmer in his

clustering auburn curls
;

and a little for his

handsome profile, his dark- blue eyes, and that

distinguished air peculiar to the defenders of
their country, more especially peculiar, perhaps,
to those who ride on horseback when they sally
forth to defend her. Once a soldier forever a

soldier, I think. You may rob the noble war-
rior of his uniform, if you will

;
but the je ne sais

quoi, the nameless air of the " long-sword, saddle,

bridle," will hang round him still.

Mrs. Arundel and Letitia took matters quite
out of the hands of the two lovers. The elder

lady fixed the wedding-day, by agreement with

Major Lawford, and sketched out the route for

the wedding-tour. The younger lady chose the
fabrics for the dresses of the bride and her at-

tendants
; and all was done before Edward and

Belinda well knew what their friends were about.
I think that Mrs. Arundel feared her son might

(
change his mind if matters were not brought

I swiftly to a climax, and that she hurried on the
'

irrevocable day in order that he might have no
breathing-time until the vows had been spoken
and Belinda Lawford was his wedded wife. It

had been arranged that Edward should escort

Belinda back to Lincolnshire, and that his mo-
ther and Letitia, who was to be chief bride-

maid, should go with them. The marriage was
to be solemnized at Hillingsworth Church, which
was within a mile and a half of the Grange.
The 1st of July was the day appointed by

agreement between Major and Mrs. Lawford and
Mrs. Arundel, and on the 18th of June Edward
was to accompany his mother, Letitia, and Be-
linda to Lincolnshire. They were to break the

journey by stopping in town for a few days,
in order to make a great many purchases neces-

sary for Miss Lawford's wedding paraphernalia,
for which the major had sent a bouncing check
to his favorite daughter.
And all this time the only person at all un-

settled, the only person whose mind was ill at

ease, was Edward Arundel
;
the young widower

who was about to take to himself a second wife.

His mother, who watched him with a maternal

comprehension of every change in his face, saw

this, and trembled for her son's happiness.
"And yet he can not be otherwise than happy

with Belinda Lawford," Mrs. Arundel thought
to herself.

But upon the eve of that journey to London
Edward sat alone with his mother in the draw-

ing-room at Dangerfield, after the two younger
ladies had retired for the night. They slept in

adjoining apartments, these two young ladies
;

and I regret to say that a great deal of their

conversation was about Valenciennes lace, and
flounces cut upon the cross, moire antique, mull

muslin, glace silk, and the last "sweet thing" in

bonnets. It was only when loquacious Letitia

was shut out that Miss Lawford knelt alone in

the still moonlight, and prayed that she might
be a good wife to the man who had chosen her.

I don't think she ever prayed that she might be

faithful, and true, and pure ;
for it never entered

into her mind that any creature bearing the sa-

cred name of wife could be otherwise. She

only prayed for the mysterious power to pre-
serve her husband's affection, and make his life

happy.
Mrs. Arundel, sitting tcte-d-Ute with her youn-

ger son in the lamp-lit drawing-room, was star-

tled by hearing the young man breathe a deep
sigh. She looked up from her work to see a
sadder expression in his face than perhaps ever

clouded the countenance of an expectant bride-

groom.
"Edward!" she exclaimed.

"What, mother?"
"How heavily you sighed just now!"
"Did I?" said Mr. Arundel, abstractedly.

Then, after a brief pause, he said, in a different

tone, "It is no use trying to hide these things
from you, mother. The truth is, I am not

happy.
"

"Not happy, Edward !" cried Mrs. Arundel;
" but surely you

"

"I know what you are going to say, mother.

Yes, mother
;

I love this dear girl, Linda, with

all my heart
;
I love her most sincerely ;

and I

could look forward to a life of unalloyed happi-
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ness with her, if if there was not some inexpli-

cable dread, some vague and most miserable

feeling always coming between me and my hopes.

I have tried" to look forward to the future, mo-
ther

;
I have tried to think of what my life may

be with Belinda
;
but I can not, I can not. I

can not look forward
;

all is dark to me. I try

to build up a bright palace, and an unknown
hand shatters it. I try to turn away from the

memory of my old sorrows
;
but the same hand

plucks me back, and chains me to the past. If

I could retract what I have done
;

if I could,
with any show of honor, draw back, even now,
and not go upon this journey to Lincolnshire

;

if I could break my faith to this poor girl who
loves me, and whom I love, as God knows, with

all truth and earnestness I would do so
;
I would

do so."

"Edward!"
"Yes, mother; I would do it. It is not in

me to forget. My dead wife haunts me by night
and day. I hear her voice crying to me,

'

False,

false, false
;

cruel and false
;
heartless and for-

getful!' There is never a night that I do not

dream of that dark sluggish river down in Lin-

colnshire. There is never a dream that I have,
however ridiculous, however inconsistent in all

its other details, in which I do not see her dead
face looking up at me through the murky waters.

Even when I am talking to Linda, when words
of love for her are on my lips, my mind wanders

away back always back to the sunset by the

boat-house, when my little wife gave me her

hand, to the trout-stream in the meadow, where
we sat side by side and talked about the fu-

ture."

For a few minutes Mrs. Arundel was quite
silent. She abandoned herself for that brief

interval to complete despair. It was all over.

The bridegroom would cry off; insulted Major
Lawford would come post-haste to Dangerfield,
to annihilate this dismal widower, who did not

know his own mind. All the shimmering fabrics

the gauzes, and laces, and silks, and velvets

that were in course of preparation in the upper
chambers would become so much useless finery,
to be hidden in out-of-the-way cupboards, and
devoured by misanthropical moths insect icono-

clasts, who take a delight in destroying the deco-

rations of the human temple.
Poor Mrs. Arundel- took a mental photograph

of all the complicated horrors of the situation.

An offended father
;
a gentle, loving girl crushed

like some broken lily ; gossip, slander, misery of

all kinds. And then the lady plucked up cour-

age, and gave her recreant son a sound lecture,

to the effect that his conduct was atrociously
wicked

;
and that if this trusting young bride,

this fair young second wife, were to be taken

away from him as the first had been, such a

calamity would only be a fitting judgment upon
him for his folly.

But Edward told his mother very quietly that

he had no intention of being false to his newly-

plighted troth.

"I love Belinda," he said; "and I will be
true to her, mother. But I can not forget the

past. It hangs about me like a bad dream."

CHAPTER XXXV.
HOW THE TIDINGS WERE RECEIVED IN LINCOLN-

SHIRE.

THE young widower made no further lament-

ation, but did his duty to his betrothed bride

with a cheerful visage. Ah, what a pleasant

journey it was to Belinda, that progress through
London on the way to Lincolnshire ! It was
like that triumphant journey of last March, when
the royal bridegroom led his Northern bride

through a surging sea of eager, smiling faces, to

the musical jangling of a thousand bells. If

there were neither populace nor joy-bells on this

occasion, I scarcely think Miss Lawford knew
that those elements of a triumphal progress were

missing. To her ears all the universe was mu-
sical with the sounds of mystic joy-bells ; all the

earth was glad with the brightness of happy
faces. The railway-carriage, the commonplace
vehicle, frouzy with the odor of wool and mo-r

rocco, was a fairy chariot, more wonderful than

Queen Mab's; the white chalk-cutting in the

hill was a shining cleft in a mountain of silver
;

the wandering streams were melted diamonds ;

the stations were enchanted castles. The pale

sherry, carried in a pocket-flask, and sipped out

of a little silver tumbler there is apt to be a
warm flatness about sherry taken out of pocket-
flasks that is scarcely agreeable to the connois-

seur was like nectar newly brewed for the gods ;

even the anchovies in the sandwiches were like

the enchanted fish in the Arabian story. A
magical philter had been infused into the atmos-

phere : the flavor of first love was in every sight
and sound.

Was ever bridegroom more indulgent, more

devoted, than Edward Arundel ? He sat at the

counters of silk-mercers for the hour together,
while Mrs. Arundel and the two girls deliberated

over crisp fabrics unfolded for their inspection.
He was always ready to be consulted, and gave
his opinion upon the conflicting merits of peach
color and pink, apple-green and maize, with un-

wearying attention. But sometimes, even while

Belinda was smiling at him, with the rippling
silken stuff held up in her white hands, and

making a lustrous cascade upon the counter, the

mystic hand plucked him back, and his mind
wandered away to that childish bride who had
chosen no splendid garments for her wedding,
but had gone with him to the altar as trustfully
as a baby goes in its mother's arms to the cradle.

If he had been left alone with Belinda, with

tender, sympathetic Belinda who loved him
well enough to understand him, and was always

ready to take her cue from his face, and to be

joyous or thoughtful according to his mood it

might have been better for him. But his mo-
ther and Letitia reigned paramount during this

ante-nuptial week, and Mr. Arundel was scarce-

ly suffered to take breath. He was hustled

hither and thither in the hot summer noontide.

He was taken to Howell and James's to choose

a dressing-case for his bride; and he was made
to look at glittering objects until his eyes ached,
and he could see nothing but a bewildering
dazzle of ormolu and silver-gilt. He was taken

to a great emporium in Bond Street to select

perfumery, and made to sniff at divers essences

until his nostrils were unnaturally distended,
and his olfactory nerves afflicted with temporary
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paralysis. There was jewelry of his mother's

and of Belinda's mother's to be re-set
;
and the

hymeneal victim was compelled to sit for an hour
or so, blinking at fiery-crested serpents that were
destined to coil up his wife's arms, and emerald

padlocks that were to lie upon her breast. And
then, when his soul was weary of glaring splen-
dors and glittering confusions, they took him
round the Park, in a whirlpool of diaphanous
bonnets, and smiling faces, and brazen harness,
and emblazoned hammer-cloths, on the margin
of a river whose waters were like molten gold
under the blazing sun. And then they gave
him a seat in an opera-box, and the crash of a

monster orchestra, blended with the hum of a
thousand voices, to soothe his nerves withal.

But the more wearied this young man became
with glitter, and dazzle, and sunshine, and silk-

mercer's ware, the more surely his mind wan-
dered back to the still meadows, and the limpid
trout-stream, the sheltering hills, the solemn
shadows of the cathedral, the distant voices of

the rooks high up in the waving elms.

The bustle ofpreparation was over at last, and
the bridal party went down to Lincolnshire.

Pleasant chambers had been prepared at the

Grange for Mr. Arundel and his mother and
sister

;
and the bridegroom was received with

enthusiasm by Belinda's blue-eyed younger sis-

ters, who were enchanted to find that there was

going to be a wedding, and that they were to

have new frocks.

So Edward would have been a churl indeed
had he seemed otherwise than happy, had he
been any thing but devoted to the bright girl who
loved him.

Tidings of the coming wedding flew like wild-

fire through Lincolnshire. Edward Arundel's
romantic story had elevated him into a hero

;
all

manner of reports had been circulated about his

devotion to his lost young wife. He had sworn
never to mingle in 'society again, people said.

He had sworn never to have a new suit of

clothes, or to have his hair cut, or to shave, or

to eat a hot dinner. And Lincolnshire by no
means approved of the defection implied by his

approaching union with Belinda. He was only
a commonplace widower after all, it seemed

;

ready to be consoled as soon as the ceremonious
interval of decent grief was over. People had

expected something better of him. They had

expected to see him in a year or two with long

gray hair, shabby clothes, and his beard upon
his breast, prowling about the village of Kember-

ling, baited by little children. Lincolnshire was

very much disappointed by the turn that affairs

had taken. Shakspearian aphorisms were cur-

rent among the gossips at comfortable tea-tables
;

and people talked about funeral baked meats,
and the propriety of building churches if you
have any ambitious desire that your memory
should outlast your life, and other bitter observa-

tions, familiar to all admirers of the great drama-
tist.

But there were some people in Lincolnshire to

whom the news of Edward Arundel's intended

marriage was more welcome than the early May-
flowers to rustic children eager for a festival.

Paul Marchmont heard the report, and rubbed
his hands stealthily, and smiled to himself as he
sat reading in the sunny western drawing-room.
The good seed that he had sown that night at

the Rectory had borne this welcome fruit. Ed-
ward Arundel with a young wr

ife would be very
much less formidable than Edward Arundel sin-

gle and discontented, prowling about the neigh-
borhood of Marchmont Towers, and perpetually
threatening vengeance upon Mary's cousin.

It was busy little Lavinia Weston who first

brought her brother the tidings. He took both
her hands in his, and kissed them in his enthu-
siasm.

" My best of sisters," he said, "you shall have
a pair of diamond ear-rings for this."

"For only bringing you the news, Paul?"
"Eor only bringing me the news. When a

messenger carries the tidings of a great victory
to his king, the king makes him a knight upon
the spot. This marriage is a victory to me, La-
vinia. From to-day I shall breathe freely."
"But they are not married yet. Something

may happen, perhaps, to prevent
"

"What should happen?" asked Paul, rather

sharply.
"
By-the-by, it will be as well to keep

this from Mrs. John," he added, thoughtfully;"
though really now I fancy it matters very little

what she hears."

He tapped his forehead lightly with his two
slim fingers, and there was a horrible significance
in the action.

"She is not likely to hear any fcbing," Mrs.
Weston said; "she sees no one but Barbara
Simmons."
"Then I should be glad if you would give

Simmons a hint to hold her tongue. This news
about the wedding would disturb her mistress."

"Yes, I'll tell her so. Barbara is a very ex-
cellent person. I can always manage Barbara.

But, oh, Paul, I don't know what I'm to do with
that poor weak-witted husband of mine."

" How do you mean ?"
"
Oh, Paul, I have had such a scene with him

to-day. Such a scene ! You remember the way
he went on that day down in the boat-house
when Edward Arundel came in upon us unex-

pectedly ? Well, he's been going on as badly as

that to-day, Paul or worse, I really think."

Mr. Marchmont frowned, and flung aside his

newspaper, with a gesture expressive of consid-

erable vexation.

"Now, really, Lavinia, this is too bad," he
said

;

"
if your husband is a fool, I am not going

to be bored about his folly. You have managed
him for fifteen years : surely you can go on man-

aging him now without annoying me about him ?

If Mr. George Weston doesn't know when he's

well off, he's an ungrateful cur, and you may
tell him so, with my compliments."
He picked up his newspaper again, and began

to read. But Lavinia Weston, looking anxious-

ly at her brother's face, saw that his pale auburn
brows were contracted in a thoughtful frown,
and that, if he read at all, the words upon which
his eyes rested could convey very little meaning
tQ his brain.

She was right ;
for presently he spoke to her,

still looking at the page before him, and with an

attempt at carelessness.

"Do you think that fellow would go to Aus-

tralia, Lavinia?"
"Alone?" asked his sister.

"Yes, alone, of course," said Mr. Marchmont,

putting down his paper, and looking at Mrs.

Weston rather dubiously; "I don't want you to
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go to the antipodes ;
but if if the fellow refused

to go without you, I'd make it well worth your
while to go out there, Lavinia. You shouldn't

have any reason to regret obliging me, my dear

girl."
The dear girl looked rather sharply at her af-

fectionate brother.

"It's like your selfishness, Paul, to propose
such a thing," she said, "after all I've done "

" I have not been illiberal to you, Lavinia."

"No, you've been generous enough to me, I

know, in the matter of gifts ;
but you're rich,

Paul, and you can afford to give. I don't like

the idea that you're so willing to pack me out of

the way now that I can be no longer useful to

you."
Mr. Marchmont shrugged his shoulders.

"For Heaven's sake, Lavinia, don't be senti-

mental. If tli-ere's one thing I despise more
than another, it is this kind of mawkish senti-

mentality. You've been a very good sister to

me
,
and I've been a very decent brother to you.

If you have served me, I have made it answer

your purpose to do so. I don't want you to go

away. You may bring all your goods and chat-

tels to this house to-morrow, if you like, and live

at free quarters here for the rest of your exist-

ence. But if George Weston is a pig-headed
brute, who can't understand upon which side his

bread is buttered, he must be got out of the way
somehow, I don't care what it costs me

;
but

he must be got out of the way. I'm not going
to live the life of a modern Damocles, with a

blundering sword always dangling over my head,
in the person of Mr. George Weston. And if

the man objects to leave the country without

you, why, I think your going with him would
be only a sisterly act toward me. I hate selfish-

ness, Lavinia, almost as much as I detest senti-

mentality."
Mrs. Weston was silent for some minutes, ab-

sorbed in reflection. Paul got up, kicked aside

a foot-stool, and walked up and down the room
with iiis hands in his pockets.

"Perhaps I might get George to leave En-
gland, if I promised to join him as soon as he
was comfortably settled in the colonies," Mrs.
Weston said, at last.

"
Yes," cried Paul

; "nothing could be more

easy. I'll act very liberally toward him, Lavi-

nia; I'll treat him well; but he shall not stay
in England. No, Lavinia

;
after what you have

told me to-day, I feel that he must be" got out
of the country."
Mr. Marchmont went to the door and looked

out, to see if by chance any one had been listen-

ing to him. The coast was quite clear. The
stone-paved hall looked as, desolate as vsome un-

discovered chamber in an Egyptian temple. The
artist went back to Lavinia, and seated himself

by her side. For some time the brother and
sister talked together earnestly.

They settled every thing for poor hen-pecked
George Weston. He was to sail for Sydney im-

mediately. Nothing could be more easv than
for Lavinia to declare that her brother had acci-

dentally heard of some grand opening for a med-
ical practitioner in the metropolis of the anti-

podes. The surgeon was to have a very hand-
some sum given him, and Lavinia would, of
course, join him as soon as he was settled. Paul
Marchmont even looked through the Skipping

K

Gazette in search of an Australian vessel which
should speedily convey his brother-in-law to a
distant shore.

Lavinia Weston went home armed with all

necessary credentials. She was to promise al-

most any thing to her husband, provided that he

gave his consent to an early departure.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

MR. WESTON REFUSES TO BE PUT UPON.

UPON the 31st of June, the eve of Edward
Arundel's wedding-day, Olivia Marchmont sat

in her own room the room that she had chiefly

occupied ever since her husband's death the

study looking out into the quadrangle. She sat

alone in that. dismal chamber, dimly lighted by
a pair of wax-candles, in tall, tarnished, silver

candlesticks. There could be no greater con-

trast than that between this desolate woman and
the master of the house. All about him was

bright, and fresh, and glittering, and splendid ;

around her there was only ruin and decay, thick-

ening dust, and gathering cobwebs outward
evidences of an inner wreck. John March-
mont's widow was of no importance in that

household. The servants did not care to trouble

themselves about her whims or wishes, nor to put
her rooms in order. They no longer courtesied

to her when they met her, wandering with a

purposeless step and listless feet that dragged
along the ground up and down the corridor, or

out in the dreary quadrangles. They knew that

she was mad. What was to be gained by any
show of respect to her, whose brain was too

weak to hold the memory of their conduct for

five minutes together? Of all the cruel calami-

ties that can befall humanity, surely this living
death called madness is the worst.

Barbara Simmons only was faithful to her
mistress with an unvarying fidelity. She made
no boast of her devotion

;
she expected neither

fee nor reward for her self-abnegation. That

rigid religion of discipline which had not been

strong enough to preserve Olivia's stormy soul

from danger and ruin was at least all-sufficient

for this lower type of woman. Barbara Sim-
mons had been taught to do her duty, and she
did it without question or complaint. As she

went through rain, snow, hail, or sunshine twice

every Sunday to Kemberling Church as she

sat upon a hard seat in an uncomfortable angle
of the servants' pew, with the sharp edges of the

wood-work cutting her thin shoulders, to listen

patiently to dull rambling sermons upon the

hardest texts of St. Paul so she attended upon
her mistress, submitting to every caprice, put-

ting up with every hardship ;
because it was her

duty so to do. The only relief she allowed her-

self was an hour's gossip now and then in the

housekeeper's room
;
but she never alluded to

her mistress's infirmities, nor would it have been
safe for any other servant to have spoken light-

ly of Mrs. John Marchmont in stern Barbara's

presence.

Upon this summer evening, when happy peo-

ple were still lingering among the wild flowers

in shady lanes, or in the dusky pathways by
the quiet river, Olivia sat alone, staring at the

candles.
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Was there any thing in her mind, or was she

only a human automaton slowly decaying into

dust? There was no speculation in those large
lustreless eyes fixed upon the dim light of the

candles. But for all that the mind was not a

blank. The pictures of the past, forever chang-
ing, like the scenes in some magic panorama,
revolved before her. She had no memory of

that which had happened a quarter of an hour

ago ;
but she could remember every word that

Edward Arundel had said to her in the Rectory
garden at Swampington every intonation of

the voice in which those words were spoken.
There was a tea-service on the table : an at-

tenuated little silver tea-pot ;
a lopsided cream-

jug, with thin worn edges and one dumpy little

foot missing ;
and an antique dragon china cup

and saucer with the gilding washed off. That

meal, which is generally called social, has but a
dismal aspect when it is only prepared for one.
The solitary tea-cup, half filled with cold, stag-
nant tea, with a leaf or two floating upon the

top, like weeds on the surface of a tideless pond ;
I

the tea-spoon thrown askew across a little pool I

of spilled milk in the tea-tray looked as dreary !

as the ruins of a deserted city.
In the western drawing-room Paul was stroll-

ing backward and forward, talking to his mother
j

and sisters, and admiring his pictures. He had

spent a great deal of money upon art since tak-

ing possession of the Towers, and the western

drawing-room was quite a different place to

what it had been in John Marchmont's lifetime.

Etty's divinities smiled through hazy draperies,
more transparent than the summer vapors that

float before the rnoon. Pearly-complexioned I

nymphs, with faces archly peeping round the
corner of soft rosy shoulders, frolicked amidst

'

the silver spray of classic fountains. Turner's
j

Grecian temples glimmered through sultry sum-
mer mists; while glimpses of ocean sparkled
here and there, and were as beautiful as if the
artist's brush had been dipped in melted opals.
Stanfield's breezy beaches made cool spots of

freshness on the wall. Panting deer upon dizzy
crags, amidst the misty Highlands, testified to

the hand of Landseer. Low down, in the cor-

ners of the room, there lurked quaint cottage-
scenes by Faed. Ward's patched and powdered
beaux and beauties a Rochester, in a light peri-

wig ;
a Nell Gwynne, showing her white teeth

across a basket of oranges made a blaze of col-

or upon the walls; and among all these glories
of to-day there were prim Madonnas and stiff-

necked angels by Raphael and Tintoretto ; a

brown-faced grinning boy by Murillo (no collec-

tion ever was complete without that inevitable

brown-faced boy) ;
an Obese Venus, by the great

j

Peter Paul; and a pale Charles the First, with
|

martyrdom foreshadowed in his pensive face, by
Vandyke.
Paul Marchmont contemplated his treasures

complacently as he strolled about the room, with

his coffee-cup in his hand
;
while his mother

watched him admiringly from her comfortable
j

cushioned nest at one end of a luxurious sofa.

"Well, mother," Mr. Marchmont said, pres- j

ently, "let people say what they may of me, they
j

can never say that I have used my money badly.
When I am dead and gone these pictures will

remain to speak for me
; posterity will say,

' At
any rate, the fellow was a man of taste.' Now

what, in Heaven's name, could that miserable
little Mary huv\re done with eleven thousand a

year, if if she had lived to enjoy it?"

The minute-hand of the little clock in Mrs.
John Marchmont's study was creeping slowly
toward the quarter before eleven, when Olivia
was aroused suddenly from that long reverie, in

which the images of the past had shone upon her
across the dull stagnation of the present, like the
domes and minarets in a Phantasm City gleam-
ing athwart the barren desert sands.

She was aroused by a cautious tap upon the
outside of her window. She got up, opened the

window, and looked out. The night was dark
and starless, and there was a faint whisper of

wind among the trees, that sounded like the pre-

sage of a storm.

"Don't be frightened," whispered a timid

voice; "it's only me, George Weston. I want
to talk to you, Mrs. John. I've got something
particular to tell you awful particular ;

but

they mustn't hear it; they mustn't know I'm
here. I came round this way on purpose. You
can let me in at the little door in the lobby,
can't you, Mrs. John? I tell you I must tell

you what I've got to tell you," cried Mr. Weston,
indifferent to tautology in his excitement. "Do
let me in, there's a dear good soul. The little

door in the lobby, you know; it's locked, you
know, but the key ain't taken away, I dessay."
"The door in the lobby?" repeated Olivia, in

a dreamy voice.

"Yes, you know. Do let me in now, that's a

good creature. It's awful particular, I tell you.
It's about Edward Arundel."
Edward Arundel! The sound of that name

seemed to act upon the woman's shattered nerves

like a stroke of electricity. The drooping head
reared itself erect. The eyes, so lustreless be-

fore, flashed fire from their sombre depths. Com-

prehension, animation, energy returned, as sud-

denly as if the wand of an enchanter had sum-
moned the dead back to life.

"Edward Arundel!" she cried, in a clear

voice, that was utterly unlike the dull deadness

of her usual tones.

"Hush!" whispered Mr. Weston; "don't

speak loud, for goodness gracious sake. I des-

say there's all manner of spies about. Let me
in, and I'll tell you every thing."

"Yes, yes; I'll let you in. The door by the

lobby I understand
; come, come."

Olivia disappeared from the window. The

lobby of which the surgeon had spoken was close

to her own apartment. She found the key in

the lock of the door. The place was dark
;
she

opened the door almost noiselessly, and Mr.

Weston crept in on tip-toe. He followed Olivia

into the study, closed the door behind him, and
drew a long breath.

"I've got in," he said; "and now I am in,

wild horses shouldn't hold me from speaking my
mind, much less Paul Marchmont."
He turned the key in the door as he spoke,

and, even as he did so, glanced rather suspicious-

ly toward the window. To his mind the very

atmosphere of that house was pervaded by the

presence of his brother-in-law.
"
Oh, Mrs. John !" exclaimed the surgeon, in

piteous accents, "the way that I've been put

upon ! You've been put upon, Mrs. John, but
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you don't seem to mind it
;
and perhaps it's bet-

ter to bring one's self to that, if one can
;
but I

can't. I've tried to bring myself to it
;
I've even

taken to drinking, Mrs. John, much as it goes

against me ;
and I've tried to drown my feelings

as a man in rum-and-water. But the more

spirits I consume, Mrs. John, the more of a man
I feel."

Mr. Weston struck the top of his hat with his

clenched fist, and stared fiercely at Olivia, breath-

ing very hard, and breathing rum-and-water
with a faint odor of lemon-peel.
"Edward Arundel! what about Edward

Arundel ?" said Olivia, in a low, eager voice.

"I'm coming to that, Mrs. John, in due

c'course," returned Mr. Weston, with an air

of dignity that was superior even to hiccough.
"What I say, Mrs. John," he added, in a con-
fidential and argumentative tone, "is this: /
won't be put upon!" Here his voice sank to an
awful whisper,

" Of course it's pleasant enough
to have one's rent provided for, and not to be

kept awake by poor's rates, Mrs. John; but,

good gracious me ! I'd rather have the Queen's
taxes and the poor-rates following me up day
and night, and a man in possession to provide
for at every meal and you don't know how con-

temptuous a man in possession can look at you
if you offer him salt butter, or your table in

a general way don't meet his views than the

conscience I've had since Paul Marchmont came
into Lincolnshire. I feel, Mrs. John, as if I'd

committed oceans of murders. It's a miracle to

me that my hair hasn't turned white before this
;

and it would have done it, Mrs. J., if it wasn't

of that stubborn nature which is too wiry to give

expression to a man's sufferings. Oh, Mrs. John,
when I think how my pangs of conscience have
been made game of when I remember the in-

sulting names I have been called, because my
heart didn't happen to be made of adamant, my
blood boils

;
it boils, Mrs. John, to that degree

that I feel the time has come for action. I have
been put upon until the spirit of manliness with-

in me blazes up like a fiery furnace. I've been
trodden upon, Mrs. John

;
but I'm not the worm

they took me for. To-day they've put the fin-

isher upon it." The surgeon paused to take
breath. His mild and rather sheep-like coun-
tenance was flushed

;
his fluffy eyebrows twitch-

ed convulsively in his endeavors to give expres-
sion to the violence of his feelings. "To-day
they've put the finisher upon it," he repeated.
"I'm to go to Australia, am I? Ha ! ha! we'll

see about that. There's a nice opening in the

medical line, is there ? and dear Paul will pro-
vide the funds to start me ! Ha ! ha ! two can

play at that game. It's all brotherly kindness,
of course, and friendly interest in my welfare

that's what it's called, Mrs. J. Shall I tell you
what it is? I'm to be got rid of, at any price,
for fear my conscience should get the better of

me, and I should speak. I've been made a tool

of, and I've been put upon ;
but they've been

obliged to trust me. I've got a conscience, and
I don't suit their views. If I hadn't got a con-

science, I might stop here and have my rent and
taxes provided for, and riot in rum-and-water to

the end of my days. But I've a conscience that
all the pine-apple rum in Jamaica wouldn't

drown, and they're frightened of me."
Olivia had listened to all this Avith an impa-

tient frown upon her face. I doubt if she knew
the meaning of Mr. Weston's complaints. She
had been listening only for the one name that

had power to transform her from a breathing
automaton into a living, thinking, reasoning wo-
man. She grasped the surgeon's wrist fiercely.
"You told me you came here to speak about

Edward Arundel," she said. "Have you been

only trying to make a fool of me ?"

"No, Mrs. John; I have come to speak about

him, and I come to you, because I think you're
not so bad as Paul Marchmont. I think that

you've been a tool, like myself; and they've led

you on, step by step, from bad to worse, pretty
much as they have led me. You're Edward
Arundel's blood-relation, and it's your business

to look to any wrong that's done him more than
it is mine. But if you don't speak, Mrs. John,
I will. Edward Arundel is going to be mar-
ried."

"Going to be married!" The words burst

from Olivia's lips in a kind of shriek, and she
stood glaring hideously at the surgeon, with her

lips apart and her eyes dilated. Mr. Weston
was fascinated by the horror of that gaze, and
stared at her in silence for some moments.
"You are a madman!" she exclaimed, after a

pause; "you are a madman! Why do you
come here with your idiotic fancies ? Surely my
life is miserable enough without this!"

"I ain't mad, Mrs. John, any more than "

Mr. Weston was going to say, "than you are;"
but it struck him that, under existing circum-

stances, the comparison might be ill-advised

"I ain't any madder than other people," he

said, presently. "Edward Arundel is going to

be married. I have seen the young lady in

Kembcrling with her Pa
;
and she's a very sweet

young woman to look at
;
and her name's Be-

linda Lawford; and the wedding is to be at

eleven o'clock to-morrow morning at Hillings-
worth Church."

Olivia slowly lifted her hands to her head, and

swept the loose hair away from her brow. All
the mists that had obscured her brain melted

slowly away, and showed her the past as it had

really been in all its naked horror. Yes; step

by step the cruel hand had urged her on from
bad to worse

;
from bad to worse

;
until it had

driven her here.

It was for this that she had sold her soul to

the powers of hell. It was for this that she had

helped to torture that innocent girl whom a

dying father had given into her pitiless hand.
For this ! for this ! To find at last that all her

iniquity had been wasted, and that Edward
Arundel had chosen another bride fairer, per-

haps, than the first. The mad, unholy jealousy
of her nature awoke from the obscurity of men-
tal decay, a fierce ungovernable spirit. But an-

other spirit arose in the next moment. CON-

SCIENCE, which so long had slumbered, awoke,
and cried to her, in an awful voice,

"
Sinner,

whose sin has been wasted, repent ! restore ! It

is not yet too late.
"

The stern precepts of her religion came back to

her. She had rebelled against those rigid laws,
she had cast off those iron fetters, only to fall

into a worse bondage; only to submit to a

stronger tyranny. She had been a servant of

the God of Sacrifice, and had rebelled when an

offering was demanded of her. She had cast
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off the yoke of her Master, and had yielded her-

self up the slave of sin. And now, when she

discovered whither her chains had dragged her,
she was seized with a sudden panic, and wanted
to go back to her old Master.

She stood for some minutes with her open

palms pressed upon her forehe'ad, and her chest

heaving as if a stormy sea had raged in her

bosom.
"This marriage must not take place," she

cried, at last.

"Of course it mustn't," answered Mr. Weston;
" didn't I say so just now? And if you don't

speak to Paul and prevent it, I will. I'd rather

you spoke to him, though," added the surgeon,

thoughtfully;
"
because, you see, it would come

better from you, wouldn't it now?''

Olivia Marchmont did not answer. Her hands
had dropped from her head, and she was stand-

ing looking at the floor.

"There shall be no marriage," she muttered,
with a wild laugh. "There's another heart to

be broken that's all. Stand aside, man," she

cried
;

" stand aside, and let me go to him ; let

me go to him."
She pushed the terrified surgeon out of her

pathway, unlocked the door, hurried along the

passage and across the ha*ll. She opened the

door of the western drawing-room and went in.

Mr. Weston stood in the corridor looking after

her. He waited for a few mimites, listening for

any sound that might come from the western

drawing-room. But the wide stone hall was
between him and that apartment ;

and however

loudly the voices might have been uplifted no
breath of them could have reached the surgeon's
ear. He waited for about five minutes, and
then crept into the lobby and let himself out into

the quadrangle.
" At any rate, nobody can say that I'm a cow-

ard," he thought complacently, as he went under
n, stone archway that led into the park. "But
what a whirlwind that woman is ! O my gra-

cious, what a perfect whirlwind she is!'*

CHAPTER XXXVII.

"GOING TO BE MARRIED!"

PAUL MARCHMONT was still strolling hither

and thither about the room, admiring his pic-

tures, and smiling to himself at the recollection

of the easy manner in which he had obtained

George Weston's consent to the Australian ar-

rangement. For in his sober moments the sur-

geon was ready to submit to any thing his wife

find brother-in-law imposed upon him. It was

only under the influence of pine-apple rum that

his manhood asserted itself. Paul was still con-

templating his pictures when Olivia burst into

the room
;
but Mrs. Marchmont and her invalid

daughter had retired for the night, and the art-

ist was alone alone with his own thoughts,
which were rather of a triumphal and agreeable
character just now ;

for Edward's marriage and
Mr. Weston's departure were equally pleasant to

him.
He was startled a little by Olivia's abrupt en-

trance, for it was not her habit to intrude upon
him or any member of that household

;
on the

contrary, she had shown an obstinate determin-

ation to shut herself up in her own room, and
to avoid every living creature except her servant
Barbara Simmons.

Paul turned and confronted her very deliber-

ately, and with the smile that was almost habit-
ual to him upon his thin, pale lips. Her sudden

appearance had blanched his face a little
;
but

beyond this he betrayed no sign of agitation.

"My dear Mrs. Marchmont, you quite startle

me. It is so very unusual to see you here, and
at this hour especially."

It did not seem as'if she had heard his voice.

She went sternly up to him, with her thin list-

less arms hanging at her side, and her haggard
eyes fixed upon his face.

"Is this true?" she asked.
He started a little, in spite of himself

;
for he

understood in a moment what she meant. Some
one, it scarcely mattered who, had told her of

the coming marriage.
" Is what true, my dear Mrs. John ?" he said,

carelessly.
"Is this true that George Weston tells me?"

she cried, laying her thin hand upon his shoul-

der. Her wasted fingers closed involuntarily
upon the collar of his coat, her thin lips con-
tracted into a ghastly smile, and a sudden fire

kindled in her eyes. A strange sensation awoke
in the tips of those tightening fingers, and thrilled

through every vein of the woman's body such a
horrible thrill as vibrates along the nerves of a

monomaniac, when the sight of a dreadful ter-

ror in his victim's face first arouses the murder-
ous impulse in his breast.

Paul's face whitened as he felt the thin finger-

points tightening upon his neck. He was afraid

of Olivia.
" My dear Mrs. John, what is it you want of

me?" he said, hastily. "Pray do not be vio-

lent."

"I am not violent."

She dropped her hand from his breast. It

was true, she was not violent. Her voice was
low

;
her hand fell loosely by her side. But

Paul was frightened of her, nevertheless; for he
saw that if she was not violent, she was some^

thing worse she was dangerous.
" Did George Weston tell me truth just now ?"

she said.

Paul bit his nether lip savagely. George Wes-
ton had tricked him, then, after all, and had
communicated with this woman. But what of

that? She would scarcely be likely to trouble

herself about this business of Edward Arundel's

marriage. She must be past any such folly as

that. She would not dare to interfere in the

matter. She could not.

"Is it true?" she said; "is it? Is it true

that Edward Arundel is going to be married to-

morrow?"
She waited, looking with fixed, widely-opened

eyes at Paul's face.

"My dear Mrs. John, you take me so com-

pletely by surprise that I "

"That you have not got a lying answer ready
for me," said Olivia, interrupting him. "You
need not trouble yourself to invent one. I see

that George Weston told me the truth. There

was reality in his words. There is nothing but

falsehood in yours."
Paul stood looking at her, but not listening

to her. Let her abuse and upbraid him to her
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heart's content
;

it gave him leisure to reflect,

and plan his course of action
;
and perhaps these

bitter words might exhaust the fire within her,

and leave her malleable to his skillful hands once

more. He had time to think this, and to settle

his own line of conduct while Olivia was speak-

ing to him. It was useless to deny the marriage.
She had heard of it from George Weston, and
she might hear of it from any one else whom
shs chose to interrogate. It was useless to try
to stifle this fact.

"Yes, Mrs. John," he said, "it is quite true.

Your cousin, Mr. Arundel, is going to marry
Belinda Lawford

;
a very lucky thing for us,

believe me, as it will put an end to all question-

ing and watching and suspicion, and place us

beyond all danger."
Olivia looked at him, with her bosom heaving,

her breath growing shorter and louder with ev-

ery word he spoke.
"You mean to let this be, then?" she said,

when he had finished speaking." To let what be ?"
" This marriage. You will let it take place ?"

"Most certainly. Why should I prevent it?"

"Why should you pi-event it!" she cried,

fiercely ;
and then, in an altered voice, in tones

of anguish, that were like a wail of despair, she

exclaimed,
" O my God ! my God ! what a dupe

I have been
;
what a miserable tool in this man's

hands ! O my offended God ! why didst Thou
so abandon me, when I turned away from Thee,
and made Edward Arundel the idol of my wick-

ed heart?"
Paul sank into the nearest chair, with a faint

sigh of relief.

"She will wear herself out," he thought,
" and then I shall be able to do what I like with

her."

But Olivia turned to him again while he was

thinking this.
" Do you imagine that /will let this marriage

take place ?" she asked.
" I do not think you will be so mad as to pre-

vent it. That little mystery which you and I

have arranged between us is not exactly child's

play, Mrs. John. We can neither of us afford

to betray the other. Let Edward Arundel mar-

ry, and work for his wife, and be happy ; nothing
could be better for us' than his marriage. In-

deed, we have every reason to be thankful to

Providence for the turn that affairs have taken,"
Mr. Marchmont concluded, piously.

"Indeed!" said Olivia: "and Edward Arun-
del is to have another bride. He is to be happy
with another wife

;
and I am to hear of their

happiness, to see him some day, perhaps, sitting

by her side and smiling at her, as I have seen
him smile at Mary Marchmont. He is to be

happy, and I am to know of his happiness. An-
other baby-faced girl is to glory in the knowledge
of his love

;
and I am to be quiet I am to be

quiet. Is it for this that I have sold my soul

to you, Paul Marchmont? Is it for this I have
shared your guilty secrets? Is it for this I have
heard her feeble wailing sounding in my wretch-

ed feverish slumbers, as I have heard it every
night since the day she left this house ? Do you
remember what you said to me? Do you re-

member how it was you tempted me? Do you
remember how you played upon my misery, and
traded on the tortures ofmy jealous heart ?

' He

has despised your love,' you said : 'will you con-

sent to see him happy with another woman ?'

That was your argument, Paul Marchmont.
You allied yourself with the devil that held pos-
session of my breast, and together you were too

strong for me. I was set apart to be damned,
and you were the chosen instrument of my dam-
nation. You bought my soul, Paul Marchmont.
You shall not cheat me of the price for which I

sold it. You shall hinder this marriage."
"You are a mad woman, Mrs. John March-

mont, or you would not propose any such thing:"

"Go," she said, pointing to the door; "go
to Edward Arundel, and do something, no mat-
ter what, to prevent this marriage."

" I shall do nothing of the kind."

He had heard that a monomaniac was always
to be subdued by indomitable resolution, and he
looked at Olivia, thinking to tame her by his

unfaltering glance. He might about as well

have tried to look the raging sea into calmness.

"I am not a fool, Mrs. John Marchmont,"
he said, "and I shall do nothing of the kind."

He had risen, and stood by the lamp-lit table,

trifling rather nervously with its elegant litter of

delicately-bound books, jeweled-handled paper-
knives, newly-cut periodicals, and pretty woman-

ly toys collected by the women of the household.

The faces of the two were nearly upon a level

as they stood opposite to each other, with only
the triblc between them.
"Then I will prevent it!" Olivia cried, turn-

ing toward the door.

Paul Marchmont saw the resolution stamped
upon her face. She would do what she threat-

ened. He ran to the door and had his hand

upon the lock before she could reach it.

"No, Mrs. John," he said, standing at the

door, with his back turned to Olivia, and his

fingers busy with the bolts and key. In spite
of himself, this woman had made him a littlo

nervous, and it was as much as he could do to

find the handle of the key.
"
No, no, my dear

Mrs. John
; you shall not leave this house, nor

this room, in your present state of mind. If you
choose to be violent and itnmanageable, we will

give you the full benefit of your violence, and
we will give you a better sphere of action. A
padded room will be more suitable to your pres-
ent temper, my dear madam. If you favor us

with this sort of conduct, we will find people more
fitted to restrain you."
He said all this in a sneering tone, that had a

trifling tremulousness in it, while he locked the

door, and assured himself that it was safely se-

cured. Then he turned, prepared to fight the

battle out somehow or other.

At the very moment of his turning there was
a sudden crash, a shiver of broken glass, and
the cold night wind blew into the room. One
of the long French windows was wide open, and
Olivia Marchmont was gone.
He was out upon the ten-ace in the next -mo-

ment; but even then he was too late, for he
could not see her' right or left of him upon the

long stone platform. There were three separate

flights of steps, three different paths, widely di-

verging across the broad grassy flat before March-
mont Towers. She might have gone either way.
There was the great porch, and all manner of

stone abutments along the grim facade of the

house. She might have concealed herself be-
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hind any one of them. The night was hope-

lessly dark. A pair of handsome bronze lamps,
which Paul had placed before the principal door-

way, only made two spots of light in the gloom.
He'ran along the terrace, looking into every nook

and corner which might have served as a hiding-

place ;
but he did not find Olivia.

She had left the house with the avowed in-

tention of doing something to prevent the mar-

riage. What would she do? What course would

this desperate woman take in her jealous rage ?

Would she go straight to Edward Arundel and

tell him
Yes

;
this was most likely ;

for how else could

she hope to prevent the marriage ?

Paul stood quite still upon the terrace for a

few minutes, thinking. There was only one

course for him. To try and find Olivia would
be next to hopeless. There were half a dozen

outlets from the park. There were ever so many
different pathways through the woody labyrinth
at the back of the Towers. This woman might
have taken any one of them. To waste the night
in searching for her would be worse than use-

less.

There was only one thing to be done. He
must counter-check this desperate creature's

movements.
He went back to the drawing-room, shut the

window, and then rang the bell.

There were/not many of the old servants who
had waited upon John Marchmont at the Tow-
ers now. The man who answered the bell was
a person whom Paul had brought down from
London.

" Get the chestnut saddled for me, Peterson,"
said Mr. Marchmont. " My poor cousin's wid-

ow has left the house, and I am going after her.

She has given me very great alarm to-night by
her conduct. I tell you this in confidence

;
but

you can say as much to Mrs. Simmons, who
knows more about her mistress than I do. See
that there's no time lost in saddling the chest-

nut. I want to overtake this unhappy woman
if I can. Go and give the order, and then bring
me my hat."

The man went away to obey his master. Paul
walked to the chimney-piece and looked at the

clock.

"They'll be gone to bed at the Grange," he

thought to himself. "Will she go there and
knock them up, I wonder? Does she know that

Edward's there ? I doubt that
;
and yet Wes-

ton may have told her. At any rate, I can be

there before her. It would take her a long time

to get there on foot. I think I did the right

thing in saying what I said to Peterson. I must
have the report of her madness spread every
where. I must face it out. But how but how?
So long as she was quiet I could manage every

thing. But with her against me, and George
Weston oh, the cur, the white-hearted villain,

after all that I've done for him and Lavinia !

But what can a man expect when he's obliged
to put his trust in a fool?"
He went to the window, and stood there look-

ing out until he saw the .groom coming along
the gravel roadway below the terrace, leading a

horse by the bridle. Then he put on the hat
that the servant had brought him, ran down the

steps, and got into the saddle.

"All right, Jeffreys," he said; "tell them

not to expect me back till to-morrow morning.
Let Mrs. Simmons sit up for her mistress. Mrs.
John may return at any hour in the night."
He galloped away along the smooth carriage-

drive. At the lodge he stopped to inquire if

any one had been through that way. No, the

woman said
;
she had opened the gates for no

one. Paul had expected no other answer.
There was a footpath that led to a little wicket-

gate opening on the high-road ;
and of course

Olivia had chosen that way, which was a good
deal shorter than the carriage-drive.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE TURNING OF THE TIDE.

IT was past two o'clock in the morning of the

day which had been appointed for Edward Arun-
del's wedding, when Paul Marchmont drew rein

before the white gate that divided Major Law-
ford's garden from the high-road. There was
no lodge, no pretense of grandeur here. An
old-fashioned garden surrounded an old-fash-

ioned red-brick house. There was an apple-
orchard upon one side of the low white gate,
and a flower-garden, with a lawn and fish-pond,

upon the other. The carriage - drive wound

sharply round to a shallow flight of steps, and a

broad door with a narrow window upon each
side of it.

Paul got off his horse at the gate, and went

in, leading the animal by the bridle. He was a

cockney heart and soul, and had no sense of

any enjoyments that were not of a cockney na-

ture. So the horse he had selected for himself

was any thing but a fiery creature. He liked

plenty of bone and very little blood in the steed

he rode, and was contented to go at a comfort-

able jog-trot, seven-miles-an-hour pace, along
the wretched country roads.

There was a row of old-fashioned wooden

posts, with iron chains swinging between them,

upon both sides of the doorway. Paul fastened

the horse's bridle to one of these, and went up
the steps. He rang a bell that went clanging
and jangling through the house in the stillness

of the summer night. All the way along the

road he had looked right and left, expecting to

pass Olivia : but he had seen no sign of her.

This was nothing, however
;

for there Avere by-

ways by which she might come from Marchmont
Towers to Lawford Grange.
"I must be before her, at any rate," Paul

thought to himself, as he waited patiently for an

answer to his summons.
The time seemed very long to him, of course

;

but at last he saw a light glimmering through
the mansion windows, and heard a shuffling foot

in the hall. Then the door was opened very cau-

tiously, and a woman's scared face peered out at

Mr. Marchmont through the opening.
"What is it?" the woman asked, in a fright-

ened voice.

"It is I, Mr. Mai-chmont, of Marchmont
Towers. Your master knows me. Mr. Arun-
del is here, is he not ?"

"Yes, and Mrs. Arundel too; but they're all

abed."
"Never mind that. I must see Major Law-

ford immediately."
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"But they're all abed."

"Never mind that, my good woman; I tell

you I must see him."
" But won't to-morrow mornin' do ? It's near

three o'clock, and to-morrow's our eldest miss's

weddin'-day; and they're all abed."
" I must see your master. For mercy's sake,

my good woman, do what I tell you. Go and
call up Major Lawford you can do it quiet-

ly and tell him I must speak to him at

once."

The woman, with the chain of the door still

between her and Mr. Marchmont, took a timid

survey of Paul's face. She had heard of him
often enough, but had never seen him before, and
she was rather doubtful as to his identity. She
knew that thieves and robbers resorted to all

sorts of tricks in the course of their evil vocation.

Mightn't this application for admittance in the

dead of the night be only a part of some bur-

glarious plot against the spoons and forks, and
that hereditary silver urn with lions' heads hold-

ing rings in their mouths for handles, the fame
of which had no doubt circulated throughout all

Lincolnshire? Mr. Marchmont had neither a
black mask nor a dark-lantern, and to Martha

Philpot's mind these were essential attributes of

the legitimate burglar ;
but he might be bur-

glariously disposed, nevertheless, and it would
be well to be on the safe side.

"I'll go and tell 'em," the discreet Martha

said, civilly ;
"but perhaps you won't mind my

leaving the chain oop. It ain't like as if it was

winter," she added, apologetically.
"You may shut the door ifyou like," answered

Paul; "only be quick and wake your master.

You can tell him that I want to see him upon a
matter of life and death."

Martha hurried away, and Paul stood upon
the broad stone steps waiting for her return.

Every moment was precious to him, for he
wanted to be beforehand with Olivia. He had
no thought except that she would come straight
to the Grange to see Edward Arundel

; unless,

indeed, she was by any chance ignorant of his

whereabouts.

Presently the light appeared again in the nar-

row windows, and this time a man's foot sound-
ed upon the stone-flagged hall. This time, too,

Martha let down the chain, and opened the door
wide enough for Mr. Marchmont to enter. She
had no fear of burglarious marauders now that

the valiant Major was at her elbow.
"Mr. Marchmont," exclaimed the old sol-

dier, opening a door leading into a little study,

"you'll excuse me if I seem rather bewildered

by your visit. When an old fellow like me is

called up in the middle of the night he can't be

expected to have his wits about him just at first.

Martha, bring us a light. Sit down, Mr. March-
mont. There's a chair at your elbow there.

And now may I ask the reason "

" The reason I've disturbed you in this abrupt
manner. The occasion that brings me here is a

very painful one
;
but I believe that my coming

may save you and yours from much annoyance."
" Save us from annoyance ! Really, my deal-

s' you
"

"I mystify you for the moment, no doubt,"
Paul interposed, blandly; "but if you will

have a little patience with me, Major Lawford,
I think I can make every thing very clear

only too painfully clear. You have heard of

my relative, Mrs. John Marchmont my cous-

in's widow?"
"I have," answered the Major, gravely.
The dark scandals that had been current about

wretched Olivia Marchmont came into his mind
with the mention of her name, and the memory
of those miserable slanders overshadowed his

frank face.

Paul waited while Martha brought in a smoky
lamp, with the half-lighted wick sputtering and
struggling in its oily socket. Then he went on,
in a calm, dispassionate voice, which seemed the

voice of a benevolent Christian, sublimely remote
from other people's sorrows, but tenderly pitiful
of suffering humanity, nevertheless.

" You have heard ofmy unhappy cousin. You
have no doubt heard that she is mad ?"

He dropped his voice into so low a whisper
that he only seemed to shape this last word with
his thin, flexible lips.

" I have heard some rumor to that effect," the

Major answered
;
"that is to say, I have heard

j

that Mrs. John Marchmont has lately become
'

eccentric in her habits."

"It has been my dismal task to watch the

slow decay of a very powerful intellect," contin-

ued Paul. "When I first came to Marchmont

|

Towers, about the time of my cousin Mary's
unfortunate elopement with Mr. Arundel, that

mental decay had already set in. Already the

compass of Olivia Marchmont's mind had be-

come reduced to a monotone, and the one dom-
inant thought was doing its ruinous work. It

was my fate to find the clew to that sad decay ;

it was my fate very speedily to discover the na-
ture of that all-absorbing thought which, little by
little, had grown into monomania."

Major Lawford stared at his visitor's face.

j

He was a plain-spoken man, and could scarcely
I
see his way clearly through all this obscurity of

fine words.

"You mean to say you found out what had
driven your cousin's widow mad ?" he said,

bluntly.
"You put the question very plainly, Major

Lawford. Yes
;
I discovered the secret of my

unhappy relative's moi'bid state of mind. That
secret lies in the fact, that for the last ten years

j

Olivia Marchmont has cherished a hopeless af-

j

fection for her cousin, Mr. Edward Aruudel."
The Major almost bounded off his chair in

horrified surprise.
"Good gracious!" he exclaimed; "you sur-

prise me, Mr. Marchmont, and and rather-

! unpleasantly."
"I should never have revealed this secret to

| you or to any other living creature, Major Law-

I

ford, had not circumstances compelled me to do
so. As far as Mr. Arundel is concerned,.! can
set your mind quite at ease. He has chosen to

insult me very grossly; but let that pass. I

must do him the justice to state that I believe

him to have been from first to last utterly igno-
rant of the state of his cousin's mind."
"I hope so, Sir

; egad, I hope so !" exclaimed
the Major, rather fiercely.

" If I thought that

this young man had trifled with the lady's affec-

tion
;

if I thought
"

"You need think nothing to the detriment of

Mr. Arundel," answered Paul, with placid po-

liteness, "except that he is hot-headed, obsti-
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nate, and foolish. He is a young man of excel-

lent principles, and has never fathomed the se-

cret of his cousin's conduct toward him. I am
rather a close observer something of a student

of human nature and I have watched this un-

happy woman. She loves, and has loved, her

cousin Edward Arundel
;

and hers is one of

those concentrative natures in which a great pas-
sion is near akin to a monomania. It was this

hopeless, unreturned affection that embittered

her character, and made her a harsh step-mo-
ther to my poor cousin Mary. For a long time

this wretched woman has been very quiet ;
but

her tranquillity has been only a deceitful calm.

To-night the storm broke. Olivia Marchmont
heard of the marriage that is to take place to-

morrow
; and, for the first time, a state of mel-

ancholy mania developed into absolute violence.

She came to me, and attacked me upon the sub-

ject of this intended marriage. She accused me
of having plotted to give Edward Arundel an-

other bride
;
and then, after exhausting herself

by a torrent of passionate invective against me,
against her cousin Edward, your daughter ev-

ery one concerned in to-morrow's event this

wretched woman rushed out of the house in a

jealous fury, declaring that she would do some-

thing no matter what to hinder the celebra-

tion of Edward Arundel's second marriage."
" Good Heavens !

"
gasped the Major. "And

you mean to say
"

"I mean to sayv that there is no knowing
what may be attempted by a mad woman, driv-

en mad by a jealousy in itself almost as terrible

as madness. Olivia Marchmont has sworn to

hinder your daughter's marriage. What has
not been done by unhappy creatures in this wo-
man's state of mind? Every clay we read of
such things in the newspapers deeds of horror
at which the blood grows cold in our veins

;
and

we wonder that Heaven can permit such misery.
It is not any frivolous motive that brings me
here in the dead of the night, Major Lawford.
I come to tell you that a desperate woman has
sworn to hinder to-morrow's marriage. Heaven
knows what she may do in her jealous frenzy.
She may attack your daughter."
The father's face grew pale. His Linda, his

darling, exposed to the fury of 'a mad woman!
He could conjure up the scene: the fair girl

clinging to her lover's breast, and desperate
Olivia Marchmont swooping down upon her like

an angry tigress.
" For mercy's sake, tell me what I am to do,

Mr. Marchmont !" cried the Major.
" God bless

you, Sir, for bringing me this warning. But
what am I to do ? What do you advise ? Shall
we postpone the wedding?"

" On no account. All you have to do is to

keep this wretched woman at bay. Shut your
doors upon her. Do not let her be admitted to

this house upon any pretense whatever. Get the

wedding over an hour earlier than has been in-

tended, if it is possible for you to do so, and

hurry the bride and bridegroom away upon the
first stages of their wedding-tour. If you wish
to escape all the wretchedness of a public scan-

dal, avoid seeing this woman."
"I will, I will," answered the bewildered Ma-

jor. "It's a most awful situation. My poor
Belinda ! Her wedding-day ! And a mad wo-
man to attempt Upon my word, Mr. March-

;

mont, I don't know how to thank you for the
trouble you have taken."

" Don't speak of that. This woman is my
I

cousin's widow : any shame of hers is disgrace
to me. Avoid seeing her. If by any chance

;

she does contrive to force herself upon you, turn

j

a deaf ear to all she may say. She horrified me
: to-night by her mad assertions. Be prepared
;

for any thing she may declare. She is possessed

by all manner of delusions, remember, and may
make the most ridiculous assertions. There is

no limit to her hallucinations. She may offer

to bring Edward Arundel's dead wife from the

grave, perhaps. But you will not, on any ac-

count, allow her to obtain access to your daugh-
ter."

"No, no; on no account. My poor Belinda !

I am very grateful to you, Mr. Marchmont, for

this warning. You'll stop here for the rest of

the night? Martha's beds are always aired.

You'll accept the shelter of our spare room until

to-morrow morning !"

"You are very good, Major Lawford
;
but I

must hurry away directly. Remember that I am
quite ignorant as to where my unhappy relative

may be wandering at this hour of the night. She

may have returned to the Towers. Her jealous

fury may have exhausted itself
;
and in that case

I have exaggerated the danger. But, at any
rate, I thought it best to give you this warning."

" Most decidedly, my dear Sir
;

I thank you
from the bottom of my heart. But you'll take

something wine, tea, brandy-and-water eh ?"

Paul had put on his hat and made his way
into the hall by this time. There was no affecta-

tion in his eagerness to be away. He glanced

uneasily toward the door every now and then

while the Major was offering hospitable hindrance
to his departure. He was very pale, with a hag-

gard, ashen pallor that betrayed his anxiety, in

spite of his bland calmness of manner.
"You are very kind. No; I will get away

at once. I have done my duty here
;
I must now

try and do what I can for this wretched woman.

Good-night. Remember
;
shut your doors upon

her."

He unfastened the bridle of his horse, mounted,
and rode away slowly, so long as there was any
chance of the horse's tread being heard at the

Grange. But when he was a quarter of a mile

away from Major Lawford's house, he urged the

horse into a gallop. He had no spurs ;
but he

used his whip With a ruthless hand, and went
off at a tearing pace along a narrow lane, where
the ruts were deep.
He rode for fifteen miles; and it was gray

morning when he drew rein at a dilapidated five-

barred gate leading into the great, tenantless

yard of an uninhabited farm-house. The place
had been unlet for some years ;

and the farm

was in the charge of a hind in Mr. Marchmont's

service. The hind lived in a cottage at the

other extremity of the farm; and Paul had

erected new buildings, with engine-houses and

complicated machinery for pumping the water

off the low-lying lands. Thus it was that the

old farm-house and the old farm-yard were suf-

fered to fall into decay. The empty sties, the

ruined barns and outhouses, the rotting straw,

and pools of rank corruption, made this tenant-

less farm-yard the very abomination of desola-

tion. Paul Marchmont opened the gate and



JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY. 161

went in. He picked his way very cautiously

through the mud and filth, leading his horse by
the bridle till he came to an outhouse, where he

secured the animal. Then he picked his way
across the yard, lifted the rusty latch of a nar-

row wooden door set in a plastered wall, and
went into a dismal stone court, where one lone-

ly hen was moulting in miserable solitude.

Long rank grass grew in the interstices of the

flags. The lonely hen set up a roopy cackle, and
fluttered into a corner at sight of Paul March-
mont. There were some rabbit-hutches, tenant-

less
;
a dove-cote, empty ;

a dog-kennel, and a

broken chain rusting slowly in a pool of water,
but no dog. The court-yard was at the back of

the house, looked down upon by a range of lat-

ticed windows, some with closed shutters, others

with shutters swinging in the wind, as if they
had been fain to beat themselves to death in very
desolation of spirit.

Mr. Marchmont opened a door and went into

the house. There were empty cellars and pan-
tries, dairies and sculleries, right and left of him.
The rats and mice scuttled away at sound of the

intruder's footfall. The spiders ran upon the

damp-stained walls, and the disturbed cobwebs
floated slowly down from the cracked ceilings
and tickled Mr. Marchmont's face.

Further on in the interior of the gloomy hab-
itation Paul found a great stone-paved kitchen,
at the darkest end of which there was a rusty

grate, in which a minimum of flame struggled

feebly with a maximum of smoke. An open
oven-door revealed a dreary black cavern

;
and

the very manner of the rusty door, and loose,
half-broken handle, was an advertisement of in-

capacity for any homely hospitable use. Pale,

sickly fungi had sprung up in clusters at the cor-

ners of the damp hearth-stone. Spiders and rats,

damp and cobwebs, every sign by which Decay
writes its name upon the dwelling man has de-

serted, had set its separate mark upon this ruined

place.
Paul Marchmont looked round him with a con-

temptuous shudder. He called "Mrs. Brown !

Mrs. Brown!" two or three times, each time

waiting for an answer
;
but none came, and Mr.

Marchmont passed on into another room.
Here at least there was some poor pretense of

comfort. The room was in the front of the house,
and the low latticed window looked out upon a

neglected garden, where some tall fox-gloves
reared their gaudy heads among the weeds.
Across the garden there was a stout brick wall,
with pear-trees trained against it, and dragon's-
mouth and wall-flower waving in the morning
breeze.

There was a bed in this room, empty ;
an easy-

chair near the window ;
near that a little table,

and a set of Indian chessmen. Upon the bed
there were some garments scattered, as if but

lately flung there
;
and upon the floor, near the

fire-place, there were the fragments of a child's

first toys a tiny trumpet, bought at some vil-

lage fair, a baby's rattle, and a broken horse.

Paul Marchmont looked about him
; a little

puzzled first, then with a vague dread in his hag-
gard face.'

" Mrs. Brown !" he cried, in a loud voice, hur-

rying across the room toward an inner door as

he spoke.
The inner door was opened before Paul could

reach it, and a woman appeared ;
a tall, gaunt-

looking woman, with a hard face and bare,

brawny arms.

"Where, in Heaven's name, have you been

hiding yourself, woman ?" Paul cried, impatient-
ly.

" And where's your patient ?"
"
Gone, Sir."

" Gone ! Where ?"

"With her step-mamma, Mrs. Marchmont
not half an hour ago. As it was your wish I

should stop behind to clear up, I've done so, Sir
;

but I did think it would have been better for me
to have gone with "

Paul clutched the woman by the arm, and

dragged her toward him.
"Are you mad?" he cried, with an oath.

" Are you mad or drunk? Who gave you leave
to let that woman go ? Who ?"

He couldn't finish the sentence. His throat

grew dry, and he gasped for breath, while all

the blood in his body seemed to rush into his

swollen forehead.

"You sent Mrs. Marchmont to fetch my pa-
tient away, Sir," exclaimed the woman, looking

frightened. "You did, didn't you ? She said so !"
" She is a liar

;
and you are a fool or a cheat.

She paid you, I dare say ! Can't you speak,
woman? Has the person I left in your care,
whom you were paid, and paid well, to take
care of have you let her go? Answer me
that."

"I have, Sir," the woman faltered she was
big and brawny, but there was that in Paul
Marchmont's face that frightened her, notwith-

standing "seeing as it was your orders."
" That will do," cried Paul Marchmont, hold-

ing up his hand, and looking at the woman with
a ghastly smile; "that will do. You have ru-

ined me; do you hear? You have undone a
work, that has cost me Oh, my God! why
do I waste my breath ii* talking to such a creat-

ure as this? All my plots, my difficulties, my
struggles and victories, my long sleepless nights,

my bad dreams has it all come to this ? Ruin,
unutterable ruin, brought upon me by a mad
woman !

"

He sat down in the chair by the window, and
leaned upon the table, scattering the Indian chess-

men with his elbow. He did not weep. That
relief terrible ..relief though it is for a man's
breast was denied him. He sat there with his

face covered, moaning aloud. That helpless
moan was scarcely like the complaint of a man

;

it was rather like the hopeless,, dreary utterance
of a brute's anguish ;

it sounded like the miser-
able howling of a beaten cur.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

BELINDA'S WEDDING-DAT.

THE sun shone upon Belinda Lawford's wed-

ding-day. The birds were singing in the gar-
den under her window as she opened the lattice

and looked out. The word lattice is not a poet-
ical license in this case

;
for Miss Lawford's

chamber was a roomy, old-fashioned apartment
at the back of the house, with deep window-seats
and diamond-paned casements.
The sun shone, and the roses bloomed in all

their summer glory. "'Twas in the time of
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roses," as gentle-minded Thomas Hood so sweet-

ly sang : surely the time of all others for a bridal

morning. The girl looked out into the sunshine,
with her loose auburn hair falling about her

shoulders, and lingered a little, looking at the

familiar garden, with a half-pensive smile.

"Oh, how often, how often," she said, "I
have walked up and down by those laburnums,

Letty!" There were two pretty white-curtain-

ed bedsteads in the old-fashioned room, and Miss

Arundel had shared her friend's apartment for

the last week. "How often mamma and I have
sat under the dear old cedar, making our poor
children's frocks ! People say monotonous lives

are not happy : mine has been the same thing
over and over again ;

and yet how happy I have
been ! And to think that we" she paused a

moment, and the rosy color in her cheeks deep-
ened by just one shade; it was so sweet to use

that simple monosyllable "we" when Edward
Arundel was the other half of the pronoun

" to

think that we shall be in Paris to-morrow !"

"Driving in the Bois," exclaimed Miss Arun-

del, "dining at the Maison Doree, or the Cafe
de Paris. Don't dine at Meurice's, Linda

;
it's

dreadfully slow dining at one's hotel. And
you'll be a young married woman, and can do

any thing, you know. If I were a young mar-
ried woman I'd ask my husband to take me to

the MabiMe, just for half an hour, with an old

bonnet and a thick veil. I knew a girl whose
first cousin married a cornet in the Guards, and

they went to the Mabille one night. Come, Be-

linda, if you mean to have your back hair done
at all, you'd better sit down at once and let me
commence operations."

Miss Arundel had stipulated that, upon this

particular morning, she was to dress her friend's

hair; and she turned up the frilled sleeves of

her white dressing-gown, and set to work in

the orthodox manner, fpreadirig a net-work of

shining auburn tresses about Miss Lawford's

shoulders, prior to the weaving of elaborate

plaits that were to make a crown for the fair

young bride. Letitia's tongue went as fast as

her fingers ;
but Belinda was very silent.

She was thinking of the bounteous Providence
that had given her the man she loved for her

husband. She had been on her knees in the

early morning, long before Letitia's awakening,
breathing out innocent thanksgiving for the hap-

piness that overflowed her fresh young heart.

A woman had need to be country-bred, and to

have been reared in the narrow circle of a hap-

py home, to feel as Belinda Lawford felt. Such
love as hers is only given to bright and inno-

cent spirits, untarnished even by the knowledge
of sin.

Down stairs Edward Arundel was making a

wretched pretense of breakfasting tete-a-tete with
his future father-in-law.

The Major had held his peace as to the un-

looked-for visitant of the past night. He had
given particular orders that no stranger should
be admitted to the house, and that was all. But,

being of a naturally frank, not to say loquacious

disposition, the weight of this secret was a very
terrible burden to the honest half-pay soldier.

He ate his dry toast uneasily, looking at the
door every now and then, in the perpetual ex-

pectation of beholding that barrier burst open by
mad Olivia Marchmont.

The breakfast was not a very cheerful meal,
therefore. I don't suppose any ante-nuptial
breakfast ever is very jovial. There was the
state banquet the wedding breakfast to be
eaten by-and-by; and Mrs. Lawford, attended

by all the females of the establishment, was en-

gaged in putting the last touches to the groups
of fruit and confectionery, the pyramid of flow-

ers, and that crowning glory, the wedding-cake.
"Remember, the still Hock and Madeira are

to go round first, and then the sparkling; and
tell Gogram to be particular about the corks,

Martha," Mrs. Lawford said to her confidential

maid, as she gave a nervous last look at the ta-

ble. " I was at a breakfast once where a Cham-
pagne-cork hit the bridegroom on the bridge of
his nose at the very moment he rose to return
thanks

;
and being a nervous man, poor fellow !

in point of fact, he was a cm-ate, and the bride
was the rector's daughter, with two hundred a

year of her own it quite overcame him, and he
didn't get over it all through the breakfast. And
now I must run and put on my bonnet."

There was nothing but putting on bonnets,
and pinning lace shawls, and wild outcries for

hair-pins, and interchanging of little feminine

services, upon the bedroom floor for the next
half-hour.

Major Lawford walked up and down the hall,

putting on his white gloves, which were too

large for him elderly men's white gloves al-

ways are too large for. them and watching the
door of the citadel. Olivia must pass over a

father's body, the old soldier thought, before she

should annoy Belinda on her bridal morning.
By-and-by the carriages came round to the

door. The girl bridemaids came crowding down
the stairs, hustling each other's crisped garments,
and disputing a little in a sisterly fashion

;
then

Letitia Arundel, with nine rustling flounces of

white silk ebbing and flowing and surging about

her, and with a pleased simper upon her face
;

and then followed Mrs. Arundel, stately in sil-

ver-gray moire, and Mrs. Lawford, in violet silk

until the hall was a show of bonnets and bou-

quets and muslin.

And last of all, Belinda Lawford, robed in

cloud-like garments of spotless lace, with bridal

flowers trembling round her hair, came slowly
down the broad old-fashioned staircase, to see

her lover loitering in the hall below.

He looked very grave ;
but he greeted his

bride with a tender smile. He loved her, but

he could not forget. Even upon this his wed-

ding-day the haunting shadow of the past was
with him : not to be shaken off.

He did not wait till Belinda reached the bot-

tom of the staircase. There was a sort of cere-

monial law to be observed, and he was not to

speak to Miss Lawford upon this special morn-

ing until he met her in the vestry at Hillings-

worth Church
;

so Letitia and Mrs. Arundel
hustled the young man into one of the carriages,

while Major Lawford ran to receive his daugh-
ter at the foot of the stairs.

The Arundel carriage drove off about five

minutes before the vehicle that was to convey

Major Lawford, Belinda, and as many of the

girl bridemaids as could be squeezed into it with-

out detriment to lace and muslin. The rest

went with Mrs. Lawford in the third and last J

carriage. Hillingsworth Church was about three-
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quarters of a mile from the Grange. It was a

pretty, irregular old place, lying in a little nook

under the shadow of a great yew-tree. Behind

the square Norman tower there was a row of

poplars, black against the blue summer sky ;
and

between the low gate of the church-yard and the

gray, moss-grown porch there was an avenue of

good old elms. The rooks were calling to each

other in the topmost branches of the trees as

Major Lawford's carriage drew up at the church-

yard gate.
Belinda was a great favorite among the poor

of Hillingsworth parish, and the place had put
on a gala-day aspect in honor of her wedding.
Garlands of honey-suckle and wild clematis were

twined about the stout oaken gate-posts. The
school-children were gathered in clusters in the

church-yard, with their pinafores full of fresh

flowers from shadowy lanes and from prim cot-

tage gardens bright, homely blossoms, with the

morning dew still upon them.

The rector and his curate were standing in the

porch waiting for the coming of the bride
;
and

there were groups of well-dressed people dotted

about here and there in the drowsy sheltered

pews near the altar. There were humbler spec-
tators clustered under the low ceiling of the gal-

lery tradesmen's wives and daughters, radiant

with new ribbons, and whispering to one another

in delighted anticipation of the show.

Every body round about the Grange loved

pretty, genial Belinda Lawford, and there was
universal rejoicing because of her happiness.
The wedding party came out of the vestry

presently in appointed order
;
the bride with her

head drooping, and her face hidden by her veil
;

the bridemaids' garments making a fluttering
noise as they came up the aisle, like the sound
of a summer breeze faintly stirring a field of

corn.

Then the grave voice of the rector began the

service with the brief preliminary exordium
;

and then, in a tone that grew more solemn with

the increasing solemnity of the words, he went
on to that awful charge which is addressed es-

pecially to the bridegroom and the bride :

"I require and charge you both, as ye will

answer at the dreadful Day of Judgment, when
the secrets of all hearts shall be disclosed, that

if either of you know any impediment why ye

may not be lawfully joined together in matrimo-

ny, ye do now confess it. For be ye well as-

sured
"

The rector read no further; for a woman's
voice from out the dusky shadows at the further

end of the church cried "
Stop !"

There was a sudden silence
; people stared at

each other with pale, scared faces, and then

turned in the direction whence the voice had
come. The bride lifted her head for the first

time since leaving the vestry, and looked round
about her, ashy pale and trembling.
"Oh Edward, Edward!" she cried, "what is

it?"

The rector waited, with his hand still upon
the open book. He waited, looking toward the

other end of the chancel. He had no need to

wait long : a woman, with a black veil thrown
back from a white, haggard face, and with dusty

, garments dragging upon the church-floor, came

slowly up the aisle.

Her two hands were clasped upon her breast,

and her breath came in gasps, as if she had been

running.
"Olivia!" cried Edward Arundel, "what, in

Heaven's name "

But Major Lawford stepped forward, and spoke
to the rector.

"
Pray let her be got out of the way," he said,

in a low voice. " I was warned of this. I was

quite prepared for some such disturbance." He
sank his voice to a whisper.

" She is mad!" he

said, close in the rector's ear.

The whisper was like whispering in general
more distinctly audible than the rest of the

speech. Olivia Marchmont heard it.

" Mad until to-day,
" she cried

;

" but not mad
to-day. Oh, Edward Arundel ! a hideous wrong
has been done by me and through me. Your
wife your wife

"

" My wife ! what of her ? She "

"She is alive!" gasped Olivia; "an hour's

walk from here. I came on foot. I was tired,

and I came slowly. I thought that I should be

in time to stop you before you got to the church
;

but I am very weak. I ran the last part of the

way
"

She dropped her hands upon the altar-rails,

and seemed as if she would have fallen. The
rector put his arm about her to support her, and
she went on :

"I thought I should have spared her this,"

she said, pointing to Belinda
;

" but I can't help
it. She must bear her misery as well as others.

It can't be worse for her than it has been for

others. She must bear "

"My wife!" said Edward Arundel; "Mary,
my poor sorrowful darling alive?"

'Belinda turned away, and buried her face

upon her mother's shoulder. She could have
borne any thing better than this.

His heart that supreme treasure, for which
she had rendered up thanks to her God had
never been hers, after all. A word, a breath,
and she was forgotten ;

his thoughts went back
to that other one. There was unutterable joy,
there was unspeakable tenderness in his tone, as

he spoke of Mary Marchmont, though she stood

by his side, in all her foolish bridal finery, with

her heart newly broken.

"Oh, mother," she cried, "take me away!
take me away, before I die!"

Olivia flung herself upon her knees by the

altar-rails, where the pure young bride was to

have knelt by her lover's side
;

this wretched sin-

ner cast herself down, sunk far below all com-
mon thoughts in the black depth of her de-

spair."
Oh, my sin, my sin !" she cried, with clasped

hands lifted up above her head. "Will God
ever forgive my sin? will God ever have pity

upon me? Can He pity, can He forgive, such

guilt as mine? Even this work of to-day is

no atonement to be reckoned against my wick-

edness. I was jealous of her
;

I was jealous !

Earthly passion was still predominant in this

miserable breast."

She rose suddenly, as if this outburst had
never been, and laid her hand upon Edward
ArundeFs arm.

* ' Come !" she said
;

' come !"

"To her to Mary my wife?"

They had taken Belinda away by this time
;

but Major Lawford stood looking on. He tried
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to draw Edward aside
;
but Olivia's hand upon

the young mair's arm held him like a vice.

"'She is mad," whispered the Major. "Mr.
Marchmont came to me last night, and warned
me of all this. He told me to be prepared for

any thing; she has all sorts of delusions. Get
her away, if you can, while I go and explain
matters to Belinda. Edward, if you have a

spark of manly feeling, get this woman away."
But Olivia held the bridegroom's arm with a

tightening grasp.
" Come !" she said

;
"come! Are you turned

to stone, Edward Arundel? Is your love worth
no more than this ? I tell you, your wife, Mary
Marchmont, is alive. Let those who doubt me
come and see for themselves."

The eager spectators, standing up in the pews
or crowding in the narrow aisle, were only too

ready to respond to this invitation.

Olivia led her cousin out into the church-

yard ;
she led him to the gate where the car-

riages were waiting. The crowd flocked after

them
;
and the people outside began to cheer as

they came out. That cheer was the signal for

which the school-children had waited
;
and they

set to work scattering flowers upon the narrow

pathway, before they looked up to see who was

coming to tread upon the rosebuds and jas-

mine, the woodbine and seringa. But they drew

back, scared and wondering, as Olivia came
along the pathway, sweeping those tender blos-

soms after her with her trailing black garments,
and leading the pale bridegroom by his arm.

She led him to the door of the carriage beside

which Major Lawford's gray-haired groom was

waiting, with a big white-satin favor pinned
upon his breast, and a bunch of roses in his but-

ton-hole. Thei-e were favors in the horses' ears,
and favors upon the breasts of the Hillingsworth

trades-people who supplied bread and butcher's

meat and grocery to the family at the Grange.
The bell-ringers up in the church-tower saw the

crowd flock out of the porch, and thought the

marriage ceremony was over. The jangling
bells pealed out upon the hot summer air as Ed-
ward stood by the church-yard gate, with Olivia

Marchmont by his side.

"Lend me your carnage," he said to Major
Lawford, "and come with me. I must see the

end of this. It may be all a delusion
;
but I

must see the end of it. If there is any truth

in instinct, I believe that I shall see my wife

alive."

He got into the carriage without further cere-

mony, and Olivia and Major Lawford followed
him.

" Where is my wife ?" the young man asked,

letting down the front window as he spoke.
"At Kemberling, at Hester Jobson's."

"Drive to Kemberling," Edward said to the

co*chman "to Kemberling High Street, as fast

as you can go."
The man drove away from the church-yard

gate. The humbler spectators, who were re-

strained by no niceties of social etiquette, hur-
ried after the vehicle, raising white clouds of

dust upon the high-road with their eager feet.

The higher classes lingered about the church-

yard, talking to each other and wondering.
Very few people stopped to think of Belinda

Lawford. "Let the stricken deer go weep." A
stricken deer is a vevy uninteresting object when

there are hounds in full chase hard by, and an-
other deer to be hunted.

' ' Since when has my wife been at Kember-
ling?" Edward Arundel asked Olivia, as the

carriage drove along the high-road between the
two villages.

Since daybreak this morning."
Where was she before then ?"

At Stony-Stringford Farm."
And before then?"
In the pavilion over the boat-house at

M rchmont."

My God ! And"
rhe young man did not finish his sentence.

He put his head out of the window looking to-

ward Kemberling, and straining his eyes to catch
the earliest sight of the straggling village street.

"Faster!" he cried every now and then to

the coachman
;

" faster !"

In little more than half an hour from the time
at which it had left the church-yard gate the

carriage stopped before the little carpenter's-

shop. Mr. Jobson's doorway was adorned by a

painted representation of two very doleful-look-

ing mutes standing at a door
;
for Hester's hus-

band combined the more aristocratic avocation
of undertaker with the homely trade of carpenter
and joiner.

Olivia Marchmont got out of the carriage be-

fore either of the two men could alight to assist

her. Power was the supreme attribute of this

woman's mind. Her purpose never faltered;
from the moment she had left Marchmont Towers
until now she had known neither rest of body nor

wavering of intention.

"Come," she said to Edward Arundel, look-

ing back as she stood upon the threshold of Mr.
Jobson's door; "and you too," she added, turn-

ing to Major Lawford "follow us, and see

whether I am MAD."
She passed through the shop, and into that

prim, smart parlor in which Edward Arundel
had lamented his lost wife.

The latticed windows were wide open, and the

warm summer sunshine filled the room.
A girl, with loose traces of hazel-brown hair

falling about her face, was sitting on the floor,

looking down at a beautiful fair-haired nursling
of a twelvemonth old.

The girl was John Marchmont's daughter;
the child was Edward Arundel's son. It was his

childish cry that the young man had heard upon
that October night in the pavilion by the water.

"
Mary Arundel," said Olivia, in a hard voice,

"I give you back your husband !"

The young mother got up from the ground
and fell into her husband's arms. Edward car-

ried her to a sofa and laid her down, white and

senseless, and then knelt down beside her, crying
over her, and sobbing out inarticulate thanks-

giving to the God who had given his lost wife

back to him.

"Poor, sweet lamb!" murmured Hester Job-

son; "she's as weak as a baby; and she's gone

through so much a'ready this morning."
It was some time before Edward Arundel

raised his head from the pillow upon which his

wife's pale face lay, half-hidden amidst the tan-

gled hair. But when he did look up, he turned

to Major Lawford and stretched out his hand.
" Have pity upon me." he said. " I have been

the dupe of a villain. Tell your poor child how
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much I esteem her, how much I regret that

that we should have loved each other as we
have. The instinct of my heart would have kept
me true to the past ;

but it was impossible to

know your daughter and not love her. The vil-

lain who has brought this sorrow upon us shall

pay dearly for his infamy. Go back to your
daughter ;

tell her every thing. Tell her what

you have seen here. I know her heart, and I

know that she will open her arms to this poor
ill-used child."

The Major went away. Hester Jobson bustled

about bringing restoratives and pillows, stopping

every now and then in an outburst of affection

by the slippery horse-hair couch on which Mary
lay.

Mrs. Jobson had prepared her best bedroom
for her beloved visitor, and Edward carried his

young wife up to the clean, airy chamber. He
went back to the parlor to fetch the child. He
carried the fair -haired little one up stairs in his

own arms
;
but I regret to say that the infant

showed an inclination to whimper in his newly-
found father's embrace. It is only in the British

Drama that newly-discovered fathers are greeted
with an outburst of ready-made affection. Ed-
ward Arundel want back to the sitting-room

presently, and sat down, waiting till Hester
should bring him fresh tidings of his wife. Oliv-
ia Marchmont stood bv the window, with her

eyes fixed upon Edward.

"Why don't you speak to me?" she said,

presently. "Can you find no words that are

vile enough to express your hatred of me? Is

that why you are silent?"

"No, Olivia," answered the young man, calm-

ly. "I am silent, because I have nothing to say
to you. Why you have acted as you have acted

why you have chosen to be the tool of a black-

hearted villain is an unfathomable mystery to

me. I thank God that your conscience was
aroused this day, and that you have at least hin-

dered the misery of an innocent girl. But why
you have kept my wife hidden from me why
you have been the accomplice of Paul March-
mont's crime is more than I can even attempt
to guess."
"Not yet?" said Olivia, looking at him with

a strange smile. " Even yet I am a mystery to

you?"
"You are, indeed, Olivia."

She turned away from him with a laugh.
"Then I had better remain so till the end,"

she said, looking out into the garden. But aft-

er a moment's silence she turned her head once
more toward the young man. "I will speak,"
she said; "I will speak, Edward Arundel. I

hope and believe that I have not long to live,
and that all my shame and misery, my obstinate

wickedness, my guilty passion, will come to an
end, like a long feverish dream. O God, have

mercy on my waking, and make it brighter than
this dreadful sleep ! I loved you, Edward Arun-
del. You don't know what that word 'love'

means, do you ? You think you love that child-

ish girl yonder, don't you? but I can tell you
that you don't know what love is. / know what
it is. I have loved. For ten years for ten

long, dreary, desolate, miserable years, fifty-two
weeks in every year, fifty-two Sundays, with

long idle hours between the two church services

I have loved you, Edward. Shall I tell you

what it is to love ? It is to suffer, to hate. Yes,
to hate even the object of your love, when that

love is hopeless ; >v^
hate him for the very attri-

butes that have m^ -e you love him
;

to grudge
the gifts and graces that have made him dear.

It is to hate every creature upon whom his eyes
look with greater tenderness than they look on

you ;
to watch one face until its familiar lines

become a perpetual torment to you, and you can
not sleep because of its eternal presence staring
at you in all your dreams. Love ! How many
people upon this great earth know the real mean-

ing of that hideous word. I have learned it un-
til my soul loathes the lesson. They will tell

you that I am mad, Edward, and they will tell

you something near the truth
;
but not quite the

truth. My madness has been my love. From
long ago, Edward, when you were little more
than a boy you remember, don't you, the long
days at the Rectory ? / remember every word

you ever spoke to me, every sentiment you ever

expressed, every look of your changing face

you were the first bright thing that came across

my barren life; and I loved you. I married
John Marchmont why, do you think ? be-

cause I wanted to make a barrier between you
and me. I wanted to make my love for you im-

possible by making it a sin. I did not think it

was in my nature to sin. But since then oh,
I hope I have been mad since then

;
I hope that

God may forgive my sins because I have been
mad!"
Her thoughts wandered away to that awful

question which had been so lately revived in

her mind Could she be forgiven ? Was it

within the compass of Heavenly mercy to for-

give such a sin as hers ?

CHAPTER XL.

MARY'S STORY.

ONE of the minor effects of any great shock,

any revolution, natural or political, social or do-

mestic, .is a singular unconsciousness or an ex-

aggerated estimate of the passage of time. Some-
times we fancy that the common functions of
the universe have come to a dead stop during
the tempest which has shaken our being to its

remotest depths. Sometimes, on the other hand,
it seems to us that, because we have endured an
age of suffering, or half a lifetime of bewildered

joy, the terrestrial globe has spun round in time
to the quickened throbbing of our passionate
hearts, and that all the clocks upon earth have
been standing still.

When the sun sank upon the summer's day
that was to have been the day of Belinda's bridal

Edward Arundel thought that it was still early
in the morning. He wondered at the rosy light
all over the western sky, and that great ball of
molten gold dropping down below the horizon.

He was fain to look at his watch, in order to

convince himself that the low light was really
the familiar sun, and not some unnatural ap-
pearance in the heavens.

And yet, although he wondered at the closing
of the day, with a strange inconsistency his mind
could scarcely grapple with the idea that only
last night he had sat by Belinda Lawford's side',

her betrothed husband, and had.pondered, Heav-
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en only knows with what sorrowful regret, upon
the unknown grave in which his dead wife lay.

"I only knew it this incyiaig," he thought;
"I only knew this morning that my young wife

still lives, and that I have a son."

He was sitting by the open window in Hester

Jobson's best bedroom. He was sitting in an
old-fashioned easy-chair, placed between the

head of the bed and the open window a pure
cottage wr

indow, with diamond panes of thin

greenish glass, and a broad painted ledge, with
a great jug of homely garden-flowers standing
on it. The young man was sitting by the side

of the bed upon which his newly-found wife and
son lay asleep ;

the child's head nestled on his

mother's breast, one flushed cheek peeping out

of a tangled confusion of hazel-brown and baby-
ish flaxen hair.

The white dimity curtains overshadowed the

loving sleepers. The pretty fluffy knotted fringe
neat Hester's handiwork made fantastical

tracery upon the sunlit counterpane. Mary
slept with one arm folded round her child, and
with her face turned to her husband. She had
fallen asleep, with her hand clasped in his, after

a succession of fainting-fits that had left her ter-

ribly prostrate.
Edward Arundel watched that tender picture

with a smile of ineffable affection.

"I can understand now why Roman Catho-
lics worship the Virgin Mary," he thought.

" I

can comprehend the inspiration that guided Ra-

phael's hand when he painted the Madonna de
la Chaise. In all the world there is no picture
so beautiful. From all the universe he could
have chosen no subject more sublime. Oh, my
darling wife, given back to me out of the grave,
restored to me, and not alone restored! My i

little son ! my baby-son ! whose feeble voice I

heard that dark October night. To think that I

was so wretched a dupe ! to think that my dull

ears could hear that sound, and no instinct rise

up in my heart to reveal the presence of my child !

I was so near them, not once, but several times

so near, and I never knew I never guessed!"
He clenched his fists involuntarily at the re-

membrance of those purposeless visits to the

lonely boat-house. His young wife was restored

to him. But nothing could wipe away the long
interval of agony in which he and she had been
the dupe of a villainous trickster and a jealous
woman. Nothing could give back the first year

j

of that baby's life that year which should have
j

been one long holiday of love and rejoicing.

Upon what a dreary world those innocent eyes
had opened, when they should have looked only
upon sunshine and flowers, and the tender light
of a loving father's smile !

"Oh, my darling, my darling!" the young
husband thought, as he looked at his wife's wan
face, upon which the evidence of all that past

|

agony was only too painfully visible "how bit-

terly we two have suffered ! But how much
more terrible must have been your suffering than

mine, my poor gentle darling, my broken lily !"

In his rapture at finding the wife he had
mourned as dead, the young man had for a time
almost forgotten the villainous plotter who had

kept her hidden from him. But now, as he sat

quietly by the bed upon which Mary and her

baby lay, he had leisure to think of Paul March-
mont.

What was he to do with that man ? What
vengeance could he wreak upon the head of that
wretch who, for nearly two years, had condemned
an innocent girl to cruel suffering and shame?
To shame

;
for Edward knew now that one of

the most bitter tortures which Paul Marchmont
had inflicted upon his cousin had been his pre-
tended disbelief in her marriage.
"What can I do to him?" the young man

asked himself. " What can I do to him ? There
is no personal chastisement worse than that
which he has endured already at my hands.
The scoundrel ! the heartless villain ! the false,
cold-blooded cur ! What can I do to him ? I
can only repeat that shameful degradation, and I
will repeat it. This time he shall howl under the
lash like some beaten hound. This time I will

drag him through the village street, and let every
idle gossip in Kemberling see how a scoundrel
writhes under an honest man's whip. I will

"

Edward Arundel's wife woke while he was think-

ing what chastisement he should inflict upon her

deadly foe
;
and the baby opened his round in-

nocent blue eyes in the next moment, and sat up,

staring at his new parent.
Mr. Arundel took the child in his arms, and

held him very tenderly, though perhaps rather

awkwardly. The baby's round eyes opened
wider at sight of the golden absurdities dan-

gling at his father's watch chain, and the little

pudgy hands began to play with the big man's
lockets and seals.

"He comes to me, you see, Mary!" Edward
said, with naive wonder.
And then he turned the baby's face toward

him, and tenderly contemplated the bright, sur-

prised blue eyes, the tiny dimples, the soft mould-
ed chin. I don't know whether fatherly' vanity

prompted the fancy, but Edward Arundel cer-

tainly did fancy that he saw some faint reflec-

tion of his own features in that pink and white

baby-face ;
a shadowy resemblance, like a trem-

ulous image looking up out of a river. But
while Edward was half-thinking this, half-won-

dering whether there could be any likeness to

him in that infant countenance, Mary settled the

question with womanly decision.
" Isn't he like you, Edward ?" she whispered.

"It was only for his sake that I bore my life

all through that miserable time
;
and I don't

think I could have lived even for him, if he hadn't

been so like you. I used to look at his face

sometimes for hours and hours together, crying
over him, and thinking of you. I don't think I

ever cried except when he was in my arms.

Then something seemed to soften my heart, and
the tears came to my eyes. I was very, very,

very ill, for a long time before my baby was
born

;
and I didn't know how the time went, or

where I was. I used to fancy sometimes I was

back in Oakley Street, and that papa was alive

again, and that we were quite happy together,

j
except for some heavy hammer that was always

j

beating, beating, beating upon both our heads,

!
and the dreadful sound of the river rushing down

j

the street under our windows. I heard Mr.

!
Weston tell his wife that it was a miracle I lived

through that time."

Hester Jobson came in presently with a tea-

|
tray, that made itself heard, by a jingling of tea-

spoons and rattling of cups and saucers, all the

way up the narrow staircase.
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The friendly carpenter's wife had produced her

best china and her silver tea-pot an heir-loom

inherited from a wealthy maiden aunt of her

husband's. She had been busy all the afternoon,

preparing that elegant little collation of cake and
fruit which accompanied the tea-tray ;

and she

spread the lavender-scented table-cloth, and ar-

ranged the cups and saucers, the plates and

dishes, with mingled pride and delight.
But she had to endure a terrible disappoint-

ment by-and-by ;
for neither of her guests was

in a condition to do justice to her hospitality.

Mary got up and sat in the roomy easy-chair,

propped up with pillows. Her pensive eyes kept
a loving watch upon the face of her husband,
turned toward her own, and slightly crimsoned

by that rosy flush fading out in the western sky.
She sat up and sipped a cup of tea

;
and in that

lovely summer twilight, with the scent of the
flowers blowing in through the open window,
and a stupid moth doing his best to beat out his

brains against one of the diamond panes in the

lattice, the tortured heart, for the first time since

the ruthless close of that brief honey-moon, felt

the heavenly delight of repose.

"Oh, Edward!" murmured the young wife,
"how strange it seems to be happy!"
He was at her feet, half-kneeling, half-sitting

on a hassock of Hester's handiwork, with both
his wife's hands clasped in his, and his head lean-

ing upon the arm of her chair. Hester Jobson
had carried off the baby, and these two were

quite alone, all in all to each other, with a cruel

gap of two years to be bridged over by sorrow-
ful memories, by tender words of consolation.

They were alone, and they could talk quite free-

ly now, without fear of interruption ;
for although

in purity and beauty an infant is first cousin to

the angels, and although I most heartily concur
in all that Mr. Bennett and Mr. Buchanan can

say or sing about the species, still it must be
owned that a baby is rather a hindrance to con-

versation, and that a man's eloquence does not
flow quite so smoothly when he has to stop ev-

ery now and then to rescue his infant son from
the imminent peril of strangulation, caused by a
futile attempt at swallowing one of his own fists.

Mary and Edward were alone
; they were to-

gether once more, as they had been by the trout-

stream in the Winchester meadows. A curtain
had fallen uppn all the wreck and ruin of the

past, and they could hear the soft, mysterious
music that was to be the prelude of a new act in

life's drama.
" I shall try to forget all that time,

"
Mary said,

presently; "I shall try to forget it, Edward. I

think the very memory of it would kill me, if it

was to come back perpetually in the midst of my
joy, as it does now, even now, when I am so

happy so happy that I dare not speak of my
happiness."

She stopped, and her face drooped upon her
husband's clustering hair.

"You are crying, Mary!"
"Yes, dear. There is something painful in

happiness when it comes after such suffering."
The young man lifted his head, and looked in

his wife's face. How deathly pale it was, even
in that shadowy twilight ;

how Avorn and hag-
gard and wasted since it had smiled at him in

his brief honey-moon ! Yes, joy is painful when
it comes after a long continuance of suffering ;

it is painful because we have become skeptical

by reason of the endurance of such anguish. We
have lost the power to believe in happiness. It

comes, the. bright stranger; but we shrink ap-
palled from its beauty, lest, after all, it should
be nothing but a phantom.
Heaven knows how anxiously Edward Arun-

del looked at his wife's altered face. Her eyes
shone upon him with the holy light of love. She
smiled at him with a tender, reassuring smile

;

but it seemed to him that there was something
almost supernal in the brightness of that white,
wasted face

; something that reminded him of
the countenance of a martyr who has ceased to

suffer the anguish of death in a foretaste of the

joys of heaven.

"Mary," he said, presently, "tell me every
cruelty that Paul Marchmont or his tools inflict-

ed upon you ;
tell me every thing, and I will

never speak of our miserable separation again.
I will only punish the cause of it," he added, in

an undertone. "Tell me, dear. It will be

painful for you to speak of it
;
but it will be

only once. There are some things I must know.

Remember, darling, that you are in my arms

now, and that nothing but death can ever again

part us."

The young man had his arms round his wife.

He felt, rather than heard, a low, plaintive sigh
as he spoke those last words.

"
Nothing but death, Edward

; nothing but

death,
"
Mary said, in a solemn whisper,

' ' Death
would not come to me when I was very misera-
ble. I used to pray that I might die, and the

baby too
; for I could not have borne to leave

him behind. I thought that we might both be
buried with you, Edward. I have dreamed some-
times that I was lying by your side in a tomb,
and I have stretched out my dead hand to clasp

yours. I used to beg and entreat them to let

me be buried with you when I died; for I be-

lieved that you were dead, Edward. I believed
it most firmly. I had not even one lingering

hope that you were alive. If I had felt such a

hope, no power upon earth would have kept me
prisoner."
"The wretches!" muttered Edward between

his set teeth
;

" the dastardly wretches ! the foul

liars !"

"Don't, Edward; don't, darling. There is a

pain in my heart when I hear you speak like

that. I know how wicked they have been ; how
cruel how cruel. I look back at all my suffer-

ing as if it were some one else who suffered
;

for, now that you are with me, I can not believe
that miserable, lonely, despairing creature was

really me the same creature whose head now
rests upon your shoulder, whose breath is mixed
with yours. I look back and see all my past mis-

ery, and I can not forgive them, Edward
;

I am
very wicked, for I can not forgive my cousin
Paul and his sister yet. But I don't want you
to speak of them

;
I only want you to love me

;
I

only want you to smile at me, and tell me again
and again and again that nothing can part us
now but death."

She paused for a few moments, exhausted by
having spoken so long. Her head lay upon her
husband's shoulder, and she clung a little closer

to him, with a slight shiver.
" What is the matter, darling?"
"I feel as if it couldn't be real."
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What, dear ?" which I knew you had traveled. My heart sank
"The present all this joy. Oh, Edward, is at once, and I think I guessed all that had hap-

it real ? Is it is it ? Or am I only dreaming? I pened. I read your name among those of the

vShall I wake presently and feel the cqld air blow-
j

people who had been dangerously hurt. Paul

ing in at the window, and see the moonlight on
'

shook his head when I usked him if there was
the wainscot at Stony Stringford ?

real ?'

Is it

It is, my precious one. As real as the mer-

cy of God, who will give you compensation for

all you have suffered
;
as real as God's venge-

ance, which will fall most heavily upon your per-
secutors. And now, darling, tell me tell me
all. I must know the story of these two miser-

able years during which I have mourned for my
lost love."

Mr. Arundel forgot to mention that during
those two miserable years he had engaged him-
self to become the husband of another woman.
But perhaps, even when he is best and truest, a

man is always just a shade behind a woman in

the matter of constancy.
"When you left me in Hampshire, Edward,

I was very, very miserable," Mary began, in a

low voice
;

" but I knew that it was selfish and
wicked of me to think only of myself. I tried

to think of your poor father, who was ill and

suffering ;
and I prayed for him, and hoped that

he would recover, and that you would come back
to me very soon. The people at the inn were

very kind to me. I sat at the window from

morning till night upon the day after you left

me, and upon the day after that
;

for I was so

foolish as to fancy, every time I heard the sound
of horses' hoofs or carriage - wheels upon the

high-road, that you were coming back to me,
and that all my grief was over. I sat at the

window and watched the road till I knew the

shape of every tree and housetop, every ragged
branch of the hawthorn-bushes in the hedge.
At last it was the third day after you went

away I heard carriage-wheels, that slackened

ns they came to the inn. A fly stopped at the

door, and oh, Edward, I did not wait to see

who was in it
;
I never imagined the possibility

of its bringing any body but you. I ran down

stairs, with my heart beating so that I could

hardly breathe, and I scarcely felt the stairs un-

der my feet. But when I got to the door oh

my love, my love ! I can not bear to think of

it
;

I can not endure the recollection of it
"

She stopped, gasping for breath, and clinging
to her husband

;
and then, with an effort, went

on again :

x "Yes, I will tell you, dear; I must tell you.

My cousin Paul and my step-mother were stand-

ing in the little hall at the foot of the stairs.

I think I fainted in my step-mother's arms
;
and

when my consciousness came back, I was in our

sitting-room the pretty rustic room, Edward,
in which you and I had been so happy together.
"I must not stop to tell you every thing. It

would take me so long to speak of all that hap-
pened in that miserable time. I knew that some-

thing must be wrong, from my cousin Paul's

manner
;
but neither he nor my step-mothe

would tell me what it was. I asked them if you
were dead

;
but they said,

'

No, you were not

all any hope.

"They brought me back here. I scarcely
know how I came, how I endured all that mis-

ery. I implored them to let me come to you
again and again, on my knees at their feet. But
neither of them would listen to me. It was im-

possible, Paul said. He always seemed very,

very kind to me
; always spoke softly ; always

told me that he pitied me, and was sorry for

me. But though my step-mother looked s\crn-

ly at me, and spoke, as she always used to speak,
in a harsh, cold voice, I sometimes think she

might have given way at last and let me come
to you, but for him but for my cousin Paul.
He could look at me with a smile upon his face

when I was almost mad with my misery ;
and

he never wavered
;
he never hesitated.

"So they took me back to the Towers. I let

them take me
;

for I scarcely felt my sorrow

any longer. I only felt tired-; oh, so dreadfully
tired; and I wanted to lie down upon the gixnind
in some quiet place, where no one could come
near me. I thought that I was dying. I be-

lieve I was very ill when we got back to the
Towers. My step-mother and Barbara Sim-
mons watched by my bedside day after day, night
after night. Sometimes I knew them

;
, some-

times I had all sorts of fancies. And often

ah, how often, darling ! I thought that you
were with me. My cousin Paul came every day
and stood by my bedside. I can't tell you how-

hateful it was to me to have him there. He
used to come into the room as silently as if he
had been walking upon snow; but however noise-

lessly he came, however fast asleep I was when
he entered the room, I always knew that he was

there, standing by my bedside, smiling at me.
I always woke with a shuddering horror thrill-

ing through my veins, as if a rat had run across

my face.

"By-and-by, when the delirium was quite

gone, I felt ashamed of myself for this. It seem-
ed so wicked to feel this unreasonable antipathy
to my dear father's cousin

;
but he had brought

me bad news of you, Edward, and it was scarce-

ly strange that I should hate him. One day
he sat down by my bedside, when I was getting

better, and was strong enough to talk. There
was no one besides ourselves in the room, except

my step-mother, and she was standing at the

window, with her head turned away from us,

looking out. My cousin Paul sat down by the

bedside, and began to talk to me in that gentle,

compassionate way that used to torture me and
irritate me in spite of myself.
"He asked me what had happened to me aft-

er my leaving the Towers on the day after the

ball."
" I told him every thing, Edward about your

coming to me in Oakley Street about our

marriage. But oh ! my darling, rny husband,
he wouldn't believe me he wouldn't believe.

dead.' Still I could' see that something dread- Nothing that I could say would make him be-

ful had happened. But by-and-by, by accident, lieve me. Though I swore to him again and
I saw your name in a newspaper that was lying again by my dead father in heaven, as I hoped
on the table with Paul's hat and gloves. I saw for the mercy of my God that I had spoken
the description of an accident on the railway by ! the truth, and the truth only, he wouldn't be-
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lieve me lie wouldn't believe. He shook his

head, and said he scarcely wondered I should

try to deceive him
;
that it was a very sad story,

a very miserable and shameful story, and mv
attempted falsehood was little more than nat-

ural.

"And then he spoke against you, Edward

against you. He talked of my childish igno-

rance, my confiding love, and your villainy.

Oh, Edward, he said such shameful things
such shameful, horrible things ! You had plot
ted to become master of my fortune

;
to get me

into your power, because of my money ;
and you

had not married me. You had not married me
;

he persisted in saying that.

"I was delirious again after this almost

mad, I think. All through the delirium I

kept telling my cousin Paul of our marriage.
Though he was very seldom in the room, I con-

stantly thought that he was there, and told him
the samo thing the same thing till my brain

was on fire. I don't know how long it lasted.

I know that, once in the middle of the night, I

saw my step-mother lying upon the ground, sob-

bing aloud and crying out about her wicked-

ness; crying out that God would never forgive
her sin.

"I got better at last, and then I went down
stairs

;
and I used to sit sometimes in poor papa's

study. The blind was always down, and none
of the servants, except Barbara Simmons, ever
came into the room. My cousin Paul did not
live at the Towers; but he came there every
day, and often staid there all day. He seemed
the master of the house. My step-mother obey-
ed him in every thing, and consulted him about

every thing.
/ " Sometimes Mrs. Weston came. She was

like her brother. She always smiled at me with
a grave, compassionate smile, just like his

;
and

she always seemed to pity me. But she wouldn't
believe in my marriage. She spoke cruelly about

you, Edward cruelly, but in soft words, that
seemed only spoken out of compassion for me.
No one would believe in my marriage.
"No stranger was allowed to see me. I was

never suffered to go out. They treated me as

if I was some shameful creature, who must be
hidden away from the sight of the world.

"One day I entreated my cousin Paul to go
to London and see Mrs. Pimpernel. She would
be able to tell him of our marriage. I had for-

gotten the name of the clergyman who married

us, a ml the church at which we were married.
And I could not tell Paul those

;
but I gave him

Mrs. Pimpernel's address. And I wrote to her,

begging her to tell ray cousin all about my mar-
riage ;

and I gave him the. note unsealed.
"He went to London about a week after-

ward
;
and when he came back he brought me

my note. He had been to Oakley Street, he
said

;
but Mrs. Pimpernel had left the neighbor-

hood, and no one knew where she was gone."
"A lie! a villainous lie!" muttered Edward

Arundel. "Oh, the scoundrel! the infernal

scoundrel!"
"No words would ever tell the misery of that

time; the bitter anguish; the unendurable sus-

pense. When I asked them about you they !

would tell me nothing. Sometimes I thouglvt
j

that you had forgotten me
;
that you had only I

married me out of pity for my loneliness j and i

that you were glad to be freed from me. Oh,
forgive me, Edward, for that wicked thought ;

but I was so very miserable, so utterly desolate.
At other times 1 fancied that you were very ill,

helpless, and unable to come to me. I dared
not think that you were dead. I put away that

thought from me with all my might; but it

haunted me day and night. It was with me
always like a ghost. I tried to shut it away
from my sight ;

but I knew that it was there.

"The days were all alike long, dreary, and
desolate

;
so I scarcely know how the time went.

My step-mother brought me religious books, and
told me to read them

;
but they were hard, diffi-

cult books, and I couldn't find one word of com-
fort in them. They must have been written to

frighten very obstinate and wicked people, I
think. The only book that ever gave me any
comfort was that dear Book I used to read to

papa on a Sunday evening in Oakley Street. I

read that, Edward, in those miserable days; I
read the story of the widow's only son who was
raised up from the dead because his mother was
so wretched without him. I read that sweet,
tender story again and again, until I used to

see the funeral train, the pale, still face upon
the bier, the white, uplifted hand, and that

sublime and lovely countenance, whose image
always comes to us when we are most misera-

ble, the tremulous light upon the golden hair,
and in the distance the glimmering columns
of white temples, the palm-trees standing out

against the purple Eastern sky. I thought that

He who raised up a miserable woman's son chief-

ly because he was her only son, and she was
desolate without him, would have more pity

upon me than the God in Olivia's books
;
and I

prayed to Him, Edward, night and day, im-

ploring Him to bring you back to me.
"I don't know what day it was, except that

it was autumn, and the dead leaves were blow-

ing about in the quadrangle, when my step-mo-
ther sent for me one afternoon to my room,
where I was sitting, not reading, not even think-

ing only sitting with my head upon my hands,

staring stupidly out at the drifting leaves and
the gray, cold sky. My step-mother was in

papa's study, and I was to go to her there. I

went, and found her standing there, with a let-

ter crumpled up in her clenched hand, and a

slip of newspaper lying on the table before her.

She was as white as death, and she was trem-

bling violently from head to foot.

"'See,' she said, pointing to the paper;
'your lover is dead. But for you he would
have received the letter that told him of his

father's illness upon an earlier day ;
he would

have gone to Devonshire by a different train.

It was by your doing that he traveled when he
did. If this is true, and he is dead, his blood
be upon your head; his blood be upon your
head !'

"I think her cruel words were almost exacf-

y those. I did not hope for a minute that those

liorrible lines in the newspaper were false. I

thought they must be true, and I was mad, Ed-
ward I was mad

;
for utter despair came to

me with the knowledge of your death. I went
to my own room, and put on my bonnet and
shawl

;
and then I went out of the house, down

into that dreary wood, and along the narrow

pathway by the river-side. I wanted to drown
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myself; but the sight of the black water filled

me with a shuddering horror. I was frightened,
Edward

;
and I went on by the river, scarcely

knowing where I was going, until it was quite
dark

;
and I was tired, and sat down upon the

damp ground by the brink of the river, all among
the broad green flags and the wet rushes. I sat

there for hours, and I saw the stars shining fee-

bly in a dark sky. I think I was delirious
;
for

sometimes I knew that I was there by the water-

side, and then the next minute I thought that I

was in my bedroom at the Towers
;
sometimes I

fancied that I was with you in the meadows near

Winchester, and the sun was shining, and you
were sitting by my side, and I could see your
float dancing up and down in the sunlit water.

At last, after I had been there a very, very long

time, two people came with a lantern, a man
and woman

;
and I heard a startled voice say,

' Here she is
; here, lying on the ground !' And

then another voice, a woman's voice, very low
and frightened, said, 'Alive!' And then two

people lifted me up ;
the man carried me in his

arms, and the woman took the lantern. I

couldn't speak to them
;
but I knew that they

were my cousin Paul and his sister Mrs. Weston.
I remember being carried some distance in Paul's

arms; and then I think I must have fainted

away ; for I can recollect nothing more until I

woke up one day and found myself lying in a

bed in the pavilion over the boat-house, with Mr.
Weston watching by my bedside.

"I don't know how the time passed ;
I only

know that it seemed endless. I think my ill-

ness was rheumatic fever, caught by lying on
the damp ground nearly all that night when I

ran away from the Towers. A long time went

by : there was frost and snow. I saw the river

once out of the window when I was lifted out of

bed for an hour or two, and it was frozen
;
and

once at midnight I heard the Kemberling Church
bells ringing in the New Year. I was very ill,

but I had no doctor
;
and all that time I saw no

one but my cousin Paul, and Lavinia Weston,
and a servant called Betsy, a rough country-girl,
who took care of me when my cousins were

away. They were kind to me, and took great
care of me."

" You did not see Olivia, then, all this time?"
Edward asked, eagerly." No

;
I did not see my step-mother till some

time after the New Year began. She came in

suddenly one evening,when Mrs.Weston was with

me, and at first she seemed frightened at seeing
me. She spoke to me kindly afterward, but in

a strange, terror-stricken voice; and she laid

hor head down upon the counterpane of the bed,
and sobbed aloud

;
and then Paul took her away,

and spoke to her cruelly, very cruelly taunting
her with her love for you. I never understood
till then why she hated me : but I pitied her aft-

er that
; yes, Edward, miserable as I was, I pit-

ied her, because you had never loved her. In
all my wretchedness I was happier than her

;

for you had loved me, Edward you had loved
me !"

Mary lifted her face to her husband's lip?, and
those dear lips were pressed tenderly upon her

pale forehead.

"Oh my love, my love !" the young man mur-
mured

; "my poor (suffering angel! Can God
ever forgive these people for their cruelty to you

r
;

But, my darling, why did you make no effort to

escape ?"

"I was too ill to move
;
I believed that I was

dying."*

"But afterward, darling, when you were bet-

ter, stronger, did you make no effort then to es-

cape from your persecutors?"

Mary shook her head mournfully.
"Why should I try to escape from them?"

she said. "What was there for me beyond that

place ? It was as well for me to be there as any
where else. I thought you were dead. Edward*;
I thought you were dead, and life held nothing
more for me. I could do nothing but wait till

He who raised the widow's son should have pity
upon me, and take me to the heaven where I

thought you and papa had gone before me. I
didn't want to go away from those dreary rooms
over the boat-house. What did it matter to me
whether I was there or at Marchmont Towers ?

I thought you were dead, and all the glories and
grandeurs of the world were nothing to me.

Nobody ill-treated me
;
I was let alone. Mrs.

Weston told me that it was for my own sake

they kept me hidden from every body about the

Towers. I was a poor disgraced girl, she told

me
;
and it was best for me to stop quietly in

the pavilion till people had got tired of talking
of me, and then my cousin Paul would take me
away to the Continent, where no one would
know who I was. She told me that the honor
of my father's name, and of my family altogeth-

er, would be saved by this means. I replied
that I had brought no dishonor on my dear fa-

ther's name
;
but she only shook her head mourn-

fully, and I was too weak to dispute with her.

What did it matter? I thought you were dead,
and that the world was finished for me. I sat

day after day by the window
;
not looking out,

for there was a Venetian blind that my cousin
Paul had nailed down to the window-sill, and I

could only see glimpses of the water through the

long, narrow openings between the laths. 1 used
to sit there listening to the moaning of the wind

among the trees, or the sounds of horses' feet

upon the towing-path, or the rain dripping into

the river upon wet days. I think that even in

my deepest misery God was good to me, for my
mind sank into a dull apathy, and I seemed to

lose even the capacity of suffering.
" One day one day in March, when the wind

was howling, and the smoke blew down the nar-

row chimney and filled the room Mrs. Weston

brought her husband, and he talked to me a lit-

tle, and then talked to his wife in whispers. He
seemed terribly frightened, and he trembled all

the time, and kept saying, 'Poor thing; poor

young woman!' but,his wife was cross to him,

tnd wouldn't let him stop long in the room.
! After that Mr. Weston came very often, always
with Lavinia, who seemed cleverer than he w;,s,

even as a doctor
;
for she dictated to him, and

ordered him about in every thing. Then, by-

and-by, when the birds were singing and the

warm" sunshine came into the room, my baby
was born, Edward my baby was born. I

thought that God, who raised the widow's son,

had heard my prayer, and had raised you up
from the dead; for the baby's eyes were like

yours, and I used to think sometimes that your
soul was looking out of them and comforting me.

!
''Do you remember that poor foolish German
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woman who believed that the spirit of a dead king
came to her in the shape of a raven ? IShe was

not a good woman, I know, dear
;
but she must

have loved the king very truly, or she never

could have believed any thing so foolish. I

don't believe in people's love when they love

'wisely,' Edward : the truest love is that which

loves 'too well.'

"From the time of my baby's birth every

thing was changed. I was more'miserable, per-

haps, because that dull, dead apathy cleared away,
and my memory came back, and I thought of

you, dear, and cried over my little angel's face

as he slept. But I wasn't alone any longer.

The world seemed narrowed into the little circle

round my darling's cradle. I don't think he is

like other babies, Edward. I think he has known
of my sorrow from the very first, and has tried

in his mute way to comfort me. The God who
worked so many miracles, all separate tokens of

His love and tenderness and pity for the sorrows

of mankind, could easily make my baby differ-

ent from other children, for a wretched mother's

consolation.
u ln the autumn after my darling's birth, Paul

and his sister came for me one night, and took

me away from the pavilion by the water to a de-

serted farm-house, where there was a woman to

wait upon me and take care of me. She was
not unkind to me, but she was rather neglectful
of ma. I did not mind that, for I wanted no-

thing except to be alone with my precious boy
your son, Edward

; your son. The woman let

me walk in the garden sometimes. It was a

neglected garden, but there were bright flowers

growing wild, and when the spring came again

my pet used to lie on the grass and play with

the batter-cope and daisies that I threw into his

lap ;
and I think we were both of us happier and

better than we had been in those two close rooms
over the boat-house.

"I have told you all now, Edward all ex-

cept what happened this morning, when my step-
ni'rher and Hester Jobson came into my room
in the early daybreak, and told me that I had
been deceived, and that you were alive. My
step-mother threw herself upon her knees at^my
iV t, and asked me to forgive her, for she wa's a

miserable sinner, she said, who had been aban-

doned by God
;
ad I forgave her, Edward, and

kissed her
;
and you must forgive her too, dear,

for I know that she has been very, very wretch-

ed. And she took the baby in her arms, and
kissed him oh, so passionately ! and cried over

him. And then they brought me here in Mr.
Johsoivs cart, for Mr. Jobson was with them, and
Hester held me in her arms all the time. And
then, darling, then, after a long time, you came
to me."
Edward put his arms round his wife, and kiss*-

ed her once more. "We will never speak of

this again, darling," he said.
" I know all now

;

I understand it all. I will never again distress

you by speaking of your cruel wrongs.
"

" A*nd you will forgive Olivia, dear?"

"Yes, my pet, I will forgive Olivia."

He said no more, for there was a footstep on
the stair, and a glimmer of light shone through
the crevices of the door. Hester Jobson came
into the i-oom with a pair of lighted wax-can-
dles in white crockery candlesticks. But Hester
was not alone

;
close behind her came a lady in

a rustling silk gown, a tall matronly lady, who
cried out,
"Where is she, Edward? Where is she?

Let me see this poor ill-used child!"

It was Mrs. Arundel, who had come to Kem-

berling to see her newly-found daughter-in-law.
"
Oh, my dear mother," cried the young man,

"how good of you to come! Now, Mary, you
need never again know what it is to want a pro-

tector, a tender womanly protector, who will shel-

ter you from every harm."

Mary got up and went to Mrs. Arundel, who

openecl her arms to receive her son's young wife.

But before she folded Mary to her friendly breast

she took the girl's two hands in hers, and look-

ed earnestly at her pale, wasted face.

She gave a long sigh as she contemplated
those wan featuresKthe shining light in the eyes,
that looked unnaturally large by reason of the

girl's hollow cheeks.

"Oh, my dear," cried Mrs. Arundel, "my
poor, long-suffering child, how cruelly they have

treated you !"

Edward looked at his mothe*, frightened by
the earnestness of her manner; but she smiled

at him with a bright, reassuring look.
" I shall take you home to Dangerfield with

me, my poor love," she said to Mary ;

" and I

shall nurse you, and make you as plump as a

partridge, mv poor wasted pet. And I'll be a

mother^ to you, my motherless child. Oh, to

think that there should be any wretch vile enough
to But I won't agitate you, my dear. I'll

take you away from this bleak horrid county by
the first train to-morrow morning, and you shall

sleep to-morrow night in the blue bedroom at

Dangerrield, with the roses and myrtles waving
against your window; and Edward shall go with

us, and you sha'u't come back here till you're
well and strong; and you'll try and love me,
won't you, dear? And oh, Edwai'd, I've seen

the boy ! and he's a superb creature, the very

image of what you were at a twelvemonth old

and he came to me, and smiled at me, almost as

if he knew I was his grandmother ;
and he has

got FIVE teeth, but I'm sorry to tell you he's cut-

ting them cross-wise, the top first instead of the

bottom, Hester says."
"And Belinda," mother dear?" Edward said,

presently, in a grave undertone.

"Belinda is an angel," Mrs. Arundel answer-

ed, quite as gravely. "She has been in her

own room all day, and no one has seen her but

her mother
;
but'shc came down to the hall as I

was leaving the house this evening, and said to

me, 'Dear Mrs. Arundel, tell him that he must
not think I am so selfish as to be sorry for what
has happened. Tell him that I am very glad to

think his young wife has been saved.' She put
her hand up to my lips to stop my speaking,
and then went back again to her room

;
and if

that isn't acting like an angel, I don't know
what is."

CHAPTER XLI.

"ALL WITHIN IS DARK AS NIGHT."

PAUL MARCHMOXT did not leave Stony-String-
ford Farm-house till dusk upon that bright sum-
mer's day ;

and the friendly twilight is slow to

come in the early days of July, however a man
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may loathe the sunshine. Paul Marchmont

stopped at the deserted farm-house, wandering
in and out of the empty rooms, strolling list-

lessly about the neglected garden, or coming to

a dead stop sometimes, and standing stock-still

for ten minutes at a time, staring at the wall

before him, and counting the slimy traces of the

snails upon the branches of a plum-tree, or the

flies in a spider's web. Paul Marchmont was

afraid to leave that lonely farm-house. He was

afraid as yet. He scarcely knew what he feared,

for a kind of stupor had succeeded the violent

emotions of the past few hours; and the time

slipped by him, and his brain grew bewildered

when he tried to realize his position.
It was very difficult for him to do this. The

calamity that had come upon him was a calam-

ity that he had never anticipated. He was a
clever man, and he had put his trust in his own
cleverness. He had never expected to I>Qfound
out.

Until this hour evciy thing had been in his

favor. His dupes and victims had played into

his hands. Mary's grief, which had rendered
her a passive creature, utterly indifferent to her
own fate her peculiar education, which had

taught her every thing except knowledge of the

world in which she was to live had enabled
Paul Marchmont to carry out a scheme so infa*-

mous and daring that it was beyond the suspi-
cion of honest men, almost too base for the com-

prehension of ordinary villains.

He had never expected to be found out. All
his plans had been deliberately and carefully

prepared. Immediately after Edward's mar-

riage and safe departure for the Continent,
Paul had intended to convey Mary and the

child, with the grim attendant whom he had

engaged for them, far away, to one of the re-

motest villages in Wales.
Alone he would have done this

; traveling by
night, and trusting no one

;
for the hired at-

tendant knew nothing of Mary's real position.

She had been told that the girl was a poor rela-

tion of Paul's, and that her story was a very
sorrowful one. If the poor creature had strange
fancies and delusions, it was no more than might
be expected ;

for she had suffered enough to turn

a stronger brain than her own. Every thing
had been arranged, and so cleverly arranged,
that Mary and the child would disappear after

dusk one summer's evening, and not even La-
vinia Weston would be told whither they had

gone.
Paul had never expected to be found out.

But he had least of all expected betrayal from
the quarter whence it had come. He had made
Olivia his tool

;
but he had acted cautiously even

with her. He had confided nothing to her;
and although she had suspected some foul play
in the matter of Mary's disappearance, she had
been certain of nothing. She had uttered no
falsehood when she swore to Edward Arundel
that she did not know where his wife was. But
for her accidental discovery of the secret of the

pavilion, she would never have known of Mary's
existence after that October afternoon on which
the girl left Marchmont Towers.
But here Paul had been betrayed by the care-

lessness of the hired girl who acted as Mary
ArundeFs jailer and attendant. It was Olivia's

habit to wander often in that dreary wood by the

: water during the winter in which Mary was kept
j prisoner in the pavilion over the boat-house.

i
Lavinia Weston and Paul Marchmont spent

1 each of them a great deal of their time in the

pavilion ;
but they could not be always on guard

j

there. There was the world to be hoodwinked
;

and the surgeon's wife had to perform all her
! duties as a matron before the face of Kember-
ling, and had to give some plausible account of
her frequent visits to the boat-house. Paul liked

the place for his painting, Mrs. Weston informed

|

her friends; and he was so enthusiastic in his

love of art, that it was really a pleasure to par-

ticipate in his enthusiasm
;
so she liked to sit

with him, and talk to him or read to him while
he painted. This explanation was quite enough
for Kemberling, and Mrs. Weston went to the pa-
vilion at Marchmont Towers three or four times
a week without causing any scandal thereby.
But however well you may manage things

yourself, it is not always easy to secure the care-

ful co-operation of the people you employ. Bet-

sy Murrel was a stupid, narrow-minded young
person, who was very safe so far as regarded the

possibility of any sympathy with, or compassion
for, Mary Arundel arising in her stolid nature;
but the stupid stolidity which made her safe in

one way rendered her dangerous in another.

One day, while Mrs. Weston was with the hap-
less young prisoner, Miss Murrel went out upon
the water-side to converse with a good-looking

young bargeman, who was a connection of her

family, and perhaps an admirer of the young
lady herself; and the door of the painting-room
being left wide open, Olivia Marchmont wan-

!

dcred listlessly into the pavilion there was a

j

dismal fascination for her in that spot, on which

j

she had heard Edward Arundel declare his love

for Jo'hn Marchmont's daughter and heard

Mary's voice in the chamber at the top of the

stone steps.
This was how Olivia had surprised Paul's se-

cret
;
and from that hour it had been the artist's

business to rule this woman by the onlv weapon
which he possessed against her her own secret,

her own weak folly, her mad love of Edward
Arundel and jealous hatred of the woman whom
he had loved. This weapon was a very power-
ful one, and Paul used it unsparingly.
When the woman who for seven-and-twenty

years of her life had lived without sin, who from
the hour in which she had been old enough to

know right from wrong until Edward Arundel's

second return from India had sternly done her

duty when this woman, who little by little had

slipped away from her high standing-point and
sunk down into a morass of sin when this wo-
man remonstrated with Mr. Marchmont he turn-

ed upon her and lashed her with the scourge of

her own folly.

"You come and upbraid me," he said, "and

you call me villain and arch-traitor, and say that

you can not abide this your sin
;
-and that your

guilt, in keeping our secret, cries to you in the

dead hours of the night ;
and you call upon me

to undo what I have done, and to restore Mary
Marchmont to her rights. Do you remember

what her highest right is ? Do you remember

that which I must restore to her when I give her

back this house and the income that goes along

with it ? If I restore Marchmont Towers I must

restore to her Edward Arundel's love. You have
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forgotten that, perhaps. If she ever re-enters tied to this girl than that he should rejoice in

this house she will come back to it leaning on the smiles of a lovelier woman, worthier of his

his arm. You will see them together. You will affection. This was the feeling paramount in

hear of their happiness ;
and do you think that Olivia's breast, although she was herself half un-

fie will ever forgive you for your part of the con- ! conscious how entirely this was the motive power

spiracy ? Yes, it is a conspiracy, if you like,
j

which had given her new strength and resolu-

If you are not afraid to call it by a hard name,

why should I fear to do so? Will he ever for-

give you, do you think, when he knows that his

tion. She tried to think that it was the awak-

ening of her conscience that had made her strong

enough to do this one good work
; but, in the

endure Edward Arundel's contempt for you?
How will you tolerate his love for Mary, multi-

plied twentyfokl by all this romantic business of

separation and persecution ?

" You talk to me of my sin. Who was it who
first sinned? Who was it who drove Mary stand what had happened to him.

Marchmont from this house not once only, but

twice by her cruelty ? Who was it who perse-

wife has been the victim of a senseless, I semi-darkness of her own mind, there was still a

vicious love ? Yes, Olivia Marchmont, any love
j

feeble glimmer of the light of truth
;
and it was

is vicious which is given unsought, and is so this that had prompted her to cry out on her

strong a passion, so blind and unreasoning a ' knees before the altar in Hillingsworth Church,

folly, that honor, mercy, truth, and Christianity
'

are" trampled down before it. How will you
Paul Marchmont stopped several times before

the ragged, untrimmed fruit-trees in his purpose-
less wanderings in the neglected garden at Stony
Stringford, before the vaporous confusion cleared

awav from his brain, and he was able to under-

His first reasonable action was to take out his

watch
;
but even then he stood for some mo-

cutad her and tortured her day by day and hour
j

ments staring at the dial before he remembered

bv hour, not openly, not with an uplifted hand
j why he had taken the watch from his pocket, or

or blows that could be warded off, but by cruel
|

what it was that he wanted to know. By Mr.

hints and innuendoes, by unwomanly sneers and
|

Marchmont's chronometer it was ten minutes

hellish taunts. Look into your heart, Olivia past seven o'clock
;
but the watch had been un-

-, ,
*

1 t .t .__ - -_ _-l A. ,11 .J _-.

Marchmont; and when you make atonement

your sin I will make restitution for mine.

wound upon the previous night, and had run

down. Paul put it back in his waistcoat-pock-
In the mean time, if this business is painful to et, and then walked slowly along the weedy

you, the way lies open before you ; go and take pathway to that low latticed window in which

Edward Arundel to the pavilion yonder, and . he had often seen Mary Arundcl standing with

give him back his wife
; give the lie to all your her child in her arms. He went to this window

past life, and restore these devoted young lovers
;

and looked in, with his face against the glass.

to each other's arms."
This weapon never failed in its effect

;
Olivia

Marchmont might loathe herself, and her sin,

and her life, which was made hideous to her be-

cause of her sin
;
but she could not bring herself

to restore Mary to her lover-husband
;
she could

not tolerate the idea of their happiness. Every

The room was neat and orderly now, for the

woman whom Mr. Marchmont had hired had

gone about her work as usual, and was in the

act of filling a little brown earthen-ware tea-pot

from a kettle on the hob when Paul stared in at

her.

She looked up as Mr. Marchmont's figure

night she groveled on her knees, and swore to i
came between her and the light, and nearly

her offended God that she would do this thing, dropped the little brown tea-pot in her terror
_* -. . .

of ner Offen(jc(i employer.
But Paul pulled open the window, and spoke

to her very quietly :

"
Stop where you are," he

said
;
"I want to speak to you ;

I'll come in."

He went into the house by a door that had

she would render this sacrifice of atonement
;

but every morning, when her weary eyes opened
on the hateful sunlight, she cried, "Not to-day;
not to-day."

Again and again, during Edward Arundel's

residence at Kemberling Retreat, she had set out

from Marchmont Towers with the intention of

revealing to him the place where his young wife

was hidden
; but, again and again, she had

turned back and left her work undone. She
c.onld not; she could not. In the dead of the

night, under pouring rain, with the bleak winds
of winter blowing in her face, she had set out

upon that unfinished journey, only to stop mid-

way, and cry out, "No, no, no; not to-night;
I can not endure it yet!"

It was only when another and a fiercer jea-

lousy was awakened in this woman's breast that

she arose all at once, strong, resolute, and un-

daunted, to do the work she had so miserably
deferred. As one poison is said to neutralize

the evil power of another, so Olivia Marchmont's

jealousy of Belinda seemed to blot out and ex-

tinguish her hatred of Mary. Better any thing
than that Edward Arundel should have a new
and perhaps a fairer bride. The jealous woman
had always looked upon Mary Marchmont as -a

rival. Better that Edward should be

once been the front and principal entrance, which

opened into a low wainscoted hall. From this

room he went into the parlor, which had been

Mary Arundel's apartment, and in which the

hired nurse was now preparing her breakfast.

"I thought I might as well get a cup of tea,

Sir, while I waited for your orders," the woman
murmured, apologetically; "for bein' knocked

up so early this morning, you see, Sir, has made

my head that bad, I could scarcely bear myself;
and "

Paul lifted his hand to stop the woman's talk,

as he had done before. He had no conscious-

ness of what she was saying, but the sound of

her voice pained him. His eyebrows contract-

ed with a spasmodic action, as if something had
hurt his head.

There was a Dutch clock in the corner of the

room, with a long pendulum swinging against
the wall. By this clock it was half past eight.

"Is your clock right?" Paul asked.

"Yes, Sir. Leastways it may be five minutes

too slow
;
but not more."
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Mr. Marchmont took out his watch, wound it

up, and regulated it by the Dutch clock.

"Now," he said, "'perhaps you can tell me
clearly what happened. I want no excuses, re-

member
;
I only want to know what occurred,

and what was said, word for word, remember!"
He sat down, but got up again directly and

walked to the window
;
then he paced up and

down the room two or three times, and then

went back to the fire-place and sat down again.
He was like a man who, in the racking torture

of some physical pain, finds a miserable relief in

his own restlessness.
"
Come," he said

;

" I am waiting."

"Yes, Sir; which, begging your parding, if

you wouldn't mind sitting still like, while I'm

a-telling of you, which it do remind me of the

wild beastes in the Zoological, Sir, to that de-

gree, that the boil, to which I am subjeck, Sir,

and have been from a child, might prevent me
bein' as truthful as I should wish. Mrs. March-

mount, Sir, she come before it was light, in a

cart, Sir, which it was a shaycart, and made
comfortable with cushions and straw, and such

like, or I should not have let the young lady go
/iway in it

;
and she bring with her a respectable

homely-looking young person, which she call

Hester Jobling or Gobson, or somethink of that

sound like, which my memory is treechrous, and
I don't wish to tell a story on no account

;
and

Mrs. Marchmount she go straight up to my
young lady, and she shakes her by the shoulder

;

and then the young woman called Hester, she

wakes up my young lady quite gentle like, and
kisses her and cries over her; and a man as

drove the cart, which looked a small tradesman

well-to-do, brings his trap round to the front

door you may see the trax of the wheels upon
the gravel now, Sir, if you disbelieve me. And
Mrs. Marchmount and the young woman called

Hester, between 'em they gets my young lady
up, and dresses her, and dresses the child

;
and

does it all so quick, and overrides me to such a

degree, that I hadn't no power to prevent 'em;
but I say to Mrs. Marchmount, I say: 'Is it

Mr. Marchmount's orders as his cousin should
be took away this morning ?' and she stare at me
hard, and say, 'Yes;' and she have allus an

abrumpt way, but was abrumpter than ordinary
this morning. And oh, Sir, bein' a pore lone

woman, what was I to do?"
"Have you nothing more to tell me?"
"
Nothing, Sir

; leastways except as they lifted

my young lady into the cart, and the man got in

after 'em, and drove away as fast as his horse
would go; and they had been gone two minutes
when I began to feel all in a tremble like, for

fear as I might have done wrong in lettin' of
'em go."

" You did do wrong," Paul answered, sternly ;" but no matter. If these officious friends ofmy
poor weak-witted cousin choose to take her away,
so much the better for me, who have been bur-

dened with her long enough. Since your charge
has gone, your services are no longer wanted. I

sha'n't act illiberally to you, though I am very
much annoyed by your folly and stupidity. Is

there any thing due to you?"
Mrs. Brown hesitated for a moment, and then

replied, in a very insinuating tone,
"Not wages, Sir; there ain't no wages doo to

me which you paid me a quarter in advance

last Saturday was a week, and took a receipt,

Sir, for the amount. But I have done my dooty,
Sir, and had but little sleep and rest, which my
'ealth ain't what it was when I answered your
advertisement requirin' a respectable motherly
person, to take charge of a invalid lady, not ob-

jectin' to the country which I freely tell you,
Sir, if I'd known that the country was a rheu-
matic old place like this, with rats enough to

scare away a regyment of soldiers, I would not
have undertook the situation

;
so any present as

you might think sootable, considerin' all things,
and "

"That will do," said Paul Marchmont, taking
a handful of loose money from his waistcoat-

pocket ;
"I suppose a ten-pound note would sat-

isfy you?"
'"Indeed it would, Sir, and very liberal of

you too."

"Very well. I've got a five-pound note here
and five sovereigns. The best thing you can do
is to get back to London at once

;
there's ?, train

leaves Milsome Station at eleven o'clock Mil-
some's not more than a mile and a half from
here. You can get your things together ;

there's

a boy about the place who will carry them for

you, I suppose."
"
Yes, Sir

;
there's a boy by the name of Will-

iam."
" He can go with you, then

;
and if you look

sharp, you can catch the eleven o'clock train."

"Yes, Sir; and thank you kindly, Sir."

"I don't want any thanks. See that you
don't miss the train

;
that's all you have to take

care of."

Mr. Marchmont went out into the garden
again. He had done something, at any rate ;

he had arranged for getting this woman out of
the way.

If if by any remote chance there might be

yet a possibility of keeping the secret of Mary's
existence, here was one witness already got rid

of.

But was there any chance ? Mr. Marchmont
sat down on a rickety old garden-seat, and tried

to think tried to take a deliberate survey of his

position.
No

;
there was no hope for him. Look

which way he could, there was not one ray of

light. With George Weston and Olivia, Betsy
Murrcl, the servant-girl, and Hester Jobson, to

bear witness against him, what could he hope ?

The surgeon would be able to declare that the

child was Mary's son, her legitimate son, sole

heir to that estate of which Paul had taken pos-
session.

There was no hope. There was no possibility

that Olivia should waver in her purpose; for had
she not brought with her two witnesses Hester

Jobson and her husband?
From that moment the case was taken out of

her hands. The honest carpenter and his wife

would see that Mary had her rights.

"It will be a glorious speculation for them,"

thought Paul Mai-chmont, who naturally meas-

ured other people's characters by a standard de-

rived from an accurate knowledge of hiso\vn.

Yes, his ruin was complete. Destruction had
come upon him, swift and sudden as the caprice
of a madwoman or the thunder-bolt of an of-

fended Providence. What should he do ? Run

away, sneak away by back-lanes and narrow
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foot-paths to the nearest railway-station, hide

himself in a third-class carriage going London-

wards, and from London get away to Liverpool,
to creep on board some emigrant vessel bound

for New York.

He could not even do this
;

for he was with-

out the means of getting so much as the railway-
ticket that should carry him on the first stage

of his flight. After having given ten pounds to

Mrs. Brown, he had only a few shillings in his

waistcoat-pocket. He had only one article of

any value about him, and that was his watch,
winch had cost fifty pounds. But the March-

mont arms were emblazoned on the outside of

the case; and Paul's name in full, and the ad-

dress of Marchmont Towers, were ostentatiously

engraved inside, so that any attempt to dispose
of the watch must inevitably lead to the identi-

fication of the owner.

Paul Marchmont had made no provision for

this evil day. Supreme in the consciousness of

his own talents, h3 had never imagined discovery
and destruction. His plans had been so well ar-

ranged. On the very day after Edward's sec-

ond marriage Mary and her child would have

been conveyed away to the remotest district in

Wales
;
and the artist would have laughed at

the idea of danger. The shallow schemer might
have bsen able to manage this poor broken-heart-

ed girl, whose many sorrows had brought her to

look upon life as a thing which was never meant
to be joyful, and which was only to be endured

patiently, like some slow disease that would be

surely cured in the grave. It had been so easy
to deal with this ignoran* and gentle victim that

Paul had grown bold and confident, and had ig-
nored the possibility of

sucJ^yuin
as had now

come down upon him.

What was he to do ? What was the nature

of hi:* crime, and what penalty had he incurred ?

He tried to answer these questions ; but, as his

offense was of no common kind, he knew of no
common law which could apply to it. Was it

a felony, this appropriation of another person's

property, this concealment of another person's
existence? or was it only a conspiracy amena-
ble to no criminal law, and would he be called

upon merely to make restitution of that which
he had spent and wasted ? What did it matter ?

Either way there was nothing for him but ruin,
irretrievable ruin.

There are some men who can survive discov-

ery and defeat, and begin a new life in a new
world, and succeed in a new career. But Paul
Marchmont was not one of these. He could not
stick a hunting-knife and a brace of revolvers in

his leathern belt, sling a game-bag across his

shoulders, take up his breach-loading rifle, and
*

go out into the back-woods of an uncivilized

country, to turn sheep-breeder, and hold his

own against a race of agricultural savages. He
was a Cockney, and for him there was only one
world a world in which men wore varnished

boots, and enameled shirt-studs with portraits
of La Montespan or La Dubarry, and lived in

chambers in the Albany, and treated each other

to little dinners at Greenwich and Richmond, or

cut a grand figure at a country house, and col-

lected a gallery of art and a museum of brie a

brae. This was the world upon the outer edge
of which Paul Marchmont had lived so long,

looking in at the brilliant inhabitants with hun-

gry, yearning eyes, through all the days of his

poverty and obscurity. This was the world into

which* he had pushed himself at last by means
of a crime.

He was forty years of age ;
and in all his life

he had never had but one ambition and that

was to be master of Marchmont Towers. The
remote chance of that inheritance had hung be-

fore him ever since his boyhood, a glittering

prize, far away in the distance, but so brilliant

as to blind him to the brightness of all nearer

chances. Why should he slave at his easel,

and toil to become a great painter? When
would art earn him eleven thousand a year?
The greatest painter of Mr. Marchmont's time
lived in a miserable lodging at Chelsea. It was
before the days of the "Railway Station" and
the "Derby Day;" or perhaps Paul might have
made an effort to become that which Heaven
never meant him to be a great painter. No;
art was only a means of living with this man.
He painted, and sold his pictures to his few pa-

trons, who beat him down unmercifully, giving
him a small profit upon his canvas and colors,

for the encouragement of native art
;
but he only

painted to live.

He was waiting. From the time when he
could scarcely speak plain Marchmont Towers
had been a familiar word in his ears and on his

lips. He knew the number of lives that stood

between his father and the estate, and had learn-

ed to say, naively enough then,

"Oh, pa, don't you wish that Uncle Philip,
and Uncle Marmaduke, and Cousin John would
die soon?"
He was two-and-twenty years of age when

his father died
;
and he felt a faint thrill of sat-

isfaction, even in the midst of his sorrow, at the

thought that there was one life the less between
him and the end of his hopes. But other lives

had sprung up in the interim. There was young
Arthur and little Mary; and Marchmont Tow-
ers was like a caravanserai in the desert, which
seems to be further and further away as the

weary traveler strives to reach it.

Still Paul hoped, and watched, and waited.

He had all the instincts of a sybarite, and he

fancied, therefore, that he was destined to be a
rich man. He watched, and waited, and hoped,
and cheered his mother and sister when they
were downcast with the hope of better days.
When the chance came he seized upon it, a*nd

plotted, and succeeded, and reveled in his brief

success.

But now ruin had come to him what was he
to do? He tried to make some plan for his

own conduct, but he could not. His brain reel-

ed with the effort which he made to realize his

own position.
He walked up and down one of the path-ways

in the garden until a quarter to ten o'clock
;

then he went into the house, and waited till

Mrs. Brown had departed from Stony-Stringford
Farm, attended by the boy, who carried two

bundles, a band-box, and a carpet-bag.
" Come back here when you have taken those

things to the station," Paul said :

" I shall want

you."
He watched the dilapidated five-barred gate

swing to after the departure of Mrs. Brown and
her attendant, and then went to look at his horse.

The patient animal had been standing in a shed
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all this time, and had had neither food nor wa-

ter. Paul searched among the empty barns and

outhouses, and found a few handfuls of fodder.

He took this to the animal, and then went hack

to the garden to that quiet garden, where the

bees were buzzing about in the sunshine with a

drowsy, booming sound, and where a great tabby
eat was sleeping, stretched flat upon its side, on

one of the flower-beds.

Paul Marchmont waited here very impatiently
till the boy came back.
" I must see Lavinia," he thought. "I dare

not leave this place till I have seen Lavinia. I

don't know what may be happening at Hillings-
worth or Kemberling. These things are taken

up sometimes by the populace. They may make
a party against me ; they may

"

He stood still, gnawing the edges of his nails,

and staring down at the gravel-walk.
He was thinking of things that he had read in

the newspapers cases in which some cruel mo-
ther who had ill-used her child, or some sus-

peeted assassin who, in all human probability,
had poisoned his wife, had been well-nigh torn

piecemeal by an infuriated mob, and had been

glad to cling for protection to the officers of jus-

tice, or to beg leave to stay in prison after ac-

quittal, for safe shelter from honest men and
women's indignation.
He remembered one special case in which the

populace, unable to get at a man's person, tore

down his house, and vented their fury upon un-

sentient bricks and mortar.

Mr. Marchmont took out a little memoran-

dum-book, and scrawled a few lines in pencil :

" I am here, atStony-Stringford Farm-house,"
he wrote. "For God's sake, come to me, La-

vinia, and at once
; you can drive here yourself.

I want to know what has happened at Kember*-

ling and at Hillingsworth. Find out every thing
for me, and come. P. M."

It was nearly twelve o'clock when the boy re-

turned. Paul gave him this letter, and told the

lad to get on his own horse, and ride to Kem-
berling as fast as he could go. He was to leave

the horse at Kemberling, in Mr. Weston's stable,

and was to come back to Stony Stringford with

Mrs. Weston. This order Paul particularly im-

pressed upon the boy, lest he should stop in Kem-
berling, and reveal the secret of Paul's hiding-

place.
Mr. Paul Marchmont was afraid. A terrible

sickening dread had taken possession of him,
and what little manliness there had ever been in

his nature seemed to have deserted him to-day.

Oh, the long, dreary hours of that miserable

day ! the hideous sunshine that scorched Mr.
Marchmont's bare head as he loitered about the

garden ! he had left his hat in the house
;
but

he did not even know that he was bareheaded.

Oh, the misery of that long day of suspense and

anguish ! The sick consciousness of utter de-

feat, the thought of the things that he might
have done, the purse that he might have made
with the money that he had lavished on pictures,
and decorations, and improvements, and the

profligate extravagance of splendid entertain-

ments ! This is what he thought of, and these

were the thoughts that tortui'ed him. But in

all that, miserable day he never felt one pang of

remorse for the agonies that he had inflicted

upon his innocent victim
;
on the contrary, he

hated her because of this discovery, and gnashed
his teeth as he thought how she and her young
husband would enjoy all the grandeur of March-

I
mont Towers all that noble revenue which he
had hoped to hold till his dying day.

It was growing dusk when Mr. Marchmont
heard the sound of wheels in the dusty lane out-
side the garden-wall. He went through tho

house, and into the farm-yard, in time to receive

his sister Lavinia at the gate. It was the wheels
of her pony-carriage he had heard. She drove
a pair of ponies which Paul had given her. He
gnashed his teeth as he remembered that this

was another piece of extravagance another
sum of money recklessly squandered, when it

might have gone toward the making of a rich

provision for this evil day.
Mrs. Weston was very pale, and her brother

could see by her face that she brought him no

good news. She left her ponies to the care of
the boy, and went into the garden with her
brother.

"Well, Lavinia?"

"Well, Paul, it is a dreadful business," Mrs.
Weston said, in a low voice.

"It's all George's doing ! It's all the work of
that infernal scoundrel !" cried Paul, passionate-

ly. "But he shall pay bitterly for
"

"Don't let us talk of him, Paul; no good
can come of that. What arc you going to do ?"

"I don't know. I sent for you because I

wanted your help arid advice. What's the good
of your coming if you bring me no help?"

"Don't be cruel, Paul. Heaven knows I'll

do my best. But I can't see what's to bo done

except for yoiwto get away, Paul. Every
thing's known. ISivia stopped the marriage

publicly in Hillingsworth Church
;
and all the

Hillingsworth people followed Edward Arun-
del's carriage to Kemberling. The report spread
like wild-fire

;
and oh, Paul ! the Kemberling

people have taken it up, and our windows have
been broken, and there's been a crowd all day
upon the terrace at the Towers, and they've tried

to get into the house, declaring that they know

you're hiding somewhere. Paul, Paul, what
are we to do ? The people hooted after rne as

I drove away from the High Street, and the boys
threw stones at the ponies. Almost all the serv-

ants have left the Towers. The constables have

been up there trying to get the crowd off the ter-

race. But what are we to do, Paul ? what are

we to do?"
"Kill ourselves," answered the artist, savage-

ly. "What else should we do? What have

we to live for ? You have a little money, I sup-

pose ;
I have none. Do you think I can go back

to the old life ? Do you think I can go back,

and live in that shabby house in Charlotte Street,

and paint the same rocks and boulders, the same

long stretch of sea, the same low lurid streaks

of light all the old subjects over again for the

same starvation prices? Do you think I can

ever tolerate shabby clothes again, or miserable

makeshift dinners hashed mutton, with ill-cut

hunks of lukewarm meat floating about in greasy

slop called gravy, and washed down with flat

porter fetched half an hour too soon from a pub-
lic house do you think I can go back to that?

No
;
I have tasted the cream of life : I have

lived
;
and I'll never go back to the living death
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called poverty. Do you think I can stand in

that passage m Charlotte Street again, Lavinia,

to be bullied by an illiterate tax-gatherer, or in-

sulted by an infuriated baker ? No, Lavinia
;
I

have made my venture, and I have failed."

"But what will you do, Paul ?"

"I don't know," he answered, moodily.
This was a lie. He knew well enough what

Ii3 meant to do : he would kill himself.

That resolution inspired him with a desperate
kind of courage. He would escape from the

tnob
;
he would get away somewhere or other

quietly, and there kill himself. He didn't know
how as yet ;

but he would deliberate upon that

point at his leisure, and choose the death that

was supposed to be least painful.
"Where are my mother and Clarissa?" he

askad, presently.
'

They are at our house
; they came to me

directly they heard the rumor of what had hap-

pened. I don't know how they heard it; but

every one heard of it simultaneously as it seem-

ed. My mother is in a dreadful state. I dared

not tell her that I had known it all along."

"Oh, of course not," answered Paul, with a

sneer; "let me bear the burden of my guilt

alone. What did my mother say ?"_" She kept saying again and again,
' I can't

balisve it. I can't believe that he could do any
thing cruel

;
he has been such a good son.'

"

"I was not cruel," Paul Marchmont cried,

vehemently; "the girl had every comfort. I

never grudged money for her comfort. She was
a miserable, apathetic creature, to whom fortune

was almost a burden rather than an advantage.
If I separated her from her husband bah!-

was that such a cruelty ? She was no worse off

than if Edward Arundel had been killed in that

railway accident ;
and it might have been so."

He didn't waste much time by reasoning on
this point. He thought of his mother and sis-

ters. From first to last he had been a good son

and a good brother.

"What money have you, Lavinia?"
"A good deal; you have been very generous

to ni3, Paul
;
and you shall have it all back

again if you want it. I have got upward of

two thousand pounds altogether; for I have

been very careful of the money you have given
me."
"You have been wise. Now listen to me,

Lavinia. I have been a good son, and I have

borne my burdens uncomplainingly. It is your
turn now to bsar yours. I must get back to

Marchmont Towers, if I can, and gather to-

gether whatever personal property I have there.

It isn't much only a few trinkets, and such

like. You must send me some one you can
trust to fetch those to-night ;

for I shall not stay
an hour in the place. I may not even be ad-

mitted into it
;

for Edward Arundel may have

already taken possession in his wife's name.
Then you will have to decide where you arc to

go. You can't stay in this part of the country.
Weston must be liable to some penalty or other

for his share in the business, unless he's bought
over as a witness to testify to the identity of

Mary's child. I haven't time to think of all

this. I want you to promise me that you will

tak'j care of your mother and your invalid

sister."

"I will, Paul,- I will indeed. But tell me

what you are .roing to do yourself, and where

you are going."
"I don't know," Paul Marchmont answered,

in the same tone as before; "but whatever I

do I want you to give me your solemn promise
that you will be good to my mother and bister."

"I will, Paul; I promise you to do as you
have done."

"You had better leave Kemberling by the

first train to-morrow morning; take my mo-
ther and Clarissa with you; take every thing
that is worth taking, and leave Weston behind

you to bear the brunt of this business. You can

get a lodging in the old neighborhood, and no
one will molest you when you once get away
from this place. But remember one thing,
Lavinia: if Mary Arundel's child should die,

and Mary herself should die childless, Clarissa

will inherit Marchmont Towers. Don't forget
that. There's a chance far away, and unlike-

ly enough ;
but it is a chance."

"But you are more likely to outlive Mary and
her child than Clarissa is," Mrs. Weston an-

swered, with a feeble attempt at hopefulness ;

"
try and think of that, Paul, and let the hope

cheer you."

"Hope!" cried Mr. Marchmont, with a dis-

cordant laugh. "Yes; I'm forty years old,

and for five-and-thirty of those years I've hoped
and waited for Marchmont Towers. I can't

hope any longer, or wait any longer. I give it

up ;
I've fought hard, but I'm beaten."

It was nearly dark by this time, the shadowy
darkness of a mid-summer's evening ;

and there

were stars shining faintly out of the sky.
"You can drive me back to the Towers,"

Paul Marchmont said. "I don't want to lose

any time in getting there ;
I may be locked out

by Mr. Edward Arundel if I don't take care."

Mrs. Weston and her brother went back to

the farm -yard. It was sixteen miles from

Kemberling to Stony Stringford ;
and the ponies

were steaming, for Lavinia had come at a good
rate. But it was no time for the consideration

of horse-flesh. Paul took a rug from the empty
seat and wrapped himself in it. He would not

be likely to be recognized in the darkness, sit-

ting back in the low seat, and made bulky by
the ponderous covering in which he had envel-

oped himself. Mrs. Weston took the whip from
the boy, gathered up the reins, and drove o(t'.

Paul had left no orders about the custody of the

old farm-house. The boy went home to his

master, at the other end of the farm
;
and the

night - winds wandered wherever they listed

through the deserted habitation.

CHAPTER XLIL

"THERE is CONFUSION WORSE THAN DEATH."

THE brother and sister exchanged very few

words during the drive between Stony- String-
ford and Marchmont Towers. It was arranged
between them that Mrs. Weston should drive by
a back way leading to a lane that skirted the

edge of the river : and that Paul should get out

at a gate opening into the wood, and by that

means make his way unobserved, to the house
,vhich had so lately been to all intents and pur-

poses his own.
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He dared not attempt to enter the Towers

by any other way: for the indignant populace

might* still be lurking about the front of the

house, eager to inflict summary vengeance upon
the persecutor of a helpless girl.

It was between nine and ten o'clock when
Mr. Marchmont got out at the little gate. All

here was as still as death
;
and Paul heard the

croaking of the frogs upon the margin of a little

pool in the wood, and the sound of horses' hoofs

a mile away upon the loose gravel by the water-

side.

"Good-night, Lavinia," he said. " Send for

the things as soon as you go back
;
and be sure

you send a safe person for them."
"Oh yes, dear; but hadn't you better take

any thing of value yourself?" Mrs. Weston ask-

ed, anxiously.
" You say you have no money.

Perhaps it would be best for you to send me the

jewelry, though, and I can send you what mo-
ney you want by my messenger."

" I sha'n't want any money at least I have

enough for what I want. What have you done
with your savings?"

"They are in a London bank. But I have

plenty of ready money in the house. You must
want money, Paul ?"

" I tell you, no. I have as much as I want."
" But tell me your plans, Paul

;
I must know

your plans before I leave Lincolnshire myself.
Are you going away ?"

"Yes."

"Immediately?"
"
Immediately."" Shall you go to London?"

"
Perhaps. I don't know yet."" But when shall we see you again, Paul ? or

how shall we hear of you ?"
"

I'll write to you."
"Where?"
' ' At the post-office in Rathbone Place. Don 't

bother me with a lot of questions to-night, La-
vinia

;
I'm not in the humor to answer them."

Paul Marchmont turned away from his sister

impatiently, and opened the gate ;
but before she

had driven off he went back to her :

"Shake hands, Lavinia," he said; "shake

hands, my dear; it may be a long time before

you and I meet again."
He bent down and kissed his sister.

"Drive home as fast as you can, and send
the messenger directly. He had better come
to the door of the lobby, near Olivia's room.
Where is Olivia, by-the-by ? Is she still with

the step-daughter she loves so dearly ?"

"No; she went to Swampington early in the

afternoon. A fly was ordered from the Black

Bull, and she went away in it."
" So much the better," answered Mr. March-

mont. "Good-night, Lavinia. Don't let my
mother think ill of me. I tried to do the best I

could to make her happy. Good-by.""
Good-by, dear Paul

;
God bless you !"

The blessing was invoked with as much sin-

cerity as if Lavinia Weston had been a good
woman, and her brother a good man. Perhaps
neither of those two was able to realize the ex-
tent of the crime which they had assisted each
other to commit.

Mrs. Weston drove away ;
and Paul went up

to the back of the Towers, and under an arch-

way leading into the quadrangle. All about the

house was as quiet as if the Sleeping Beauty
and her court had been its only occupants.
The inhabitants of Kemberling and the neigh-

borhood were an orderly people, who burnt few
candles between May and September ;

and how-
ever much they might have desired to avenge
Mary ArundePs wrongs by tearing Paul March-
mont to pieces, their patience had been exhaust-
ed by nightfall, and they had been glad to re-

turn to their respective abodes to discuss Paul's

iniquities comfortably over the nine o'clock beer.

Paul stood still in the quadrangle for a few

moments, and listened. He could hear no hu-
man breath or whisper ;

he only heard the sound
of the corn-crake in the fields to the right of

the Towers, and the distant rumbling of wagon-
wheels on the high-road. There was a glimmer
of light in one of the windows belonging to the

servants' offices only one dim glimmer, where
there had usually been a row of brilliantly-light-
ed casements. Lavinia was right, then

;
almost

all the servants had left the Towers. Paul tried

to open the half-glass door leading into the lob-

by ;
but it was locked. He rang a bell

;
and

after about three minutes' delay a buxom coun-

try-girl appeared in the lobby carrying a candle.

She was some kitchen-maid, or dairy-maid, or

scullery-maid, whom Paul could not remember
to have ever seen until now. She opened the
door and admitted him, dropping a courtesy as

he passed her. There was some relief even in

this. Mr. Marchmont had scarcely expected to

get into the house at all
;

still less to be received

with common civility by any of the servants, who
had so lately obeyed him and fawned upon him.
"Where are all the rest of the servants?" he

asked.

"They're all gone, Sir; except him as you
brought down from London Mr. Peterson and
me and mother. Mother's in the laundry, Sir

;

and I'm scullery-maid."
" Why did the other servants leave the place ?"

"Mostly because they was afraid of the mob
upon the terrace, I think, Sir; for there's been

people all the afternoon throwin' stones and
breakin' the windows ; and I don't think as there's

a whole pane of glass in the front of the house,
Sir

;
and Mr. Gormby, Sir, he come about four

o'clock, and he got the people to go away, Sir,

by tcllin' 'em as it warn't your property, Sir, but
the young lady's, Miss Mary Marchmont least-

ways, Mrs. Airendale as they was destroyin'

of; but most of the servants had gone before

that, Sir, except Mr,. Peterson
;
and Mr. Gorm-

by give orders as me and mother was to lock all

the doors, and let no one in upon no account
whatever

;
and he's coming to-morrow mornin'

to take possession, he says ;
and please, Sir, you

can't come in
;
for his special orders to me and

mother was, no one, and you in particklar."
"
Nonsense, girl !" exclaimed Mr. Marchmont,

decisively ;

" who is Mr. Gormby, that he should

give orders as to who comes in or stops out? I'm

only coming in for half an hour, to pack my port-
manteau. Where's Peterson?"

"In the dinin'-room, Sir ;
but please, Sir, you

mustn't
"

The girl made a feeble effort to intercept Mr.

Marchmont, in accordance with the steward's

special orders : which were that Paul should,

upon no pretense whatever, be suffered to enter

that house. But the artist snatched the candle-
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stick from her hand, and went away toward the

dining-room, leaving her to stare after him in

stupid amazement.
Paul found his valet Peterson, taking what

he called a snack, in the dining-room. A cloth

was spread upon the corner of the table
;
and

there was a fore-quarter of cold roast lamb, a

bottle of French brand)', and a decanter half full

of Madeira before the valet.

He started as his master entered the room,
and looked up, not very respectfully, but with

no unfriendly glance.
" Give me half a tumbler of that brandy, Pe-

terson." said Mr. Marchmont.
The man obeyed ;

and Paul drained the fiery

spirit as if it had been so much water. It was

four-and-t\venty hours since meat or drink had

crossed his dry white lips.

"Why didn't you go away with the rest?" he

asked, as he set down the empty glass.
"

It's only rats, Sir, that run away from a fall-

ing house. I stopped, thinkin' you'd be goin
?

away somewhere, and that you'd want me."

The solid and unvarnished truth of the mat-

ter was that Peterson had taken it for granted
that his master had made an excellent purse

against this evil day, and would be ready to

start for the Continent or America, there to

lead a pleasant life upon the proceeds of his in-

iquity. The valet never imagined his master

guilty of such besotted folly as to leave himself

wzprepared for this catastrophe.
"

I thought you might still want me, Sir," he

said; "and wherever you're going, I'm quite

ready to go to. You've been a good master to

me, Sir
;
and I don't want to leave a good mas-

ter because things go against him."

Paul Marchmont shook his head, and held out

the empty tumbler for his servant to pour more
brandy into it.

"I am going away," he said; "but I want
no servant where I'm going ;

but I'm grateful
to you for your offer, Peterson. Will you come

up stairs with me ? I want to pack a few things."

"They're all packed, Sir. I knew you'd be

leaving, and I've packed every thing."
' ' My dressing-case ?"
"
Yes, Sir. YouVe got the key of that."

" Yes ; I know, I know."
Paul Marchmont was silent for a few minutes,

thinking. Every thing that he had in the way
of personal property of any value was in the

dressing-case of which he had spoken. There
was five or six hundred pounds' worth of jewelry
in Mr. Marchmont's dressing-case ;

for the first

instinct of the nouveau riche exhibits itself in

diamond shirt -studs; cameo rings; malachite

death's-heads with emerald eyes; grotesque and

pleasing charms in the form of coffins, coal-scut-

tles, and hob-nailed boots
;
fantastical lockets of

ruby and enamel
;
wonderful bands ofmassive yel-

low gold, studded with diamonds wherein to insert

the two ends of flimsy lace cravats. Mr. March-
mont reflected upon the amount of his possessions,
and their security in the jewel-drawer of his dress-

ing-case. The dressing-case was furnished with

a Chubb's lock, the key of which he carried in

. his waistcoat pocket. Yes, it was all safe.

"Look here, Peterson," said Paul March-

mont; "I think I shall sleep at Mrs. Weston's

to-night. I should like you to take my dressing-
case down there at once."

" And how about the other luggage, Sir the

portmanteaus and hat-boxes?"
''Never mind those. I want you to put the

dressing-case safe in my sister's hands. I can
send here for the rest to-morrow morning. You
needn't wait for me now. I'll follow you in half

an hour."

"Yes, Sir. You want the dressing-case car-

ried to Mrs. Weston's house, and I'm to wait

for you there?"
" Yes

; you can wait for me."
" But is there nothing else I can%do, Sir ?"
"
Nothing whatever. I've only got to collect

a few papers, and then I shall follow you."
"Yes, Sir."

The discreet Peterson bowed, and retired to

fetcli the dressing-case. He put his own con-

struction upon Mr. Marchmont's evident desire

to get rid of him, and to be left alone at the

Towers. Paul had, of course, made a purse,
and had doubtless put his money away in some

very artful hiding-place, whence he now wanted
to take it at his leisure. He had stuffed one of

his pillows with bank-notes, perhaps ;
or had

hidden a cash-box behind the tapestry in his

bedchamber
;
or had buried a bag of gold in the

flower-garden below the terrace. Mr. Peterson

went up stairs to Paul's dressing-room, put his

hand through the strap of the dressing-case,
which was very heavy, went down stairs again,
met his master in the hall, and went out at the

lobby-door.
Paul locked the door upon his valet, and then

went back into the lonely house, where the tick-

ing of the clocks in the tenantless rooms sound-
ed unnaturally loud in the stillness. All the

windows had been broken
;
and though the shut-

ters were shut, the cold night-air blew in at

many a crack and cranny, and well-nigh extin-

guished Mr. Marchmont's candle as he went
from room to room looking about him.
He went into the western drawing-room, and

lighted some of the lamps in the principal chan-
delier. The shutters were shut, for the windows

here, as well as elsewhere, had been broken
;

fragments of shivered glass, great, jagged stones,
and handfuls of gravel, lay about upon the rich

carpet the velvet-pile which he had chosen with
such artistic taste, such careful deliberation. He
lit the lamps and walked about the room, look-

ing for the last time at his treasures. Yes, his

treasures. It was he who had transformed this

chamber from a prim, old-fashioned sitting-room,
with quaint^ japanned cabinets, and shabby,
chintz -cushioned cane -chairs, cracked Indian

vases, and a faded carpet, into a saloon that

would have been no discredit to Buckingham
Palace or Alton Towers.

It was he who had made the place what it

was. He had squandered the savings of Mary's
minority upon pictures that the richest collector

in England might have been proud to own
;

upon porcelain that would have been worthy of

a place in the Vienna Museum or the Bernal
Collection. He had done this, and these things
were to pass into the possession of the man he
hated the fiery young soldier who had horse-

whipped him before the face of wondering Lin-
colnshire. He walked about the room, think-

I

ing of his life since he had come into possession
of this place, and of what it had been before that

time, and what it must be again, unless he sum-
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moned up a desperate courage and killed him-

self.

His heart beat fast and loud, and he felt an icy
chill creeping slowly through his every vein as he

thought of this. How was he to kill himself?

He had no poison in his possession no deadly

drug that would reduce the agony of death to

the space of a lightning's flash. There were

pistols, rare gems of choicest workmanship, in

one of the buhl - cabinets in that very room
;

there was a fowling-piece and ammunition in

Mr. Marchmont's dressing-room ;
but the artist

was not expert with the use of fire-arms, and he

might fail in the attempt to blow out his brains,

and only maim or disfigure himself hideously.
There was the river the slow, black river : but,

then, drowning is a slow death, and Heaven only
knows how long the agony may seem to the

wretch who endures it ! Alas ! the ghastly truth

of the matter is, that Mr. Marchmont was afraid

of death. Look at the King of Terrors how he
would he could not discover any pleasing aspect
under which he could meet the grim monarch
without flinching.
He looked at life

;
but if life was less terrible

than death, it was not less dreary. He looked

forward with a shudder to see what? Humili-

ation, disgrace, perhaps punishment life-long

transportation, it may be; for this base con-

spiracy might be a criminal offense, amenable
to criminal law. Or, escaping all this, what was
there for him ? What was there for this man
even then ? For forty years he had been steeped
to the lips in poverty, and had endured his life.

He looked back now, and wondered how it was
that he had been patient ;

he wondered why he
had not made an end of himself and his obscure

trouble twenty years before this night. But aft-

er looking back a little longer, he saw the star

which had illumined the darkness of that miser-

able and sordid existence, and he understood

the reason of his endurance. He had hoped.

Day after day he had got up to go through the

same troubles, to endure the same humiliations
;

but every day, when his life had been hardest to

him, he had said, "To-morrow I may be mas-
ter of Marchmont Towers." But he could nev-

er hope this any more ;
he could not go back to

watch and wait again, beguiled by the faint hope
that Mary Arundel's son might die, and to hear

by-and-by that other children were born to her

to widen the great gulf betwixt him and for-

tune.

He looked back, and he saw that he had lived

from day to day, from year to year, lured on by
this one hope. He looked forward, and he saw
that he could not live without it.

There had never been but this one road to

good fortune open to him. He was a clever

man, but his was not the cleverness which can
transmute itself into solid cash. He could only

paint indifferent pictures ;
and he had existed

long enough by picture-painting to realize the

utter hopelessness of success in that career.

He had borne his life while he was in it, but

he could not bear to go back to it. He had
been out of it, and had tasted another phase of

existence
;
and he could see it all now plainly,

as if he had been a spectator sitting in the boxes
and watching a dreary play performed upon a

stage before him. The performers in the re-

motest provincial theatre believe in the play they

are acting. The omnipotence of passion creates

dewy groves and moonlit atmospheres, ducal
robes and beautiful women. But the metropol-
itan spectator, in whose mind the memory of
better things is still fresh, sees that moonlit trees
are poor distemper daubs, pushed on by dirty
carpenters, and the moon a green bottle borrow-
ed from a druggist's shop ;

the ducal robes, cot-
ton velvet and tarnished tinsel

;
and the heroine

of the drama old and ugly.
So Paul looked at the life he had endured,

and wrondered as he saw how horrible it was.
He could see the shabby lodging, the faded

furniture, the miserable handful of fire strug-
gling with the smoke in a shallow grate, that
had been half blocked up with bricks by some
former tenant as badly off as himself. He could
look back at that dismal room, with the ugly
paper on the walls, the scanty curtains flapping
in the wind that they pretended to shut out

;

the figure of his mother sitting near the fire-

place, with that pale, anxious face, which was
a perpetual complaint against hardship and dis-

comfort. He could see his sister standing at

the window in the dusky twilight, patching up
some worn-out garment, and straining her eyes
for the sake of economizing in the matter of
half an inch of candle. And the street below
the window the shabby-genteel street, with a

dingy shop breaking out here and there, and
children playing on the door-steps, and a muf-
fin-bell jingling through the evening fog, and
a melancholy Italian grinding "Home, sweet
Home!" in the patch of lighted road opposite
the pawnbroker's. He saw it all; and it was
all alike sordid, miserable, hopeless.
Paul Marchmont had never sunk so low as

his cousin John. He had never descended so

far in the social scale as to carry a banner at

Drury Lane, or to live in one room in Oakley
Street, Lambeth. But there had been times
when to pay the rent of three rooms had been
next kin to an impossibility to the artist, and
when the honorarium of a shilling a night would
have been very acceptable to him. He had
drained the cup of poverty to the dregs ;

and
now the cup was filled again, and the bitter

draught was offered to him.
He must drink that, or another potion a

sleeping-draught, which is commonly called

Death. He must die ! But how ? His cow-
ard heart sank as the horrible alternative press-
ed closer upon him. He must die to-night
at once in that house

;
so that when they came

in the morning to eject him they would have
little trouble; they would only have to carry
out a corpse.
He walked up and down the room, biting his

finger-nails to the quick, but coming to no reso-

lution, until he was interrupted by the ringing
of the bell at the lobby-door. It was the mes-

senger from his sister, no doubt. Paul drew his

watch from his waistcoat-pocket, unfastened his

chain, took a set of gold studs from the breast

of his shirt, and a signet-ring from his finger ;

then he sat down at a writing-table, and packed
the watch and chain, the studs and signet-ring,
and a bunch of keys, in a large envelope. He
sealed this packet, and addressed it to his sister

;

then he took a candle and went to the lobby.
Mrs. Weston had sent a young man who was
an assistant and pupil of her husband's .1 good-
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tempered young fellow, who willingly served

her in her hour of trouble. Paul gave this young
man the key of his dressing-case and packet.
"You will be sure and put that in my sister's

hands," he said.
" Oh yes, Sir. Mrs. Weston gave me this let-

ter for you, Sir. Am I to wait for an an-

swer ?"

"Xo; there will be no answer. Good-night."

"Good-night, Sir."

The young man went away, and Paul March-
mont heard him whistle a popular melody as

he walked along the cloistered way and out

of the quadrangle by a low archway common-

ly used by the trades-people who came to the

Towers.
The artist stood and listened to the young

man's departing footsteps. Then, with a horrible

thrill of anguish, he remembered that he had
seen his last of human kind

;
he had heard his

last of human voices : for he was to kill himself

that night. He stood in the dark lobby, looking
out into the quadrangle. He was quite alone in

the house
;
for the girl who had let him in was

in the laundry with her mother. He could see

the figures of the two women moving about in a

great gas-lit chamber upon the other side of the

quadrangle a building which had no commu-
nication with the rest of the house. He was to

die that night ;
and he had not yet even determ-

ined how he was to die.

He mechanically opened Mrs. Weston's let-

ter. It was only a few lines, telling him that

Peterson had arrived with the portmanteau and

dressing-case, and that there would be a com-
fortable room prepared for Mr. Marchmont.
"I am so glad you have changed your mind,
and are coming to me, Paul,

"
Mrs. Weston con-

cluded. "Your manner when we parted to-

night almost alarmed me."
Paul groaned aloud as he crushed the letter

in his hand. Then he went back to the west-

ern drawing-room. He heard strange noises in

the empty- rooms as he passed by their open
doors, weird, creaking sounds and melancholy
meanings in the wide chimneys. It seemed as

if all the ghosts of Marchmont Towers were
astir to-night, moved by an awful prescience of

some coming horror.

Paul Marchmont was an atheist
;
but athe-

ism, .although a very pleasing theme for a critical

and argumentative discussion after a lobster sup-
per and unlimited Champagne, is but a poor
staff to lean upon when the worn-out traveler

approaches the mysterious portals of the un-
known land.

The artist had boasted of his belief in annihi-

lation, and had declared himself perfectly satis-

fied with a materialistic or pantheistic arrange-
ment of the universe, and very indifferent as to

whether he cropped up in future years as a sum-

mer-cabbage or a new Raphael, so long as the
ten stone or so of matter of which he was com-

posed was made use of somehow or other, and
did its duty in the great scheme of a scientific

universe. But oh ! how that empty, soulless

cread slipped away from him now, when he
stood alone in this tenantless house, shuddering
at strange spirit noises, and horrified by a host
of mystic fears gigantic, shapeless terrors that

crowded in his empty, godless mind, and filled

it with their hideous presence !

He had refused to believe in a personal God.
He had laughed at the idea that there was any

deity to whom the individual can appeal in his

hour of grief or trouble, with the hope of any
separate mercy, any special grace. He had re-

jected the Christian's simple creed, and now
now that he had floated away from the shores

of life, and felt himself borne upon an irresisti-

ble current to that mysterious other side, what
did he not believe in ?

Every superstition that has ever disturbed the

soul of ignorant man lent some one awful feat-

ure to that crowd of hideous images uprising in

this man's mind. Awful Chaldean gods and

Carthaginian goddesses, thirsting for the hot

blood of human sacrifices, greedy for hecatombs
of children flung shrieking into fiery furnaces, or

torn limb from limb by savage beasts
; Baby-

lonian abominations; Egyptian Isis and Osiris;
classical divinities, with flaming swords and

pale impassible faces, rigid as the Destiny whose

type they were
; ghastly Germanic demons and

witches all the dread avengers that man, in

the knowledge of his own wickedness, has ever

shadowed for himself out of the darkness of his

ignorant mind, swelled that ghastly crowd, un-

til the artist's brain reeled, and he was fain to

sit with his head in his hands, trying, by a great
effort of the will, to exorcise these loathsome

phantoms.
"I must be going mad," he muttered to him-

self. "I am going mad."
But still the great question was unanswered,

How was he to kill himself?
"I must settle that," he thought. "I dare

not think of any thing that may come afterward.

Besides, what should come? I know that there

is nothing. Haven't I heard it demonstrated by
cleverer men than I am ? Haven't I looked at

it in every light, and weighed it in every scale

always with the same result? Yes; I know
that there is nothing after the one short pang,
any more than there is pain in the nerve of a
tooth when the tooth is gone. The nerve was
the soul of the tooth, I suppose; but wrench

away the body, and the soul is dead. Why
should I be afraid? One short pain it will

seem long, I dare say and then I shall lie still

for ever and ever, and melt slowly back into the

elements out of which I was created. Yes
;
I

shall lie still and be nothing."
Paul Marchmont sat thinking of this for a

long time. Was it such a great advantage,
after all, this annihilation, the sovereign good
of the atheist's barren creed ? It seemed to-

night to this man as if it would be better to be

any thing, to suffer any anguish, any penalty
for his sins, than to be blotted out for ever and
ever from any conscious part in the grand har-

mony of the universe. If he could have believed

in that Roman Catholic doctrine of purgatory,
and that after cycles of years of suffering

'

he

might rise at last, purified from his sins, worthy
to dwell among the angels, how differently would
death have appeared to him ! He might have

gone away to hide himself in f:ome foreign city,
to perform patient daily sacrifices, humble acts

of self-abnegation, every one of which should be
a new figure, however small a one, to be set

against the great sum of his sin.

But he could not believe. There is a vulgar

proverb which says, "You can not have your
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loaf and eat it ;" or, if proverbs would only be

grammatical, it might be better worded,
" You

can not eat your loaf, and have it to eat on some
future occasion." Neither can you indulge in

rationalistic discussions or epigrammatic pleas-

antry about the great Creator who made you,
and then turn to Him in the dreadful hour of

your despair: "O my God, whom I have in-

sulted and offended, help the miserable wretch

who for twenty years has obstinately shut his

heart against Thee !" It may be that God would

forgive and hear even at that last supreme mo-
ment, as He heard the penitent thief upon the

cross ;
but the penitent thief had been a sinner,

not an unbeliever, and he could pray. The hard
heart of the atheist freezes in his breast when he
would repent and put away his iniquities. When
he would fain turn to his offended Maker, the

words that he tries to speak die away upon his

lips; for the habit of blasphemy is too strong

upon him
;
he can blague upon all the mighty

mysteries of heaven and hell, but he can not

pray.
Paul Marchmont could not fashion a prayer.

Horrible witticisms arose up between him and
the words he would have spoken ghastly bon

mots, that had seemed so brilliant at a lamp-lit

dinner-table, spoken to a joyous accompaniment
of Champagne-corks and laughter. Ah me !

the world was behind this man now, with all

its pleasures ;
and he looked back upon it, and

thought that, even when it seemed gayest and

brightest, it was only like a great roaring fair,

with flaring lights, and noisy showmen clamor-

ing forever to a struggling crowd.
How should he die ! Should he go up stairs

and cut his throat ?

He stood before one of his pictures a pet pic-

ture, a girl's face by Millais, looking through the

moonlight, fantastically beautiful. He stood be-

fore this picture, and he felt one small separate

pang amidst all his misery as he remembered
that Edward and Mary Arundel were now pos-
sessors of this particular gem.
"They sha'n't have it," he muttered to him-

self; "they sha'n't have this, at any rate."

He took a penknife from his pocket, and

ripped the canvas across and across savagely,
till it hung in ribbons from the deep-gilded
frame.

Then he smiled to himself, for the first time
since he had entered that house, and his eyes
flashed with a sudden light.
"I have lived like Sardanapalus for the last

year," he cried aloud,
" and I will die like Sar-

danapalus!"
There was a fragile piece of furniture near him
an etagere of marqueterie work, loaded with

costly brie a brae, Oriental porcelain, Sevres and

Dresden, old Chelsea and crown Derby cups and

saucers, and quaint tea-pots, crawling vermin in

Pallissy ware, Indian monstrosities, and all man-
ner of expensive absurdities, heaped together in

artistic confusion. Paul Marchmont struck the

slim leg of the etagere with his foot, and laughed
aloud as the fragile toys fell into a ruined heap
upon the carpet. He stamped upon the broken

china; and the frail cups and saucers crackled
like egg-shells under his savage feet,

"I will die like Sardanapalus!" he cried;
"the King Arbaces shall never rest in the pal-
ace I have beautified.

"'Now order here
Fagots, pine-nut?, and wither'd loaves, and such
Things us catch fire with one sole spark;
Bring cedar, too, and precious drugs, and spices,And mighty planks, to nourish a tall pile;
Bring frankincense and myrrh, too; for it is

For a great sacrifice I build the pyre.'

[ don't think much of your blank verse, George
Gordon Noel Byron. Your lines end on lame
syllables ; your ten-syllable blank verse lacks the

lery ring of your rhymes. I wonder whether
Marchmont Towers is insured ? Yes, I remem-
ber paying a premium last Christmas. They
may have a sharp tussle with the insurance com-
panies though. Yes, I will die like Sardanapa-
lus no, not like him, for I have no Myrrha to

mount the pile and cling about me to the last.

Pshaw ! a modern Myrrha would leave Sardana-

palus to perish alone, and be off to make herself

safe with the new king."
Paul snatched up the candle, and went out

into the hall. . His gray eyes had a strange light
in them. His manner had that feverish excite-

ment which the French call exaltation. He ran

up the broad stairs leading to the long corridor,
out of which his own rooms, and his mother's
and sister's rooms opened.
Ah, how pretty they were ! How elegant he

had made them in his reckless disregard of ex-

pense, his artistic delight in the task of beaut i-

fication ! There were no shutters here, and the

summer breeze blew in through the broken win-

dows, and stirred the gauzy muslin curtains, the

gay chintz draperies, the cloud-like festoons of

silk and lace. Paul Marchmont went from room
to room with the flaring candle in his hand, and
wherever there were curtains or draperies about

the windows, the beds, the dressing-tables, the

low kmnging-chairs, and cozy little sofas, he set

a light to them. He did this with wonderful

rapidity, leaving flames behind him as he tra-

versed the long corridor, and coming back thus

to the stairs. He went down stairs again, and
returned to the western drawing-room. Then
he blew out his ci.ialie, turned out the gas, and
waited.

"How soon will it come?" he thought.
The shutters were shut, and the room was

quite dark.

"Shall I ever have courage to stop till it

comes?" Paul Marchmont thought.
He groped his way to the door, double-locked

it, and then took the key from the lock.

He went to one of the windows, clambered

upon a chair, opened the top shutter, and flung

the key out through the broken window. He
heard it strike jingling upon the stone terrace,

and then bound away Heaven knows where.

"I sha'n't be able to go out by the door, at

any rate," he thought.
It was quite dark in the room, but outside it

was as light as day. Mr. Marchmont went away
from the window, feeling his way among the

chairs and tables. He could see* the red light

through the crevices of the shutters, and a lurid

patch of sky through that one window, the upper
half of which he had left open. He sat down,
somewhere near the centre of the room, and

waited.

"The smoke will kill me," he thought. "I
shall know nothing of the fire."

He sat quite still. He had trembled violent-

ly while he had gone from room to room doing
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his horrible work
;
but his nerves seemed steadier

now. Steadier! why, he was transformed to

stone ! His heart seemed to have stopped beat- I

ing ;
and he only knew by a sick anguish, a dull

aching pain, that it was still in his breast.

He sat waiting and thinking. In that time all

the long story of the past was acted before him,
and he saw what a wretch he had been. I do

not know whether this was penitence ;
but looking

* at that enacted story, Paul Marchmont thought
that his own part in the play was a mistake, and
that it was a foolish thing to be a villain.

When a great flock of frightened people, with

a fire-engine out of order, and drawn by whoop-
ing men and boys, came hurrying up to the

j

Towers, they found a blazing edifice, which look-
|

ed like an enchanted castle great stone-framed
j

windows vomiting flame; tall chimneys toppling
I

down upon a fiery roof; molten lead, like water
turned to fire, streaming in flaming cataracts

upon the terrace
;
and all the sky lit up by that

vast pile of blazing ruin. Only salamanders, or

poor Mr. Braidwood's own chosen band, could
have approached Marchmont Towers that night.
The Kemberling firemen and the Swampington
firemen, who came by-and-by, were neither sal-

amanders nor Braidwoods. They stood aloof

and squirted water at the flames, and recoiled

aghast by-and-by when the roof came down like

an avalanche of blazing timber, leaving only a

gaunt gigantic skeleton of red-hot stone where
Marchmont Towers once had been.

When it was safe to venture in among the

ruins and this was not for many hours after

the fire had burnt itself out people looked for

Paul Marchmont
;
but amidst all that vast chaos

of smouldering ashes there was nothing found
that could be identified as the remains of a hu-
man being. No one knew where the artist had
been at the time of the fire, or indeed whether
he had been in the house at al>; and the popu-
lar opinion was, that Paul had set fire to the

Mansion, and had fled away before the flames

began to spread.
But Lavinia Weston knew better than this.

She knew now why her brother had sent her ev-

ery scrap of valuable property belonging to him.

She understood now why he had come back to

her to bid her good-night for the second time,
and press his cold lips to hers.

CHAPTER THE LAST.

"DEAR is THE MEMORY OF OUR WEDDED LIVES."

MARY and Edward Arundel saw the awful

light in the sky, and heard the voices of the peo-

ple shouting in the street below, and calling to

one another that Marchmont Towers was on fire.

The young mistress of the burning pile had

very little concern for her property. She only
kept saying, again and again, "Oh, Edward! I

hope there is no one in the house, God grant
there may be no one in the house !"

And when the flames were highest, and it

seemed by the light in the sky as if all Lincoln-
shire had been blazing, Edward Arundel's wife

flung herself upon her knees, and prayed aloud
for any unhappy creature that might be in peril.

Oh, if we could dare to think that this inno-

cent girl's prayer was heard before the throne
of an awful Judge, pleading for the soul of a
wicked man !

Early the next morning Mrs. Arundel came
from Lawford Grange with her confidential

maid, and carried off her daughter-in-law and
the baby on the fii'st stage of the journey into

Devonshire. Before she left Kemberling Mary
was told that no dead body had been found

among the ruins of the Towers
;
and this asser-

tion deluded her into the belief that no unhappy
creature had perished. So she went to Danger-
field happier than she had ever been since the

sunny days of her honey-moon, to wait there for

the coming of Edward Arundel, who was to stay
behind to see Richard Paulette and Mr. Gorm-

by, and to secure the testimony of Mr. Weston
and Betsy Murrel with a view to the identifica-

tion of Mary's little son, who had been neither

registered nor christened.

I have no need to dwell upon this process
of identification, registration, and christening

through which Master Edward Arundel had to

pass in the course of the next month. I had
rather skip this dry-as-dust business, and go on
to that happy time which Edward and his young
wife spent together under the oaks at Danger-
field

;
that bright second honey-moon season,

while they were as yet houseless
;

for a pretty
villa-like mansion was being built on the March-
mont property, far away from the dank wood
and the dismal river, in a pretty pastoral little

nook, which was a fair oasis amidst the general
dreariness of Lincolnshire.

I need scarcely say that the grand feature of

this happy time was THE BABY. It will be of

course easily understood that this child stood

alone among babies. There never had been an-

other such infant
;

it was more than probable
there would never again be such a one. In ev-

ery attribute of babyhood he was a twelvemonth
in advance of the rest of his race. Prospective

greatness was stamped upon his brow. He would
be a Clive or a Wellington, unless indeed ho
should have a fancy for the Bar and the Wool-

sack, in which case he would be a little more
erudite than Lyndhurst, a trifle more eloquent
than Brougham. All this was palpable to the

meanest capacity in the very manner in which
this child crowed in his nurse's arms, or choked
himself with farinaceous food, or smiled recog-
nition at his young father, or performed the

simplest act common to infancy.
I think Mr. Sant would have been pleased to

paint one of those summer scenes at Dangerfield.
The proud soldier-father

;
the pale young wife

;

the handsome, matronly grandmother; and, as

the mystic centre of that magic circle, the tod-

dling, flaxen-haired baby, held up by his father's

hands, and taking caricature strides in imitation

of papa's big steps.
To my mind, it is a great pity that children

are not children forever that the pretty baby-

boy by Sant, all rosy, and flaxen, and blue-eyed,
should ever grow into a great, angular, pre-Ra-
phaelite hobadahoy, horribly big and out of

drawing. But neither Edward, nor Mary, nor,
above all, Mrs. Arundel, were of this opinion^

They were as eager for the child to grow up and
enter for the great races of this life, as some

speculative turf magnate who has given a fancy
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price for a yearling, and is pining to see the ani-

mal a far-famed three-year-old, and winner of

the double event.

Before the child had cut a double-tooth Mrs.

Arundel, senior, had decided in favor of Eton as

opposed to Harrow, and was balancing the con-

flicting advantages of classical Oxford and math-

ematical Cambridge ;
while Edward could not

see the baby-boy rolling on the grass, with blue

ribbons and sashes fluttering in the breeze, with-

out thinking of his son's future appearance in

the uniform of his own regiment, gorgeous in

the splendid crash of a levee at St. James's.

How many airy castles were erected in that

happy time, with the baby for the foundation-

gtone of all of them ! The BABY ! Why, that

definite article alone expresses an infinity of

foolish love and admiration. Nobody says the

father, the husband, the mother. It is "my"
father, my husband, as the case may be. But

every baby, from St. Giles's to Belgravia, from

Tyburnia to St. Luke's, is "the" baby. The in-

fant's reign is short, but his royalty is supreme,
and no one presumes to question his despotic
rule.

Edward Arundel almost worshiped the little

child whose feeble cry he had heard in the Octo-
ber twilight, and had not recognized. He was
never tired of reproaching himself for this omis-

sion. That baby-voice ought to have awakened
a strange thrill in the young father's breast.

That time at Dangerfield was the happiest pe-
riod of Mary's life. All her sorrows had melted

away. They did not tell her of Paul March-
mont's suspected fate

; they only told her that

her enemy had disappeared, and that no one
knew whither he had gone. Mary asked once,
and once only, about her step-mother, and she

was told that Olivia was at Swampington Recto-

ry, living with her father
;
and that people said

she was mad. George Weston had emigrated to

Australia with his wife, and his wife's mother
and sister. There had been no prosecution for

conspiracy ;
the disappearance of the principal

criminal had rendered that unnecessary.
This was all that Mary ever heard of her per-

secutors. She did not wish to hear of them.

She had forgiven them long ago. I think that,

in the inner depths of her innocent heart, she

had forgiven them from the moment she had
fallen on her husband's breast in Hester's parlor
at Kemberling, and had felt his strong arms

clasped about her, sheltering her from all harm
for evermore.

She was very happy ;
and her nature, always

gentle, seemed sublimated by the sufferings she

had endured, and already akin to that of the

angels. Alas, this was Edward Arundel's chief

sorrow ! This young wife, so precious to him in

her fading loveliness, was slipping away from

him, even in the hour when they were happiest

together, was separated from him even when

they were most united. She Avas separated from
him by that unconquerable sadness in his heart

which was prophetic of a great sorrow to come.

Sometimes, when Mary saw her husband look-

ing at her with a mournful tenderness, an almost

despairing love in his eyes, she would throw her-

self into his arms, and say to him :

" You must remember how happy I have been,
Edward. Oh my darling! promise me always
to remember how happy I have been,"

When the first chill breezes of autumn blew

among the Dangerfield oaks Edward Arundel
took his wife southward, with his mother and
the inevitable baby in her train. They went to

Nice, and they were very quiet, very happy, in

the pretty southern town, with snow-clad mount-
ains behind them, and the purple Mediterranean
before.

The villa was building all this time in Lin-
colnshire. Edward's agent sent him plans and
sketches for Mrs. Arundel's approval ;

and every
evening there was some fresh talk about the ar-

rangement of the rooms, and the laying out of

gardens. Mary wras always pleased to see the

plans and drawings, and to discuss the progress
of the work with her husband. She wrould talk

of the billiard-room, and the cozy little smoking-
room, and the nurseries for the baby, which were
to have a southern aspect, and every advantage
calculated to assist'the development of that rare

and marvelous blossom
;
and she would plan the

comfortable apartments that were to be special-

ly kept for dear grandmamma, who would of

course spend a great deal of her time at the

Sycamores the new place was to be called the

Sycamores. But Edward could never get his

wife to talk of a certain boudoir opening into a

tiny conservatory, which he himself had added
on to the original architect's plan. He could

never get Mary to speak of this particular cham-

ber; and once, when he asked her some ques-
tion about the color of the draperies, she said to

him, very gently,
" I would rather you would not think of that

room, darling."

"Why, my pet?"
" Because it will make you sorry afterward."

"Mary, my darling
"

*'
Oh, Edward ! you know you must know,

dearest that I shall never see that place?"
But her husband took her in his arms, and

declared that this was only a morbid fancy, r.nd

that she was getting better and stronger every

day, and would live to see her grandchildren

playing under the maples that sheltered the

northern side of the new villa. Edward told

his wife this, and he believed in the truth of

what he said, lie could not believe that he

was to lose this young wife, restored to him aft-

er so many trials. Mary did not contradict him

just then; but that night, when he was sitting

in her room reading by the light rr^ a shaded

lamp after she had gone to bed Mipfy went to

bed very early, by order of the doct' s, and in-

deed lived altogether according to'hiedical ro-

\gime she called her husband to hr".

"I Avant to. speak to you, dear," she said;

! "there is something that I must say to you."
The young man knelt down by his wife's bed.

"What is it, darling?" he asked.
" You know what we said to-day, Edward?"

"What, darling? We say so many things

every day we are so happy together, and have

so much to talk about."

"But you remember, Edward you remem-
ber what I said about never seeing the Syca-
mores ? Ah, don't stop me, dear love," Man-
said reproachfully, for Edward put his lips to

hers to stay the' current of mournful words ;

"don't stop mo, dear, for I must speak to you
I want you to know that it must be, Etlv"

darling. I want you to remember lim^ happy
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I have been, and how willing I am to part with

you, dear, since it is God's will that we should

be parted. And there is something else that I

want to say, Edward. Grandmamma told me
something all about Belinda. I want you to

promise me that Belinda shall be happy by-and-

by; for she has suffei'ed so much, poor girl!

And you will love her, and she will love the

baby. But you won't love her quite the same

way that you loved me, will you, dear ? because

you never knew her when she was a little child,

and very poor. She has never been an orphan,
and quite lonely, as I have been. You have
never been all the world to her."

The Sycamores was finished by the following

mid-summer, but no one took possession of the

newly-built house
;
no brisk upholsterer's men

came with three-foot rules and pencils and mem-
orandum-books to take measurements of win-

dows and floors : no wagons of splendid furni-

ture made havoc of the gravel-drive before the

principal entrance. The only person who came
to the new house was a snuff-taking crone from

Stanfield, who brought a turn-up bedstead, a
Dutch clock and a few minor articles of furni-

ture, and encamped in a corner of the best bed-

room.
Edwai'd Arundel, senior, was away in India,

fighting under Napier and Outrain
;
and Ed-

ward Arundel, junior, was at Dangerfield, un-
der the charge of his grandmother.

Perhaps the most beautiful monument in one
of the English cemeteries at Nice is that tall

white marble cross and kneeling figure, before

which strangers pause to read an inscription to

the memory of Mary, the beloved wife of Edward
Dangerfield Arundel.

EPILOGUE.
FOUR years after the completion of that pret-

ty stuccoed villa, which seemed destined never
to be inhabited, Belinda Lawford walked alone

up and down the sheltered shrubbery-walk in

the Grange garden in the fading September day-
light.

Miss Lawford was taller and more womanly-
looking than she had been on the day of her in-

t 1 wedding. The vivid bloom had left

ht tiks
;
but I think she was all the prettier

beci* of that delicate pallor, which gave a

pensive _ust to her countenance. She was very
grave, ard gentle, and good; but she had never

forgotten the shock of that broken bridal cere-

monial in Hillingsworth Church.
The Major had taken his eldest daughter

abroad almost immediately after that July day ;

and Belinda and her father had traveled togeth-
er very peaceful, exploring quiet Belgian cities,

looking at celebrated altar-pieces in dusky cathe-

drals, and wandering round battle-fields, which
the intermingled blood of rival nations had once
made one crimson swamp They had been near-

ly a twelvemonth absent, and then Belinda re-

turned to assist at the marriage of a younger sis-

ter, and to hear that Edward Arundel's wife
had died of a lingering pulmonary complaint at

Nice.

She was told this, and she was told how Olivia

M

Marchmont still lived with her father at Swamp-
ington, and how day by day she went the same
round from cottage to cottage, visiting the sick

;

teaching little children, or sometimes rough-
bearded men, to read and write and cipher ;

reading to old decrepit pensioners ; listening to

long histories of sickness and trial
;
and exhib-

iting an unwearying patience that was akin to

sublimity. Passion had burned itself out in this

woman's breast, and there was nothing in her

mind now but remorse, and the desire to per-
form a long penance by reason of which she

might in the end be forgiven.
But Mvs. Marchmont never visited any one

alone. Wherever she went Barbara Simmons

accompanied her, constant as her shadow. The

Swampington people s.aid this was because the

rector's daughter was not quite right in her

mind
;
and there were times when she forgot

where she was, and would have wandered away
in a purposeless manner, Heaven knows where,
had she not been accompanied by her faithful

servant. Clever as the Swampington people
and the Kemberling people might be in finding
out the business of their neighbors, they never

knew that Olivia Marchmont had been consen-

tient to the hiding away of her step-daughter.

They looked upon her, indeed, with consider-

able respect, as a heroine by whose exertions

Paul Marchmont's villainy had been discovered.

In the hurry and confusion of the scene at Hil-

lingsworth Church, nobody had taken heed of

Olivia's incoherent self-accusations. Hubert
Arundel was therefore spared the misery of

knowing the extent of his daughter's sin.

Belinda Lawford came home in order to be

present at her sister's wedding ;
and the old life

began again for her, with all the old duties

that had once been so pleasant. She went about
them very cheerfully now. She worked for her

poor pensioners, and took the chief burden of

the housekeeping off her mother's hands. But
though she jingled her keys with a cheery music
as she went about the house, and though she

often sang to herself over her work, the old hap-

py smile rarely lit up her face. She went about
her duties rather like some widowed matron who
has lived her life, than a girl before whom the

future lies, mysterious and unknown.
It has been said that happiness comes to the

sleeper the meaning of which proverb I take

to be, that Joy generally comes to us when we
least look for her lovely face. And it was on
this September afternoon, when Belinda loitered

in the garden after her round of small duties

was finished, and she was free to think or dream
at her leisure, that happiness came to her un-

expected, unhoped-for, supreme; for turning at

one end of the sheltered alley, she saw Edward
Arundel standing at the other end, with his

hat in his hand, and the summer wind blowing
among his hair.

Miss Lawford stopped quite still. The old-

fashioned garden reeled before her eyes, and the

hard graveled path seemed to become a quaking
bog. She could not move

;
she stood still and

waited while Edward came toward her.

"Letitia has told me about you, Linda," he
said

;

" she has told me how true and noble you
have been

;
and she sent me hero to look for a

wife, to make new sunshine in my empty home
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a young mother to smile upon my motherless

boy."
Edward and Belinda walked up and down the

sheltered alley for a long time, talking a great
deal of the sad past, a little of the fair-seeming

future; and it was growing dusk before they
went in at the old-fashioned half-glass door

leading into the drawing-room, where Mrs.

Lawford and her younger daughters were sit-

ting, and where Lydia, who was next to Be-

linda, and had been three years married to the

Curate of Hillingsworth, was nursing her second

baby.
"Has she said yes?" this young matron cried

directly ;
for she had been told of Edward's er-

rand to the Grange; "but of course she has.

What else should she say, after refusing all man-
ner of people, and giving herself the airs of an
old maid. Yes, um pressus Pops, um Aunty
Lindy's going be marriedy-parriedy," concluded
the curate's wife, addressing her three-months'

old baby in that peculiar patois which is supposed
to be intelligible to infants by reason of being un-

intelligible to every body else.

"I suppose you are not aware that my future

brother-in-law is a major?" said Belinda's third

sister, who had been struggling with a variation

by Thalberg, all octaves and accidentals, and
who twisted herself round upon her music-stool

to address her sister.
" I suppose you are not

aware that you have been talking to Major Arun-
del, who has done all manner of splendid things
in the Punjaub ? Papa told us all about it five

minutes ago."
It was as much as Belinda could do to support

the clamorous felicitations of her sisters, espe-
cially the unmarried damsels, who were eager
to exhibit themselves in the capacity of bride-
maids

;
but by-and-by, after dinner, the curate's

wife drew her sisters away from that shadowy
window in which Edward Arundel and Belinda
were sitting, and the lovers were left to them-
selves.

That evening was very peaceful, very happy,
and there were many other evenings like it be-

fore Edward and Belinda completed that cere-

monial which they had left unfinished more than
five years before.

The Sycamores was very prettily furnished

under Belinda's superintendence ;
and as Regi-

nald Arundel had lately married, Edward's mo-
ther came to live with her younger son, and

brought with her the idolized grandchild, who
was now a tall, yellow-haired boy of six years
old.

There was only one room in the Sycamores
which was never tenanted by any one of that lit-

tle household except Edward himself, who kept
the key of the little chamber in his writing-desk,
and only allowed the servants to go in at stated
intervals to keep every thing bright and orderly
in the apartment.

This -shut-up chamber was the boudoir which
Edward Arundel had planned for his first wife.

He had ordered it to be furnished with the very
furniture which he had intended for Mary. The
rosebuds and butterflies on the walls, the gui-
pure curtains lined with pale blush-rose silk, the
few chosen books in the little cabinet near the

fire-place, the Dresden breakfast-service, the

statuettes and pictures, were things he had fixed

upon long ago in his own mind as the decora-
tions for his wife's apartment. He went into the
room now and then, and looked at his first wife's

picture a crayon sketch taken in London be-

fore Mary and her husband started for the south
of France. He looked a little wistfully at this

picture, even when he was happiest in the new
ties that bound him to life, and all that is bright-
est in life.

Major Arundel took his eldest son into this

room one day, when young Edward was eight
or nine years old, and showed the boy his mo-
ther's portrait.
"When you are a man this place will be

yours, Edward," the father said. " You can

give your wife this room, although I have never

given it to mine. You will tell her that it was
built for your mother, and that it was built for

her by a husband who, even when most- grate-
ful to God for every new blessing he enjoyed,
never ceased to be sorry for the loss of his first

love."

And so I leave my soldier-hero to repose upon
laurels that have been hardly won, and secure

in that modified happiness which is chastened

by the memory of sorrow. I leave him with

bright children crowding round his knees, a

loving wife smiling at him across those fair

childish heads. I leave him happy, and good,
and useful, filling his place in the world, and

bringing up his children to be wise and virtuous

men and women in the days that are to come.

I leave him, above all, with the serene lamp of

faith forever burning in his soul, lighting the

image of that other world in which there is nei-

ther marrying nor giving in marriage, and where
his dead wife will smile upon him from amidst

the vast throng of angel faces a child for ever

and ever before the throne of God.

THE END.
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worked to have tolled unceasingly for it
;
no exertion, no labour

could have been irksome with so dear an inducement !"

However, notwithstanding these occasional murmurs/ Jane Wilmot

was too right-minded and pious to give way to a spirit of repining at

the divine will of Him who appoints all things ;
she felt that every

event was arranged by an Almighty hand, and therefore submitted

to her fate with cheerful meekness, recalling to her thoughts, with

gratitude, the many blessings she already enjoyed. Indeed, she was

a happy woman
; happy in the possession of an excellent husband,

with good health and strength to assist them in their labours
; and,

although they were poor, hitherto they had never been in need.

Jane Wilmot had formerly been in the service of a lady of high

consideration, on whom it was her peculiar duty to attend
; besides

being employed in offices, which evinced the confidence her integrity

merited. Her good qualities had quickly gained for her the esteem

of her mistress, who manifested the interest she had excited by zeal-

ously seeking to improve the natural intelligence of her mind
,
and

by inculcating those precepts of religion and piety without which she

well knew her mental acquirements would be unprofitable. This

excellent lady died very suddenly, and Jane was thus deprived of a

sincere and valuable friend. James Wilmot had been many years

her fellow-servant, and an attachment had long subsisted between

them.

A legacy to each from their late mistress, and some savings of

their owT

n, enabled them to marry ; and, having stocked a small farm,

though in a very limited manner, by unceasing industry and good

behaviour this worthy couple contrived to live on with tolerable com-

fort and success. Jane and her husband were always neat and re-

spectable in their appearance, while their house, by its order and

cleanliness, equally betokened the propriety of their ideas. The little

garden surrounding their dwelling, arranged with the taste they had

not failed to acquire in the service of their refined and lamented mis-

tress, was a perfect paradise of sweets; and it was their dearest

recreation to work in it, or with honest pride to display their garden

treasures to their kind friend and frequent visiter, Mr. Neville, the

clergyman of the parish.

The village of Fairbrook was particularly favoured in having for

its pastor such a man as Mr. Neville, to whom his parishioners were

his dearest objects of interest their welfare, his heart's most fervent

desire
; and, while he sought by the earnestness of his precepts so to

enlighten their minds and sanctify their feelings, that they might

taste of that happiness which the world can neither give nor take
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away, he was not unmindful of their temporal concerns
; and, with

the advice his superior intelligence enabled him to afford, and the

pecuniary assistance a well-economized income left at his disposal,

he rescued many a grateful villager from the embarrassments inci-

dental to an agricultural life.

Farmer Wilmot and his wife were perhaps the two perso-ns of his

humble flock for whom he felt the liveliest interest
;

for it rejoiced

his kind heart to witness such real worth such true and simple

piety : and after he had visited them in their quiet and pleasant

dwelling, he would return home with that pleasurable feeling in his

bosom, which a good man feels in witnessing conduct so praisewor-

thy, and hearts so pure.

Jane Wilmot was loved throughout the village ;
and even the envy

which at times finds a shelter in the breast of the rustic as of the

courtier, was hushed and tongue-tied by her unfailing kindness and

unassuming manners Her love for children led her most frequently

to those houses of her neighbours that were inhabited by those endear-

ing beings, which her own heart told her every virtuous mother must

regard as blessings. Attached by her tenderness, every child loved

her
;
and if sickness attacked any of them, Jane was always to be found

by the sufferer's bed, assisting the mother, and acting as the nurse.

Farmer Wiltnot used sometimes almost to chide her for thus spending
so much of her time

;
and would good-naturedly reproach her for em-

ployments which he fancied must take her from necessary occupations
at home: but she would always stop his chidings by saying, "Oh!

James, you mus^nlj scold me when you find that I have neglected

one single dutyWand so scrupulous was she in fulfilling them all,

that he was immediately silenced
;
and only stifled a feeling of regret

that the child upon whom she lavished her caresses was not her own.

CHAPTER II.

* I see a column of slow rising smoke

O'ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild.

A vagabond and useless tribe there eat

Their miserable meal." * *

CLOSE to the farm which Farmer Wilmot rented was a long and

retired lane. It was, unfortunately for him, the resort of gangs of

gipsies, a.nd many were the petty depredations which they committed
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on his property. However, so generally kind and humane was the

farmer known to be, that perhaps he escaped better than his neigh-

bours ;
for even these lawless people in a manner respected him

;

and farther than trifling misdemeanors he had not much to complain
of. He thought that as a Christian, it was his duty to be very kind

to every fellow-creature, however weak and erring ;
it was not for

him to turn his back upon the frail
; and, pitying the condition of

these miserable people, he never wantonly persecuted them, and even

occasionally assisted them by allowing them to mend his kitchen

utensils, buying from them baskets or mats, and showing much be-

nevolent consideration should sickness have overtaken any of the gang.

One day as Jane Wilmot was returning home from taking a basket

of fresh-laid eggs to a gentleman's house, whose park-gates were

situated not far from the extremity of the lane, her attention was

attracted by a spectacle which greatly shocked her kind heart. A
troop of gipsies had lately encamped in the lane

;
and the rough cover-

ing to a wretched hovel which had been hastily erected, was drawn

aside, with the view, it appeared, of giving air to an apparently dying

female, to whom the extreme sultriness of the day seemed to give

additional cause of suffering.

Mrs. Wilmot drew near, and asked some questions of an old crone,

who was bending over the afflicted creature, and learnt that the sick

woman was in the last stage of a decline, which was the reason of the

sudden halt of the gang, as it was supposed not many hours could

elapse before she breathed her last.

Jane beheld with much emotion a little chilckfcpparently about

three years old, who was crouching close to the dy^rg woman. The

infant was pale and thin, but its beauty was still most striking, as it

turned its large black eyes with shrinking fear upon the admiring
Mrs. Wilmot. Clusters of dark curling hair hung over, and formed

almost her only covering ;
while her delicately formed mouth, with a

rosy under lip as yet unfaded by famine, completed the singular love-

liness of infantile attraction.

" What a beautiful creature !" exclaimed Mrs. Wilmot, most

intently observing the child,
u will her father take care of her when

her mother is dead ?"
" As for that matter," answered the old woman, "I don't much

know. I wish the useless little baggage might die with the woman,
for the good it will be to us : get along, you nasty cross brat," pur-

sued the hag, giving the poor babe a kick
;

for it had begun to cry,

probably suffering from hunger "I wish our eyes had never lighted

upon you, for you have never been much profit or pleasure."



HYACINTHS; OR, THE CONTRAST. 11

" Poor miserable little creature !" exclaimed Jane, taking the little

girl into her arms, and tenderly looking at her; "how I pity y >u !

what would I give to take you home with me, and be henceforth a

mother to you !"

The child, attracted by her gentleness and mild countenance, laid

its head upon her shoulder
;
and when Jane wished to put her down,

in order that she might return home, clung to her and wept bitterly.

Jane mingled tears with hers, and could not repress them during

her walk home. The image of the poor ill-treated child was before

her eyes, and when she met her husband, she told her story in most

pathetic terms, adding "The idea of the treatment this poor baby
will receive when her mother is dead really distracts me. Oh?

James, if you could but see what an interesting lovely creature she is !"

Farmer Wilmot, who always sympathized in his wife's feelings,

promised to accompany her to the lane, and endeavour to ascertain

whether the father of the child was equally devoid of humanity or

tenderness as the old gipsy, wrhich there was too much reason to ap-

prehend ;
and in the evening they sallied forth, taking with them some

gruel and other comforts for the sick woman.

When they drew near, several of the gang were sitting round their

evening repast, consisting of poultry, it was not unreasonable to

consider as the spoil stolen the previous night from some neighbour-

ing hen-roost. They were ferocious-looking beings, and Jane shud-

dered as she approached them. She inquired respecting the sick

woman, and was told that " she was as bad as she could be." They
drew near the wretched pallet, which had been formed for her with

straw, covered with a few dirty rags. Death was visible upon the

countenance of the sufferer. The little girl was fast asleep, her head

resting upon the lap of her mother. A heated flush animated her

pale cheeks
;
her beautiful ringlets nature had arranged with the

truest grace about her forehead
;
her long dark eyelashes were fringed

with tears
;
and as she lay, one little bare shoulder bore the marks of

rude violence, being bruised, as if a heavy hand had roughly used it.

Jane pointed to the child, and the farmer was almost as much

affected as his weeping wife.

The dying woman lay apart from the rest of the gipsy group, and

Jane and her husband found themselves alone with her.

She looked at them, and motioned with her hand for Jane to stoop

down, that she might speak to her. Jane knelt by her side death

is always awful to the beholder, and she felt that now she saw it sur-

rounded by all its worst horrors a soul about to take its departure

from this earth under su^h circumstances! Where was the hope that
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supports the Christian? alas! not here. In darkness the unfortunate

woman had lived in darkness she must die !

The dying gipsy whispered in low broken phrases,
" That poor

child what will become of it when I am dead ? they will want to

get rid of it perhaps murder it she has no father here Brian hates

it. He says the child may get him hanged he stole it
" Here

her words were interrupted by a dreadful spasm suddenly seizing her.

Jane called for help, and in one minute the gipsies surrounded the

v^man ; but she was dead! They suddenly grasped the child, and

ffi/ew it at a distance : Jane could contain herself no longer.
" Give me the child," she cried in agony ;

and turning to her hus-

band, with streaming eyes and supplicating action, she sobbed,
u Oh!

my dear husband, let me take her home, and be a mother to her.

We may be certain the Almighty will bless our undertaking. Con-

sider the happiness of saving perhaps a soul from everlasting destruc-

tion. What will be the fate of the poor infant if she is left with these

dreadful people ? If her life be spared, how will she be brought up ?

Poor innocent babe, she will be taught to be wicked
;
and I am sure

from her sweet countenance she is not so by nature. Do, dear James,

grant my request. We shall never miss the little she will cost us.

Oh ! no
;
God will assist us, and this act of humanity will increase

rather than diminish our means. Do not hesitate shall we offer to

take her?"

James looked grave and irresolute
;
he longed to grant his wife's

request, and yet he felt that they were about to take upon themselves

a heavy responsibility.
" I wish," he said,

" we could first consult Mr. Neville."

"
Well, go, dear husband, and ask his advice," Jane replied

quickly, sanguine as to the results; "I will remain by the child until

you return but pray do not be long, for I tremble at the looks of

these terrible people." She then seated herself apart from the gip-

sies, and, taking the poor little girl in her arms, lulled it again to rest.

The gipsies were busying themselves about the corpse of the dead

woman
;
and seeing that Mrs. Wilmot, far from watching them, was

heedless of their proceedings, while centering all her attention in the

child she held, they allowed her to remain in tranquillity until her

husband returned, accompanied by Mr. Neville.
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CHAPTER III.

"There are these angels sent by heaven to guide

Our earlhly barks through time's deceitful tide;

Faith, Hope, and Charity benignant three!

Charity fairest follow Charity !"

JAMES WILMOT found Mr. Neville disengaged, and, in much haste

and agitation, told him the purport of his visit. This excellent man

was much interested by the account' he gave of the destitute situation

of the child, and willingly accompanied him to the lane, where they

found Jane, with the poor baby asleep upon her knee.

Mr. Neville was struck with the beauty of the little girl, and equally

shocked by her emaciated and neglected appearance. Jane renewed

her entreaties that she might be allowed to take charge of her; and

so earnest were her solicitations, that Mr. Neville joined with her in

hoping that James would yield to her wishes. It was no difficult

matter to obtain his hearty concurrence in the benevolent plan ;
for

from the first his heart inclined to it, although a fear that the step

might not be a prudent one had for a moment made him hesitate.

They had now only to speak to the gipsies.

Mr. Neville requested the father of the child to approach them : a

man of a most ferocious appearance came reluctantly forward.

" You are the father of the child ?" inquired Mr. Neville. "May
be I am," gruffly replied the man

;

" bad luck to me !" " Will you

object to part with her, and allow this good woman to take charge of

her, and bring her up as her own child ?" continued Mr. Neville,

while Jane waited in dreadful suspense for the reply of the brutal

gipsy. "Ay, and thank her too; but "hesitated the ruffian, "I

must have my price for her: the little good-for-nought should bring

me some price for the trouble she's been to my dead missis there."

Mr. Neville, thoroughly disgusted, and more than ever anxious to

take the child out of such hands, offered him a sovereign ;
and telling

the man that he did not intend to give him any more, desired Mrs.

Wilmot to go home with her charge^ an order she with the most

heartfelt joy obeyed ;
and pressing the sleeping treasure to her bosom,

she with rapid steps had nearly reached the farm, when she was

joined by a young gipsy girl, who, out of breath, begged her for an

instant to stop.
" Oh ! ma'am, I have run so fast, just to ask you to let me have
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one more look at poor little May. I heard you were taking her away;

and, poor heart, I am the only one in the world who ever was kind

to her."

Mrs. Wilmot willingly paused, and the good-natured looking gipsy

girl affectionately kissed the sleeping child. u Ah! poor May," she

said,
" a hard life you have had

;
and I am glad you have found a

kind friend. Good bye good bye" and, again kissing her, she

wiped a tear, which the parting seemed to call to her bright black

eyes, and ran back to join her companions.

Mr. Neville remained still with the gipsy group to give further

orders. He desired them peremptorily to leave the neighbourhood

by the morning, promising to defray all expenses of the funeral if they

would decamp without delay.

The carpenter of the village speedily constructed a shell for the

body of the deceased woman, which was conveyed to the poor-house,

and by the next morning the gipsy tribe had finally departed.

On Jane Wilmot reaching her home, the little girl, whom we shall

now call "May," awaking from her deep sleep, opened her large

dark eyes, and gazed fearfully around her. Her first impulse was to

cry ;
but the mild, kind looks which met her timid glances, almost

immediately checked her grief; and a nice basin of bread and milk,

which her new protectress had prepared for her, was devoured by the

poor famished babe with the utmost eagerness.

Jane then hastened to take off the filthy rags with which poor May's
emaciated body was scantily clothed, with some little reluctance cut off

the thick and matted curls which covered her head, and then washed

her completely with warm water
;
and so gently and kindly did she

perform this office, that the child, though evidently unaccustomed to

such a process, submitted to it without murmuring.

Many tears did Jane shed when she saw the pitiable state of the

poor child's body, as, added to filth and neglect, evident marks of

savage treatment were to be discovered. She was almost crippled

from ill usage, while her little form, thin and wretched in the ex-

treme, was covered with innumerable scars, which, though slight,

bore sad evidence of the cruelty she had undergone : however, one

scar on her forehead seemed to attest greater barbarity than all the

rest, and had been apparently inflicted by some sharp instrument ; for

although it was easily perceptible that the wound had been made some

length of time back, still it was so indelible as to promise to accom-

pany her down to the grave a grave Jane almost feared her fragile

charge could scarcely be long preserved from.
" Poor darling child ! what have you suffered ! Did they beat yon
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very hard ?" she inquired of the child; who replied, looking round

as if she almost anticipated the repetition of their savage treatment,
"
Oh, yes; beat me, and kicked me; nobody loved me but mammy

a little, and brown Bet."

After the child was made thoroughly clean and comfortable, Jane

placed her in a little bed, which she had made close to her own. It

was quite a matter of surprise to see how immediately the little girl

conformed herself as it were to her new position. She seemed as if

renewing old habits, instead of acquiring new. A sweet happy smile

was on her countenance when Jane kissed her, and laid her down
;

and the beauty of the expression of her features when she fell asleep,

lighted up by that bright flush which generally accompanies the

slumber of children, can only be imagined by those who have gazed
on that most touching sight, the heavenly tranquil sleep of a lovely

child.

Jane hung over her in silent rapture, and on her knees implored
that a blessing might be vouchsafed on her by that gracious God,
whose property is ever to have mercy. She prayed also that her un-

dertaking might be sanctified by His almighty protection, and that

the little destitute girl might grow up to be an honour to the holy

name of Christian, and thus form the pride and happiness of her

adopted parents.

After this pious duty was performed, Mrs. Wilmot's thoughts again

turned to the temporal necessity of her charge, and she began to reflect

how she should clcthe her new-found daughter. As for the rags

which had partially covered her, they had been immediately consigned
to the fire. Whilst she was considering which of her own garments
she should cut up to furnish clothing for little May, she heard a gentle

tap at the door, and soon beheld the welcome form of Mr. Neville,

accompanied by his sister, Mrs. Villars.

They came laden with two complete suits for the little stranger, of

which they always kept a store for the village children. Jane con-

ducted her visiters to the bedside of the child, and felt happy in per-

ceiving they were equally moved and interested as herself by the

appearance of the sleeping babe.

Her brother had told Mrs. Villars of the wretched plight in which

the infant had been found
;
and on seeing its present peaceful and

improved state, she could not resist taking the hand of the excellent

Jane and offering commendations for that active charity, which, under

the blessing of her God, had taught her thus to rescue a suffering fel-

low-creature from a condition of hopeless misery.



16 HYACINTHS
; OR, THE CONTRAST.

CHAPTER IV.

"
Though I could read the books of prophecy,
Withdraw the veil of heavenly mystery ;

Though Science led me through her various way,
And I had power, power from above to say,
4 Remove thou mountain :' this were nought, and I

An useless nothing, without Charity."

As the whole transactions related in the foregoing chapter had

taken place in so short a time, and as no one, but the persons already

mentioned, knew any thing of the circumstances attending the man-

ner in which little May became domesticated in the family of Farmer

Wilmot, Mr. .Neville and his sister considered that it would be ad-

visable to keep the details concerning it as quiet as possible.

The Wilmots lived very much to themselves
;
never entered into

the gossip of the village, and had few intimate friends ; therefore

they hoped to escape without many questions ;
and it was agreed that

they should merely say, with reference to May, that they had adopted
her

; determining to decline all other explanation, should farther in-

quiries be made.

Of course rumour and curiosity were busy for some little time, and

many were the conjectures formed upon the mysterious arrival of our

little heroine : however, it proved like all other novelties, a " nine

days' wonder," and finding that no light was thrown upon the matter,

surmise at length wore itself out, and the Wilmots were left in peace-

ful enjoyment of their newly-acquired child.

Every day inspired these good people with more love for this little

foundling ;
the sweetness of her disposition developing itself, in pro-

portion as confidence and happiness dawned upon her feelings.

At first she was timid and shrinking to a fearful excess, and weak-

ness and fever, brought on evidently by neglect, made her ill and

low-spirited ;
but kindness and cleanliness soon brought the roses into

her pale cheeks
;
her beautiful eyes began to beam with happiness,

and her lovely hair growing again in clustering ringlets, rendered her

beauty almost unearthly.

Jane watched her returning health with the anxiety of a mother ;

and indeed no mother could be more adored by her child than she

was by little May : it appeared as if all the affection of her nature

was brought forth by the warm beams of kindness which emanated

from the benevolent countenance of Mrs. Wilmot, who, indulging in
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all the endearing tenderness to childhood, so natural to her bosom,

and which was rendered still more active by the recollection of what

she had rescued her from, felt a happiness of which she could have

formed no previous conception.

What a beatified virtue is benevolence ! It is a precious tie exist-

ing between man and man as children of ne common father, a tie

wholly unaffected by difference of age, station, kindred, or country,

and over which the artificial distinctions of a vain world have little

power. If we consider our blessed Lord simply in his human cha-

racter, how bright how lovely and engaging does this particular

virtue appear! And when contemplating, with adoring veneration,

tie tenderness of His compassion the activity of His benevolence,

let it be remembered that these are imitable virtues. We cannot,

like Him, recall the fleeting soul to its earthly tabernacle
;
we cannot

say to the angry wave,
"
Peace, be still !" but we may all cheer, and

soothe, and be kind one to another.

Jane had ever acted the part of the good Samaritan, and now she

reaped the reward of her habitual charity, for every morning she rose

with greater alacrity and happiness. She had indeed, now an incite-

ment to exertion
;
and what a real interest she felt in possessing a

child which in every respect seemed to her maternal bosom all her

own ! Kind as her husband was upon the occasion, she was sensible

she ought to strive never to let him find that her precious May was

ever an encumbrance to him
;
therefore with increased diligence and

exactitude she laboured in the performance of every duty. She

counted too with greater eagerness her eggs, watched with an anxious

eye the well-doing of her poultry, beheld with gladness the rich milk

yielded by her cows, and was more than ever desirous that her butter

should be of the finest quality. She always found a ready sale for

these articles at the Hall, as the housekeeper declared that Mrs. Wil-

mot was the cleanest and most honest dealer who ever approached
the house.

It was from the Hall also that Jane had occasionally been supplied

with needlework, and she now anxiously inquired for furture employ-
ment of that nature.

"How is it," said Mrs. Smith, "that you are so very desirous for

work ? I hope you are doing well at home ?"
"

yes, thank you, ma'am," Jane replied, slightly blushing at the

housekeeper's remark
;

"
every thing goes on as well as our hearts

could wish
;
but we have taken charge of a little girl, and I feel that

I ou'ght now to work more than I used to do, when we had no one to

think of but ourselves."
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The hint was sufficient for the good woman. She made interest

with the ladies' maids, and work poured in upon Jane from many
quarters, so that every Saturday night she returned'home from the

Hall with a little treasure, which she with joyful pride counted oat

before her husband, whose kind and honest heart glowed with satis-

faction and gratitude in tl^e possession of so excellent a wife, while

he rendered her equally happy by evincing as tender an interest in

their pretty charge as occupied her own affectionate bosom.

CHAPTER V.

"'Tis sweet, in journeying tnrough this vale of tears,

To gather its fair flowers ; to pay and prove

Blessings and sympathies, and acts of love,

And so to sink into the lap of years."

MR. NEVILLE and his sister, whose feelings from the first had been

greatly interested in Mrs. Wilmot's protegee, as time went on, still

continued sensible to her irresistible, though infantine attractions;

indeed, she was a child whose every act gave the fairest promise of

excellence
; and, as she grew in years, evinced, with a mind full of

vigour and intelligence, the unusual accompaniment of a heart of rare

and sweet simplicity.

Many were the conversations which took place between the brother

and sister upon the subject of the child. It was evident from the

dying words of the gipsy woman, and the unnatural behaviour of the

reputed father, that there were the strongest reasons for believing she

was in reality a stolen child. This at first had been a subject of great

disquietude to the Wilmots, who by the idea, felt their possession of

the little May rendered an uncertain one : but by degrees it passed

wholly from their minds, and they almost ceased to remember that

she was other than their own dear offspring. But it was very differ-

ent with Mr. Neville, though he kindly avoided alluding to his sus-

picions to the farmer, on whom they could only inflict a useless

anxiety ;
and every day both the pastor and his sister became more

and more convinced that the little foundling came of no common

parentage. At times they fancied that perhaps the romance of her

story gave rise to these surmises
;
but when they beheld her every

every action marked by innate elegance, and witnessed her high-bred,

and, what some might have termed, aristocratic appearance, they felt



HYACINTHE; OR, THE CONTRAST. 19

inwardly persuaded these were the legible stamps of superior birth.

Her delicate feet her long and taper ringers her beautifully turned

head her symmetric and swanlike neck were, they well knew, traits

almost peculiar to the patrician daughters of the land
;
and how was

it that all this exclusive cast of loveliness united itself in the form of

the lowly-born May? Her disposition, though truly tender and affec-

tionate, was retiring, sensitive, and shy ;
and it was not difficult to

imagine that in a different sphere of life, with another system of edu-

cation, some shades of haughtiness might have mingled themselves

with the otherwise gentle qualities of her heart. Now such feelings
were never called forth : to her village companions she was ever

kind, though evincing no inclination to form or cherish with them any

intimacy; but to her father and mother, and her kind friends Mr.

Neville and his sister, her affection was ardent in the extreme, and

seemed to centre in them alone.

For Jane Wilmot her attachment was so deep so absorbing, that

even at her young age, it approached almost to' enthusiasm ; towards

her adopted father it took the character of an affection at once tender

and relying ;
while again, with the tact of a delicate mind, she early

evinced for Mr. Neville and his sister a most touching sense of vene-

ration, mingled with a grateful love.

With regard to Mr. Neville, it was impossible for him to be known

without exciting the liveliest feelings of respect, admiration, and at-

tachment. In the early part of his life he had travelled much, and

had stored his mind with information and those acquirements, which

now, in the calm and even tenor of a clerical life, afforded him a

never-failing source of interest and pleasing recollection.

His sister, justly beloved by her brother, was in want of a home.

Her husband had died suddenly, and left her with scarcely any
resources. Devotedly attached to her husband, the heart of the

widow appeared to be almost broken
;
and with youth offering the

prospect of a long, though sorrowing life, her pilgrimage in this

world promised to be a sad and weary one. She knew not where

to go in what part of the world to fix herself. Mr. Neville entreated

his sister to become the mistress of his house
;
and by thus convincing

her that there wf>re still duties remaining to her in this world, her

dormant energies ,vere awakened, and restored her to herself.

Mrs. Villars proved a real solace to her brother in his retirement
;

and contributing every day to his comfort, aiding him in all his be-

nevolent pursuits, entering into his renfined and simple amusements,

and receiving daily from his virtuous example fresh incitements to

calmness and peace of mind, she became once more, what she had
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heretofore been, an active friend, an intelligent companion, and the

most affectionate and devoted of sisters.

Mrs. Villars often urged her brother to allow her to give the little

May the advantage of a superior and enlightened education. Pos-

sessing herself every accomplishment necessary to render her a perfect

instructress, willingly would she have devoted her time in bestowing
them upon a child of so much promise ;

but Mr. Neville always op-

posed this measure. He would say
" Teach her to be a good Chris-

tian and a good daughter to the excellent people who have adopted
her. In her present obscurity she will probably pass her life

; why
teach her what may raise her wishes beyond the humble home the

Almighty has provided for her? Indeed, my dear sister, it is one of

the errors of the times in which we live the system of over-educa-

tion adopted in every family. I am speaking now without any refer-

ence to our simple-minded May; but it distresses me when I look

around, and see the manner in which parents are educating, or suf-

fering others to educate, their children. Show is evidently the end

to which all their efforts tend
;
and it is only when a glittering list

of arts and accomplishments has been forced on the boy they have

rendered trifling and self-sufficient on the girl they have made vain

and forward, that they consider their purposes have been answered
;

forgetting to teach the awful truth, that all have an immortal soul

or in what manner that soul is to be made acceptable for Heaven.

And \9 it not dreadful to see parents thus failing to reflect how sud-

denly their children may be called into a world, where all the ac-

quirements, for which they now sacrifice every thing, will be as worth-

less as the painted dust which adorns the butterfly's wings? where

all that is not founded on religion, and on the reason and virtue which

religion teaches, shall have passed away with the other gaudy trap-

pings of the world ? You will think me very prosy, my dear sister,'
7

continued Mr. Neville, taking a book from the table before him
;

" but

here are some lines which express so well my opinion relative to the

education of females, that I must read them to you. Speaking of the

modern systems which are creeping in, the poet asks,

* Are ye not apt

To taint the infant mind, to point the way
To fashionable folly, strew with flowers

The path of vice, and teach the wayward child

Extravagance and pride ] Who learns in you
To be the prudent wife, or pious mother 1

To be her parent's staff, or husband's joy !

'Tis you dissolve the links that once held fast

Domestic happiness 'Tis you untie
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The matrimonial knot 'Tis you divide

The parent and his child Yes, 'tis to you
We owe the ruin of our dearest bliss.

The best instructress for the growing girl

Is she that bare her. Let her first be taught,

And we shall see the path of virtue smooth

With often treading. She can best dispense
That frequent medicine the soul requires,

And make it grateful to the lip of youth,

By mixture of affection. She can charm

When others fail, and leave the work undone.

She will not faint, for she instructs her own.

She will not torture, for she feels herself.

So education thrives, and the sweet maid

Improves in beauty, like the shapeless rock

Under the Sculptor's chisel ; till at length

She undertakes her progress through the world

A woman fair and good, as child for parent,

Parent for child, or man for wife, could wish.'

" And now," pursued Mr. Neville, after his sister had acknowledged
the truth of the lines which he had read,

" and now, but one word

more regarding our little favourite. Let us cultivate in her every

species of useful acquirement which will render her happy in her ;

present station, giving her at the same time a perfect knowledge of
"

religion, that she may walk blameless before her God. To this really

blessed end, let all our endeavours be directed
;
and lovely and fas-

cinating as she already promises to be, do not give her merely exte-

rior embellishments, which may one day only lead her into the tempta-

tions and follies of the world, and possibly render her a victim to the

snares to which the young, the beautiful, and the unprotected, are so

often exposed. The obscurity and mystery of her birth is great, but

why should we wish to withdraw the veil which hangs over it? She

can scarcely be happier than she now is, or own a greater blessing

than being a child of such excellent and virtuous parents as those

who now so tenderly cherish her.

And indeed May was happy ;
her home, though humble, was com-

fortable and cheerful in the extreme, and the gladness of her youthful

heart might be traced in the blithe and melodious song with which

she greeted the morning's early hour, when, like the lark which ca-

rolled above her head, she left her slumbers for the sweet duties of

the day. Gaily and with delight would she hasten to assist her dear

mother in her various labours labours which were only so in name,
for to her every occupation was an active pleasure. But her dearest ;

office was that of making herself useful to her father
;
and with playfuJ

3
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earnestness she would prevent all assistance, nor allow Mrs. Wilmot
to interfere with her in preparing his meals, or in arranging and keep-

ing in the most perfect order his linen, and the few books and pam-
phlets which constituted the farmer's library. Indeed, there could

be scarcely a greater punishment inflicted upon her than to have

anticipated her in these kind duties : but, above all, that which she

would consider most exclusively her own, was the gay task of pre-

paring breakfast a meal her watchful affection soon told her was his

*>?ost favourite one. Her delight in spreading the snowy cloth, in

cutting the bread and butter, in placing before him a delicate jar ol

honey the produce of her own bees and the plate of fresh water-

cresses which she had risen early to procure, was only equalled by
the pleasure these kind attentions taught her protectors' hearts to feel.

It was a touching and beautiful sight to behold this lovely child

thus occupied. Her graceful form and high-bred demeanour seemed

scacely belonging to a cottage ;
and yet the affection which beamed

from her countenance, whilst bestowing these tender cares, spoke of

the genuine feelings of rustic life, at the same time that it indicated

filial attachment in its most attractive form.

What happiness it is for those parents who thus witness the active

goodness of their child ! and be assured, my young readers, that

domestic duties are not less pleasing, nor less acceptable, in the sight

of your Heavenly Father. They must ever hold pre-eminently the

first place in the ordinary range of Christian services
;
and while you

are watching the sick bed of a suffering parent, soothing the sad hours

of disease by tender assiduities, or seeking to enliven the closing eve

of life's little day of some aged relative, by your presence and con-

siderate attentions, you may rejoice in the belief that you are acting

righteously in the sight of God
;
and by thus following the precepts

of your Saviour, may, after a life well spent, hear the joyful invitation,
"
Come, ye blessed of my Father!"

James Wilmot fully appreciated the happiness of possessing so

excellent a daughter, in which light he ever considered the virtuous

little May ;
and in a measure reaped in this world the reward of the

benevolence which had led him to foster her. May rejoiced in his

affection, and in the tender words of compliment which he lavished

upon her
;
and if in a moment of pre-occupation the farmer failed to

utter the usual " Thank you, my own darling ;" or,
" What a happy

man I am to have so good a little daughter!" she would wait her

time with a delicate tact, and then, when she knew she might, with-

out being troublesome, claim his attention, put both arms around his

neck, and say with mock gravity,
" What a pity my father no longer
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loves hs poor little May!" and then, smiling and chiding him by
turns, delight and amuse the worthy Wilmot by her fascinating

playfulness.

CHAPTER VI.

Within my infant breast parental care

The living seed of young devotion planted,

And watch'd and water'd it and pray'd and panted
That it might spring, and bud, and blossom there."

FOR two hours every day, Mary went to the Rectory, where Mrs
Villars instructed her in reading, writing, and needle-work of every
kind

;
farther than that she did not go, with the exception of select-

ing for her books of a superior order, which expanded and improved
her mind, affording her at the same time the most engrossing
amusement.

May was a child of great natural abilities, with a memory so sin-

gularly good, that she could retain with the utmost accuracy any

thing she had either read or heard. Mr. Neville's sermons, which

were to her subjects of absorbing interest, she could repeat in a most

extraordinary manner
;
and once during an illness of many weeks'

duration, which confined Farmer Wilmot to his house, May regularly

repeated to him the sermon, of which he was unfortunately deprived
the benefit of hearing.

Brookside Farm was situated in a most retired spot, which afforded

so few neighbours that May formed few acquaintances of her own

age; indeed she was brought up so differently from the other children

of the village, that Mrs. Wilmot, and her friends at the Rectory, were

not anxious that she should associate much with them. However,

although she was a child of most retiring manners, she was loved by
all who knew her, for never was May found to be unkind

;
and there

was something in her calm and even dignified manner, contrasting so

strongly with that of others, and which imparted to her an air of such

decided superiority, that there was a degree of respect shown towards

her by every one. One little girl looked up to her with peculiar re-

gard and admiration Susan Ashfield, the daughter of a farmer in the

neighbourhood. She was unhappy, poor girl, in having lost an ex-

cellent mother
;
and on the second marriage of her father with a

woman of a harsh and unkind disposition, she learnt more deeply to
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regret the treasure she had been deprived of. Susan Ashfield was a

girl of high spirit, and, perhaps, sometimes made matters worse, by

giving way to the impulses of wounded feelings. She had not yet

sufficiently studied that most important of lessons to "bear and

forbear ;" she however possessed a good heart and a grateful disposi-

tion, and kindness would always produce that impression, which no

degree of harshness could create.

Susan passed many a wretched hour
;
and one day was discovered

by the tender-hearted May, sitting on a bank near her father's house,

weeping bitterly. She had that morning been beaten cruelly by her

stepmother for some trifling misdemeanor.

May mingled her tears with those of the poor girl, and, thinking

that she should suffer if her mother even looked unkindly upon her,

she seated herself by the side of her afflicted young friend, and asked

her kindly what was the exact cause of her present distress.

"
Why, dear May," she said, "perhaps I am also to blame, but

my stepmother is so unkind to me, that it may be I am sometimes

a little pert. But now if any thing goes wrong, it is always thought

my fault
;

if her baby cries, it is I who have hurt it. I arn obliged

to nurse it from morning to night; and though I do not mind that, for

I love the child, still I am blamed, and ordered about in such a man-

ner, and so hard-wT

orked, and so seldom know what it is to have a

kind word said to me, that I believe my temper is becoming bad.

But," continued the poor girl, sobbing violently,
"

I think of my dear

mother who is dead, and remember how she loved me
;
and then I

become indifferent to every thing in this world, and dislike and, I

fear I may almost say, hate the unworthy woman who has taken

her place."
" Oh ! do not say so, my dear Susan," said May,

" remember she

is your father's wife : and have you so completely forgotten the pre-

cepts of our good friend, Mr. Neville, in his discourses to us every

Sunday, what a point he makes of Christian forbearance towards each

other ? I know in your case it is a difficult task for you to bear with

so much unkindness, and I heard Mr. Neville say, that the sweetest

natural disposition may be soured by constant ill-treatment : but we

must seek for that forbearance, that feeling for those with whom we

live, that will lead us to give up our own interests for those of others.

Dear Susan," May continued, still more earnestly, as she perceived

that her words seemed to have weight, and pressing the poor weeping

girl's hands within her own,
" Dear Susan, do you not recollect that

a kind word often turneth away wrath ? and if you were to strive and

please your mother, you must in time make some impression upon
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her; at least she would have no excuse for ill-treating you; and,

above all, you would have no cause for self-reproach. How much
we hear, almost every Sunday, upon the subject of the regulation of

our tempers! I particularly recollect a part of the last sermon, when
Mr. Neville said we were not to think highly of the offences we may
commit for want of due command over one's temper, or suppose our-

selves responsible for them to our fellow creature only ;
but and, O

Susan, how solemn his voice sounded as he continued * be assured

you must give a strict account of them all to the Supreme Governor

of the world, and who has made this a great part of your appointed
trial upon earth. Well did our Lord declare,

' Blessed are the peace-

makers, for they shall be called the children of God ;' and yet how
little of this spirit is there upon earth ! When we look around us in

the world, who would believe that relationship exists among its in-

habitants? When we see the quarrels and the coldnesses, the law-

suits and the strifes between those who are not only bound by the

common tie of Christian fraternity, but by the closest and most indis-

soluble bonds of blood, are we not tempted to inquire, can these

indeed be 'brethren?' Can they be all trusting to the same hope of

salvation, and expecting to dwell together in the same heaven? It

is impossible ;
with such feelings the same eternal mansions could not

contain them. If they were admitted there, heaven would be no

heaven if it were a place where so many differing families were all to

congregate together in one eternal abode.* :

" How forcible is this appeal, Susan !" May continued, after a short

pause, only broken by the sighs of her attentive and interested

hearer: "when I was listening to it, how thankful I felt that my lot

was cast where I enjoy so sweetly the delights of peace and kindness.

I know I am a most fortunate girl, and my happiness only makes me
the more feel for your very different lot; but still I think you may
amend it. Try to bear gently with your mother's unkindness, and

you will be happier when you consider, that to cultivate such feelings

is absolutely requisite to the attainment of higher felicity in the world

to come."

"Yes, May, all this is very true, I know; but our tempers are not

in our own power, and if mine is bad it is rather my unhappiness than

my fault."

"
I do not like to hear you speak thus, dear Susan

;
but do not

think I venture to disapprove from imagining myself superior to you :

indeed you would wrong me if you did. I know that I have never

been tried ; my life has been one of continual happiness; nor have I

known what it was to have a harsh word said to me : therefore I
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ought only to be grateful and humble, and endeavour not to draw

down the displeasure of the Almighty by arrogance or self-sufficiency ;

but again must I say, that I am sure it is at least worth the trial to

endeavour to meet your mother's severity with gentleness and temper.

It is true we are not all equally happy in our dispositions, but we must

endeavour to check and subdue every propensity to do wrong. I

have heard Mr. Neville repeat to those who sought his advice,
* Watch the symptoms of ill-temper as they rise with a firm resolution

to conquer them, before they are even perceived by any other person.

In every such inward conflict call upon your God to assist the feeble

nature he has given you, and sacrifice to him every feeling that would

tempt you to disobedience
;

so will you at length attain the true

Christian meekness, which is blessed in the sight of God and man
;

which has the promise of this life as well as that which is to come.

Then will you pity in others those infirmities which you have con-

quered in yourself, and you will think yourself as much bound to

assist, by your patience and gentleness, those who are so unhappy

as to be under the dominion of evil passions, as you are to impart

charity to the poor and miserable.'
'

Susan listened with the deepest attention to the advice of her young
monitress

;
indeed it would have been difficult to avoid being im-

pressed by the animated and almost inspired manner of our dear May,
whose countenance while she repeated the words of her revered friend

was lighted with an expression almost heavenly.

I have thus narrated the foregoing conversation, to impart to my
young readers some idea of the character of this child, which was of

no common stamp. Brought up as she was in obscurity, and only

educated in the plainest manner, still did her mind evince a depth

and strength rarely to be found in one so young. Beholding on all

sides the exercise of religion in its purest form, and early taught to

make it her first and dearest object, she was deeply impressed with a

sense of its importance. In her home the day was begun and ended

in prayer ;
her last words at night were praises to her Heavenly Fa-

ther
;
and as she knelt down with her parents to pour forth an even-

ing prayer of thanksgiving, it was heartfelt devotion., not mere lip

service, which directed their aspirations to the Throne of Grace.

" How devoutly must it be desired, that a greater portion of the

ipirit of prayer was shed abroad upon us unprofitable servants, that

there might be more of that secret communing with God that habitual

and strict intercourse with Him, the absence of which throws such

coldness over the feelings of us his people, and such a formality and

deadness over our best services ! You cannot ask more than your
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Redeemer is ready to grant. You cannot seek too near an access to

him in whom you believe
;
and be assured if you are really sincere

in your desire of l

drawing nigh unto God,' and earnest in prayer,

the Spirit of Grace will not be wanting to encourage ;
the power of

Christ will not be wanting to bring you unto him, though all the

weakness of human nature should place itself between you."

CHAPTER VII.

" What is our duty here 1 to tend

From good to better thence to best ;

Grateful to drink life's cup then bend,

Unmurmuring to our bed of rest;

To pluck the flowers that round us blow,

Scattering their fragrance as we go."

FARMER WILMOT had been very prosperous in all his concerns,

and they were now able to afford the additionarexpense of keeping
a female servant to assist in the household labours. By these means

May had now considerable time to instruct and amuse herself; and

though she had ever shared the occupations of Mrs. Wilmot with un-

varying cheerfulness and industry, she was not unconscious of the

advantage it was to be now freed from the obligation of so strict an

attention to the duties of the house and farm.

May was now nearly fifteen
; at least so they calculated by her ap-

pearance when they had first taken her from the misery in which she

had been found, and her tall and improving figure now confirmed

their surmises. She had now much leisure to pass a considerable

portion of her time with her kind friends at the Rectory, where she

always gained additional knowledge and intelligence ;
but it was not

without some doubt and apprehension lhat Mr. Neville saw her young
mind imbibing tastes and ideas which he feared might raise her

wishes beyond her present prospects. However, May was tho-

roughly satisfied with her home
;
and never for a moment did she

wish for any thing beyond the peace and contentment she at present

enjoyed, cross her imagination : indeed, how could it, when she con-

trasted her happy life with that of the village children ? and often,

after having witnessed the discomfort or misconduct of some youthful

neighbour, she would exclaim with emotions of fervent gratitude,
" What have I done to receive such happiness ?"

May derived much satisfaction from seeing that her young friend
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Susan Ashfield was much more comfortable than she used to be.

May's admonitions had produced their proper effect upon her mind ;

and, determining to try the result of perfect forbearance on her part,

not an impertinent word or look escaped her when her stepmother
scolded her. So completely did she repress any ebullition of temper,
that soon there was no excuse for ill-treatment

;
and in time, notwith-

standing Mrs. Ashfield's natural violence of disposition, she was

obliged to confess that Susan had really become a very good girl.

Happy indeed was the situation of May in every respect. Adored

by her kind and indulgent parents, sincerely loved by the friends she

so highly revered, surrounded by comfort on every side, there was

nothing left for her heart to wish. Constantly occupied in performing
her duly, and pleasing those whose slightest wish was her law; en-

joying health and liberty, and the varied amusements which the

country affords, she certainly partook of the felicity which is most

congenial to our natures, and approaching more nearly to that state

in which we were originally created, though luxury and refinement

have done much to disturb such pure and simple sources of happiness.

May's amusements were never-ending ;
for nature supplied her

most amply with pleasures, while the same kind Providence had en-

dowed her with a heart capable of appreciating them. Her flowers,

her poultry-yard, her dairy, her bees, were all delights, though neces-

sitating, constant, and laborious occupation : but May was a busy
little person, and her only regret was that she could not make her day
twice as long.

How widely distinct, and how greatly superior in advantages is

the life led by the happy child, whose parents are enabled to rear it

among the healthful and improving pleasures afforded by the country,

to that state of artificial existence which marks the young days of

those whose natural protectors, by choice or necessity, confine their

charges to the polluted atmosphere and corrupting influence of our

large towns ! Withheld from the enjoyment and the contemplation

of the beauties of nature, which to the unsophisticated heart of child-

hood is known to offer the best and dearest joys, what are the amuse-

ments and pursuits of that poor prisoner, that victim to the tastes and

situation of its parents, a town-bred child? Exchanging the invigo-

rating influence of exercise in the pure air, amidst woods and verdant

fields, for the splendid pageantry and the refinement of art it is unable

to appreciate what does the young mind gain by the exchange ?

Alas ! a worldliness of heart that always comes too early ;
and that

disrelish for simple pleasures, the sad penalty of our advances in luxu-

rious indulgence, and of years misspent. Ignorant of the garden's
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treasures, scarcely distinguishing even by name those flowery adorn-

ments of earth, bestowed by the profuse hand of God. All they

know of the pure happiness felt by the country-child, is from books,

or perhaps from the artless description of some happier little friend
;

and when they see the faded, ill-odoured bouquet (the prize from

some green-grocer's stall) with which, as a matter of taste, their

governess may decorate the school-room chimney-piece, well may
they doubt the accuracy of those histories which seek to describe the

treasures of Flora as sources of rejoicing and innocent delight.

Unacquainted with the wild bliss which it is to the healthful child

1o exercise its limbs unrestrainedly in the green meadow, or on the

healthy down, whose activity learns to be more active, the fragile in-

habitants of the town school-room, ignorant of country sports and

country joys, find its pleasures confined to the stiff, formal walk- the

new dress, of which the elegance is only valued as being superior to

that worn by some less recherche neighbour or to the ball, which,

with its previous practisings and laboured exhibitions, ought rather to

be considered as a placard of the dancing-master's talents, and is

nothing like the merry fete we should expect to find in a youthful

ball-room.

Of the many artificial habits and recreations of a town-life, perhaps

none are more objectionable than these midnight revels, where the

child, the real child, soon loses all sense of enjoyment, and y:iwns

with music, in a position decidedly foreign to its impulses and to its

very nature. Nor is ennui the only evil genius conjured up at these

assemblies. Too often have we seen the love of admiration and dis-

play find birth in a young heart, which, but for these ill-judged pas-

times, might never have known such dangerous inmates. Too often

have we seen the worldliness and the jealousies of maturer years dis-

torting at a juvenile ball the lovely faces of mere babes.

These public assemblies, as we have frequently witnessed them,

become snares for parent as well as child
; for, once imperceptibly

drawn into the vortex of false ambition, it is greatly to be feared, that

parents will run many risks, and make many compromises, which at

other times they would shrink from, rather than forego for their chil-

dren one of the fictitious advantages coveted for the lovely idols of

their hearts. But the beautiful child may not grow up to be the ad-

mired woman
; beauty is evanescent at all times, and many a disap-

pointed mother has learnt r with misplaced grief, how particularly it. is

so in childhood. The parents, too, who are now able to gratify the

wishes and pamper to the utmost these worshipped images of their

ranity, may not live to continue their indulgence; and the heart must

4
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ache with commiseration at the thought of the sufferings of that poor
little being, who, bereft of the enervating though fostering care of a

fond mother, finds itself with all the artificial wants engendered by

over-indulgence, consigned to the cold, unfeeling care of uninterested

hirelings. Oh that parents would bring up their children as children,

in innocence and nature, with fond care, but with grave correction,

and not suffer them to forestall those false and exciting joys which

the ways of a degenerate world have rendered customary! Surely as

Christians they ought to aim higher for their children, nor ambition

for them that admiration which is shared by the opera-dancer and the

professional performer. Let children dance to improve their strength,

to give grace and vigour to their limbs, and as a recreation to them-

selves ;
and let them even occasionally meet together to enjoy this

innocent amusement with their young playmates and companions.

Dancing is peculiarly suited to childhood
;
and we should rejoice to

see their young and happy faces beaming with the redoubled glow
of animation and healthful exercise, every pleasure being heightened

by the presence of their beloved parents and their dearest friends
;
but

let them not be decked out as puppets for the amusement of a crowd,

who probably return home to laugh at the credulous parents, who by
thus feeding the natural inclination of the human heart for vanity, help

to rivet a chain about their offspring, which, linking them too power-

fully to the things of this world, may impede their progress even to

the gates of heaven, open only to those who use this world wkhout

abusing it

CHAPTER VIII.

41 Still raise for good the supplicating voice,

But leave to Heave-n the measure and the choice :

Safe in His power, whose eyes discern afar

The secret ambush of a specious prayer.

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest,

Secure whate'er He gives, He gives the best.
1 *

IT was an evening in spring, fine and bright, but sufficiently cold

to make the fire, which May was anxiously stirring into a blaze, likely

to prove acceptable to the farmer, whom they were expecting to re-

turn home from the neighbouring town, where he had gone upon

business early in the morning. He was unusually late
;
and poor

May, after returning, for at least the twentieth time, from looking over
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the garden gate, down the road which she knew he must take, ex-

claimed with undissembled anxiety,
" Dear mother, what can have

become of my father? His supper will all be spoilt ;
and it is very

late for him to be out, for there is a very cold wind, and he was com-

plaining of not feeling well this morning. Besides, he promised too

to bring me home a warm shawl for poor old Sarah, and I promised

to take it to her this evening ; but if he does not make haste, I shall

not be able, for it is already getting dark."
"
Indeed, I never knew your father so late, my dear," Mrs. Wilmot

replied, sharing May's inquietude; "but hark! do I not hear the

sound of a horse ?"

"
Yes, mother; here he is!" and out flew May, fall of glee, and

with plenty of questions ready to pour upon the farmer
;
but in an

instant her gaiety was checked. No smile greeted her animated

approach. The farmer looked grave and very sad
; and, getting off

his horse, without saying a word or even looking at his eager child,

he led it into the stable
;
and so unlike himself did he appear, that

May felt alarmed, and did not venture to follow him, as she was ac-

customed to do
;
but waiting until he again appeared, she narrowly

observed him, and her heart, sunk within her, for his eyes were evi-

dently red, and she could not help fearing that he had been weeping.

She said not a word, but followed him into the house, pale and

trembling : there she found her mother, who, not at first perceiving

the symptoms which had struck such a damp over the feelings of

May, began questioning her husband upon the reason of the lateness

of his return.

"Do not ask me any questions just now, wife," he replied,
" for I

am very tired, and do not feel well."

" Sit down in your arm-chair, father, and let me give you some-

thing to revive you ;
a glass of wine, dearest father, for I know you

are ill:" and May threw her arms round his neck, and began to weep

bitterly. A foreboding of evil struck her forcibly : she was sure some-

thing had happened to vex him dreadfully, for never had she seen his

countenance so disturbed.

Farmer Wilmot sat down, and drawing his darling girl upon his

knee, and hiding his face upon her shoulder, was soon heard by his

alarmed wife to mingle sobs and tears with those of May; and con-

vulsive was the emotion which appeared to shake the frame of the

worthy farmer.

" What is the matter? for mercy's sake tell me!" repeated many
times poor Mrs. Wilmot

;
but no answer could she obtain. May was

becoming every moment more and more agitated by seeing the suf-
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ferings of her father
;
and Mrs. Wilmot was amazed ancf distracted by

witnessing a scene so distressing and so unaccountable.

At this moment a knock was heard at the door, and Mr. Neville

entered the apartment : he too looked very grave, and, as he regarded
the melancholy group before him, became evidently much agitated.

Both May and her mother rushed towards him, and entreated him

to tell them what was the cause of the farmer's excessive grief.

Mr. Neville did not answer this question, but going up to Farmer

Wilmot, he took him by the hand, and said, in a tone of commisera-

tion and feeling, "My good friend, this utter despondency is wrong;
you must and ought to struggle against it."

"
But, sir, how will my poor wife bear this blow ?"

" Leave her to me, Wilmot ;
I will break to her what has happened,

and I shall rely upon her fortitude, and the sense of religion which I

know she possesses, to carry her through the trial she has to encounter.

Leave the room, my excellent friend, and calm yourself; and remem-

ber that submission to the will of God is a duty strictly required of us."

The farmer obeyed the wishes of his revered pastor, and Mr. Ne-

ville was left alone with the terror-struck wife and poor weeping May.

"Now, dear May, listen to what I have to say," said this kiad

friend, as he seated himself between her and her mother :
" and you,

my good Mrs. Wilmot, summon up all your fortitude, and remember,
' that the Lord gave, and the Lord taketh away : blessed be the name
of the Lord.' ' Mr. Neville paused for a moment; then, taking the

hand of May within his own, continued :
u You have never been

told, my dear child, that you are not the daughter of these excellent

people, who have indeed been parents to you in the excess of care

and affection they have shown you, but who are in reality unallied to

you. Nay, start not, nor giv.e way to so much emotion
; you must

listen to me with patience. You were found by them in want and

misery, brought on you by the wickedness of evil people ;
and they

took you home and fostered you, and felt for you all the tenderness

of the kindest of parents. Now I entreat you again to receive what

I am now obliged to impart with as much calmness as you can com-

mand. Rouse all your energies, my beloved child, my worthy good

girl, for I must now tell you that your real parents have discovered

your existence, and are about to claim you as their own."

A scream of terror from May stopped Mr. Neville abruptly in his

communication, and he then perceived that Mrs. Wilmot had fainted

away.
The scene which ensued may be imagined, but is far too painful to

be described.
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The utter wretchedness of all the inhabitants of the farm was pro-

found and overwhelming. The love which these excellent people
felt for the child of their adoption, the manner in which she had

become necessary to their happiness, was so great that the idea of

losing her was to them almost as dreadful an affliction as if they had

seen the grave close over her. Henceforth she was to live, to smile,

to be a joy to those around her, but not for them were all her sweet

and endearing qualities to be exercised ! At this moment their grief

was too absorbing, and for a short time threw a veil over those better

feelings those feelings of resignation, which a true and lively faith

in the mercy and wisdom of God ought to suggest, to teach us never

to doubt, never to despair, if we are visited by the severest trials, but

to feel assured that they are as much the fruits of our heavenly Fa-

ther's love as his more obvious blessings ;
and if we are called upon

to give up our dearest possession, that same faith will teach us, even

amidst nature's keenest sufferings, to kiss the rod while worshipping
Him whose inscrutable will appoints our trials, and in the darkest

hour of nature's woe to remember with confidence that " God will

provide."

The\e are, however, afflictions so deep and overwhelming, the sor-

rowing feelings they occasion must be indulged in
;
and it was thus

with the family at the farm
;
but God in his mercy allows us tears for

the relief of such bitter griefs. We may mourn, but not as " those

that are not to be comforted
;
and after nature has found vent in the

natural expression of our sorrow, we must look to the God of our

salvation, who solaces all those who turn to him in heart and in spirit.

CHAPTER IX.

"If bitterness drug our earthly cup,

If sorrow disturb our career ;

Eternity's joys can well fill up
The chasms of suffering here."

MY readers will no doubt be very anxious to hear every particular

relating to the events of the last chapter, and I must lose no time in

narrating to them the history of the disclosure, which will restore our

heroine to her rightful parents.

A gang of gipsies, of the worst description, had been taken
ii) ,

some of the party having been implicated in a most atrocious murder,

of which they were found guilty. One of the wretched men before
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he was executed, made a full confession of his guilt, and also of the

crimes of his past life. Amongst many dreadful deeds, he mentioned

having been accessory to stealing a little girl from the park of the

Earl of Avondale, near Bristol, and who he believed was their, only

child. She had been laid asleep upon a haycock, whilst the nurse

was amusing herself by having her fortune told by one of the women

belonging to the gang. They were instigated to this daring and out-

rageous act by the splendour of an ornament that attracted them, and

which was hung round the neck of the sleeping child. Fearful of

detection, they immediately embarked on board a vessel which was

on the point of sailing for Cork, and they remained in Ireland until

they imagined the pursuit after the child might be relaxed. The

gipsy said, he believed she had been with the gang about two years,

when they happened to be encamped in the neighbourhood of Brook-

side Farm, where the child was taken from them by a farmer of the

name of Wilmot, who promised to bring her up as his own child
;

and they were very glad to get rid of her, for they were always afraid

of detection. Once, indeed, the gipsy had thought of informing the

Earl of Avondale of these particulars, first stipulating for a large re-

ward, and the sacred promise that no punishment should be inflicted ;

but a long transportation for some theft had driven the matter from

his mind, nor had it since occurred to him. He said the child

had a peculiar mark upon her forehead, a scar, which appeared to

have been inflicted by a sharp instrument. It was in the month of

May that they found the child, and in consequence of that circum-

stance they had always called her May. The confession went on

further to state, that the child was remarkable for the darkness of her

eyes, and for her long curling dark hair.

This extraordinary confession soon met the notice of the Earl and

Countess of Avondale, who had for many years sought in vain for

their lost and only child
;

a child so doubly valuable to them, for

she was heiress at once to their title, and to the immense hereditary

estates which accompanied it.

Lord Avondale, as may well be imagined, lost no time in making
the further inquiries which were necessary; and the result was so far

in corroboration of his hopes, that after travelling with the most in-

credible expedition, a few hours before the scene* described in the

foregoing chapter, he had arrived in the most painful state of agita-

tion and suspense at the Parsonage.

He hastily demanded an interview with Mr. Neville, who, as the

clergyman of the place, he considered the most likely person to satisfy

his inquiries.
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In a few words Mr. Neville was able to dispel his doubts, and con-

vinced the enraptured father that his child was within a short distance

of him.

At this moment the former happened to stop at the Parsonage gate,

on his way home, to leave a letter which he had brought for Mr.

Neville from the neighbouring town. Mr. Neville desired him to be

shown in ; and, whilst the Earl was almost on his knees before the

good man, expressing in the most fervent and enthusiastic terms his

gratitude and joy for all his tender care of his child, the poor farmer

scarcely knew how to restrain a burst of grief at the idea of so com-

pletely losing her in whom he centred all a parent's affection.

Would an Earl's daughter continue to love a simple farmer ?

would she not look back with shame on the years passed in an hum-

ble cottage? But even should his gentle May always love him, and

think of him with affection, still she would be for ever lost to him ;

and he knew too well that the difference of their stations would place
a gulf between them never to be surmounted. He felt almost broken-

hearted on the conclusion of Mr. Neville's communications, and was

obliged hastily to leave Lord Avondale's presence to conceal the

anguish which unmanned him.

Lord Avondale's impatience to see his child was of course excessive
;

and it was with much difficulty that he was persuaded by Mr. Neville

and his sister to defer the interview until the morning. They told his

lordship the farmer and his wife were not common characters, and

that they were full of deep and refined feeling ;
that their love for the

child of their adoption was of the purest and most fervent nature, their

existence appearing wrapt up in her; while her affection for those

she considered her parents was equally lively and tender. By these

representations they at length convinced the Earl that one night's

preparation was quite necessary to tutor their feelings into calmness to

bear the shock which the idea of her removal would cause the party ;

and, after at last having obtained his promise to wait with patience

until the morning, Mr. Neville went to the farm to discuss these events

with its inhabitants. He was soon followed by his sister, who did

indeed take a true part in their grief, and offered what consolation

she could then suggest; but she found it a difficult task, as she was

almost as unhappy as her poor friends, for dearly did she love their

darling May, whose distress and agitation was most painful to behold.

Her enthusiastic and affectionate heart had known no other attachment

but that which she felt towards her supposed parents and her dear

friends at the Rectory, and the idea of leaving them overwhelmed with

agony her gentle heart. Mrs. Villars passed much of the night alter-
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natelv at the bedside of her poor friends; and at last succeeded in

obtaining a promise of composure from May," in order that by some

rest she might be able to meet her father the Earl the next day wkh

propriety, and the semblance at least of calmness.

Lord Avondale could not enter into the feelings which so bitterly

evinced themselves at the farm. He had always lived for the world,

nor could he imagine happiness unconnected with it
;
and to him it

appeared that the transition from obscurity to splendour must be hap-

piness itself. Although possessed of excellent natural feelings, they

had never been brought forth or matured, and lay dormant, if not

totally extinct, within his bosom. His marriage had been one of con-

venance. Lady Avondale was a beautiful woman of high rank and

large fortune
;
but I grieve to say, as she is the mother of our inter-

esting May, that she was indeed a mere lady of fashion, without one

quality, one feeling, which bespoke a heart possessed of those gentle

virtues so endearing in a woman.

Such a wife was not likely to elicit from a husband's bosom those

benign charities of our nature which bade us see in every man a bro-

ther, and teach us to seek him as our friend
;
and though Lord Avon-

dale was really amiable, yet thrown amongst the society attracted to

their circle by his worldly-minded wife, he degenerated like them into

the mere ephemeral flutterer of the day, forgetting alike his higher

destinies in this life and the life to come.

CHAPTER X.

" But thou art fled

Like some bright exhalation, which the dawn

Robes in its golden beams ; ah ! thou hast fled !

The kind, the gentle, and the beautiful

The child of grace and virtue."

}. VILLARS had, with as much caution as possible, broken to

Lady Hyacinthe, (for we must now exchange the simple name of

May for this more high-sounding appellation,) that her father intended

taking her to London on the following day. This abrupt step ap-

peared hasty and inconsiderate ;
but still much was to be said for the

anxiety of the mother, who had so long been deprived of the society

ler child : in short, Lord Avondale was peremptory, and no choice

was left her but to obey. His lordshrp was profuse in his professions
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of gratitude, and to ev nee it there was no pecuniary recompense
which he was not willing to make to the farmer and his wife. He
talked of settling thousands upon them, and was with difficulty con-

vinced by Mr. Neville that five hundred a year was perfectly equal,

if not more than sufficient, to satisfy all their bounded wishes : but

how great was the Earl's surprise, when, on questioning Farmer VI

mot as to the method by which it were better this sum should be

placed at his disposal, he at once gently but firmly refused all emolu-

ment from the hands which were destined to wrest his beloved I

from his bosom ! It was in vain they expostulated with him on this

indifference to the benefits of fortune : he would shake his head with

a mournful expression, saying,
' c The wealth of the Indies could not

reconcile me to the loss of my child. It is only from the same Al-

mighty hand which thus chastens us that I and my poor Jane can look

to for peace and consolation."

Mr. Neville in some measure reconciled Lord Avondale to the un-

bending refusals of the farmer, by intimating that he would always
have it in his power to watch over his welfare, and administer to his

wants and wishes
; adding, that he was certain the most perfect satis-

faction his lordship could impart to these most excellent people,

would be the promise that they should occasionally see the beloved

being upon whom they had lavished so much affection. To this no

answer was returned
;
but in the grave, confused expression of his

countenance, Mr. Neville read, as plainly as though the Earl had

spoken it, poor Hyacimhe's eternal separation from the friends of her

youth.

Poor child ! dreary were her feelings when she left her bed the sail

morning of her departure, and looking round her own dear little room,

felt that it was for the last time.

The last time ! What a sound of wretchedness do these three words

convey to the heart! And for the last time was she soon to be clasped

in the arms of her mother ! that mother who saved her from destruc-

tion who had been so tender, so kind to her. And must she for the

last time implore a blessing from that father, to whom she knew she

was the solace and delight the happiness of his declining ye?.

What would they do without her? It was for them she mourned, for

them she wept.
" My tatter, my dearest mother, what is to be done

for them ? They love me so very much, their hearts will break. I

know well that I made them happy, that they depended upon me for

many things ;
and now that they are growing old, I am to be torn

from them, when I am becoming even- day more necessary to their

comfort."

<* 5
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"My dear madam," said the sorrowing girl, addressing Mrs. ViU

lars in a broken and tremulous voice,
"

I have only one favour to

request, which is, that you will send for Susan Ashford. You tell me
that this lord who is my father will do any thing for my poor parents

here that money will purchase ;
therefore I know that, by offering a

sum of money, Mrs. Ashford will give up Susan, and I think she may
be some little comfort here when I am gone. I need not ask you,
kind friends, to console their affliction by your presence ; your good-
ness I know too well. To part from you is my third great misery,

and never can I forget all you have done for me. My poor expres-

sions in vain endeavour to convey to you all the gratitude I feel for

your unremitting care and tenderness to the poor little foundling who
was thrown upon your kindness. But you will write to me, dear, dear

Mrs. Villars, and your letters will be my only happiness ;
and be

assured that they will continue to be my guides, my monitors, through-

out my life. All your precepts and counsels are engraven in my heart,

and will, I trust, be my support in the new and dreaded existence

which I shall have now to endure."

Mrs. Villars at this moment was as much affected as her dear young

friend, and it was with the greatest effort that she conquered her emo-

tion sufficiently to calm Hyacinthe, and bring her spirits to that state

of firmness which would enable her to meet Lord Avondale without

any distressing marks of agitation ;
but she did at last induce her to

subdue her feelings to that degree which permitted her to receive her

father with propriety ; and, when he entered the room, she gracefully

submitted to the tender embrace that he bestowed upon her.

Much was Lord Avondale agitated in beholding his long-lost

child ! tears of gratitude and genuine feeling fell from his eyes as

he looked at her, and pressed her again and again to his bosom, in

delighted admiration at the beautiful girl, who, as she now stood be-

fore him in glowing loveliness, he saw was in form and feature the

very image of her high-born mother, but with all her own benevolent

and intellectual qualities shining forth in her bright and expressive

countenance.

Anxiously and eagerly did the happy father part the clustering

ringlets on her forehead to look for the scar, which was one great

proof of her identity; and joyfully did he Discover it, although it had

now dwindled into a little white mark, scarcely visible.

"You cannot think how much distress that scar caused your mother,

my dear child," the Earl said, smiling as he observed it: "your nurse

let you fall from her knee upon the edge of a sharp fender, and so

dreadful was the wound, that it was feared it would destroy your
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beauty altogether. However, that has fortunately not been the case,"
he added, looking with pride upon the blushing and lovely face of his

daughter, so unused to listen to eulogiums on personal endowments.

We must pass over the wretched parting which took place between

Hyacinthe and her afflicted friends. Indeed every heart must feel for

them, if we think for a moment of that being that object which we
love the dearest, the most devotedly upon earth and then imagine
it taken away from us for ever

;
with all our past happiness, every

thing which engaged our thoughts, and influenced our affections, im-

bittered by this one sad bereavement !

Alas ! there are few of us who could support such a visitation with-

out murmurs without tearful repinings though still conscious the

affliction comes direct from the hands of our Heavenly Father. Na-

ture will rise up that is, our earthly feelings and the groan of

anguish will burst from the over-charged heart. But it ought not to

be thus and let us all emulate the Christian resignation of the excel-

lent Wilmot and his wife, who, bowing humbly to the dispensations

of their God, though with spirits heavy with the bitterness of grief,

were yet soon able to say with the voice of piety, and faith in the

supreme and unerring wisdom of their Maker,
"
Thy will, Lord, be

done!"

But the recollection of that moment of trial never passed from their

hearts
;
and often, with the retrospective eye of sad regret, did they

again see their beloved May, as they still in their affections called her,

borne fainting into the carriage, and placed in the arms of her newly-
discovered father, conveyed rapidly away, far from the peaceful scenes

of her contented childhood ! it was a painful image, but it would

again and again recur, and was only to be banished by the hope that

all this was ultimately to prove instrumental to the happiness of the

dear child of their adoption.

CHAPTER XL
** From the recesses of a lowly spirit

Her humble prayer ascends. O Father! hear it!

Upsoaring on the wings of fear and meekness."

FOR many miles poor Hyacinthe was too much absorbed in grief to

be any thing but a most sorrowful companion to her father
;
but by

degrees the violence of her sufferings in some measure abated, and
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she began to recollect the parting admonition of Mrs. Villars, who
bade her ever remember that she must now regard Lord Avondale as

her rightful father, and evince towards him the requisite affection and

respect ;
and that, moreover, it was her duty to bear always in mind,

that giving way to inordinate grief savours too much of rebellion

against the Divine will, who, we know, orders every event which

happens to us his creatures. It had been an early lesson, that to ques-

tion the wisdom of the Almighty's decrees was an impiety, which led

to deeper crimes : she therefore sought, by praying meekly within

herself for fortitude to bear the trials awarded by His chastening hand

rather to increase the spirit of righteousness in her bosom, than to

shrink from the visitations which might be sent to prove it. Her pious

aspirations were not without effect, and a sensation of hope and con-

solation evinced their holy power.

However, we cannot avoid feeling for our poor Hyacinthe, and sym-

pathizing in that sickly sorrow,
" which is felt when we are first trans-

planted from a happy home ;" a sorrow the most difficult of endurance

among those which mark our path in this lower world, because gene-

rally the first. "There are after-griefs which wound more deeply,

which leave behind the scars never to be effaced, that bruise the

spirit, and sometimes break the heart
;
but never do we feel so keenly

the sense of utter desolation as when first leaving the haven of our

home." It is then, when, as it were, launched on the stream of life,

an aching void pains our inmost soul
;
the want of love the necessity

of being loved aggravates our feelings of loneliness and desertion :

while images of past happiness rise up to heighten and complete the

sum of bitterness. Alas ! too early was poor Hyacinthe brought ac-

quainted with such woe too soon was the home of her childhood, the

kind friends of her infant years, but an image of regretful memory.

Nothing could exceed the attentions and tenderness of Lord Avon-

dale
; and, at the close of the three days which nearly brought them

to the end of their journey, Hyacinthe began to feel real affection for

her newly acquired parent. Her heart, however, sunk within her,

when Lord Avondale informed her that they were entering London:

she would now soon be in the presence of her mother ! But would

this mother love her? should she receive from her the same endear-

ing affection which the kind-hearted Mrs. Wilmot had ever evinced

towards her? Her noble mother would, she feared, look with con-

tempt upon her countrified child
;
and how could she ever accustom

herself to the fastidious refinements of society after the humble life

she had hitherto led ?

" Can I ever feel happiness in this crowded city ?" she mentally
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exclaimed, as the carriage rapidly flew through the bustling streets,

and a sensation of fear nearly overpowered her spirits.
"

my peace-
ful happy home my dear father and mother! would that I had ever

remained in ignorance of my real fate, and that I could have passed
the remainder of my life in tranquillity with you ! what happiness I

have lost!" She was interrupted in these reflections by Lord Avon-
dale saying, "Now, Hyacinthe, we shall soon arrive we are in

Grosvenor Square ," and in a moment the carriage stopped at the

door of a splendid mansion, which was instantly thrown open, and

displayed the interior of a well lighted hall, filled with liveried and

other servants.

Hyacinthe was almost lifted from the carriage by her father
;
for

fear and emotion nearly deprived her of the use of her limbs. When
she entered, her eyes were dazzled by the glare of light and bustle

which appeared to surround her.

" Where is her ladyship ?" hastily inquired Lord Avondale.
" My lady desired I would tell your lordship," answered the

pompous-looking groom of the chambers, who poor Hyacinthe ima-

gined must at least be another lord " that she was obliged to dine

at the Duke of C 's, and that her ladyship will not be at home

before twelve o'clock."

The Earl looked hurt and mortified, and Hyacinthe's heart heaved

heavily. What a reception for a long-lost child !

Lord Avondale led his daughter into a splendidly lighted apart-

ment, where refreshments were laid out. He soon perceived that

Hyacinthe was both weary and ill at ease : he therefore proposed her

retiring to rest, to which she gladly consented.

Lord Avondale rang the bell, and ordering Mademoiselle Victorine,

the Countess's maid, to be summoned, kissed Hyacinthe affection-

ately, and placed her in charge of the fine lady who immediately made

her appearance.

Poor Hyacinthe looked round with surprise and dismay upon her

conductress. Her idea of a servant was extremely limited
; and

when she beheld a lady attired in a blue silk dress, her neck covered

with gold chains, her fingers overwhelmed in rings, and her hair

arranged in the last Parisian fashion, she thought there must be some

mistake, and that some high-born friend of her mother's must have

kindly taken upon herself to show these attentions.

The size and magnificence of the house, instead of giving her plea-

sure, filled her more and more with awe ;
and she shrunk with fear and

timidity at the view of the numerous domestics whom she passed, and

who evidently appeared to scan her person with the utmost curiosity.
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Lord Avondale had taken care to supply her at the first good town

through which they passed, with a handsome pelisse and bonnet of a

more fashionable construction than those with which she had quitted

the farm ;
and her natural carnage was so good, so graceful and dis-

tinguished, that no remarks to her disadvantage could be made : on

the contrary, on all sides was whispered,
" The very image of my

lady
t her own stately walk ! Well, to be sure, she does not look as

if she had lived all her life in a farm-house !"

At length our poor weary heroine reached the door of her apart-

ment, the sanctuary in which she hoped to repose undisturbed
;
but

Mademoiselle, after throwing open the door, followed her into it.

Nothing could exceed the elegance with which the apartment was

fitted up ;
and if the sorrowful Hyacinthe had been in a more com-

posed state of mind, she must have been struck by its magnificence :

subdued as her spirits now were, she scarcely saw what was before her.

Mademoiselle Victorine began immediately offering her services in

assisting her to undress. In vain Hyacinthe assured her she would

rather be without them. "Oh! milacli, her ladyship your mamma
would be so displeased ;

she would think it so very shocking for a

young lady to be able to undress herself: and besides which, she de-

sired me to arrange your hair, and make you look as well as possible

for her to see you to-morrow
;
mais comme elle sera charmee, car

vraiment vous ties belle comme Vamour ! Yes, miladi," she continued,

regarding her astonished auditor as she stepped back a few paces back

the better to observe her,
a
you are very beautiful, and very like Ma-

dame la Comtesse : you will indeed be exquisite when dressed comme

il faut ; mais il y a beaucoup fifaire, beaucoup, beaucoup."

Hyacinthe blushed deeply at this tirade. Flattery had never before

reached her ears; and as she was by nature and education taught to

condemn it, it grated upon her feelings and disgusted her. However,

she submitted to her fate, and allowed herself to be pulled to pieces

by the person whom she now discovered must be a servant.

Poor girl! she would have been abashed had she seen the super-

cilious look of contempt with which Mademoiselle regarded every part

of her dress as she disrobed her. She was soon apparelled in a lace

dressing-gown ;
and when Mademoiselle proceeded to take down her

luxuriant hair, there was no describing the extravagance of the French-

woman's raptures: it all ended, however, in her exclaiming with un-

affected satisfaction,
"
Oh, how happy miladi la Comtesse will be

when she beholds this superb head of hair! vraiment c'est magni-

Jique!" And indeed it was beautiful ; bright, and glossy to the touch,

it fell in the most graceful ringlets, rendering superfluous all the art
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of the experienced Victorine, who, seeing that it was unnecessary to

go through the ceremony of placing it en papillotte, after passing a

beautiful ornamented hairbrush gently through it, placed a pretty night-

cap upon the lovely head of the Lady Hyacinthe ; and, seeing her

spring hastily into the bed, she lighted a little silver lamp, and po-

litely wishing her good night, left the apartment, and hastened to the

steward's room, where she was assailed by a host of questions. All

that was then learned was, that the newly-found heiress was certainly

very beautiful, but dressed in the lowest style possible ; and, assuredly,

for a young lady who had always associated with farmers and farmers'

wives, she was wondrous cold and proud.

Poor Hyacinthe! how falsely did these words describe her feelings

that night ! and who could have attributed cold-heartedness and

pride to her, had they seen the emotion and deep humility with which,

on the servant leaving the room, she threw herself from her bed, and,

falling on her knees, hastened to pay her evening devotions, and to

ask for protection and support to lead her through the difficulties of

her new station of life ? She foresaw many trials, and shrunk with

aversion from the change ;
but she prayed with fervour, and soon felt

soothed and comforted. However, still some natural tears would flow

in bitter streams, when her mind reverted lothe sorrowing friends she

had left behind. u My poor darling mother !" she mentally exclaimed,
** she is still no doubt thinking of her child. And my father, he is

perhaps trying to console her; but how? with a breaking heart I

fear. And here I am oh, how can I believe it ? a high-born and

wealthy personage, surrounded by luxury and riches, heiress to estates

and titles! But will all this ever make me happy? Alas! at this

moment I feel, that, once more to find myself under the dear roof

which has so long sheltered me, and safe in the arms of my kind

friends, would be bliss for which how delightedly would I give up

all my possessions and expectations : but, as far as I only am con-

cerned, I will endeavour to submit meekly to the will of God
;
and

oh ! may the Almighty vouchsafe his protection to my dearest friends!

Gracious Father ! I implore thee to soothe their sorrow, and bring

their minds to bear with resignation thy dispensations."

Hyacinthe returned to her bed, but her mind was in too agitated a

state to permit her to sleep. Thoughts would intrude themselves ;

and it required all her fortitude and strength of mind to prevent her

murmuring at the idea, that such excellent and really religious people

as the Wilmots should be destined to meet with such a return for all

their goodness towards her. " Did they not rescue me from destruc-

tion, and bring me up in the paths of virtue and were not all their
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best affections centred in me alone ? And now I am torn from them

for ever; for much 1 dread from the words of Lord Avondale, that

my proud mother will allow of no communication between me and

persons whom she considers low-born. Oh ! if she did but know
half their real worth their goodness, piety, and honourable feelings!

Softened by these reflections, she wept again most bitterly. It was

long before she could compose herself: but at length fatigue and ex-

haustion overcame her, and she was just dropping asleep, when she

was aroused with a start by a thundering knock at the hall door. At

first her rustic ears., little accustomed to such sounds, made her doubt

from whence they proceeded; but she at last remembered what it

was, and was again endeavouring to go to sleep, when her attention

was attracted by voices whispering at her door, and presently it was

softly opened. Hyacinthe's heart beat violently within her bosom
;

it might be her mother! In this instance we cannot say much for the

force of nature, for so great was her dread of meeting her new parent,

that, although deceit had ever been foreign to her nature, it certainly

for the first time entered her mind
;
and the thought occurred to her

to feign sleep, and thus put off the dreaded moment. She accord

ingly closed her eyes, but not before she had caught a glimpse of a

radiant looking personage, followed by Mademoiselle, who advanced

with cautious steps towards the bed. She then heard the following

words: "For Heaven's sake, Victorine, walk softly! I would not

wake her for the world." These expressions fell sweetly upon the

heart of her child, and they were uttered by a voice whose silvery

tones were like music tc her ear
;
but the warm glow of satisfied feel-

ings was immediately dispelled by those which followed, "I dread

a scene, and fear that I shall faint with horror when I hear her coun-

trified dialect. Look gently, and tell me if I may examine her in

safety."

Victorine approached on tiptoe, and, seeing Hyacinthe in what she

imagined a deep sleep, motioned to her lady that she might draw

near.

Perhaps at no time could Lady Avondale have seen her lovely child

to more advantage. The agitation she had undergone had more than

usually flushed her youthful countenance, while her long black eye-

lashes were shown to full perfection shading the roses on her cheek.

Her full red lips, compressed to conceal every internal emotion, ena-

bled the beholder to judge accurately of the beautiful form of her

mouth
;
while her dark and silken ringlets, which clustered round a

forehead of marble purity, were only partially concealed by the little

lace night-cap that confined them. Lying as she did amidst the
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white drapery of the bed-clothes, her appearance of beauty, inno-

cence, and freshness, was indeed most striking.

The Countess gazed at her for some moments without uttering a,

word : we will give her credit for some natural feeling overpowering
her heart when she looked for the first time on her long lost and only

child. Indeed, Mademoiselle was thunder-struck, by perceiving that

for a moment her ladyship's eyes wrere actually filled with tears. She

was about to run for sal volatile, camphor, julap, enudefleur d'orange,

and all such restoratives which are usually resorted to by fine ladies

on those occasions when nature struggles against the sang froid im-

posed by custom
;
but her steps were arrested by an exclamation from

Lady Avondale, which plainly evinced that she was rapidly descend-

ing from her temporary exaltation of feeling.
" Thank Heaven !"

she at length murmured, and then again she paused, apparently over-

whelmed with gratitute "Thank Heaven!" she again repeated with

fervour " she is at least pretty !"

At these words Hyacinthe turned quickly in her bed
;
a feeling of

mortification, anger, and even disgust, made her anxious to put an end

to a scrutiny which brought forth such a result. Was it for the paltry

advantage of those personal attractions she was supposed to possess,

that her own mother uttered expressions of gratitude to Heaven?

Lady Avondale was now anxious to depart, fearing she had roused

her daughter ;
but Mademoiselle told her that she need not be alarmed,

for that people wrho had been brought up in cottages slept as sound

as rocks. The Countess therefore lingered some time longer by the

side of the silken bed on which her child reclined. All she said far-

ther did not tend to reassure poor Hyacinthe.
"
Victorine, she ap-

pears to be very tall
;

how old she will make me look !" " Oh no,

miladi, she is so beautiful, she will appear like your twin-sister."

"
But, Victorine, before you bring her to me in the morning, mind

that you dress her properly, for I have not nerves for vulgarity. How
is her complexion not very brown, I hope ? and her hands good

Heavens! are they very coarse? Victorine, you must really send to

Delcroix for quantities of pate de miel, unless he can recommend

something of quicker operation and her feet, with the dreadful shoes

she must have worn all her life poor unfortunate child, they must be

entirely spoiled!" and here tears actually returned to her ladyship's

eyes.

Mademoiselle assured her lady that every thing was better than

could be expected.
" And indeed, miladi," said the consoling Abi-

gail,
*' her ladyship has a high manner about her which rather surprised

ine
;
and I could not help remarking to Monsieur Vol-au-vent, in the

6
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steward's room, that the butler's English proverb,
' What is bred in

the bone, will come out in the flesh,' was very applicaole to the Lady
Hyacinthe ;

for there was not a symptom of the farm-house to be per-

ceived in her. However, miladi, I ought to have exeepted the dress

such inventions!" and here the lady's-maid made a grimace, ex-

pressing most eloquently her disgust ;

" but happily I was able to put

every thing aside before vulgar eyes had seen the frightful coarseness

of the linen of your ladyship's lonely daughter."
"Thank Heaven! thank Heaven !" reiterated the mother, as she

quitted the chamber, after listening with the utmost patience to the

familiar remarks of the indulged Victorine.

Hyacinthe could not resist the inclination which tempted her to

take one look at the being who gave her birth
;
she therefore hastily

looked round as they were leaving the room, and the beautiful vision

that, met her eyes caused her heart to palpitate with admiration and

astonishment. Her fairy dreams seemed all realised in the person of

this lovely woman. She appeared young in the extreme, and her

dress was so brilliant so unlike anything our rustic heroine had ever

before beheld, that her delighted surprise was quite overpowering.
At length she exclaimed, "Is it possible that any being so lovely

can possess a heart apparently so cold ! so dead to natural feeling?"

and then she fondly thought that it could not be
;
that the world, the

situation in which she had lived, might have only partially, oerverted

the disposition and ideas of her beautiful mother.

"
Perhaps if she had lived near dear Mr. Neville," continued the

anxious Hyacinthe, almost audibly communing with herself "
if she

had possessed the advantage of being instructed by him of hearing

his excellent and righteous precepts, this beauteous creature might

have been equally an angel in mind as she is now in person. A d

that sweet voice ! does it not seem in itself to show that she must be

naturally good ? Oh that I might be the happy means, the weak in-

strument in the hand of the Almighty, to endeavour to convey to her

the. blessing I have received of religious instructions
;
then indeed I

should not have lived in vain! My poor mother, cast among the

giddy pleasures of the world, has perhaps never heard the voice of

pious remonstrance, or affectionate counsel. Her heart too has been

hitherto closed to the tender calls of maternal affection : who can say

that when it opens to the claims of her long-lost child, it will not gain

every ether good and holy feeling ?"

Hyacinthe again prayed fervently ;
and the spirit of prayer came

with healing <m its wings, soothing her agitated mind
;

so that she

soon s^^k sweetly into a deep repose.
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CHAPTER XIII.

"
Accomplishments have taken Virtue's place,

And Wisdom falls before exterior grace:

We slight the precious kernel of the stone,

And toil to polish its rough coat alone.

A just deportment, manners graced with ease,

Elegant phrase, and figure form'd to please,

Are qualities, that seem to comprehend
Whatever parents, guardians, schools, intend."

HYACINTHE'S slumbers were profound ;
and it was not until a late

hour that she was awakened by Mademoiselle Victorine, who entered

the room, followed by another almost equally smart lady, carrying all

the variety of paraphernalia composing the toilet and attire of an ele-

gant female.

Hyacinthe soon found herself under the inevitable dominion of these

two accomplished Abigails ;
and after various most tiresome trials of

corsets, shoes, dresses, and an infinitude of minor, though not less

important articles, she was at length equipped to their satisfaction.

They discovered that her height was exactly that of Lady Avon-

dale
;
and with slight alterations made on the moment, one of her

dresses answered remarkably well. A'small pair of Melnotte's shoes

soon decked her pretty feet, and some delicate French gloves con-

cealed a trifling coarseness in her otherwise well-formed hands.

Mademoiselle then gave our heroine's hair a few more twitches,

turned her two or three times round to see that all was right, and then

with an air of satisfaction led the way.
Poor Hyacinthe trembled violently whilst she followed her con-

ductress to the apartments of Lady Avondale. She was, at length,

after a few minutes employed in descending the splendid staircase,

and traversing a gallery heated by invisible means, ushered by a little

page who was lounging on ^fauteuil at the door, into the boudoir of

her mother ! What a crowd of tumultuous feelings pressed in the

overcharged heart of the agitated Hyacinthe feelings, which (she

already knew sufficient of her mother to be aware) must be smothered,

if not wholly subdued.

Lady Avondale was reclining listlessly on a couch, and her lovely

person appeared no less attractive than on the preceding evening,

though attired simply in a loose morning-gown, and a close lace cap ;

while Hyacinthe felt that she could approach her with more conn-
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dence, gaze on her with less tear, man when she was glittering in all

the elegance of dress and diamonds.

Lady Avondale half-raised herself when her daughter entered
;
and

on her drawing near to her, took her hand and affectionately kissed

her, and then held her from her that she might take an ample survey
of her person.

Our poor rustic May stood abashed. Her eyes were cast down and

full of tears, her colour was heightened, and her bosom heaved heavily.

She longed to throw herself into her mother's arms, to implore her to

bless her, and to love her as she had been accustomed to be loved

loved for herself, not for her fragile and exterior beauty. But every
word that her mother uttered proved to her too truly that she would

be appreciated merely according to outward circumstances, unless from

some happy chance her mother's mind should acquire some other tone.

All this pressed rapidly on her thoughts, while Lady Avondale was

almost lost in the contemplation of the young creature who stood be-

fore her
;
and so pensively beautiful was the cast of her countenance,

while the attitude which she had unconsciously taken was so perfectly

graceful, that the Countess was wrapt in the delight which such a con-

templation afforded
;
and if her heart was ever susceptible of tender

feelings, it was at this present moment.

With her naturally sweet tone of voice, she said, at the same time

making Hyacinthe sit down beside her,
" My dear girl, why do you

look so sad ? The happiest period of your poor life is now arrived.

You must forget all your past privations all the misery of your
former years, for you are now perhaps the most favoured and enviable

being in the universe. You have the whole world before you

wealth, rank, youth, and indeed, I rejoice to add, great beauty.

What a sensation she will create !" said her ladyship, turning to

Mademoiselle. "
People may now be silent about the beauty of Lady

Greville's girls. Has she one to compare with mine ? My poor

sister-in-law must now indeed hide her diminished head !"

At this moment the little page in crimson and gold announced that

Lord Avondale's valet had come to inform the Lady Hyacinthe that

his lordship waited breakfast for her in the library : with her mother's

permission, she not unreluctantly obeyed the summons; and thus

ended the first interview with her beauteous parent, and which had

filled her whole heart with trepidation and anxiety.

As days passed on, Hyacinthe soon found herself surrounded by

every description of instruction.

Two governesses were installed as her immediate preceptresses a

French and Italian lady ;
for it was soon discovered that her English
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education had been carefully regulated, and her mind by these means

at once refined and enlightened. But this was not sufficient for the

ill-judging Lady Avondale. She required that in her daughter should

be united all the brilliant acquirements which were alone of value in

her worldly eyes; and poor Hyacinthe was speedily made to endure

every species of torture, which, for the perfect development of her

form, and her initiation into the artificial graces of the ballet master,

it was considered necessary should be inflicted. Masters of every de-

scription attended her daily ;
and studies, which, if they had been

separately taught, would have been a delight to her, were now too

*nuch confounded in the chaos of knowledge and the scientific means

for display now forced upon the pupil, for her to benefit by the elabo-

rate instructions lavished upon her.

She was any thing but happy, for she was conscious that she was

doing very little good : while the difference of her present life with

that she had passed was so very great, that the restrictions and the

confinement of it preyed upon her health and spirits.

All day immured in a gloomy school room, with no other prospect

than blackened leads and smoke-encircled chimneys, how often did

Hyacinthe sigh for the lost joys and the liberty of her former life !

How did she pant to breathe the fresh air, to have her eyes regaled

by the sight of the flowers, and the green fields of her dear country

home !

Her walks were now limited to the dismal square ; where, accom-

panied by the two stiff, uninteresting women, who were styled her

governesses, both discoursing in a language quite unfamiliar to her

ear, she found little benefit, and less pleasure, in pacing to and fro the

stunted and smoky shrubberies of tht: monotonous inclosure.

Of her mother she saw very little, and of her father not much more
;

for it was but seldom that she was permitted to escape from her prison

room to join him in his library.

For Lord Avondale, Hyacinthe felt much affection. His mild, kind

manners went directly to her heart, and she longed with the warmth

of young and natural feelings to be able to contribute to his happi-

ness and live in his society. But for her mother, with all her anxious

endeavours to entertain for her the affection of a child, she could not

tutor her heart to feel that glow of love and tender veneration which

a mother ought to inspire.

This was scarcely to be wondered at
;

for the excellent though

youthful judgment of poor Hyacinthe could not fail to detect a thou-

sand errors and weaknesses, which a less interested or less unsophis-

ticated observer might have passed unnoticed.
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Lady Avondale was at once (he most frivolous, and most completely

worldly-minded, of her sex. In her intercourse with her daughter,
her only aim appeared to make her instrumental to her own vanity ;

and if the poor girl, when she appeared before her, looked pale and

languid, or less beautiful than usual, she was received with coldness,

and dismissed with undissembled disgust. However, of all the mis-

eries she endured, her Sunday trials were by far the most bitter.

Hyacinthe had been brought up in the strictest observance of reli-

gion in her late home
;
and with the friends of her youth it was made

no secondary consideration, but rather was the first, the dearest care

of their existence.

Sunday was ever anticipated by them as a day of pious rest a day
which they willingly and joyfully dedicated to that service, which

was to them their hope, their solace, throughout their pilgrimage on

earth. How gladly did they prepare for this holy day ! How busy
was May on Saturday, preparing every thing for the coming festival,

that every unnecessary labour should be abridged, or dispensed with

on that sacred day ;
and when she arose on Sunday morning, it was

with a heart filled with pious gratitude for the blessings she possessed

in the advantage of living beneath the spiritual care of such a pastor

as Mr. Neville. Neatly attired, how happily did she walk with her

supposed parents to the village church: and there her innocent heart

poured forth praises to her God, who looketh with peculiar pity upon
the young and helpless.

Hyacinthe was always permitted on that day to remain at the Par-

sonage until after the second service, as she actively assisted Mrs.

Villars in the duties of her Sunday-school, for which she felt much

interest.

What a contrast were her waking feelings, the first Sunday morn-

ing she passed in Grosvenor Square! After the almost stunning con-

fusion of the week she had spent, she looked forward to Sunday as at

least a day of rest : but on awaking, Hyacinthe's ears were assailed

with sounds the same as usual
;

as much of the busy avocations of the

extensive household seemed renewed
;
as much business and activity

among the under servants
;

as much exigeance and idly performed

duties of the upper. Lady Avondale's page still lounged in his velvet

chair, listlessly reading the Court Journal. Monsieur Vol-au-vent still

gossipped in the hall with the porter, occasionally whistling a ma-

zourka
;
while the same elaborate meal was spread on the breakfast-

table, with all the splendid appointments which usually decorated it,

and not even the daily papers were omitted! Every thing passed the

same, and no one said,
"

It is Sunday
f
"
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Her own French maid could give her no information as to the

movements of the family ;
but Hyaeinthe requested her to ask Made-

moiselle Victorine at what hour her lady went to church. The answer

to this question was a shrug of the shoulders,
u
Ah, ciel ! miladi

seldom go to church
;
she too delicate !"

Hyacinthe recollected with a sigh, that her mother had been at the

opera the night before !

The distressed girl then descended to the breakfast-room, where

she found Lord Avondale : and with a face which betrayed no small

degree of anxiety, she asked whether he had the intention of going t^

church.

" To be sure, my little daughter, we will go together to-day," he

answered, with a smile, as he rang the bell
;
and after he had ordered

the carnage, added kindly, that he should soon swallow his coffee,

when he would immediately complete his toilet, and be in readiness

to accompany her.

" But do you not always go to church, dear papa?" said Hyacinthe,
in a tone of inquietude.

" Do not be too inquisitive about my concerns, you grave little

nionitress," answered Lord Avondale, smiling at her earnestness, but

inwardly satisfied with the good feeling it evinced :
" I shall go much

oftener, now I have you for my companion."
"How happy that will make me !" said Hyacinthe joyfully; "for,

my dearest papa, I have been taught to make the exercise of religion

so very dear an object to consider it of such vital importance that

to see those I love neglect it, terrifies and afflicts me."

Lord Avondale sighed, and soon after left the room to prepare for

church.

A fine-toned organ and good singing delighted and charmed Hya-
cinthe's very soul

;
and the sermon was delivered by a popular

preacher of some merit, whose discourse impressed deeply on her

heart
;
but how truly was she surprised and disgusted by the scene

which took place immediately upon the congregation rising from their

knees ! Whispering, smiling, nodding, was then the order of the day.

She heard one lady say to another,
" What a beautiful colour your

pelisse is !" while her neighbour in a loud whisper remarked,
" How

exceedingly full the opera was last night! how well Taglioni danced

the new pas Russe!" Another old lady exclaimed, at the same time

yawning terrifically, "How dreadfully long the sermon was ! It is a

great shame that any one should take the liberty of detaining a con-

gregation more than twenty minutes."

Hyacinthe felt quite shocked, and turned pale with amaze-
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ment
;

almost beginning to fancy that she had entered the modern

Babylon.
Our heroine's life had been so retired, her education so strict, that

she could scarcely believe the evidence of her eyes and ears: and she

returned home grave and dejected. Her heart was full of sorrow and

heaviness
;

for how could she hope to obtain that future happiness, to

which she had been taught to look forward with such joy, if she were

destined to live among those who, although they might know there

was a God, appeared neither to fear nor to love him ?

Hyacinthe was endeavouring to lose these anxious thoughts in the

perusal of a book of devotion, the gift of her revered Mr. Neville,

when she received a summons from Lady Avondale to desire her to

be in readiness to accompany her in a drive. She asked eagerly if it

would prevent her from attending the afternoon service
;
and was still

more unhappy when she found that it certainly would, and that very
few people ever thought of doing such a thing as to go to church twice

in the same day in London.

Poor Hyacinthe feared to disobey her mother
; and, after allowing

herself to be attired in a beautiful new dress and bonnet, accompanied

Lady Avondale to pay some visits. They then wrent into the Park,

and finished the afternoon in Kensington Gardens.

Adulation and admiration were poured into her ears from every

side. Her romantic history rendered her the topic of conversation and

curiosity to all ranks, and her great beauty of course heightened the

interest which was naturally felt for her.

Lady Avondale was provoked and angry with her lovely daughter,

and she could not comprehend why she looked so sad in the midst

of so much happiness. At first she attributed it to timidity, and then

to ill-temper ;
and vented her spleen in invectives against the good

people who had educated her, who, she said, had infected her with such

grovelling ideas, that it took away all her pleasure in having reco-

vered her.

Poor Hyacinthe's unhappiness was thus increased
;
she grieved to

find herself unloved by her mother, who she found, with deep sorrow,

would never enter into her feelings upon the subject of the want of

enjoyment of her present life.

Her Sunday was ended in being again most elegantly attired, and

brought forward at a large evening party, given by Lady Avon-

dale on purpose to display to the admiring world the beauty of her

daughter.

What a Sabbath for the pious May to spend ! And when, at length,

she was allowed to retire for the night, which was not until a very
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late hour, she was so tired, so subdued, that her evening devotions

were not as they used to be, but poured forth in bitterness and sad-

ness of spirit.

CHAPTER XIV.

"Peace, murmuring spirit! bruised and writhing still,

Confess the living fount, of life is near:

Take up thy cross, repine not at the will

Which bids thee meekly bow, and calmly bear the pain !"

WE shall now leave our heroine for a short period, and take a re-

trospective glance at the inhabitants of the village in which she had

spent so many happy days days of childhood and joy ;
such as never

come after the quick pulse of youth is lowered by the cares and anx-

ieties of approaching maturity, after the sunny brow of childhood is

clouded by the consciousness of the responsibilities of life, and we
"look upon the dial's hand, and note that hours are passing.

51

Grief had laid its heavy hand upon the once cheerful occupants of i

Brookside Farm. The loss of the darling May was a bereavement

felt most bitterly, not only by them, but also by the excellent rector

and his sister; and, although they endeavoured to console the good
farmer and his wife, tears, most bitter tears, mingled themselves with

every soothing word they uttered.

Their little paradise had now lost its chief attraction the gentle

being who had formed so great an object of delight was removed far

from them, and was now only as a dream of the past. She had

vanished entirely from the eyes which had so loved to dwell upon
her

;
and like a sweet perfume, or a sweeter melody, which passes

away, leaving only the memory of the enjoyment, with the sad know-

ledge that it cannot be recalled. It is true that this treasure of their

affections still lived for others
;
but for them they felt, with a deep

regret, that she was gone for ever !

Lord Avondale had taken the earliest opportunity of informing Mr.

Neville that the Countess' views and ideas were such, that she would

never allow her daughter any personal communication with those who
were not of her own rank in life. Mr. Neville could only acquiesce

in the wishes his lordship's words were meant to convey, and instruct

his sister of the barrier raised between her and her idolized May.
In the quiet and retired life they led, the lovely and virtuous girt

7
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had been an unceasing object of interest and excitement
;
and sadly

did Mrs. Villars now pursue her morning's employment, unbroken by
the presence of this child of her adoption. Habit and affection made

her start, and her heart beat, whenever a footstep was heard about

the time that she was accustomed to see her dear pupil, who never

entered the Rectory but with a countenance beaming with delight ;

not only at the idea of spending some hours with her revered friends,

but also from the real pleasure she took in the improving, and to

her delightful studies, through wrhich she wras conducted by Mrs. Vil-

iars and her brother.

This excellent lady now felt a void a blank which could not be

filled up ; and well did she enter into the feelings of the afflicted

family at the farm, although she was aware she had Jess to deplore

than them. Though it would be an altered intercourse, she believed

she might be allowed to see the Lady Hyacinthe again ;
but she felt

that their lowly station was an insuperable objection to the renewal

of the affectionate familiarity hearts like theirs could alone be con-

tented with.

Mrs. Villars had made it her first care, immediately on Hyacinthe's

departure, to send Susan Ashfield to the farm
;
and a small sum of

money easily persuaded her mother to dispense with her services for

a short period.

Susan was an excellent girl,
and most anxious to be of use to the

friends of her beloved and youthful monitress. They were sensible

of her well-meant endeavours
;
but what could compensate to them

for what they had lost ?

The farmer had long been in a delicate state of health, although his

ailments had scarcely confined him to the house
;
he was, however,

now threatened with a malady which too often proves fatal to those

whom it attacks.

Mrs. Villars, on repairing to the farm a few mornings after the

afflicting departure of Hyacinthe, witnessed a scene which contributed

much to the depressed state of her spirits.

The agitation and grief caused by the separation from the youn-g

and idolized being who had twined so closely round his heart, had

brought on a violent fit of spasms ;
and poor Farmer Wilmot, after

a night of intense suffering, was now seated in his arm-chair, pale

:and languid, and with such evident and touching marks of sorrow

in his countenance, that Mrs. Villars was obliged to turn away to con-

ceal the tears with which sympathy filled her eyes.

At this moment she felt that she was unable to address one word of

comfort to the poor mourner; therefore Mrs. Villars inquired of
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Susan, where she might find Mrs. Wilmot
;
and on being told that

she was up stairs, she immediately went in search of her, and disco-

vered the poor woman seated upon the bed in the little room formerly

occupied by May, weeping most bitterly.

"My good friend," said Mrs. Villars, kindly and soothingly, "you
must indeed endeavour to shake off this violent affliction, and rouse

yourself to enable you to enter into your customary occupations. I

have come to beg that you and your husband will come to the Rec-

tory and pass the day ;
the change will do you good."

"
No, madam," sobbed out poor Mrs. Wilmot

;

" I thank you most

kindly, but at present I like no place but this. I love to look upon
the seat on which my darling sat at the bed on which she lay :

nothing consoles me but what reminds me of her. It is a sorrow

which soothes my mind."
" But for your husband, my dear Jane, for his sake you must en-

deavour to reconcile yourself to the loss you have met with," said

Mrs. Villars, with gentleness and compassion in her voice.

" Ah ! madam and it is for him that my heart doubly bleeds,"

replied poor Mrs. Wilmot, with the most poignant distress expressed

in her countenance. "No one can imagine how fondly how dis-

tractedly he doted upon that child
;
and you do not know how much

his health has been declining lately so that I much fear now that he

will no longer have a motive for exertion, he will sink into a state

of listlessness and confirmed ill health. As long as we possessed our

dear child, he never would give up: he used to say, if disinclined to

go out, *I must work, or how will our May's little fortune go on?'

and he never willingly thought of himself while she remained to us.

We have now far too much for ourselves. Our interest in life is over

for ever; and now all we have to do is to sit down and wish for

the hour when it shall please the Almighty to take us from hence."

"This is very wrong, my good friend," replied Mrs. Villars; "you
are still in the prime of life. You have probably many days still be-

fore you. Do you not think it would be a sin for you to spend them

uselessness ? Hitherto your life has been one of great and almost un-

interrupted happiness ; such as was never intended to be the lot of

human beings ;
and we must ever be prepared for the dispensations

of our God, and bend with submission to his decrees. He brings us

sorrow to awaken us from our vain and foolish dreams of security and

self-confidence, in order that we may become more deeply acquainted

with the fulness of grace and mercy that dwelleth in Christ Jesus."

Mrs. V.llars paused for a few moments, and then continued, with a

mournful intonation of voice,
" This lesson, my good Jane, is often
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most effectually learned unaer the pressure of intense affliction. I

speak most feelingly. There was a time when I enjoyed happiness,

the most pure and heavenly happiness which I vainly thought might
last for ever. But the cup of joy was dashed from my lips I had to

behold the destruction of my dearest hopes my heart's fondest

wishes
; yet here I am, calm, and I trust fully resigned to the will of

God." Again Mrs. Viliars paused, her emotion being too deep for

utterance. After a short silence, she again continued
;

" When
visited with acute personal affliction, or suffering under the removal

of a beloved object, we are awakened to a touching conviction of

our utter helplessness, to a strong sense of the precarious tenure of

our earthly blessings ;
and we begin to perceive that God is every

thing, and man nothing. It is then that we look round for some
'

city of refuge' in which we may take shelter. We cast an anxious

and timid glance upon past months and years ;
and listen, perhaps

for the first time, to the reproachful voice of conscience : it is then,

that remembering the indifference with which we have received, and

the ingratitude with which we have wasted, the rich gifts of Provi-

dence, we seek to approach God in penitence and prayer."
" Ah ! madam, I feel every word that you utter, and I shall in-

deed endeavour to show you that they have not been spoken to an

unmindful ear: let me convince you that your kindness has not been

bestowed in vain let me go to my husband, that my calmness and

resignation may induce him to master his grief though I fear, alas !

that his failing health renders him less capable of struggling with his

feelings."

Indeed, Mrs. Viliars felt seriously uneasy when she again saw

Farmer Wilmot. Mr. Neville was seated by his side, and had been

administering to him all the comfort it was in his power to bestow :

but he complained of pain and weariness, which arose from bodily as

well as mental suffering.

A messenger had been despatched for a doctor, who, after seeing

his patient, communicated to Mr. Neville his fear that he had cer-

tainly a complaint of the heart, of long standing, and which "Was a

disease which generally baffled all medical aid. He, however, bled

him
; and, prescribing quiet and repose, begged that his mind might

be left as tranquil as possible.

At this moment this was a hard task to perform ;
but every attention

which an attached wife could bestow, and every kindness which friend-

ship and sympathizing feelings could suggest, he received from the

benevolent Rector and his sister.

He had the further comfort of welcoming the most tender and
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affectionate letter from his dear child, which he still continued to

call her.

Hyacinthe was permitted to correspond with her friends at the

Rectory ;
and also to write to the parents who had so tenderly nur-

tured the lovely child of her adoption. This was most soothing to

them, while proving to her her only source of happiness.

In a short time there were no more lamentations to be heard at the

farm, and tears were no longer seen streaming down the cheeks of

the honest Wilmot and his wife
;
while to the casual observer every

thing seemed to go on as heretofore.

They were now resigned to their loss, although their sad hearts

were still oppressed and full of grief; but they remembered from

whom their present trial was sent, and bowed their heads meekly to

the will of God. Such is the power of faith and real religion !

CHAPTER XV.

" Then let the sands of existence fall,

The current of life flow fast ;

Our times are in God's hands, and all

All will be well at last."

WE mv.rx now return to the Lady Hyacinthe, and follow her

through the privations and vexations connected with the new situa-

tion in which she was placed ;
at the same time that we describe the

enjoyments with which Providence strews the path which is even the

most distasteful to us.

It was a great relief to Hyacinthe, when her mother (having made

an exhibition of her, until she was tired of hearing eulogiums and

flattering expressions which were not addressed immediately to her-

self,) resigned her wholly to her governesses; telling her that she must

now work hard, and endeavour to make up for lost time, by acquiring

what was really useful in the world, instead of cant phrases and anti-

quated ways only fit for a Methodist, and certainly net for a young

lady of rank and fashion.

Thus poor Hyacinthe was consigned completely to the charge of

her governesses, and to the masters who assisted them in imparting

the numerous accomplishments conceived essential to her station in

life : and unless it was that she occasionally breakfasted with Lord

Avondale, and was permitted now and then to take a walk with him,
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her life was one of uniform dulness, and wearisome application to

studies, whose endless variety were sources of considerable embar-

rassment.

Lord Avondale indeed was kindness itself; and had it only de-

pended on him, his Hyacinthe would have been his dear and con-

stant companion ;
but he had been so long accustomed to succumb

to every wish and caprice of his imperious Countess, than even in this

most interesting and important subject he weakly acquiesced, and that

too against his better judgment. Yet he beheld with deep though

unavailing regret, the thraldom his child endured a thraldom the

more vexatious, insomuch that it was injudicious, and could not pos-

sibly tend to any desirable result.

Lord Avondale kindly indulged and seconded Hyacinthe's wish of

being tenderly mindful and attentive to her beloved friends in the

country ;
and scarcely ever did she return home from a walk with

him without having selected some present which should speak of her

affectionate recollection of the kind protectors of her childhood. All

the newest and choicest publications were regularly sent to the Rec-

tory an arrival most precious to Mr. Neville
;
and eagerly did she

endeavour to suit each taste in her careful selection of gifts for the

individuals so every way dear to her. Lord Avondale's wishes for

gratifying her were boundless, while he was equally anxious with

herself to testify his own gratitude to her valuable friends

We may say that it was Hyacinthe's only delight to be enabled to

send package after package filled with treasures, sometimes directed

to the farm, and sometimes to the Rectory ;
while the letters she was

suffered to send with them were a gratification that for the moment

made her forget all the irksomeness of her present life. Still a deep

regret would mingle itself with the pleasure she experienced in this

correspondence with the friends of her childish years ;
it was also

perceptible in their letters, notwithstanding their mutual endeavours

to conceal the feelings of sadness which still rested on their hearts.

One acute source of affliction to the anxious girl, was the hint,

which, though obscurely given, conveyed too plainly to her mind,

that her dear foster-father's health was certainly declining. What

would she not have given to have flown to him, and to have rendered

him that attendance which an affectionate child would know so well

how to bestow !
" He only wants me," she would often mentally

exclaim
;

"
if I were with him, he shoujd soon be well I know so

well how to nurse him he misses me, dear darling father he longs

to see his own little May, and that is the reason of his illness I was

sure he could not live without me."
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But she knew how vain were all her ardent wishes upon the sub-

ject: happiness like that was not within her reach.

One morning Hyacinthe received a message from Lady Avondale,

desiring her to be ready to accompany her in the carriage, as she in-

tended to introduce her to her aunt, Lady Greville, and her cousins.

Poor Hyacinthe was again in distress. She had often heard the

Countess allude to this aunt
;
and it was always with a degree of sar-

casm and dislike, which latter feeling was unconsciously imparted to

her
;
and she had rather rejoiced at the delay which had as yet de-

ferred her presentation to this unknown relative.

Hyacinthe expected she must be something very awful, very repul-

sive that she should again have to undergo the unfeeling scrutiny

she had suffered from her mother, and one or two of her high-born
connections in short, that she should find her aunt a fine lady !

and, as the carriage stopped at one of the most splendid houses in

London, and they were ushered in with the usual pomp of servants

and retinue, our heroine trembled with the expectation of finding
renewed ostentation and worldly-mindedness.

They were told that her ladyship was in her morning-room, and

into that apartment (using the privilege of near relations) they were

introduced.

What a surprise and relief to Hyacinthe was the scene which the

interior of that room offered ! Lady Greville was working, and by
her side sat one of her daughters reading aloud. Two other sweet-

looking girls were busily employed with their drawing; whilst a

pretty child of six years old, the youngest pet of the family, sat on

an ottoman at her mother's feet, eagerly endeavouring to emulate her

mamma's abilities in the working department, by constructing a little

cotton petticoat for some infant pensioner.

Lady Greville, advancing, kindly received Lady Avondale, and

most affectionately embraced the nervous Hyacinthe ; and, taking her

by the hand, introduced her to her cousins, who all came forward

with countenances beaming with amiability and kindness of heart.

Hyacinthe was almost overcome with the feeling of comfort and

happiness which this unlooked-for reception yielded her; and when
she looked into the countenance of her aunt, which, though not pos-

sessing the dazzling beauty of her mother, owned the utmost degree
of sweetness, intelligence, and benevolence,) she could scarcely refrain

from throwing herself into her arms, and beseeching her to love and

cherish her as she had been loved and cherished by those friends

whose remembrance was forcibly called to her mind by thus finding
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the heart's affections, arid tenderness of manner, not wholly confined

to the village of Fairbrook.

Hyacinthe's ideas of what is technically termed "
high life," were

very much limited : and we fear, from what she had witnessed since

her inauguration to the distinguished station to which she was born,
not very exalted. It is true that she could feel most strongly the

wide distinction between the simple and rustic home she had left,

with the splendid one she now inhabited
;
but the contrast was all

in favour of the virtuous poverty and rational enjoyments of former

days ;
while her well-regulated mind shrunk with intuitive dread from

all around her; which certainly betrayed the condemned pomps and

vanities of the world, without offering any of the intrinsic advantages
and blessings which wealth and power may give, if properly appre-
ciated and employed. Under the present influence of her feelings,

it might indeed appear to her difficult for a " rich man to enter into

the kingdom of heaven ;" but she did not then reflect, that it is the

misapplication, not the possession of worldly advantages, which will

exclude the prosperous man from the mansions of everlasting bliss,

and that wealth and exalted rank, when used without being abused,

only tend to make virtue shine more brilliantly, while the force of

righteous example is rendered more beneficial from being more con-

spicuous and extended.

Thus it was in the Greville family. High in birth and fortune,

they were models of worth and excellence. Warmly and devotedly
attached to their children, truly devout and earnest in the exercise of

their religion, they led a life of social and intellectual enjoyment ;

offering to the observation of others the gratifying spectacle of ex-

cessive refinement of taste with simplicity of heart, extensive liberality

with strict economy of expenditure, and pre-eminent piety with cheer-

fulness and humility of demeanour. The station of Lord Greville

brought him into public life, which rendered a residence in London

therefore indispensable. In consequence, though with much regret,

his family removed every year for some months to the metropolis,

leaving their beautiful country residence with lively sorrow
;

for that

was their sphere, the scene of their best enjoyments, and not the

crowded, dissipated, and sin-sheltering towr
n. However, Lady

Greville felt it was an imperious duty scrupulously to comply with

all the exactions which her position in life demanded. While enter-

ing the brilliant scenes of ostentatious display, and sacrificing precious

hours to the claims of the gny world, both alike distasteful to her,

but persisted in from the consideration that it was presumptuous and

wrong to shrink from those duties which she could plainly see were
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incumbent on her position in this life, she hailed with heartfelt satis-

faction the evident predilection evinced by her children for the pure
and domestic joys of their country home. It would have been incon

sistent with her sense of justice to have insisted on the necessity of

seclusion and retirement to young females, whose tastes led them into

the busy circles of pleasure, and whose future life might place them

amongst them: and had such been her daughters' choice, with the

armour of true religion, and the love of God deeply rooted in their

hearts, she would have trusted that the trials offered by the dissipa-

tion of the world should prove tests of faith and virtue, instead of the

fatal stumbling-blocks they so often become. But as it was, Lady
Greville was spared the anxiety the ordeal might have cost her; and

found, with a deep senpe of thankfulness, that the young beings con-

signed by Providence to her charge, had already learnt, by her pre-

cepts and example, that true happiness is only to be found in the

exercise of Christian duties
;
and that, already discerning the empti-

ness of indiscriminate society and the appalling nature of the glare
and bustle of fashionable life, they returned to scenes of tranquillity

and retirement equally delighted with herself, there to partake of the

pure and precious joy arising from the best affections of the heart, the

enlightenment of the mind, and an uninterrupted worship of their

Almighty Falher

CHAPTER XVI.

44 Tis in the silence, in the shade,

That light from Heaven illumes our road;

And man, even mortal man, is made,
If not a God almost a God."

HYACINTHE had soon an opportunity of forming a judgment mucn
more favourable of the high-born inhabitants of the metropolis, than

that which had filled her ideas before her acquaintance with the

Greville family.

A fever of a very malignant nature attacked one of the servants of

Lord Avondale's establishment
;
and he, as well as Lady Avondale,

were too happy to avail themselves of Lady Greville's considerate

offer of taking Hyacinthe into her own house, whilst her brother and

sister-in-law paid some visits previous to their settling for the autumn
at Avondale Castle; by these means avoiding the hazard of infection.

8
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Lady Greville and her family were to remain a fortnight longer in

London, from whence they were to proceed to their own home in the

country ;
and it was arranged that after remaining a short time there,

Hyacinthe was to rejoin her parents and governesses at the seat of

her ancestors.

With unfeigned joy did Hyacinthe prepare to accompany her aunt

to Park Lane, although her pleasure suffered some alloy from the idea

of leaving her indulgent and courtly father.

Lady Avondale coldly bade her adieu, requesting at the same time

that she would take care of her complexion, and never forget to wear

her gloves.
"

I have had a great deal of trouble," added this anxious

parent,
u to civilize your appearance, therefore pray be good enough

to follow up my plans; and, if possible, spare me the disgrace of

having a daughter with an odious freckled or tanned skin, with the

plebeian accompaniment of coarse hands."
" Your aunt," her ladyship proceeded to say,

"
is a very improper

person for you to be with, though this frightful typhus makes it a

matter of necessity. She places very little importance in these mat-

ters, as little Eugenia's ruddy face may show
;
and I must desire that

you will take care not to add any of her strange notions to those you
have unfortunately already acquired."

The announcement of Lady Greville's arrival interrupted this sin-

gular lecture
;
and Hyacinthe bounded jo'yfully into her aunt's car-

riage, with more elasticity of movement than she had displayed since

her arrival in London.

How kindly she was received by her uncle and cousins! Her poor

heart, which had been almost frozen by the coldness she had met

with, since she had quitted the tender friends of her childhood,

glowed again with its natural warmth under the influence of their

affectionate manners.

These kind relations had soon discovered that Hyacinthe pos-

sessed no common character. They encouraged her to speak of

her former life
;
and much were they interested and touched by her

little history, entering most fully into all her feelings connected wi:h

the subject.

At Greville House, Hyacinthe beheld indeed a truly happy family;

and it was here she found the realization of every blessing that can

be desired in this life. However, the excess of earthly felicity had

not engendered indifference, as in too many cases
;
or negligence in

the observance of the duties from which no station exempts us. Lady
Greville had taught her family to reflect that we have each an allotted

part to sustain appropriate engagements to fulfil peculiar virtues to
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exercise an immortal destiny to accomplish. She bade them con-

sider that the flowery path and the rugged way were equally the ap-

pointments of God; but, as prosperity was their lot, they should

partake of it with gratitude, ever remembering the hand from which

it flowed. It was also impressed on their minds, that, as the gift of

God, wealth is to be enjoyed gratefully and liberally, as one of the

means of usefulness derived from the bounty of Heaven : but, like

every other talent committed to our care, an exact account must be

rendered unto Him, who, while He giveth liberally, requires the most

minute fidelity in the trust. In that parable of our Saviour, of the

ten pieces of money, the nobleman, who vests the charge in his ser-

vants, expressly declares, "Occupy until I come." By these memo-

rable words, a day of account is strikingly referred to
;
and it was to

that event LadyGreville most earnestly directed her children's minds,

in order that their every action should be governed by a reference to

that ordeal through which they must pass.

With these judicious counsels, and words of holy wisdom, Lady
Greville had formed the hearts of her children to rejoice only in the

exercise of virtue, and it is not to be wondered at that their domestic

circle was one purely and eminently happy. Here was wealth and

rank without one spark of ostentation : religion in the purest form,

unmixed with gloom or narrow-mindedness; affection of the most

devoted kind amongst all its members.

The education of the young ladies was conducted in the most de-

lightful manner. Their governess was a sensible, excellent person,

who went hand in hand with Lady Greville in her system with her

pupils. The school-room opened into Lady Greville's morning-room,

and the studies were superintended by her, and farther assisted by
masters. She placed very little stress on mere accomplishments, her

desire being that the understanding of her children should be culti-

vated and well directed
; but, if they evinced any decided taste or

wish to pursue any peculiar study, she was too happy to have the

power of assisting their inclinations by the best instructions.

Hyacinthe was most charmed to be allowed to join the cheerful,

joyful party at study in the morning; gnd so judiciously were those

studies directed, that the hours passed delightfully, and much too

svriftly. How different from the dull routine of ordinary school-

rooms! As a mother's eye a mother's judgment was every thing,

every lesson was appropriated to the capacity and taste of the pupil ;

and consequently each acquirement was achieved with facility and

comfort. This was following nature and reason, instead of custom and

fashion, and the result showed the good sense of the arrangements.
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The morning after Hyacinthe's arrival, one-of her cousins came to

her before she had quitted her room, and begged to know whether

she would like to join the family at prayers. Most willingly she fol-

lowed her conductress to the apartment where all the household were

assembled for the presenting a morning sacrifice of prayer and thanks-

giving to their God !

Lord and Lady Greville considered it one of their most important
duties to erec

v a u
family altar" in their house, and with their assem-

bled children and dependants, call upon the name of the Lord. They
were not content with their own private devotions, leaving those

whom God had brought beneath their roof to live and die in igno-

rance of Him who'" truly to know is life eternal." They also felt

that they did not possess one reasonable excuse for not being able to

spare a single half hour for God
;
and no unholy shame of being

thought too earnest in religion, or the fear of the "world's dread

laugh," ever prompted them to neglect these pious duties. It is too

often that the mockery of man is the cause of our neglect of God
,

but this is the weakest, the most Unworthy plea that can be urged in

extenuation of the omission of family prayer an omission that occa

sions our losing the greatest and purest of comforts that of acknow-

ledging with one accord the mercies he has bestowed upon us, and

petitioning together for a continuance of his blessings ;
while with

one voice we confess our sins with open and acknowledged

humility.

How happily did the fortnight glide on to Hyacinthe ! She was

now the joyous, cheerful being she had once been before she became

rich and great. Her kind relatives were anxious to amuse as well as

instruct her, and Hyacinthe, who had as yet seen nothing of London

besides the parks and the streets at the west end of the town, was

amazed and delighted by the sight of 4hose objects of national splen-

dour which it was their first care to enable her to inspect ;
and it was

with surprise and pleasure she reviewed each monument of art, each

stupendous specimen of the finest architecture, each museum teeming
with the treasures of the old and new world, and which until now she

had only known by those studies which had referred to them.

Much as she loved the country, Hyacinthe felt sorry when the time

arrived for her to quit London. She dreaded any change from the

happiness she was then enjoying. Besides, the time would be draw-

ing near when she was to return home
;

for her imperious mother had

only given permission for her to remain one fortnight at Beechwood
;

and already her heart sunk within her at the idea of leaving her

newly-acquired friends. They were all so good so kind father,
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mother, the son, and the daughters, were all alike estimable in their

different characters.

The day fixed for the departure of the family for the country at

length arrived
;
and great was the joy expressed by every branch of

it. They were going home to their own dear home, to all the pur-

suits and pleasures so delightful to them. London was their trial
;

it did not suit any of their tastes; but to be with their father recon-

ciled them to any thing; and Lady Greville would have considered

a paradise a desert without the presence of her dear and excellent

husband.

If Hyacinthe considered this family happy in London, what did

she think when she contemplated them at Beechwood ? It was a

beautiful place, situated in one of the loveliest counties in England.
The house, the very palace of comfort

;
while the little village, scat-

tered near the park g tes, was picturesque, and its thatched cottages

were pictures of neatness.

It was a touching and gratifying sight to witness the reception

which the family received. Every individual appeared to feel that

they were welcoming their dearest friends. Each cottager flew to his

door to wave his hat, and catch one glance from the eye of one of the

members of this beloved family.

Then the joy of the young people to revisit all their possessions in

the shape of flower-gardens, poultry-yards, aviary, ponies, dogs, and

all the treasures which made their country pleasures so abundant.

They had been met at the hall door by the clergyman of the parish ;

and it brought tears down the cheeks of Hyacinthe to witness their

meeting with this most excellent person. Each cousin embraced him

most cordially and affectionately. He was to them a very dear

friend
;
one who had been their spiritual guide and monitor

;
and

who had ably assisted their parents in leading them into the paths of

virtue and goodness: and, as Hyacinthe beheld the tenderness of his

greeting to them, she thought of her own loved Mr. Neville, and felt

that in Mr. Coventry she beheld the union of all those perfections

which distinguished him. The vicarage was close to the park gates,

as well as the simple village church
;
but they were both gothic struc-

tures of a very ancient date, and by their venerable and picturesque

character, formed rather pleasing ornaments, than deteriorated by
their vicinity from the imposing aspect of Beechwood.

Many were the questions poured into Mr. Coventry's ears by the

young beings who crowded round him, relative to all their pen-

s' oners, and those inhabitants of the village, in whom they took most

interest, their school, their clothing-club, and all the various institu-
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tions of usefulness and relief for the neighbouring poor, of which they

were the chief supporters and managers.
The next day, when Hyacinthe accompanied her cousins to the

village, it was a beautiful sight to witness the joy which their pre-

sence inspired. They were greeted by young and old, in every

house, with the most respectful delight, and looked upon as harbin-

gers of comfort and relief.

Lady Greville had taught her daughters not to be merely satisfied

by coldly relieving the temporal wants of their fellow-creatures; that

is easily done when the means are abundant
;
but the charity she

inculcated was that of soothing the afflicted, whether their sufferings

proceeded from mental or bodily anguish ; and, young as they were,

she encouraged them to occupy their well-directed minds with the

essential and ulterior improvement of the poor.

This was done in great humility, and never in a manner likely to

offend, but under the cognizance and guidance of Mr. Coventry ; and

these amiable girls had the heartfelt joy of beholding the success of

their plan for the benefit of the distressed.

Youth is the season for kind and warm emotions
;
and in this sphere

of probation, in which sickness, sorrow, and suffering so much

abound, opportunities of exercising Christian love can neither be few

nor rare
;
and Lady Greville was most anxious to impress upon the

minds of her children that they are never too young to fulfil duties of

this nature.

The heart is easily touched by distress, and melts at the sight of

human misery ;
and let me admonish my young readers to cherish

these emotions ;
but let them not mistake feelings for virtues, nor

dwell with too much complacency upon casual acts of kindness which

may have cost no personal sacrifice. Real emotions of charity must

prompt you to exertion and self-denial, blended with the principle

of Christian love
;
and these actions, by repetition, will be wrought

into habits intil they become permanent graces of the soul.
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CHAPTER XVII.

" Some measure of evil seems to be necessary in the present state of man, for

his discipline and improvement, and to prepare him for higher enjoyment; nor

have we any reason to think more is permitted than is necessary for these

valuable purposes."

BY her residence at Beechwood the mind of Hyacinthe became
more deeply impressed with the opinion of the exquisite felicity en-

joyed by its inhabitants
;
nor could she discover one drawback that

< ny had to the perfect happiness of their lot
;
but she felt they highly

merited it all ; and her heart rejoiced at the prospect of its continu-

ance. A short time after her arrival she was walking with her aunt

quite alone, and she could not help expressing to her all she felt upon
the subject.

" My dear aunt," she said,
"

I always thought that uninterrupted

happiness was not to be the lot of human beings ; yet in vain have I

endeavoured to discover what is your trial
;

for nowhere can I per-

ceive it."

Lady Greville smiled
;
but in that smile was mingled a grave and

touching sadness. At last, after a pause, she said, "Follow me, Hya-

cinthe, and I will show you that the Almighty is too wise, too just,

not to dispense afflictions upon all his servants
;
in mercy and infinite

wisdom convincing us, that this world at best is not to be one of un-

mixed felicity."

Lady Greville led the way in silence until they came to the church.

Having arrived there, she opened a small side-door, by a key which

she carried about her
; and, entering with Hyacinthe, she told her to

follow. When she had reached the middle of the aisle she stopped,

and desired her anxious companion to read the inscription upon a

plain white marble tablet which was placed upon the wall of the

church. Hyacinthe ran her eye hastily over it, and beheld these

words: " Sacred to the memory of Henry and Percy Mansfield, twin

sons of George Barton Greville, and Mary his wife. Henry died,

aged 10 years, January 5th, 18
,
and Percy followed his brother on

the 2d of the ensuing April.

4

Early, bright, transient, pure as morning dew,

They sparkled, were exhaled, and went to heaven !'
''

Hyacinthe felt inexpressibly shocked and distressed. She looked
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at her aunt in fear and trembling; but she was calm, though very

pale.

"My dear girl," she at length said, in a low, but clear voice, seat

ing herself upon a bench opposite the monument, and desiring Hya-
cinthe to do the same "you have so lately entered your own family,
that you are scarcely acquainted with the minutes of its history. I

do not think you are even aware that Augustus is your uncle's son

by a former marriage ;
indeed I sometimes almost forget the circum-

stance, so dearly do I love him. I never had a son besides those two

beloved children whose death you there see recorded. They were

twins, and always evidenced much delicacy of constitution. Perhaps
that circumstance made me regard them with peculiar tenderness

;

but certainly they were most interesting boys. The Almighty had

adorned them with every degree of loveliness. I can see them now
in my mind's eye, with their bright joyous countenances, their curl-

ing hair and beautiful complexions, sporting in happy play together,

or seated with an arm round each other's neck, learning at the same

time their task, or reading for their amusement out of the same book.

Their attachment to each other was the strongest I ever beheld.

They were never separate, and all their little possessions appeared

considered by them as their joint property. Certainly they were the

joy and happiness of my life my sunshine, my dearest delight; and

much, alas ! I fear too much, was my heart engaged by these two

treasures. And yet not only I, but every one loved them
; they were

so affectionate so gnod ! Well," continued Lady Greville, after a

sad pause, which was interrupted by a torrent of tears,
"

I must finish

my melancholy story. The scarlet fever, that scourge of families,

attacked my children
;

all my girls had the complaint slightly and

most favourably. Henry sickened, and, oh ! wretched moment never

to be forgotten! he died in torture in my arms. Percy, who was a

stronger child, lived through the disease, but never got over the

effects of it. He lingered some months
;
but of one circumstance I

am almost certain that grief for the loss of his treasured brother

really caused his death. He was a child possessing the strongest

affections
;
and his mind and health previously weakened by all he

had suffered, it was evident wanted strength to reconcile himself to

the loss of his second self. It would be impossible for me to describe

to you the happy frame of mind in which this adored child at last

died. He was perfectly resigned to the idea of leaving this world ;

and so heaven-ward were his ideas directed, that the humble hope

which he entertained of meeting his brother in a future life made him

look forward to his release with joy. How constantly he endeavoured
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to comfort and reconcile me and his father, whose grief was more

intense ! For my part I was supported, as long as he lived, with

almost supernatural firmness. But when it was all over when the

emaciated form of my boy was taken from these arms, which had so

long been his suppart. then I felt all the blankness of despair. Long
and dreary were the days of my grief. I mourned as one who was not

to be comforted. Thanks be to the God of comfort, I was roused from

this state of sinful despair by my good and sincere friend Mr. Coventry.

He brought me a letter which had been confided to his care by my
own sainted boy, and did not fear to make me read it. He knew me

well, and hoped my days of darkness would soon pass ;
and that,

through the grace of God, I should soon look for comfort, from whom

only it is to be derived. Here is the precious letter," continued

Lady Greville, as she took it from a small velvet case: "it never

leaves me, and its perusal always affords me a calm and holy plea-

sure." She then read as follows

" Dearest Mother, Do not grieve too much for me when I am

gone. Remember where I hope to be in the presence of that Re-

deemer you have taught me to adore. And you know how much I

loved Henry, poor dear Henry ! I think of him now as a bright angel

in the courts of God : may I not trust to be with him also ? and soon

we may together join in praises to our God and king. Be comforted,

dear mother; think of your little boys, but not with sorrow, for re-

member that all our griefs are ended, and we rest in peace, where we
shall no longer be assailed by sickness or sorrow: and where, through
the mediation of our Saviour, we shall await with joy our re- union

with you, dearest papa, and our sweet sisters. Darling mother, fare-

well. When you will receive this, your Percy will be free from

pain."

Hyacinthe's sobs were no longer to be controlled. She threw

her arms round her aunt, and wept upon her bosom
;
and for some

moments they mingled their tears together : however, they were not

bitter tears. Lady Greville had long subdued every feeling like that

of murmuring against the Divine will; and, although her tenderly

maternal heart mourned silently over every memento of her boys, it

was a grief which \ve may hope even the Almighty would not

condemn.
" My dearest Hyacinthe," she said, as soon as she had regained

her calmness "I brought you here, not to afflict you, but in order

to convey to you a useful lesson. Do not think that there exists, in

this life, undisturbed happiness ;
it is not intended that it should be

the case. In every cup there is a drop of bitterness; but the hand

9
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which dispenses afflictions, at the same time offers relief; and those

trials appointed by God, are never without intended benefit to us. If

human nature at first shrinks from sorrow, faith and Christian hope
soon come to its support. Indeed we ought to rejoice that it pleases
the Almighty to visit us with trials and sufferings in this world, in-

stead of permitting us to enter upon .eternity with hearts too devoted
to the fascinations and delusions of the life we are called upon to re-

nounce. What are a few years of worldly sorrow, if we have the

rupporting hand of God with us, who sees fit thus to prepare us for

his heavenly kingdom ? But now let us leave this dear and sacred

spot," said Lady Greville, rising ;
"and recollect, my dear niece,

that although our Creator has showered blessings without number upon
me and mine, he has in his mercy, and for my eternal welfare, made
me acquainted with grief. Oh ! may it have its due effect upon me,
and fit me to hope with confidence to meet my angels again, where

we shall be for ever united !"

CHAPTER XVIII.

**
Charity ! our helpless nature's pride,

Thou friend to him who knows no friend beside,

Thine are the ample views that, unconfined,

Stretch to the utmost walks of human kind ;

Thine is the spirit, that with widest plan

Brother to brother binds, and man to man !"

How delightful was a Sabbath passed at Beechwood ! So calm,

so serene, so happy-minded did all its inhabitants appear, that well

might it give one the idea of its being the Almighty's
" favourite day."

Lady Greville ever made it a rule, that on Saturday every neces-

sary duty should be performed ;
indeed it was universally considered

by each member of the family as a day of preparation. All urgent

letters were written. If any matters were in agitation, Lady Greville

endeavoured that they should be definitely arranged during the week;

particularly desiring that her children should disencumber their

memories of trifles, such as orders, promises, or engagements, that

they might not intrude themselves on the morrow. On Saturday

evening every arrangement was completed. The house looked as if

every thing was put in order for an entertainment. Fresh flowers

were in the vases, fresh perfumes in the crystal essence-bottles which
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decorated the tables, while superb engravings from scriptural paint-

ings, in ample portfolios, were placed on ornamental stands.

Hyacinthe inquired if company was expected.
"
Yes," replied

her aunt,
" we shall have company,

" but not of the kind you imagine
we are to see. We do nothing on Saturday evening but prepare for

Sunday. We collect our poor neighbours to instruct them in reli-

gion, and prepare their hearts for the Sabbath occupations, and, as

far as we can, remove any little anxieties they may have on their

minds, or reconcile any differences which may have arisen between

them. We then give them tea in a large room which we keep on

purpose for this little parish business."

On Sunday morning, after breakfast, every one was occupied in

the perusal of some lesson of piety till the church bell rang. Then

all were expected to assemble, and proceed together to attend Divine

worship in the temple dedicated to God, among their pious friends

and neighbours.

On their return home, Lady Greville said to Hyacinthe, "It is our

rule now to separate, and pass our time alone, but we. shall meet

again at the hour of afternoon church. My girls go to their rooms,

or into the gardens. Our doors are closed to visitors
;
and charged

as I am with the care of so large a family, the right to be alone with !

my God, and do nothing but communicate with Him, is a privilege

that I cannot forego for any consideration. Do you not agree with

me in thinking, my dear Hyacinthe, that it is an inexpressible comfort

to be able one day in the week to give up ourselves entirely to

thoughts and to pursuits, the fruits of which are love and holiness

and joy ;
to have no other occupation, than to l

acquaint ourselves

with God, and be at peace ?
7

It always gives me an idea of the hap-

piness we are to enjoy hereafter
;

for if there is such peace in an

earthly Sabbath, interrupted as it is with our coldness, and careless-

ness, and worldliness, what will be the bliss of that eternal Sabbath

for which we are preparing? A little while, and what is now but a

brief foretaste, a passing semblance of celestial joy, will be an eter-

nal and unchanging reality ;
a little while, and the smile of our Fa-

ther will no more be averted: the world, renounced, will no more

resiirne its power, and self-submitted will no more rebel. Now adieu,

my dear niece, until three o'clock. I feel assured that the pupil of

the excellent Mr. Neville must enjoy the method in which we spend

our Sabbath."

After the afternoon service, the party assembled at dinner, cheerful

and happy, talking or silent as they pleased ;
but no one seemed in-

clined to speak of yesterday's business or to-morrow's plans.
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In the evening sacred music was the proposed amur-ement
; and

books were on the tables if any one liked to read
; but. they were

books of a strictly religious tendency. Prayers ended this day of

holy peace ;
and Hyacinthe retired for the night with a heart over-

flowing with admiration of the practical piety of her exemplary rela-

tives, and with a holy love towards her God.

The happiness which Hyacinthe was now enjoying was soon to

come to an end
;
and at length the dreaded day arrived when she

was to leave Beechwood
;
and it was announced to her, that Lord

Avondale had sent a carriage and a confidential servant to escort her

home.

Poor Hyacinthe clung in sorrow to her aunt
; who, much attached

to her young and affectionate niece, felt real regret in losing her;

particularly knowing how far from happy, or congenial to her taste

or disposition, was the home to wrhich she was
r
about to return. She

said every thing in her power to soothe her, and to strengthen her

mind to bear her trials with fortitude
;
but it was with a saddened

heart that she saw her depart.

Hyacinthe arrived at Avondale Castle with very different feelings

to those with which she had entered Beechwood. The magnificence

of the place, instead of imparting delight, gave her that impression

of awe and dread which was connected with every thing belonging

to the abode of Lady Avondale
;
and with sinking spirits she entered

her splendid home, where she was soon met and most kindly greeted

V her father.

Lord Avondale told her that the Countess was far from well, hav-

ing caught a violent cold at the opera the night before she left Lon-

don, which she had never been able to shake off; and when Hya-

cinthe was conducted into the presence of her mother, she was much

shocked to observe a visible and distressing alteration in her

appearance.

However, Lady Avondale was in no way softened or subdued by

her illness. She raised herself upon the sofa for a few minutes, evi-

dently scanning with a most scrutinizing glance her daughter's ap-

pearance. She must have been struck by its most visible improve-

ment
;

for a month's undisturbed tranquillity and happiness had done

more towards the embellishment of Hyacinthe, than all the labour

which had been bestowed upon her external charms by dancing

masters, calisthenic professors, milliners, hair-dressers, mantua-makers,

and lady's maids
;

while the advantage of associating intimately

with those whose manners were distinguished by the purest refine-
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raent and most graceful simplicity was perceptible in her improved
address.

Perhaps it was not possible to see any thing more blooming or

beautiful than the countenance of this lovely girl ;
and Lady Avon-

dale could not help expressing the admiration which beauty always
extorted from her. " How well you are looking, child !" she said,

with animation
;
then added, in a changed, fretful, and impatient tone

of voice " But do you not think I am in very bad looks ? Am I not

grown very thin, and very sallow?"

Hyacinthe was at a loss how to answer
;
and she felt shocked and

unhappy. Her mother, with more irritation, repeated,
" Why don't

you answer, Hyacinthe ? I know by your silence that you think I

am looking hideous
;
but I suppose you are so puffed up with the

idea of your own beauty, that you do not care to see me faded and ill."

Hyacinthe was distressed beyond measure. With tears she at

length found courage to say, that she certainly thought that Lady
Avondale looked as if she had been suffering from recent illness

;

but that, doubtless, when the complaint was removed, her good
looks would return, as her beauty was not gone, only a little less

brilliant.

" Heaven knows," said Lady Avondale,
" that if I am to look old

and ugly, I cannot see much pleasure in living!"

Hyacinthe inwardly shuddered. Was it for the pleasure of admi-

ration that she alone existed
;
and with such ideas was she in a state

to die ? How she longed to exhort her mother to remember that she

had an immortal soul to save to implore her to call her ways to re-

membrance to humble herself before the throne of God, and, kneel-

ing at the cross of Christ, to exclaim with deep humility,
" There is

indeed no health in me !"

Lady Avondale was evidently in a precarious state. A neglected

cold had settled upon her lungs, and symptoms of consumption were

but too perceptible. However, no one dared to utter the apprehen-

sions which all felt were painfully well grounded ;
none dared to

impart to the mind of the patient a sense of her own danger.

It was, indeed, melancholy to Hyacinthe to behold her mother,

whom she had left so bright and beautiful, suddenly changed into a

suffering and fast-sinking invalid. What love she could now have

felt for her, if its evidence had been allowed ! How she should have

nursed her have waited upon her, and prayed with her, as well as

for her! But Lady Avnndale was not yet softened by illness. Sur

rounded by people \vho fostered every feeling of vanity and worldly

enjoyment, and who chased the very name of religion from the sick
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room for fear of its inducing gloom or melancholy, little did Lady
Avondale think upon the subject; or she would have learnt that it

brought "healing on its wings:" and blessed by its soothing influ-

ence, she would have been reassured by the conviction, that even

sighs of penitence breathed in secret, tears unseen by human eyes,
are precious in His sight who " willeth not the death of a sinner ;"

out hails such symptoms as the harbinger of that repentance which
" leadeth unto salvation."

How different was the whole system of Avondale Castle, to the ar-

rangements of Beechwood ! Although Lady Avondale was so great
an invalid, from the intermittent nature of her malady, she was at

times able to see company ;
the house was therefore full of visitors, as

she could not endure the ennui of being in a country-house with only
a family party.

Hyacinthe was again consigned to the charge of her governesses ;

and how woful was the change from the intellectual companions she

had quitted !

Lady Avondale had chosen her governesses as most ladies do
;
she

had selected those who asked the highest salary, and had lived with

people of the highest rank
;
but she had never inquired whether they

were fitting companions for a girl of fifteen. Hyacinthe could not

love her instructresses, for they were selfish and indifferent, and had

too little dignity to inspire respect.

Still loving the country with all the enthusiasm of the rustic May,

Hyacinthe hoped to enjoy the pleasures of nature in her loveliest

garb, in a home which offered every species of beauty, from the

smiling flower-garden and tranquil lake, to the dark wood of tower-

ing pines and foaming torrent. But her expectations were in vain.

If she asked to walk in the grounds, she was still to be accompanied

by one of the governesses ;
and they were usually followed by a smart

gentleman, who styled himself the head-gardener, armed with a slight

spud in the shape of a walking-stick, and who, if she attempted to

gather a flower, was ready in a moment to assist her with his scissors

to save her the trouble of stooping. How he would have been

startled and surprised could he have known that the high-born Lady

Hyacinthe longed to assist in labours to which he even could not con-

descend : and that the brilliant parterres failed to interest her as

much as her own humble ones had formerly done when she had su-

perintended and laboured in their cultivation! Indeed, this ceremo-

nious inspection of Flora's beauties was any thing but satisfactory to

poor Hyacinthe, who then would long to bound off to the wilder

beauties of the park, but was always checked by her French governess,
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who, in her tight silk slippers, felt unequal to any rougher path than

that offered by the velvet lawn. This was all very vexatious, but she

tried to submit with resignation to the deprivation.

But what most distressed our gentle heroine, was the scorn, and

almost anger, which her mother evinced when she begged to be al-

lowed to visit the cottages by which they occasionally drove, and

make acquaintance with the poor of the neighbouring village.
" Would it be consistent," asked Lady Avondale, contemptuously,
tl with the refinement and dignity of the Lady Hyacinthe Tremaine,

to be seen in the dirty abodes of the peasantry ;
to say nothing of the

fevers and complaints she might imbibe by visiting their miserable

habitations?"

Strict orders were henceforth given to the governesses not to allow

her for a moment out of their sight ;

" for with her extraordinary low

propensities," added her ladyship,
" there is no saying in what filthy

hovel she might be found."

Lady Avondale could not at all enter into her daughter's ideas of

what true charity consisted in
;
and she really exerted herself to enter

into the subject with Hyacinthe, saying, that she considered that

they did everything that was necessary in that way. "Perhaps,"
she said,

u
you are not aware of the expenses at which we are every

year for the paupers who surround the castle. We pay an annual

stipend to a schoolmaster to teach their dirty brats
;
and we subscribe

to endless clubs and institutions for their benefit. Besides which,"

added her ladyship, with a most satisfied air,
" I cannot tell you how

many oxen and sheep, blankets, flannels, coals, and candles, we order

to be distributed every Christmas what would you do more ? and

yet I believe they are a very ungrateful, dissatisfied set!"

All this was very true ;
but it still did not satisfy Hyacinthe. She

had seen charity exercised in its purest form, from her earliest

infancy ;
and at Beechwood, from the addition of wealth and power,

it was exhibited in a still more extended manner. Often, on be-

holding her excellent aunt enduring fatigue and anxiety to ascertain

the sincerity and claims ol some pitiable sufferer, she had felt

tempted to exclaim,

"How few like thee inquire the wretched out,

And court the offices of soft humanity !

Like thee reserve their raiment for the naked,

Reach out their brea
t
d to feed the helpless orphan,

Or mix the pitying tear with those who weep!"
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And on witnessing the blessed effects of such active benevolence,

she was reminded of the days of her childhood, when she was some-

times allowed to accompany the good Rector and his sister into the

dwellings of the unfortunate, or into some mournful cottage, where

poverty and sorrow dwelt together. There she beheld true charity

that charity so beautifully described by the Apostle,
" which suffereth

long, and is kind, which never faileth;" and which indeed gives

lustre and grace to every thing performed by those whom it inspires,

likening man to his Creator.

Experience might have taught Lady Avondale, that mistaken

charity, or the giving alms indiscriminately, is more injurious than

beneficial : for it promotes idleness, by teaching poverty to rely on

other aid than personal industry. Alms alone, however liberal, how-

ever extended!, neither are, nor can be, the whole of the duty or

nature of Christian charity ;
but that which Hyacinthe had witnessed

at Brookside farm and Beechwood, she felt was that she ought to

imitate
;

for indeed with truth could her excellent models have said,
" When the ear heard me, then it blessed me

;
and when the eye saw

me, it gave witness to me
;
because I delivered the poor that cried,

the fatherless and those who had none to help them. The blessing

of him that was ready to perish came upon me, and I caused the

widow's heart to sing for joy !"

CHAPTER XIX.

"When life flow'd by, and, like an angel, Death

Came to release them to the world on high,

Praise trembled still on each expiring breath,

And holy triumph beamed from every eye."

WE will now for a brief space of time leave all the splendours of

Avondale Castle, and return to the humble limits of Brookside

farm ;
but such of my young readers who feel an interest in the kind

and amiable persons who inhabit that peaceful spot, will be grieved

with the sorrowful details I have now to relate.

With Hyacinthe's departure, the cheerfulness and joy which had

before reigned in that happy home had also fled, and were succeeded

by a gloom and sadness, which even imparted itself to the inhabitants
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of the Rectory. Mr. Neville and his sister hardly knew, until they
had lost her, how fondly they loved the young foundling ;

and each

experienced a degree of dejection that required their best efforts to

shake off. The garden did not look so blooming, and the Sunday
school seemed much to miss the energetic young assistant

;
in short,

May was wanted every where.

But at the farm, matters assumed a much more grievous aspect.

The disease under which the good Wilmot suffered, though of long

standing, was now, with its fatal effects, for the first time, most fear-

fully perceptible ; and, from day to day, and week to week, was be-

coming rapidly worse. The best assistance afforded by the first

medical advice was administered to him, and every comfort which

friendship and affection could suggest ;
but the dread fiat had gone

forth, and it was evident to every one that he soon must die. But

how calm and heavenly was the composure of this excellent man !

His hope had always been in a better world
;
and to that world he

now looked forward with confidence tempered by humility. This

life to him had been one of great happiness, although marked by pri-

vations and toil
;
and he thanked God for all the blessings he had

enjoyed, and also for the comforting reflection that in quitting it he

should leave none dear to him in want. He grieved at the idea of

parting with the affectionate companion of his days of joy and of

ease
;
but there again the Christian's hope supported him, and the

expectation of a blessed reunion chastened his natural sorrow with

pious resignation. He submitted to the will of the great Author of

his being, happy in the calm which arises from a holy assurance of

approaching felicity, and which is the inseparable attendant of a life

of faith.

If however there was one worldly feeling in his heart, and which

made the idea of death at times painful to this good man, and cre-

ated the wish that he still might linger in this vale of tears
;

it was the

remembrance of his darling child his own precious May. The idea

of never again beholding her in this life, of not again pressing her

loved form to his paternal bosom, imbittered many moments, and

brought frequent tears of sadness to his venerable cheeks. When

depressed by the spasms, with which his malady almost constantly

afflicted him, it wrung the hearts of all around him to hear his pa-

thetic words concerning his dear lost child.

a My darling May!" he would exclaim, "why is she not here to

soothe my dying spirit ? These eyes would close in peace, could

they once more rest upon my child. Once more to hold her to my
10
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heart is now my only desire
; and, alas! this craving wish is the link

that still binds my thoughts to earth still draws me from my God !"

Mr. Neville, when he saw the anxions state of the poor sufferer,

and considered the comfort which an interview with Lady Hyacinthe
would be to him, could hesitate no longer. He had felt a great re-

luctance to address the proud relatives of his dear young friend
;
but

he now believed that it was an imperative duty to do so, and to ven-

ture every thing to bring comfort to the dying moments of so good a

man. He accordingly wrote to Lord Avondale, giving a most touch-

ing account of the state of Farmer Wilmot, and beseeching him

to allow his daughter to pass a week with him at the Rectory, in

order that she might take a final farewell of one who had been to her

for so many years the most tender of parents. Mr. Neville then

reminded the Earl how really urgent was this request, in considera-

tion of all he owed Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot, for having been the means,

through the assistance of the Almighty, of saving his child from utter

destruction.

This letter had the desired effect. Lord Avondale was naturally

kind-hearted
; but, possessing an indolent mind, had allowed himself

to be too much under the dominion of his Countess, with whose iin-

pericrus character my readers are already acquainted.

Hyacinthe was sitting with Lord Avondale when the letters were

delivered to him
;
and seeing the well-known handwriting of Mr.

Neville, watched with anxiety her father's countenance, whilst he

perused its contents. She soon perceived that he was agitated by
what he read

;
and when he had finished the letter, she started up,

and approaching quickly towards him, entreated that she might be

allowed also to see it. Agonizing indeed were the poor girl's feel-

ings on its perusal ;
and casting herself o-n her knees before her father,

she besought him by every endearing expression, and every argument
that occurred to her distressed mind, to suffer her to lose no time in

setting out for Brookside.
" But your mother, my dear child," said Lord Avondale, hesitat-

ingly,
" how are we to overrule her objections ? in her weak state

I dare not agitate her ?"

This was indeed a most perplexing idea : however, the Eari pro-

mised to do his best to obtain her consent. I will not enter into the

particulars of all that Lord Avondale and Hyacinthe had to encounter

in their endeavours to gain her mother's permission to her departure ;

thus prejudicing my readers still more against the unhappy woman,

whose doom was as nearly sealed as that of the excellent farmer. I
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[uill only add, that the urgent entreaties of Lord Avondale, joined to

those of the poor distressed Hyacinthe, at last prevailed; and a reluc-

tant consent was extorted from Lady Avondale, that she might spend
one fortnight with her friends.o

There are few minds so callous as to revisit the scenes of their

childhood without experiencing some emotion, or receiving some

salutary lesson. And whether these scenes be in the crowded city,

amidst the coarse and ordinary scenes of vulgar life, or in the lovely

valley, with its green hills and its gliding streams the same search-

ing feelings swell the heart, as the thoughts of the past rush over it,

speaking to us with impressive truth of the careless days of our child-

hood of the gay dreams of our youth of the transient pleasures of

our prime of the faded joy of our old age. They speak to us of pa-

rents now sleeping in the dust of playfellows in a far distant land

of companions altered or alienated. They speak to us, it may be,

of time misspent, of talents misapplied, of warnings neglected, of

blessings unappreciated, of peace departed. And oh! how dark and

apathetic must that mind be, which can find itself once more in the

home of childhood, without being inspired by such, or similarly

wholesome reflections ! Retrospect of every kind must be for our

good, for by retrospect we are alone corrected and instructed
; and

there is something of a solemn reproof, when returning to a parent's

house, (whether a father's arms are open to receive his long-absent

child, or whether the eye that would have welcomed, or the tongue
which would have blessed, are now mouldering in the grave,) which

bids the erring mortal turn from his evil ways. Oh ! many are the

wild, tumultuous waves, that roll over the human mind, and obliterate

many of its fairest characters its fondest recollections
;
but still the

indelible impressions of a parent's love remain stamped upon the

heart. One little spot will still be found, consecrated to the purest,

the holiest of earthly affections.

The feelings of Hyacinthe were most overpowering when she en-

tered the pretty village of Fairbrook. It was to a father's arms she

was returning to the dear haunts of her happy childhood
;
and but

for the sad, sad duty which brought her hither, how happy she would

have felt ! She had viewed fairer scenes than those her tearful eye now

rested upon, and had gazed with enthusiasm on the inanimate objects

of nature
;
but however they had charmed her senses, or filled her

imagination, they wanted that deep and powerful interest which

seemed to entwine with her very existence the love of her early

home.
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The carriage that conveyed her stopped at the gate of the Rectory.
She rushed from it, and was soon in the arras of her dear Mrs. Villars,

which she only quitted to be clasped tenderly to the bosom of Mr.

Neville. With what admiration they gazed upon the beautiful, high-
born girl that stood before them

;
and who, with the most humble

affection, besought them to bless her and love her, as they used to do

in those happy days when she knew no other friends than those who
called her their own little May.

For a few minutes, indeed, in the buoyancy of youthful excitement,

Hyacinthe almost forgot her very grief; and with childish eagerness
she passed quickly through every well-known room in the Rectory.
She then made a rapid circuit of the dearly loved garden, and re-

newed her acquaintance with the old respectable domestics, who at

first shrunk back, not knowing how they might be received by the

fine lady Hyacinthe Tremaine
;
but who, they soon found, had not

lost one portion of the kindness and urbanity possessed by the humble

May.
The excitement of the first few moments over, the recollection of

why she was there, rushed to the mind of Hyacinthe with full force J

and bitter tears started into her eyes, as she asked in a low trembling

voice,
" How is he ? when may I see him ?"

Mr. Neville and his sister looked very sad. "My dear child," he

then said, "you must prepare yourself for much agitation ;
our poor

friend is very altered, and so weakened by his disease, that I fear he

is near his last hour. Nay, my love," added he, seeing Hyacinthe

give way to a paroxysm of grief,
"
you have come here to yield com-

fort, not to add to affliction by giving way to your own sorrow. I

know it is a justifiable sorrow
;

for one of the deepest wounds which

our hearts can receive in this world, is caused by the death of those

who are dear to us
;
and it admits of no other consolation than that

which is found in absolute submission to the will of God that gra-

cious Being who never afflicts us but for our good, and who will

repay with heavenly bliss our resignation to earthly sorrows. We

may lament the approaching fate of our good friend, but the change

him is exceeding gain : the mercy of God takes him from the evil to

come, and he is well prepared to meet his Almighty Father."

"And my dear mother! for so I will ever call her how does she

support her affliction ?" sobbed poor Hyacinthe.
" She endures her trial in silence," replied Mr. Neville,

" with an

humble mind, yet with invincible courage patient in hope, strong

only in God, and deriving support and consolation from him alone
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fhe recalls to he n nd the image of her dying Saviour, remembers

his meek acceptance of that bitter cup, because it was sent to him by
his Heavenly Father

;
and says with him,

* My God, not my will, but

thine be done !'
:

We can imagine the feelings of the tender-hearted Hyacinthe,
when she accompanied Mr. Neville to the farm : her tears were all

dried up, but her pale countenance and trembling steps plainly indi-

cated her inward sufferings.

She arrived at length at the beautiful and picturesque farm, and

entered the garden, once the pride of its possessors ;
but in the rapid

glance which Hyacinthe cast over it, she read an accurate history of

grief in the careless state of this once cherished spot. One part of it

alone appeared never to have lost its interest with the inhabitants of

the farm : it was an arbour formed from a large hawthorn-tree, and

was surrounded by a tiny flower-garden. This spot they used to

call "May's Bower;" and it had been fostered with the tenderest

care, whilst every thing else had been neglected. A tear rose to her

eye as she passed it
;
but she checked every contending emotion, and

endeavoured to nerve herself for the approaching interview.

And indeed it required all her fortitude to suppress her sobs, when

she felt herself in the arms of her kindest and fondest of friends.

And when she read in her pale and worn countenance the inroads

which grief had made in her heart, she again sunk upon Mrs. Wil-

mot's bosom, exclaiming
" My mother! your May has retunred to

you unchanged, and with all the fond affection of your own child
;

she is come to mingle her tears with yours to share your anxieties,

and to endeavour to soothe you with her tenderest love. Oh ! this

dear, once happy home would that I had never left it ! But my
lather ! when may I see him ?"

"My dear child," replied Mrs. Wilmot, much affected, "he is

now sleeping, and we must not disturb him, for he has little rest

from pain ;
but you shall go with me and look at him. His sleep,

from the opium which has been administered, is profound ;
and I

would rather you should get over the first sight of his altered appearance
before he sees you. But promise me to be calm

; you always obeyed

your mother, darling, and I know I may rely upon you."
She then opened a door which led into a room on the same floor,

to which Farmer Wilmot had been removed
;

for before his illness

became so fatally severe, he had been able occasionally to walk in

the garden, and sit for awhile in the hawthorn bower, which the

spring had covered with the sweetest May blossoms.



82 HYACINTHE; OR, THE CONTRAST.

Hyacinthe, with an effort over her feelings, followed Mrs. Wilniot

into the room, and there she beheld the excellent being whom she

still continued in the light of a father. He was lying in a deep

sleep, supported by pillows. Could Hyacintbe, in this pale, spectral

form, recognize the athletic person of the well-looking farmer ? Dis-

ease had indeed done its worst
;
and yet the same kind benevolent

expression was still there
;
no impatient frown clouded his brow, and

a serene smile seemed to play upon his half-closed lips. A portrait

of herself, which Hyacinthe had sent to him, was hung exactly oppo-
site the bed, and in such a position that he could always see it

;
while

close to it hung a little straw bonnet and a grey cloak, which she im-

mediately recognized as her former possessions. The room was orna-

mented with presents which she at different times had despatched to

the farm, every thing evincing how much his thoughts were fixed

upon herself; while in his thin hand, which was lying on the cover-

lid, she perceived the last letter she had written to him.

Affected beyond measure, poor Hyacinthe sunk upon a chair by
the bedside, and wept in silence. Mrs. Wilmot drew the curtain

so as to shut out the sight of the afflicted Hyacinthe, sho-uld her

husband suddenly awake
;

and then seated herself by her darling

child, who, throwing an arm round her neck, wept gently upon her

bosom.

In about a quarter of an hour Farmer Wilmot moved. His wife

was immediately by his side. "
Jane,"he exclaimed, in a voice

hollow and weak,
"

I have had such a delightful dream. I fancied

that our child was here, and that I was holding her by the hand.

But I suppose," he added, with a deep sigh of disappointment,
"

it

was this dear letter which suggested the idea. However, she will

soon be here will she not?"

"Very, very soon, my dear husband," Mrs. Wilmot replied, en-

deavouring to speak calmly.
" But you must promise me, that when

you see her you will be perfectly still. You know how every exertion

brings on a return of your complaint ; therefore, when I tell you she

is come, you must be as tranquil and as composed as possible, under

such an agitating meeting."
"

I promise every thing, dear Jane
;
but when do you think I shall

see her? Recollect my life is ebbing fast; and I so pray for a few

days' enjoyment of her society."

"May is already at the Rectory," said Mrs. Wilmot, wishing to

prepare her husband by degrees. Then watching his countenance

with anxiety to see how it affected him, she added with caution.
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" indeed she is now on her way to the farm, nor should I wonder

should she arrive immediately : dear James," she at length said,

taking his hand with tenderness,
"

if I tell you that you shall see her

this mdtoent, will you promise your poor wife not to agitate yourself

will you be calm ?"

The farmer bowed his head in acquiescence ;
and his own May,

who could no longer control her feelings, drawing back the curtain,

sunk upon her knees before the bed, and exclaimed,
"
Here, father,

is your child."

We will pass over the first half hour of this happy meeting ;
for it

is not for the pen to describe its sacred nature. But it will be

pleasing to my readers to look again at our high-born heroine,

once more assuming the character of the humble May ;
for in a very

short space of time she had taken her place in the sick-room, and,

as if she had never quitted him, was again her father's nurse his

tender and watchful servant. She seemed to fall back immediately
into all her old habits of affection and usefulness; and the good man

might well forget that he had ever been deprived of her society.

Even Mrs. Wilmot became a secondary assistant in the dying man's

chamber. No one sm-oothed his pillows so well as May ;
no food

tasted so well as that which he saw her fingers prepare ;
no one read

so sweetly to him
;
no one slept so lightly by his side, as his sweet

May, who had insisted upon taking Mrs Wilmot's post upon a sofa

at night, as the poor grieving wife was very nearly worn out by

watching and cafe.

For a few days after Hyacinthe's arrival, Farmer Wilmot appeared

better
;

so much did happiness and gratified alfection excite and

revive him : but the flame which for a moment flashed with re-

newed life, sunk again ;
and the medical man pronounced that his

death was fast approaching. This was no distressing 'hearing to this

true Christian. The happiness he had enjoyed in again beholding

his beloved foundling, the comfort which her presence afforded him,

and the assurance that in her his poor widow would always find an

affectionate and zealous friend, only inspired him with more lively

gratitude towards the Author of this good.

With her hand clasped in his, and supported by his excellent

vrife, he felt he could die in peace. "Dearest child," he would

say, "think of me when I am gone, and may my last moments be a

source of comfort (o you ! for they will, I trust, show you the happi-

ness with which he who trusteth in the atonement of a Saviour, and

who claims the pardon gained for him by his all-sufficient sacrifice
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upon the cross, leaves a world which can only be a preparation for

that which is to come. Oh ! may it teach you, my beloved child,

to cherish that faith those holy affections and habits, which will

enable you to rejoice in the bright prospect of a happy death! and

surely it ought to confirm and strengthen your faith to behold a weak

mortal just about to die, full of joy and peace; enabled by that

same holy trust to contemplate with delight the approaching mo-

ment, when he may hope to be associated with kindred spirits in

everlasting joy and love. May you, my sweet child, ever taste with

a grateful heart the blessings which the unwearied hand of Provi-

dence has scattered in your path ! But do not lose sight of the far

greater delights the transcendant glories of your eternal throne.

Remember that you are a candidate for an inheritance among the

saints in bliss for the society of angels, and of God. May you, my
child may you, my beloved wife, be numbered among those active

servants whom the Lord at his coming shall find ready!"

Thus, with his latest breath, did this excellent man discourse with

those around him.

Ten days after Hyacinthe's arrival he died calmly and without

pain. His last words were addressed to his God his last look was

riveted upon the child of his adoption. So heavenly tranquil was his

departure, that how could his weeping survivors wish that he w-as

still lingering in this world of trouble ?

Such an end throws a soft and holy light over the dark valley of

the shadow of death. It bids the mourner and the sufferer " to be

of good cheer," and thus patiently and cheerfully to await the coming
of the Lord. It often softens the pangs of separation from those who

are dear to us
; teaching us that by a holy and righteous life, a per-

fect submission to the will of God a faith in his promises, death will

be robbed of its sting, and the grave of its victory.
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CHAPTER xx.

** Look above tbee there, indeed,

May thy thoughts repose delighted;
If thy wounded bosom bleed,

If thy fondest hopes are blighted,

There a stream of comfort flows."

HYACINTHS remained at Brooksicle farm until after she had wit-

nessed the last sad offices performed for the mortal remains of her

much-loved friend. We will pass over the details of that melancholy

day, when all that was left of one so dearly prized was for ever re-

moved from the home which had so long been his delight, to be

consigned to the dreary earth. We can all feel for the grief of those

who had loved the mild beauties of the character of the departed
Christian.

Hyacinthe was most affectionately anxious to arran-ge some plan

for the future comfort of the dear widow. She found that she still

wished to linger in the abode where she had spent the happiest, as

well as the saddest days of her life
;
therefore the farm and the offices

connected with agricultural pursuits were let off to a friendly neigh-

bour, and Mrs. Wilmot was left in possession of the house and

garden.

Hyacinthe had received carte blanche from her father, that she

might spare no expense to satisfy any of the wishes of her foster-

mother
;
but they were few in number, and it was a great comfort to

the considerate girl to find that she was able to make arrangements
for the continued residence of Susan Ashfield at the farm, whose kind-

ness and activity had much endeared her to Mrs. Wilmot.

Bitter was the idea of the approaching parting to Hyacinthe and

her adopted mother. It was almost heart-breaking to our poor

heroine, who felt that she would now be leaving Mrs. Wilmot with-

out that stay, that comfort which had hitherto softened every pain.

Henceforth she was to be alone in a place where every object, every

circumstance, must remind her of that dear husband whom she loved

next to God
;
and whom she would never again behold in a mortal

state. But when the Almighty in His infinite wisdom imposes a

sacrifice upon us, and takes from us some beloved object, he dous

not leave us to endure the stroke unsustained
;
and if through th

11
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veil of probationary sorrow which he spreads over us, we look up to

Him for aid, we shall receive it, and feel assured that by means of

such mortal trials we are to reap everlasting joy.

Jane Wilmot now shone forth as a true disciple of our Lord.
" My child," she said to Hyacinthe. who was weeping bitterly by her

side,
"
weep not for me, for God will not reject the prayer of the

poor and desolate, nor despise the broken and contrite heart. What
comfort does he not vouchsafe us, if in the hour of affliction we
*fist on him? Let us not then, my beloved girl, by the repining of

wounded heans, forego this blessed assurance of consolation. His

holy word teaches and enables us to endure whatever may be our lot

in this passing scene
; bidding us remember that it is here where we

must make good our claims to happiness hereafter. And, after
all,

how selfishly we mourn for the remaining days of a being whom in-

deed we fondly loved, but who must now be far happier with his

God, from whose sight sorrow and sighing flee away in whose pre-

sence is fulness of joy, and at whose right hand are pleasures for ever-

more! Such is the healing power of faith and true love towards

God, it sanctifies even the severest trials, and gives the mourner

power to say,
' Our light afflictions, which are but for a moment, are

not worthy to be compared with the glory that shall be revealed in

us,' if we pass through them in pious submission to the Divine

will."

Thus did this excellent woman combat with her own grief, to

impart consolation to her dear child. Oh! blessed are they who even

in the anguish of their spirit can bring their fainting hearts before the

footstool of their God ! With such,
"
weeping may endure for a

night, but joy cometh in the morning."
Before Hyacinthe quitted her early home, she felt that it would be

a melancholy gratification to pay a parting visit to one spot, from pe-

culiar circumstances most dear to her : it was her own May bower,

her former precious territory, and which had been so tenderly trea-

sured by her dear departed friend. There had they together planted

at its entrance a honeysuckle and a wild rose
;
and daily were they

tended, and fondly were they watched by him, as long as his feeble

limbs had permitted him to reach the spot. During her absence they

had grown and flourished
;
but the sweetness of both were passed for

a season, and their long and slender branches now hung in mournful

desolation.

With sad and faltering steps, the last morning of Hyacinthe's stay

at Brookside, she approached the spot which brought such painful,
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though tender recollections to her mind each bush, each stone,

told its noiseless tale of neglect and perished life
;
while the very

silence that surrounded her, spoke more eloquently than words could

have done of the loss her heart had sustained. She entered the

mossy bower, so long her favourite retreat, and gave way to the

feelings which oppressed her. Here it was almost a luxury to

weep ;
it seemed as if these mute witnesses of her early pleasures

were now become the sympathetic depositaries of her sacred and

maturer sorrow. Here she could almost fancy, in the excitement

wrought by memory on her imagination, that the spirit of the tender

friend for whom she grieved hovered near her. " Dearest father,"

she cried, as if addressing him,
" hear your child ! Your pure spirit

will rejoice, when she promises never to forget you, or the pre-

cepts it was your constant care to inculcate in her mind. Ever re-

membering them, I will endeavour to tread with watchfulness the

path of duty which lies before me
;

still imagining that I am cheered

by your kind smile of approbation ; and, in adversity or prosperity,

I trust I may prove myself worthy of the love and care which charity

first, and then affection, bestowed on the destitute May."

Hyacinthe was roused from a melancholy reverie, which followed

this apostrophe to the being who had so fondly sheltered and pro-

tected her childhood, by the arrival of Mr. Neville, who came to

inform her that every thing was in readiness for her departure.

She therefore prepared to bid a long, a last adieu tb the home of her

youth ;
but I should vainly attempt to depict the feelings which that

gave rise to :

44Ye who have known what 'tis to dote upon
A few dear objects, will in sadness feel

Such partings break the heart."

It was a very different scene to which Hyacinthe was returning,

although she was again to undergo the trials offered by the chamber

of death.

Since her departure Lady Avondale had become considerably

worse, and was now entirely confined to her room.

Lord Avondale met Hyacinthe on her arrival with a countenance

grave and dejected. He took her hand with mournful tenderness, as

he said,
" Your mother, my dear girl, has been dreadfully ill since

you were here, and her spirits are now in a very irritable and de-

pressed state. She declares that she will not see you ; adding, she

is sure you will be so dismal, and that you will tell such melancholy
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histories of the scenes you have lately witnessed. Therefore you
must not attempt to see her, until of her own accord she sends

for you. She is indeed, very, very ill, and in a wretched state of

mind."

Lord Avondale was much agitated, and his daughter partook too

much of his feelings to be able to speak.
"
Hyacinthe," he again said, after a dismal pause,

" how I wish

that your poor mother had ever experienced the blessings of reli-

gious instruction ! she might then have had some comfort in her

present state
;
but now I fear she has no hope in this world, or in the

next."

"Oh! say not so," exclaimed Hyacinthe, in an agony of terror;

whilst there is life there is hope, both for her soul and body.
Our gracious Lord freely offers his '

preserving grace' to enable a

willing soul to come to him. He does not content himself with

calling home his wandering sheep, but seeks those that are lost, and

when he has found them rejoiceth. If my poor mamma would

only fix her thoughts steadfastly upon her Redeemer, He has both

the power and will to restore her soul, and to reconcile her to her

Heavenly Father. Her wanderings cannot have been too wide to

hinder the effect of his divine influence
;

an influence which will

not only speak to her heart, but change her heart, and bring her at

once to her God. Let us send for the good Mr. Neville," she

continued, with a quickness of utterance and gentle earnestness

which spoke her interest in her words
;

" he has always been suc-

cessful in his endeavours to soften the pangs of the sick or the

dying. By the kindest manner, and the most soothing expressions,

he will draw her mind by degrees from this world, and induce her to

rely on our Saviour's mediation to secure her salvation. Is there

any thing too weak for him to strengthen too yielding for him to

render firm ? Oh ! no : believe me, my dearest father, that his voice

can call, cheer, and encourage her, and make her more than con-

queror over the most fearful adversary of her so-ul."

"
Hyacinthe," replied Lord Avondale,

" we will endeavour to do

the best to calm your afflicted mother; but I scarcely know how

we shall ever be able to introduce the subject of religion. She

would immediately think that we considered her in danger, ami then

the agonies of her mind would be beyond measure great. She has

had a life of what she considers happiness. The world is her idol,

and the idea of quitting it, for one with which she has so little ac-

quaintance, would be inguish and bitterness beyond endurance."
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"I do not despair, papa," Hyacmthe replied thoughtfully; "with

great care and caution much may be done
;
and I have been brought

up to consider it a most severe and bounden duty, that we all use our

endeavours, however feeble they may be, to assist each other on our

way to Heaven."

Whilst thus Hyacmthe was in the act of speaking to her father,

one of Lady Avondale's female attendants hastily entered the room,

to say that her ladyship had been suddenly seized with a fainting fit,

and begged Lord Avondale to come to her immediately.

Hyacinthe followed her father up the noble staircase, adorned

with vases and statues, with graceful lamps at every landing. And

oh ! the sumptuous, the splendid air of every thing within the

chamber of sickness ! contrasting so strangely with the rustic sim-

plicity of that in which she had so lately administered the services

of love and watchfulness. But the dispensations of Providence

arc fearful levelers of the factitious distinctions among men.
" Little boots

i$
to the course of Death, whether he plucks his

prey from the downy couch curtained with satin, or the wretched

pallet of a prison or workhouse. And what are all the dazzling

splendours of rank and riches? what have they of solace or miti-

gation to him bidden " to turn his face to the wall" to look his

last on life,
"

its toys and tinsel ?" Resignation to the will of

God yields a softer pillow to the dying one, than the utmost re-

finements of art
;
Christian faith beams more sweetly on the closing

lid, than the "
attempered light shed by perfumed oil from an agate

lamp."

Lady Avondale, after a short time, recovered from the succes-

sion of fainting fits which had so alarmed her attendants
;
but she

appeared suffering and much exhausted. Lord Avondale thought

this would be a favourable opportunity of introducing Hyacinthe

into the presence of her mother, and therefore motioned her to ap-

proach from the adjoining dressing-room, at the door of which she

had stationed herself; her heart beating with anxiety to be of assist-

ance, but withheld by the timidity of her gentle nature. She ad-

vanced, and, kneeling by the side of this still lovely woman, pressed

to her lips one of her hands, which hung listlessly over the sofa.

How Hyacinthe's affectionate bosom thrilled with joy, when she

beheld her mother's eye to her with a kind expression! Oh! how

she longed to impart to her all she felt! but she recollected that

her only chance of gaining any influence over her, would be in the

most cautious conduct and by the slowest degrees.
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When Lady Avondale was mure recovered, Hyacinthe said to her
in a cheerful voice,

" Mamma, you must not tell me to leave you ;

for do not imagine that I shall be a dismal companion. I trust if you
will try me, that you will find that I shall amuse, rather than depress

you."
"
Well, pretty Hyacinthe, I will try you," replied Lady Avon-

dale
; adding, with a faint smile, "to tell you the truth, I am

rather tired of all my present attendants. They were very attentive

when I was first taken ill
;
but now that my illness has lasted so

long, I evidently see that they are tired of the confinement it im-

poses on them. They are all an ungrateful set. Victorine is angry,
because I do not give her almost every day some dress that I have

scarcely worn
;
and all the others have some equally selfish cause of

dissatisfaction."

" Oh ! then, my dearest mamma, you must allow me to become

your nurse," Hyacinthe exclaimed, rejoicing at the ground she had

gained :
"
you know that I have not been brought up as a fine

lady ;
and if you will but try me, you will find how useful I can

make myself; and I hope you know that only one feeling will actuate

me that of pleasing, and being of service to you."

"Very well ;
I think I must adopt you as a nurse, my pretty Hya-

cinthe
;
but recollect, I am to have no dismalities no religion forced

upon me. I am sure," the Countess added, beginning to weep,
" that

I am miserable enough already, and want nothing to make me still

more wretched and melancholy."

Hyacinthe was so glad to have gained an access to her mother's

room on any terms, that she abstained from any premature anx-

iety to draw her mind to subjects which were really calculated to

soothe it.

In a few days a circumstance occurred, which quite established

Hyacinthe about the person of Lady Avondale. Mademoiselle Vic-

torine having heard of an eligible situation, and knowing that there

was little probability of her present lady ever entering again into that

course of life, which alone offered a harvest and occupation pleasing

to her peculiar talents, abruptly left her place ;
and Hyacinthe soon

evinced such intelligence and promptness, added to the most winning
softness and ability in attending to her mother, that soon she could

not bear her to leave her sight.

With a degree of skill and tact, scarcely in accordance with

the youth of our heroine, she at length introduced the dreaded

subject of religion. But oh! how distressing was the state in which
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she found her poor parent's mind ! No ray of light or hope ap-

peared to illuminate it all was darkness and confusion. She had

lived only for this world
;
and now that it was receding from her

grasp, she knew not what to cling to where to look for conso-

lation.

How different was this bed of sickness and of death to the one

Hyacinlhe had so lately watched ! There the poor sufferer's every

pang was soothed by the Divine hand by which he was supported.

The greater his pain and weakness the nearer he felt to his Re-

deemer. Here, racked with suffering, and with life drawing to its

close, Lady Avondale's heart still fixed itself with frightful tenacity

on the things of this world. Her impatience and fretfulness were

dreadful to witness
;
and when these evidences of temper subsided,

they were succeeded by despondence and wretchedness equally dis-

tressing to those around.

The decay of her beauty appeared to give her most disturbance
;

and the pleasures of dress, its study, and adornments to her invalid

frame, were still the paramount occupations of Lady Avondale's

mind. The knowledge of what was passing in the world was the

next subject of interest
;

and for the gratification of both these

tastes, she could not have had a more able assistant than in the '.

accomplished Abigail who replaced Victorine. It was with no

small degree of sorrow and unhappiness that Hyacinthe beheld from

day to day the shrinking form- baffle even the skill of the talented

lady's maid, to give the newly invented wrapping-gown the intended

fall
;
while the increasing hollow of the cheek, and the deepening

yellow of the complexion, mocked equally all attempts for the par-

tial concealment of the ravages of sickness, by the exquisite lace cap

and the delicate tinted ribbon. Hyacinthe recoiled from the vain

effort to make death look lovely, and with shrinking terror asked her-

self, whether it was thus an immortal spirit was to prepare to present

itself at the judgment-seat of its God ? But, after a short time, as

the disease under which the Countess laboured increased in violence,

it was the Almighty's gracious will to send his blessed assistance to

subdue her worldly feelings.

In her hours of loneliness in the dark monotony of a sick room,

the obligation seemed almost peremptorily enforced on her " to

commune with her heart, and be still." There, no festive sounds

disturbed her melancholy, but wholesome musings ;
no voices of

gay companions broke upon her solitude
;

no insidious flatterer

recalled the dream of vanity to her sinking heart. Conscience awoke
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from its deep slumber. She called her ways to remembrance ; she

cast a backward glance at the life of forgetfulness which she had

led, and a sense of wrong mingled with the recollections which
crowded upon her mind. Talents perverted, duties slighted, time

unredeemed, furnish but too many sources of terror and humiliation

to an awakened conscience. She began, though late, to feel that

there was no refuge from evil, no guard from sin, but in the know-

ledge of the Almighty God : and then a glimmering light broke over

her benighted soul, telling her there could be no pardon for past

unrighteousness but through the merits and mediation of a blessed

Redeemer. The holy radiance shed by the Spirit stayed not here

its blessed influence
; brighter and brighter grew its light ;

and soon

with holy fervour and heart-felt eagerness, the spontaneous prayer
burst from her trembling lips

" God be merciful to me a sinner ?"

At first this happy dawn was unperceived by Hyacinthe. She

had been accustomed, when observing the sufferings of Lady Avon-

dale more intense than usual, to kneel by her bedside, and pray in a

low but earnest voice that her mother's agony might be softened, and

her mind tranquillized. At first Lady Avondale appeared to take

little notice of this action
;
but by degrees Hyacinthe saw that she

sometimes listened, and soon found that it evidently gave her satis-

faction
;
for her countenance became more tranquil, and once or twice

she had whispered
"
go on."

One day, after Hyacinthe had been praying some time, in the

words of a beautiful prayer, which had been written by Mr. Neville

expressly for the chamber of death arid sickness, Lady Avondale, who
had listened with deep attention, at length said to her daughter in a

voice of intense emotion,
" Oh ! Hyacinthe, would that I could live some years longer to

make my peace with God ! that God whom I have never tried to

love ! Oh ! if you could know what it was to feel as I do now, you
would pity me. I am aware that I must die

;
and now, for the first

time, have learnt to reflect on what is to follow death. What is to

become of one who feels that she is, what your prayer has just

taught her,
* a stranger in the courts of the Lord ?' What a lesson

am I to those who, like me, have only lived for the enjoyments of

this world
;
who forget that there is an end to all things, and that

there is an ever-enduring hereafter? what is to become of me, dear

Hyacinthe ? I feel I have no time left to reconcile me to the God

whom I have so selfishly neglected. And for what? Alas! alas!

how paltry ar I grovelling appear the joys for which I have hitherto
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alone lived ! How loathsome the luxury for which I have bartered

my salvation ! But despair and sickness change most fearfully the

aspect of every thing ;
and I fancy now that I would gladly submit

to the severest penury to get rid of the upbraidings of my feelings.

Oh ! my child, how different I must appear to you when compared to

ihe good Farmer Wilmot, who led a life of duty and religious excel

lence ! to such a person, death and sickness must have been dis-

armed of all the horrors which now so appal me!"

Lady Avondale sunk exhausted on her pillow, overcome by the

painful violence of her remorseful feelings ;
while sobs and sighs

showed their continuance in her mind. But her words and dreadful

agitation, however they pained the tender heart of her daughter,

were not without comfort. She knew that it was that state of

mind alone which would bring with it ultimate peace : and she

inwardly thanked her God, that her poor mother was at length

brought to the knowledge of her great and absolute want of the

atoning power and assistance of our Saviour and the Holy Spirit.

Hyacinthe's whole time and conversation from this day past were

devoted to pious subjects. Much wras she enabled to say that soothed

and consoled her dying parent. She assured her how precious in the

sight of God were those sighs of penitence breathed in secret those

tears unseen by human eyes ;
that our tender Father views with

attentive and compassionate regards the first faint effort to return to

Him
;

that he strengthens us by his grace ;
he encourages us by his

promises ;
he guides us by his Spirit ;

arid receives us into the num-

ber of his children
;
that

** His ear is open to the faintest cry,

His grace descends to meet the lifted eye,

He reads the language of a silent tear,

And sighs are incense from a heart sincere."

Thus soothed and encouraged by her virtuous daughter, Lady
Avondale passed the remaining months of her life. She learnt to

look forward with hope to that kingdom, the only subject worthy
the struggles and exertions of an immortal spirit. She looked back

with shame and contempt to the frivolous pleasures and paltry grati-

fications by which the stream of her life had been so polluted and

disturbed. Objects once contemplated with delight, were seen in

their real proportions ;
and they appeared less than nothing the

nothingness of vanity! She felt the absurdity and evil of those

high thoughts of her bosom which, engendering pride, had led to

12
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bitterness and every unworthy passion, and deeply did she now con-

temn them.

She at length learnt with deep humility to hope that pardon would

be extended, notwithstanding the past unrighteousness of her days,
she learnt to believe that she had " an advocate with the Father

even Jesus Christ the righteous ;" that " Him hath God exalted to

be a Prince and Saviour, to give repentance to Israel, and forgive-

ness of sins /"

With this deep conviction Lady Avondale's last moments were

gilded. She sank into her eternal rest, from the arms of her daughter
and husband, who himself benefited by the rays of holiness shed on

the pillow of death
;
and we must hope that her humble and contrite

heart, with all its -affections increased and purified, was received as a

peace-offering by a merciful God !

CHAPTER XXI.

"
Hope gladdens the world with its living ray,

And smiles serenely on all ;

It scatters a thousand charms in its way
Over this earthly ball ;

It has streams of peace, and joy, and love,

To water this valley of death ;

And brings the flowers of heaven from above

For virtue's undying wreath."

HYACINTHE is now about to take her leave of her kind readers.

We have seen her sustain more than one character, and I trust it

has been in a manner likely to edify those of my young friends

who may chanee to peruse this simple tale. But we will not

leave her in sorrow and affliction. The Almighty hand showered

much felicity upon her during the remainder of her life : not that

she escaped the pains and troubles which we must all expect to

meet with in the course of our pilgrimage through a world, the paths

of which are, for the wisest reasons, strewed alike with thorns and

roses. She had her share of human woe
;
but it was so chastened

and supported by the aid to which she always looked, that every

sorrow was softened. Rich is the reward, even on earth, in peace
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of conscience, to those who only trust in God. He will hear the

voice of our prayers He will send his Holy Spirit to guard us

from the pollutions, and guide us through the perplexities of the

world
;
and he will ultimately welcome us to that eternal home,

where the ransomed of the Lord shall meet to taste of everlast-

ing joy.

After the sad scene wrhich Lord Avondale and Hyacinthe had

witnessed at the castle, Lord Avondale was anxious that by change
of place the sorrowful impression left on their minds should be in

a measure obviated : they therefore made a short tour on the con-

tinent. On their return Hyacinthe was delighted by her father

proposing a visit to Beechwood
;
and too happy was she to find

herself once more in the arms of her dear aunt and amiable cousins.

Lord Avondale, soon after their arrival, told her that business

would take him from her for a few weeks, and that he would then

return to accompany her back to Avondale Castle.

It was with much regret that Hyacinthe parted with her father
;

her young affectionate heart clung with the truest filial love to one

who had endeared himself to her by such constant tenderness and

indulgence ;
but he promised her soon to return, and added, that

his leaving her was in order to insure her future happiness. He
said this with a look so full of cheerful satisfaction, that it communi-

cated pleasure to the heart of his daughter. Her thoughts instantly

glanced towards her dear friends at Fairbrook
;
but Lord Avondale

had been so invariably silent upon the subject, that, with the delicacy

which was natural to her, she had scarcely ever ventured to express

her feelings or wishes relative to the objects of her early affection,

from the fear that it might be irksome to him.

At the expiration of six weeks Lord Avondale returned, im-

proved in looks and spirits. He would not hear of extending their

stay at Beechwood beyond the next day, and appeared all anxiety to

be at home.

What joy what happiness awaited our heroine, on her arrival at

the castle !

"
Hyacinthe," said Lord Avondale, when they had entered the

hall,
" I wish to show you an alteration I have made in your apart-

ments."

She followed the Earl with eagerness, seeing by his countenance

that some joyful surprise awaited her : and indeed most joyful were

her feelings, when, on entering -her sitting-room, she was clasped to

the bosom of her foster mother.
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" We are never again to part, my darling child," exclaimed this

excellent woman
;
while Hyacinthe, who wept from excess of emo-

tion, could only falter out, as she for a moment turned from her em-

brace, to throw herself into the arms of Lord Avondale, "Oh! this is

indeed happiness! how can I ever thank you sufficiently, my dear,

kind father?"

After a few minutes given to the delight of this meeting, Mrs. Wil-

mot opened a door which communicated to apartments Lord Avon-

dale had destined for her use
;
and there Hyacinthe found the good

Susan Ashfield, who had a room appropriated to her, close to those

of her mistress.

Mrs. Wilmot was to reside at the castle as long as she lived
;

where indeed her days might pass as quietly as at her cottage. She

was put into possession of a bed-room and a small dressing-closet

with a charming sitting-room, looking into a beautiful flower-garden,

which she was also to consider her own. A private staircase com-

municated with these rooms, which led to a small vestibule, by
which she could at once descend to her little territory, from whence

a path led to the most secluded and beautiful parts of the park.

Her dear child could be with her the greatest part of the day ;
for

it is needless to state that the two governesses appointed to attend

on the Lady Hyacinthe had long since been dismissed, her future

education being more judiciously designed. And how felicitous

it was'Ho the high-born heiress of Avondale Castle, to feel that she

could now watch over the declining years of one who had succoured

the destitute little May ;
and by unwearied kindness and attention

endeavour to repay her for all that had been done for her during her

more than usually helpless childhood ! And poor Mrs. Wilmot how

did her pious heart expand with gratitude to God, who thus rewarded

her by a protected and happy old age for the deeds of charity done in

earlier years !

"
But, my dear Mrs. Villars, and dear good Mr. Neville, how you

will miss them, my own darling mother! and how distressed they

must have been to have lost you !" said Hyacinthe, with a shaded

countenance, after the first joyous excitement had subsided.

" Ask no questions, dearest, and wait with patience, and you will

find they are almost as happy as I am."

With this delightful assurance of Mrs. Wilmot, Hyacinthe was

obliged to be satisfied
;
for she could elicit nothing further either from

her or Lord Avondale.

Much did it delight this affectionate girl to witness the attentive
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kindness of the Earl's manner to Mrs. Wilmot, who with tears of

gratitude told the history of her being now domesticated at the castle.

Lord Avondale had come in person to the farm, to solicit her to

take up her abode under the same roof with her adopted daughter.
" I felt much, my dear child/' she added,

" in leaving the spot

where rested all that remained to me of my precious husband
;

and at first I felt that it would be impossible for me to tear myself

away from my dear home : but at length I considered how he would

have wished me to have acted, and at once my mind was altered.

I knew that to give you happiness would have been his most fervent

wish
;
and believe me, my child, it is mine also. Life once more

will become interesting to me, for I can now again devote myself to

you ;
and in seeing your happiness I shall have fresh and daily

cause of adoring the Divine source from whence it flows.

The next day was Sunday. Hyacinthe, now mistress of her own

actions, and of her father's establishment, was anxious to introduce,

by degrees, into Avondale Castle, the habits of Beechwood. How

happy it would make her if she could induce those around her to

consider this holy day as one of rest nd recollection, and of com-

munion with God : in which the Lord's name was to be honoured

and praised, from the rising up of the sun to the going down

thereof !

With very varied feelings did this amiable girl pursue her path

towards the church, leaning on the arm of her father, who seemed,

by a tender pressure of the hand, whose trembling was perceptible

to him, to seek to calm the agitation of which he himself partook.

Hyacinthe certainly felt calmer and happier than she had ever

done before at Avondale Castle
;
but still tears of sorrow rose to

her eyes, when she remembered the young and lovely mother who

was now in her untimely and much dreaded grave. She was about

to visit the church, where in the cold, dark vault, rested all that

remained of one whose happiness had been in luxury : here was the

mouldering form of her whose pride had been perishable beauty,

and those riches, of which all that now availed to the short-lived

worldling was the escutcheoned coffin which held her inanimate

dust ! It was an awful and afflicting lesson
;
but the agitated Hya-

cinthe then thought of the last scene of the existence of her mother

with a composing satisfaction, and prayed with inward but intense

fervour that she was received by God as a truly penitent sinner,

although indeed she came to Him for pardon but at the " eleventh

hour."
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On entering the pew, to which they had access by a private door,

Hyacinthe sunk on her knees in pious prayer. But what voice was

it that startled her in her meditations ? what well-known accents

met her ear, when, as if in accordance with the subject of her medi-

tations, the clergyman commenced the service with the words, "The
sacrifices of God are a broken spirit : a broken and a contrite heart,

O God, thou wilt not despise!"

Hyacinthe hastily rose, and, going forward in the pew, looked

anxiously towards the reading-desk, w7here she beheld her dear

friend, the pious instructor of her early years, the venerated Mr.

Neville ! Softened and saddened by the reflections which had pre-

viously filled her mind, the unexpected sight filled her bosom wi h

emotion, and she cast her eyes towards Lord Avondale to seek some

explanation of the occurence. His were beaming with tenderness

on herself ; and inwardly he felt most happy that the surprise should

in a measure disturb the mournful thoughts, which, from the peculiar

character of her mind, he had felt sure would be created by her first

visit to the holy edifice where rested the marble sepulchre of her

mother. The eyes of Hyacinthe were again turned towards Mr.

Neville, whose voice faltered in a slight degree as his regard met

hers ;
but he instantly recovered, and he proceeded with the service

in his usual impressive manner.

The sermon explained to our heroine the mystery of Mr. Neville's

appearance at Avondale. He addressed his congregation for the first

time, and presented himself as their future Rector. His discourse

was most eloquent and touching ;
and tears were drawn from the eyes

of many of the congregation. As for Hyacinthe, hers flowed in tor-

rents ;
but they were tears of joy, of gratitude, and surprise.

At the conclusion of the service she was conducted by her father

into the arms of Mrs. Villars, who was waiting for her in the porch ;

and in a moment she found herself in the Rectory, which was adjoin-

ing the church, pressed alternately to the bosom of her two kind

friends.

The history of all this happiness was briefly thus. The living

of Avondale became vacant a few months before
;

and it was

Lord Avondale's earnest wish, both on his own account and Hya-

cinthe's, to present it to Mr. Neville. For this purpose he visited

Fairbrook, and, in the kindest and most delicate way, besought his

acceptance of it.

No expense or pains had been spared to make their new abode

delightful, and indeed it was a lovely spot. What joy what happi-
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ness did these arrangements insure to Hyacinthe ! How could she

be sufficiently grateful to her considerate parent?
"
Only," she ex-

claimed, with fervour, pressing his hand again and again to her lips,
"
by devoting my life to you, and by making your pleasure my first

and dearest care."

Hyacinthe is so happy now, that it is a favourable opportunity

of allowing the curtain to fall on her and her delighted friends.

However, trusting she has excited some little interest in the minds of

my young readers, for their gratification we will just take a little peep
into her maturer years, and add, that our amiable heroine had a long
life of happiness that she was the joy and comfort of Lord Avon-

dale's old age, the pride and delight of the good Rector and his

sister, and the solace and blessing of her adopted mother.

Hyacinths shone no less brightly in her character of wife and

mother
;
and was rewarded by finding an excellent husband in the

son of Lord Greville.

It was new life and existence to the good Mrs. Wilmot, when she

held in her arms another little "May ;" for so was named our hero-

ine's first child. " Mother" was the endearing name by which the

excellent woman was called by the children of " her child," as she

still fondly styled the Lady Hyacinthe Mansfield
;
and in superin-

tending these dear charges she felt she had something to live for :

and she was indeed loved by them and their gentle mother with an

affection at once tender and enduring.

And now, my readers, farewell. I trust that my Hyacinthe may
be as kindly received as her predecessor, "Alice Seymour;" and

that her life may offer amusement as well as instruction to those who

peruse these pages. I have essayed in this Tale, as in my first, to

make it a practical lesson
;
and to show that a deep sense of religion

will alone gild the path of life with permanent brightness ; and that

the measure of happiness enjoyed by rational beings, even in this

world, depends more upon their personal qualities upon the princi-

ples, habits, and dispositions they cultivate, than upon external cir-

cumstances; and that no course of life can be safe or satisfactory

which is pursued without reference to God. I seek not to prove that

riches and prosperity are not good, or that sickness and suffering are

not evils
;
but I would wish to show that both may be sanctified,

and each state rendered subservient to the glory of Him who dis-

penses both good and evil. Only let us "watch and pray," and

trust in Him
;

let us earnestly implore the assistance of his Holy
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Spirit, that we may be enabled lemperaTely to enjoy, and meekly to

suffer, all that is decreed by his will
;

thus insuring to ourselves a

strong, constant, and sustaining sense of his protecting goodness and

unfailing wisdom. Then, whether our path lead amidst sunny pas-

tures or through the barren wilderness, we shall perceive that a hea-

venly arm directs, and a heavenly smile invites us to press forward in

well-doing, even through storms and darkness, to that pure region
where all is cloudless and serene.

THE END.
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