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But oft as Judge so faithful did prefer
The right before the expedient.

HORACE, The Odes, iv, ix.






EXTRACT FROM A LETTER WRITTEN BY THE
HONOURABLE CHARLES FRANCIS GREVILLE
TO
SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON, K.B.

“Emmad'’s passion is admiration, and it is not trouble-
some, because she is satisfied with a limited sphere, but
is capable of aspiring to any line which would be cele-
brated, and it would be indifferent, when on that key,
whether she was Lucretia or Sappho, or Scevola or
Regulus; anything grand, masculine or feminine, she
could take up, and if she took up the part of Scevola,
she would be as much offended if she was told she was
a woman as she would be, if she assumed Lucretia, she
was told she was masculine.”
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CHAPTER ONE

ITTLE clouds, like wisps of swansdown, floated slowly across the

pale blue sky; a kite hovered over the mud flats on the Surrey

side of the river; the brown sails of a hoy slid {rom concealment be-

hind No. 14, Chatham Place, dipped under Black{riars Bridge, and
emerged before disappearing behind the last house in the row.

It was half-past five in the morning and the second day of June,
Women, carrying on their heads baskets of fruit and vegetables, were
coming up from the bridge, bringing produce from the market gar-
dens of Lambeth to sell in the city. Waggons and carts rumbled
past. Two men, trotung briskly, carried a swaying sedan-chair, re-
versed to show it was empty. Beggars, pedlars, sweeps and appren-
tices followed one another; an Italian in a tight velvet suit goaded
with a cudgel the chained brown bear that ambled painfully before
him.

Rain had fallen heavily on the previous night. In the gutter running
down the centre of the pavement, and in sunken parts of the cobbled
surface, water still lay, and formed mirrors that darkly reflected lazily
moving clouds. Mud, pressed by heavy wheels, stood up in scolloped
ridges and made necklaces around the street posts, spattered the
window-panes and clung to iron railings.

At the third house from the river on the east side of Chatham
Place, Emy Lyon, with graceful sweeping gestures, washed imprints
of Dr. Budd's square-toed shoes and circular impressions of Mrs.
Budd's pattens from the stone steps leading from the pathway to
the frowning nail-studded door. On her right, protected by dumpy
stone posts, another flight of steps descended to an area so narrow
that light, filtering down to the barred kitchen window, was in-
sufficient to penetrate to the cavernous fireplace at the farther side of
the cellar. So muted was the daylight that Jane Farmer was often
compelled to roast and fry with a candle in her hand, an encumbrance

3



4 BRIDE OF GLORY

which she asserted was the cause of the burnt and tallow-flavoured
dishes served with such assurance and stately dignity.

Emy Lyon, having cleaned the last step, set aside the holystone,
scrubbing-brush and clout, picked up the pail, and, with a dexterous
swing, flung the dirty water towards the gutter. This accomplished,
she inverted the pail, sat down upon it, and leant comfortably against
the railings dividing the steps of Dr. Budd’s residence from the steps
of Mrs. Tarraway’s lodging-house next door.

Beneath a hessian apron was the same pink cotton frock Emy had
worn at school and at her first situation as nurse-maid to the children
of Dr. John Thomas at Hawarden in Flintshire; it was new on Emy’s
thirteenth birthday, now she was fifteen and as mature in figure as
many girls of twenty. The waist-gathers had been released, a false hem
elongated the skirt, but the childish tight bodice refused to be adapted
to Emy’s swelling bosom and gaped brazenly beneath the kerchief
Mrs. Budd obliged her to wear hanging from her neck. Emy had no
money to rectify deficiencies; and her mistress, the careful only child
of the wealthy merchant Stabler, was unwilling to pay a quarter’s
wages before they were due. Had it not been for Dr. Budd’s objection
to the ineffective kerchief, Emy must have remained immodest until
the first day of August.

“Woman,” the doctor thundered at his frugal spouse, “ you might
as well tie a red flag round the girl’s neck and be done with it. Do you
want folks in London to think we keep a stew? What'll our neigh-
bours say of us for sending Henry and little Richard for walks past
the Bridewell in charge of a wench whose bosom 1s as naked as those
of the whores beating hemp on t'other side of the wall? ”

Mrs. Budd, a pock-marked woman with thin shrewish lips, applied
a vinaigrette to her nostrils as a counter-irritant against the robust
speech.

“If I advance Emy her wages, how do you know she’ll come back
1o earn them? The girl’s got a cast in her eye, and that’s a certain
sign of shifty character.”

“Nothing of the sort,” the doctor snorted, “the small patch of
brown pigmentation which extends from the iris of the left eye
cannot be regarded by rational persons as a blemish to character.”

“Perhaps you'd like to give the chit a month’s wages from your
own pocket? ¥ Mrs. Budd acidly suggested.

“I will, and a day’s holiday into the bargain. She’ll enjoy the shop
windows, after the wilds of Wales.”
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Conflicting emotions disturbed Mrs. Budd. She disliked her hus-
band’s interest in Emy, but she was pleased to be saved money. “ The
girl gets nine shillings a month—servants are paid hugher 1n London
than in Berkshire. Just to think, two months ago in Newbury I was
giving eight shillings a month to a good cook.”

“In London, Madam, you have no cook at all. If you keep Jane
Farmer much longer I'll be a patient in St. Bartholomew’s, and not
the hospital’s physician.”

Emy, ignorant of the dissension which had procured good fortune,
sat unconcernedly enjoying the bustle of the sunny street. Suddenly
an expression of fear crossed her lovely face, her eyes widened with
apprehension, her beautiful red mouth opened distractedly as with a
hurried gesture she slipped her fingers inside her worsted stocking.
Relief was manifested in her speaking face; she shook the contents
of a paper packet into her lap. There fell out, ghinting in the sunshine,
three Queen Anne shillings, two George I sixpences, a florin stamped
with the heavy profile of the second George, and twelve fourpenny
pieces of good Farmer George. Never before had Emy possessed so
much wealth. Picking up each coin, she studied the royal head, until
it occurred to her they would look pretty arranged together in a
heart-shaped pattern on the pavement, with the King at the top, to
show how much she honoured him. It took several minutes to form
a design to her liking, and she became oblivious to happenings around
her until she was startled by a shadow and a whining voice. Emy
looked up into the bold, ravaged face of a young woman who wore
tatters of squalid finery.

“What a lot of money you've got, my pretty baggage!—enough to
keep a poor doxy like me until luck changed. Not a bite nor sup has
crossed my lips these two days, so help me Gawd. They've used me
cruelly, my ducky: three floggings in eight days, until my flesh was
torn and bleeding. Lopk at my hands! ” She thrust reddened and
blistered palms into Emy’s face. “Hemp—beating that blasted
hemp! ” Her voice was heavy and venomous. “ You be careful, my
beautiful poppet; don’t be ready to oblige the gentlemen, or you'll
soon find yourself beating hemp in the clink along with other poor
females. Oh, Christ! ” she moaned; “if I had all that money I'd quit
this heartless town and go back to my dear old mother in the country.”

The woman’s garments gave off a foul, damp odour, a rank miasma
which seemed to sublimate from her fevered personality. Emy hastily
picked up the coins and held them tightly. Bewildered and dismayed,
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she tried to edge away, but the pail was jammed against the iron
railing.

“Indeed I'll give you a sixpence, poor woman; but I can’t spare
more. "Tis all I've got to bless myself with, and I've to make it buy
two gownds, two shifts and a petticoat.” Selecting the brightest coin,
Emy dropped it into the woman’s scarred palm.

“ A sye-buck’s no good to me, you mean young varmint.”

Eagerly Emy added her second sixpence, and was rewarded by a
sharp clout on her ear. In self-protection she raised her clenched fist.
Her wrist was caught, her arm bent back, and so exquisite was the
pain that her fingers released their hold and her money dropped
into the hand waiting to receive it.

Laughing, the woman turned and began rapidly to walk up the
square towards the city.

Emy leapt to her feet, and the strength and height of her lovely
body became apparent. No longer was she a sweet, beautiful child;
she had changed into a wild, vengeful force. Her checks flamed, her
eyes sparkled, her teeth caught the lower lip of her vivid, bow-shaped
mouth. With lithe, silent steps she overtook her enemy, and with a
pounce caught her by the wrist and throat. As Emy dug her fingers
into the scrofulous neck, triumphant exultation swept over her. She
made no sound, but her eyes sparkled and the brown mark on her
left eye, to which Mrs. Budd took exception, seemed to expand and
darken. Pressing downward with all her strength, Emy forced her
victim to her knees.

The woman coughed and choked, her face assumed a mottled
purple hue slightly alarming to Emy, who, relinquishing her stran-
gling grip, changed the punishment to hard slaps, administered partly
with restorative intent.

“T’ll pay you for thinking you could rob me. Mind this: nobody can
get the better of Emy Lyon! I'm civil and obliging to everybody, but
I spare none that treats me ill.”

Using her nails, she attempted to tear her money from the woman’s
grasp, and was touching the edge of a coin, when a heavy hand fell
on her shoulder, and a deep voice said: “Shame on you, a great
powerful wench, for belabouring a feeble creature unable to defend
herself.”

Emy turned furiously. “Indeed she’s no feeble creature, but the
wickedest cheat you ever saw. She was strong enough to twist my
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wages from my hand when I was making her a present as kind as
possible.”

The tradesman, middle-aged and burly, wore a brown grogram
coat, black silk waistcoat, corduroy small-clothes, black worsted stock-
ings and stout lcather shoes with buckles. His wig was of the style
known as a Dark Major, hus hat three-cornered, and decorated with
a large blue cockade.

Easily he dragged Emy away and raised the woman to her feet.
Both amazons looked the worse for the encounter. Emy’s bodice had
entirely given up the attempt to encompass her vigorous body, the
cotton had split under the arms, the kerchief supplied by Mrs. Budd
lay muddied on the pavement. Her arms were scratched, her cap was
off, her auburn hair was uncoiled and fell 1n a heavy rope almost to
her feet.

She became aware of a number of people, spectators who, having
taken sides, shouted blame or encouragement. Her spirits rose—she’d
show thenm. . ..

Tossing her head, she shook her hair about her, a mantle of golden
chestnut. Then she smiled. There was no guile in Emy’s smule, it
was artless and confiding, full of mischief, infectiously gay. She had
the satisfaction of sceing her audience reflect her own enjoyment, and
decided it was the prettiest sight. . . . Such a number of admiring
friendly faces. . . .

Emboldencd by success, she kissed her fingers to them, choosing
so to salute the poorest and ugliest. Murmurs of approval greeted
her. A girl carrying cornflowers to sell ran forward and tucked a
bunch into Emy’s bosom; an old beggar woman lifted a vivid tress
and with a blessing pressed it to her lips. Tears filled Emy’s eyes
and rolled down her cheeks. The people were the kindest she had
ever met, and how she loved them! . ..

While Emy dominated her little stage, the woman who had been
the cause of drama took the opportunity to slink away, hugging the
railings until she reached the first of the large houses, which, pro-
jecting across the northern end of the square, hid her from view.
Her absence was first noticed by the burly tradesman, who, dis-
comfited by the adverse tide of public opinion, stood outside the
bewitched circle.

“Well, my girl, the young woman’s gone, and if you've spoken
truth, your wages have gone with her.” His voice carried the satisfac-
tion of one privileged to witness just retribution.
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“Oh, you wicked old man to let her go! You're nothing better
than a common thief yourself, to come interfering with a girl fighting
for her own. If you'd left me be I'd have gotten back my wages.”
Clenching her hands, Emy confronted him with a vivid face expres-
sive of rage and contempt. “ What will I do? Ttus day I was to buy
two gownds, two shufts and a petticoat, because I wasn’t clad fit {or
a gentleman’s house, and now, thanks to you, I'm robbed and tattery
and what's to become of me God only knows!”

With pliant grace, Emy subsided on the pavement and wept. Sym-
pathetic murmurs came from spectators; a cripple shook a withered
fist and hoped the devil would blast all tyrants and oppressors. Em-
barrassed, the tradesman appeared about to speak, thought better of
1t, and sheepishly fingered his purse.

Representatives of all trades augmented the crowd: a mercer
dressed in black with a white tie-wig, white silk stockings, muslin
ruffles and japanned pumps; a white-garbed baker; a water-man in a
petticoat and woollen jersey; respectable merchants m brown gro-
gram coats and grizzled brigadier wigs; butchers in blue coats and
aprons; carpenters wearing brown-paper caps and white aprons
looped up at the side; a shoemaker 1 a short leather apron and a
blacksmith in a long one; tapsters, porters, barbers and printers, each
identified by his apron or his dress, each identical, in that he wore
a blue cockade somewhere about his person.

In the quiet purlieus of Chatham Place such a concourse, so curi-
ously agreed as to ornament, almost distracted Emy from her troubles.
But not quite; her torn, bedraggled gown was a reminder. Casting
another furious glance at the cause of her predicament, she rose to
her feet and ran towards the house of Dr. Budd. She wouldn’t be a
raree-show for a lot of gaping men, that she wouldn’t! . ..

Her audience broke up; beggars and street vendors turned their
faces to the city, men wearing blue cockades converged and marched
together down Chatham Place to Blackiriars Bridge.

On reaching the familiar steps to No. 3, Emy felt a touch and turned
round. The tradesman again confronted her, this time holding a ten-
shilling piece in his palm.

“T don’t wish to think of you suffering through any fault of mine.
Here are your wages, and a shilling interest to pay for your drub-
bing.”

Emy stared him up and down. “ Duwch! What do you take me
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for? Helping to rob me one minute, trying to bribe me the next!
I'll have none of your charity, and by God I had no drubbing.”

He looked astonished and uncomfortable. “You’d best take it—for
the clothes you need.”

“T'll go in rags,” Emy imperiously responded, “I don’t care; but
I'll pay you for insulting me if you go on holding out that money.”

The half-sovereign still lay in his hand. For a moment longer Emy
regarded the coin, then, very deliberately, she flicked it with her
finger. Glittering, it flew through the air, to fall with a tiny splash
into the gutter.

Nonplussed and stuttering, the tradesman harangued her for in-
gratitude. Maintaining an impervious demeanour, Emy sat down
again on the inverted pail, while her eyes followed with Lively interest
the spirited movements of a black horse harnessed to a red-wheeled
dark-blue phaeton that had turned the corner from William Street.
A dirty ostler from the livery stables drove this stylish carriage, which
was accompanied by two enormous footmen in white wigs, scarlet
coats, canary-yellow waistcoats, white breeches and stockings, who
distributed handbulls as they ran. Having witnessed the ceremony for
four successive mornings, Emy had become familiar with the bills,
and was prepared for the tradesman’s exclamation of astonishment
when he read:

“If there be one human being, rich or poor, male or female in or
near this great metropolis of the world, who has not had the good
fortune and the happiness of hearing of the celebrated lecture, and of
seeing the GRAND CELESTIAL STATE BED, and the MAG-
NIFICENT ELECTRICAL APPARATUS, and the supremely
brilliant and unique decorations of this enchanting Elysian Palace!
where wit and mirth, love and beauty—all that can delight the soul,
and all that can ravish the senses, will hold their court, this, and every
evening this week in chaste and joyous assemblage! let them now
come forth, or for ever afterwards let them blame themselves, and
bewail their irremediable misfortune.”

“God bless my soull ” cried the astonished citizen. “I've learnt
more this morning than in all the rest of my life.”

“Indeed it pays to rise early.” Having recovered from her ill-hu-
mour, Emy was eager to efface the memory of it from the mind of her
adversary.



10 BRIDE OF GLORY

“The sins of London are worse than I believed. If you don’t quickly
mend your ways, young woman, I prophesy you'll dic in musery and
want.”

“Should you be thinking of the lost money, 'twill do good 1 the
end,” Emy comforted. “ Many poor people come this way from Lock’s
Fields, among them an old gamma who collects dust or what you
will give her. If I see her I'll tell her to scarch the gutter. You'd be
glad to make her happy, I'm sure, for, my God how ugly she is! She
looks two ways for Sunday!”

Grunting angrily, the man turned on his heel and stumped towards
the bridge. “ Abandoned gull” he shouted over his shoulder.

More and more men wearing blue cockades streamed through the
opening at the north end of Chatham Place. At the bridgchead a
couple of sailors, having constituted themselves stewards, marshalled
the crowd 1nto some kind of order. Early workers, aitizans, and itin-
erant traders, bound for the City, had to fight their way through the
throng. Only the black horse, drawing the glittering blue phaeton,
managed to keep a clear space for himself. As he pranced up the
square, Emy was able to read a placard on the back of the carriage
which announced in large red letters:

“Doctor James Graham will lecture this night at the TEMPLE
OF HEALTH, Adelphi, on the whole art of living with health,
honour and happiness in this world, for at least a hundred years.”

A church clock struck six, Miss Mary Mudge’s time for unbolting
the front door of No. 4 preparatory to emerging with pail and clout
for the cleansing of Mrs. Tarraway’s flight of steps.

“’T1s a fine morning! ” Emy announced.

Kneeling on the steps, Miss Mudge ran her nose along the back
of her hand before she grudgingly answered: “For a wonder!”

“How soon will you be ready to start? ”

“When I've done! ”

Recogmizing that Mary was in one of her moods, Emy silently
watched her fish from the pail a dripping piece of hairy coco-nut husk.
Stretching her hand across the empty shell, Mary applied the harsh
fibre to the stone, producing a rasping sound which seemed to ap-
pease her temper. She looked down at Emy seated below, and in
more conciliatory tones inquired: “ Who knocked at your area door
long past midnight?”
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“Jane went to the playhouse secretly and got caught in the storm.
I was to let her in when she drummed on the window, but I fell
asleep and she had trouble to rouse me.”

“Pity the watch didn’t catch her, trapesing about the town when
all respectable females are in their beds!”

Mary dragged the pail along the step; it gave a shrill, vindictive
screech, as if endorsing her sentiments.

“Jane means to be a play-actress herself, and how can she learn but
by copying others? Last night after she came in she acted a hittle piece
about a lady named Macbeth who'd helped to do a murder and
thought her hands were still bloody. So frighteningly did she act
that I couldn't sleep fill cock crow.”

“The brazen hussy! And then lying abed while you do her work.
If I was nurse-maid I wouldn’t do kitchen tasks! ”

“'T1s no trouble, and I gain an hour to watch what’s going on.
People coming from the bridge speak to me as pleasant as possible,
then the lovely black horse, the fine turnout, and the runmng foot-
men make as grand a sight as ever I saw. The doctor humself, coming
down the steps in his rich clothes, looks splend:d as a play-actor! ”

“You've caught hus eye,” Mary grudgingly acknowledged. “Last
evening, when I brought his candle, he asked who was the young
beauty what sat outside 1n the early mornings singing like a lark.
I said you didn’t sing.”

“But I do,” Emy indignantly retorted. “ Yesterday when he was
getting mnto his carriage I sang:

““Obh, had my love né’er smiled on me,
I ne'er had known such angussh;
But think how false, how cruel she,
To bid me cease to langussh;
To bid me hope....”

“Stop your squalling; you'll wake the gentry and get us both into
trouble.”

Surprised and mortified, Emy gazed at her friend. “Don’t you
like 1t? Jane heard the song at Covent Garden Theatre, and I had her
teach it to me because I think it the prettiest thing . . .”

“To sing to a gentleman quitting his lodgings? You don’t know
how to behave, and I'm in two minds if I'll take you to buy your
gownds, a shameless wench who acts no better than a tavern ballad-
singer! If 'twasn’t that your bursting clothes disgrace all modest
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fernales, I declare I wouldn’t go shopping with you—no, not even if
you was to offer me a fortune!”

As Emy listened, so waned her intention to tell of her stolen wages.
Anything might happen. . . . A purse of gold drop at her feet. . ..
A parcel of cotton dresses come from her mother. . . . In an uncertain
world *twould be foolish hastily to confess musfortune. . . .

Her lovely eyes followed Mary, who, despite elaborate parapher-
nalia, was making but an indifferent job of the adjouung steps and
allowed dirty water to trickle under the raings to sully the im-
maculate whiteness of her friend’s handiwork. Emy felt indulgent
and pitsful; poor Mary, who felt so supersor. . . .

Miss Mudge reached the last step and pawfully knelt upon the
kidney-stones. A strand of oily black hair unwound 1tself and fell
down her back; her bodice and skirt gaped apart, showing the
knotted laces and greasy dark surface of her leather stays. Her skirt,
looped beneath a hessian apron, cxposed the grime of a qulted
camlet petticoat interhined with wool, and therefore unwashable.
Her face and figure were as unprepossessing as her clothes. Sallow
skin stretched tightly over a pointed nose and high cheek-bones pro-
duced shiny areas on dull and flabby flesh. A wide upper Lip never
quite closed over prominent teeth which bit into the lower and im-
parted a sharp, canine expression to her face. Small, nondescript eyes,
a high forehead and a receding chin completed a physiognomy re-
markable neither for intelligence nor stupidity. Her body was tall,
angular and flat-chested, her waist wide as her hips, her arms and
shanks thin as drumsticks. Yet, despite her lack of comeliness, she
was courted by a young man pale as herself, apprenticed to a cabinet-
maker 1n Cheapside.

“Will your sweetheart come with us? ” Emy inquired.

“I wouldn’t venture in the streets without him—no, not if you
was to ask me on your bended knees,” Miss Mudge emphatically
responded.

“If a maid can’t go walking alone 1n London Town, what shall I
do who have no darling? ”

Scorn and envy intermingled 1n the glance cast by Mary. “You're
bold enough to walk at dead of night through Billingsgate, but
whether you'd come back with your life and your virtue, is more
than I'd care to promise.”

The sound of an opening window made the girls look up. They
saw the shapely large hand of Dr. Graham beckoning for his car-
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riage. The window was closed immediately and the curtain dropped,
but the incident left Emy agog. Standing up, she tried to make her
dress meet, failed, and, to hide the gap, crossed her hands demurely
on her bosom.

Mary, who had opportunities of studying the mysterious doctor
under prosaic conditions, displayed no excitement at the prospect of
seeing him again; indeed, she was preparing to empty her pail into
the gutter when the front door opened and he stepped out upon the
flight of newly whitened steps.

Dr. Graham exceeded middle height and was inclined to cor-
pulence; his tightly girt breeches acted as a stricture round his loins,
above which swelled a prosperous protuberance of person. He was
broad-shouldered, erect, self-confident and richly dressed in sober
black. Although hardly more than thirty-five, his full, handsome face
was set and serious. Thick brows overhung dark, penetrating eyes,
his large shapely nose widened at the nostrils, his mouth was straight,
thin-lipped and slightly pursed at the corners.

From his eminence on the top of the steps he looked down at
Emy. Their eyes met. She smiled, but receiving no friendly glance in
response, half turned and pulled a mocking face.

Equally impervious to blandishments or derision, he continued to
stare as he descended to the pavement. Waiting while his footmen
cleared a passage for his horse, he addressed Emy in a voice too low
for Mary to hear.

“What do you earn at your present work? ”

“Five pound eight shillings a year,” she answered proudly. “In
my last situation I got only three pound ten and my keep.”

The horse forged through the throng and stood pawing the cobble-
stones. Climbing into the phaeton, the doctor took the reins, and
then leant over to Emy. “Would you like to serve me for three
pounds a month? ”

Emy only had time to nod enthusiastically before the ostler skipped
aside and the horse sprang forward, scattering the crowd. Dr.
Graham’s brillant eyes flashed over the scene; comprehensively, in-
differently, he assessed it. Then, with great composure, he started
to manceuvre through the throng.

Mary, returning from the gutter, swung the empty wooden pail by
its rope handle until the coco-nut husk rolled around inside with a
lisping sound.

“Did he speak to you? ”
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“Yes—asked me how I did.”

“He’s given Mrs. Tarraway a bottle of Elxir of Life, and she de-
clares she feels twenty years younger.”

“She might,” Emy answered guardedly.

Both girls watched Dr. Graham's elegant phaeton as it rolled up
the Place. On either side ran the tall liveried footmen, their white-
silk calves twinkling 1n the sunlight. As they ran, so they distributed
hand-bills printed i1n simular bold scarlet letters to those on the
placard attached to the carriage. Above the placard lay the black
folds of the leather calash, above that showed Dr. Graham’s expensive
white wig and black hat, gently swaying to the movements of his
costly vehicle.

“Looks as 1f he were doing better business than your Dr. Budd,”
Mary remarked.

“They've both got gold-headed canes,” Emy retorted.

“You are a simpleton—that’s the doctor’s sign, like the basin a
barber carries.”

Emy felt crushed. “ Are you going in now? ” she asked hopefully.

The question arrested Mary’s descent into the area, and she thrust
her sallow face between the railings: “I’ll be ready by noon, don’t
keep me waiting.”

“Oh, no,” Emy answered agreeably. Already her thoughts had
strayed far from her friend and floated hither and thuther waywardly
as the gossamer clouds above her head.

Men still crowded through Chatham Place: butchers, bakers, car-
penters, and barbers; porters and shoe-blacks; tradesmen and sweeps,
all wearing blue cockades, all crossing the river to a rendezvous on
the Surrey shore.

Through the kitchen window of No. 3 came the clattering of fire
irons and the voice of Jane Farmer sonorously declaiming:

“Who then shall blame
His pester’d senses to recoil and start,
When all that is within him does condemn
Itself for being there /”



CHAPTER TWO

ECAUSE Mary knew a shopkeeper near the Monument who sold

dimity and calico for half the prices asked in Cheapside, Emy
found herself walking along Thames Street instead of a hoped-for
fashionable quarter.

Handsome mansions of aldermen and merchants faced ware-
houses, small dwellings, wharves, taverns and innumerable passages
sloping to the river. It was the busiest time of day; groups of men
transacted business in the street; over the uneven cobblestones porters
dragged trollies of cheeses, fish, salt and barrels of wine. A mercer
wearing a tie-wig, fine black clothes, lace ruffles and white silk
stockings munced on buckled, high-heeled shoes ahead of two
apprentices carrying bales of Italian silks and Geneva velvets just
unloaded at Paul’s Wharf.

Emy enjoyed the bustle, but Mary clung with both hands to
Ephraim Gibson, a stocky, ginger-haired, puffy-faced youth.

He wriggled sulkily. “For goodness’ sake, walk by yourself, do,
and let a fellow alone. "Tis too hot for cuddling.”

“T dursen’t let go of you, Ephra, I dursen’t really. You aren’t a
female, so dont know the tremors I suffer walking among the
stronger sex without another sensitive creature to give me confi-
dence.”

“ What’s amiss with your friend? ” Ephraim ogled Emy in a lump-
ish way.

Mary tossed her head. “Emy’s a country girl without refinement
or proper feelings.”

Emy bridled. “ You're bold to say that of me, Mary Mudge, when
well you know I'm familiar with better things than you've ever seen.
If you were asked to bring a decanter to a gentleman’s table, you'd
not knew what to look for!”

15
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Though at a disadvantage, Mary answered stoutly: “It doesn’t
signufy! ”

“Not if you're content to work in a lodging-house! T shall serve
the nobility,” Emy boasted. “ After I've gotten cxperience with Mrs.
Budd, my mother'll get me a place in the Countess of Warwick’s
nurseries; ‘twill be easy, because My Lady bore a second son in
April”

Ephraim did not conceal hus admuration for Emy. His small green
eyes nearly popped out of his head, and he walked sideways like a crab
in order to watch her. Grasping his arm more firmly, Mary used her
elbow to thrust Emy from sight. The manccuvre failing, she muttered:

«1 don't want any mote of your Warwickses; I never heard of them
before, and I don’t believe 1n them now.”

Emy answered equably: “ I'm telling Ephra, not you, and 't1s certain
he’s interested.”

On approaching the Church of St. Magnus they beheld a large
concourse marching six abreast from London Bridge. Every man
wore a blue cockade 1dentical with those Emy had scen early in the
morning; some carried banners, others were armed with sticks and
home-made clubs. The marching column emitted a continuous sound,
deep and threatening as the growl of a tiger.

It was difficult to enter Fish Street. The Monument was the centre
of a dense crowd, cheering and gazing at a young man speaking from
the plinth. He was tall, slim, of wild appearance and eccentric of
gesture. His stained and creased green nding-coat looked as if he had
slept in 1t under a hedge; his boots were muddy and he lacked a
cravat. Most of the powder had fallen from his hair, which lay in
untidy strands on his shoulders; a cockade of enormous proportions
adorned his hat.

“Have we forgotten the past? ” he demanded. “ Nay, for this mon-
ument, erected to commemorate the burning and rebuilding of the
City after the Great Fire, 1s here to remind us.” Turning to the in-
scription he read aloud: “* Thus pillar was set up in perpetual remem-
brance of the most dreadful burning of this Protestant City begun
and carried on by ye treachery and malice of ye Popish factio, 1n ye
beginning of Setem in ye year of our Lord 1666 1n order to ye carry-
ing on of their horrid plott for extirpating the Protestant rcligion and
old English liberty, and the introducing of Popery and slavery.’

“Unless the miquitous Catholic Relief Act of 1778 be repcaled, what
the Papists did in 1666 they will do again in 1780. For, mark youl
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any toleration shown to Papists now means an exchange of freedom
for slavery, cruelty and oppression, under the Papal yoke.

“ A hundred thousand strong, we march this day to Westminster,
every one of us prepared to die rather than submut.”

Silence fell. Scanning with fanatical eyes the listening crowd, the
young man suddenly cried: “ Who follows me to the House of Com-
mons to strike a blow for Liberty and rehigion? ”

A great shout rang out: “No Popery! No Popery! Lord George!
Lord George!”

Dropping from the plinth into arms waiting to receive him, Lord
George Gordon disappeared. Only a ripple, like a current intersecting
calm water, showed where he forged his way to the head of the
multitude,

Emy, Mary and Ephraim were wedged against a shuttered window
by the surging mob. The procession, composed 1n the main of citizens
and respectable tradesmen, marched six abreast. Accompanying 1t, as
a kind of auxiliary force, were the loiterers and rogues of the City,
who, attracted by the noise, emerged like rats from every court and
alley. Each man, whether he formed part of the main column or ran
with the retinue, bawled “ No Popery! ” with equal gusto.

Mary and Ephraim looked uneasy, but Emy’s lovely eyes danced
excitedly. “ Come on,” she cried, “or we shall miss everything. By
going with the people we can soon push to the front.” Using her el-
bows, she battercd into the crowd, only to be jerked back by Mary.

She gave Emy a slap. “Stay quiet, do.”

“ A riot’s beginning,” Ephraim explained, “and we don’t want to
get into trouble. Last February I made a bit of a noise with the mob
that was hanging an effigy of Sir Hugh Palliser (him that falsely ac-
cused Admiral Keppel of running from the Frenchies), and I nearly
got caught by the constable.”

“Such a turn it gave me,” Mary quavered as she looked for a way
of escape.

Ephraim decided: “We'll stop where we are—'tis safest.”

Both shrank against a wall, but Emy, observing a barrel in a door-
way, climbed upon it. Thus elevated, she had a fine view of slowly
moving heads, some covered by wigs of different states of cleanliness,
others with thatches of hair of varying colour and durt.

Fish Street was narrow as it left London Bridge; at the Monument
the eastern buildings were stepped back and the thoroughfare became
imposing. Five-storied terraces of flat-fronted houses frowned at each
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other acrass an uneven stretch of cobblestones; pent-houses and shop
windows projected into the street; signs of all kinds hung from 1ron
brackets. Most of the shops were closed, but here and there a master
and hus appientice struggled to Lft heavy shutters into position.

Emy welcomed good fortune: she nced not account tor the loss of
money now haberdashers were shut. Her spiuts rose. If only she
could shake off Mary and Ephrum, who acted as a serious curh to
enterprlse. [P

The street emptied, revealing a pavement littered with trampled
fruit, fish, vegetables and rags torn from the clothing of the rabble.
A katten lay squashed, 1ts entrails looped hike a skem of red silk;
someone had dropped a bunch of white roses; another hus wig. * No
Popery,” “For God and religion,” were chalked 1n sprawling letters.

Emy made calculations based upon Mary and her beau beating a
retreat at night angles to the marchers proceeding towaids Lombaid
Street. Looking around, she espied an arch nto a passage between
the opposite houscs; as a huding-place 1t had promuse, the difficulty
was to reach it. . . .

Mary cast shrewd glances at the shops. She knew something about
heavy shutters; they were there to stay. .. .

“What to do about your dimity and calico, I don’t know.” She
spoke in worried tones.

“It can’t be helped, and 1f we explain to Mrs. Budd, she’ll sec we
could act no duferent. At the worst [ must work 1n the Sunday gownd
I have on. "Tis a pretty thing, and handsome is as handsome does.”
Emy smuled wisely.

“Then we’'d best go {rom here, and by the road we came.”

Extracting a screw of snuff {rom her pocket, Mary took two hearty
pinches before offering 1t to Ephram. Less of an addict than his
sweetheart, he took a simular dose, and neaily sncezed off his head.
On recovering he regarded her acrimoniously.

“What d’you mean by ’ticing a fellow to overset himself, well
knowing you can take as much snuff as a gentleman? How [emales
learn such nasty tricks 1s a riddle to mel!”

“If you'd been bred alongside Drury Lane Burying-ground, as I
was, you'd have learned ’tis the best thing against churchyard fever.”

As the lovers bickered they turned the street corner. The instant
they disappeared, Emy, who followed closely on their heels, withdrew
behind a projecting shop-front. Finding herself unmissed, she cau-
tiously peered round the masonrv. The lovers had traversed several
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yards and a tiff had developed into a quarrel. Estimating her chances
to be favourable, she posted in the opposite direction.

The archway led to a vintner’s yard, filled with wooden staves and
rusty iron hoops. Every inch of the narrow space was visible from
Fish Street; the only hiding-place was an empty hogshead lying on its
side. Emy did not hesitate; dropping on her hands and knees, she
proceeded to crawl backwards into the cask. The saturated wood
smelt richly of wine, and as she stretched her feet to the bottom she
touched thick scdiment which, oozing over her shoes, {elt clammy as
a cold poultice on her bare skin. A pool of rain-water, accumuiated
inside the nim, had absorbed so much colouring that 1t made purple
stains on her dress. She dipped her finger 1nto the liquor, sucked it,
and, finding the flavour good, madc a scoop of her hand and drank.
The agitated voice of Mary termunated the pleasant experiment.

“It's your fault, Ephraim Gibson, for acting so cantankerous. If
you hadn’t riled me, I'd not have forgotten Emy; now if she comes
back murdered, you're to blame.” Running distractedly, she looked
up at the Monument, as if expecting to sce her friend roasting 1n the
flammg wn at the top.

Emy wriggled {rom the barrel and poked her head round the arch,
as Mary, her hoop swinging and her hair tumbling down her back,
shouted to Ephruim lagging behind: “ Why can’t you hurry and do
something? ”

“’T1s hot,” Ephraim complained; “and what’s the use of running
when we don’t know which way she’s gone? Posting along a street 1s
not my way of spending a holiday. We'll go to the * White Lion’ for
a couple of double dabbers and a peck.”

Temptation assailed Mary: she thought wistfully of a long drink
of cool ale, followed, at a decent interval, by a plate of beef sweetened
with honey. Irked by duty, she wandered back to Ephraim. “ What'll
I say to Mrs. Budd about losing Emy? ”

“The minx knows her way about! ”

“Only as far as St. Paul’s. Emy’s but fifteen, for all she seems so old.”

“She'll be all right,” Ephraim reaffirmed, and added: “ The ‘ Crose
Bulets’ scrve rumfustian on Fridays.”

Withdrawn into the hogshead, Emy watched Mary tidying herself
by the simple expedient of wiping her perspiring face on her hair
before coiling 1t afresh. Renovations being completed, she took Eph-
raim’s arm and disappeared in the direction of Thames Street.

Memories of delicious odours issuing from taverns between London
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and Blackfriars Bridges urged Emy to follow, but pride,and enter-
prise prevailed. Better go hungry than beg, better starve than lack
adventure. . . .

Before quitting the hogshead, Emy lapped up all the wine-flavoured
rain-water as a precaution aganst thurst, then, cautiously lcaving the
uny yard, she turned in the direction taken by the procession. Un-
natural silence brooded over the empty stiect. Every shop window
was barred and shuttered; stalls, hastily abandoned, were overturned.
Goods lay trampled into uniform run; tallow, upset from a tub on a
chandler’s barrow, formed an evil-smelling, ycllow mound subsiding
in the hot sun into a straggling pool.

Feeling happy and independent, the gurl kept to the middle of the
pavement. It was the first ime she had walked alone since leaving
her home at Hawarden. Every day she had been out, but cvery day
she had been burdened with the weight of lttle Richard and re-
sponsible for Henry, an impish child of six.

Always articulate 1 her pleasure, she broke into a wordless ana
of joy, embellished with trlls @ capriccio. As her beautiful voice rose
and fell in cascades of rapture, like a lark’s song dripping to earth,
faces appeared at windows above the shuttered shops. The curiosity
aroused by her voice was augmented by her uncommon appearance.
The muslin cap in which she had set out from Chatham Place had
been discarded in the vintner’s yard, and her flaming chestnut hair
fell from a peak on her forehead to the hem of her skirt, where,
curling into ringlets, 1t made a fringe to dance wath her buoyant feet.
Her lovely, heart-shaped face, upturned, reflected the brightness and
the benediction of the sun. Wide and innocent, her blue eyes gazed
confidently into a kind and gencrous world. She was free and she
could sing; what mote had Emy Lyon to ask of heaven?

Climbing to the top of Fish Strcet Hill, she came to a shop with a
wooden viola hanging 1n place of a sign. Behind the viola was an
open window, {from which leant an old man, black-eyed, olive-skinned,
with white stubble growing on lantern jaws. As she came, so he
clapped his hands and worked his eyebrows and shoulders, forcing
Emy to keep timc with his antics.

“ Braval Braval ” he cried in a cracked voice, “ La Bastardella has
no higher tones than you—she, too, began as a strect singer. Twenty-
five years ago I heard her begging as a canzatrice in Ferrara; yet when
she came to the Pantheon, as prima donna, she got a hundred pounds
for singing the same two songs.”
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“Well, I'm no beggar, and sing to please myself! ”

The musician had retired into the darkness of the room and heard
her not. In a moment he returned with a handful of halfpennies
which he showered at her feet.

“I'm not asking for money,” Emy cried.

The old man ignored her—his finer hearing had caught the sound
of a bygone voice echoing from eternity. His bony hands applauded,
his palsied head nodded. “Braval Braval bellissima creatdra” he
whispered.

Ever grateful for admiration, Emy rewarded him with “ Over the
Hulls and Far Away,” a ditty suitable for one advanced 1n years. De-
lighted to give pleasure, she rendered the song in her best manner,
until she obscrved that her audience slept. Mortified, she stopped
abruptly, but the old man did not stir. His head had fallen sideways
against the window-frame and his mouth hung awry.

In dudgeon Emy walked on, but the faster she went the more she
was tempted by the money left behind. Her steps faltered; she
stopped, hesitated, and slowly went back. A few pence would buy a
meal, and she had never been so hungry. . ..

The old Itahan still slumbered; she was saved confessing that pride
had surrendered to appetite. Recovering six half-pennies from crevices
between the stones, she blew a kiss to her benefactor. . . .

Emy tracked the procession through Cheapside, Ludgate Hill,
Fleet Street and under Temple Bar. Tainted hot air met her in the
Strand. The narrow street was hemmed in by projecting houses that
checked ascent of smells from the gutters. In the neighbourhood of
St. Clement’s Church the stench was overpowering as noxious gases
from the vaults escaped through the open windows. As Sunday ap-
proached, ventilation became imperative—the living must not be
denied benefits of Church by the compelling presence of the de-
composing dead.

Emy’s determination was proof against polluted air. She walked om
doggedly through a lesser miasma emanating from St. Mary-le-Strand,.
and presently was encouraged by a breeze from the Thames blowing,
across the site of Somerset House. The walls of the new building
were rising from the gardens of the demolished palace. Some trees.
still grew in formal lines, roses bloomed amid a waste of bricks, andi
rubble; on the top of the old landing-steps remained statues. of
Tritons and Nereids. Sparkling in the sunshine the river made a
background for a raised terrace and handsome iron gates that e
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framed the rotting, timber-covered pleasure-barge known as the
Royal Diversion, and the chumney of Beaufoy’s vinegar factory up-
rising from the abandoned arbows of Cuptd’s Gardens at Lambeth.

At the bottom of Drury Lane she bought fiom an itinerant baker
currant buns, which she ate as she went along, wheicby she was
sufficiently revived to run past the long, twin-turrcted fagade of
Northumberland House. Rounding the bend 1nto Whtchall, she was
rewarded by hearing the roar of the mob and glimpsing the tail of
the procession.

A wide, cobbled pavement, divided from paved paths by sugar-loaf
posts, stretched 1nto the distance. On her right was the decastyle col-
onnade and arched gate of the Admuralty Office, a two-storeyed build-
ing occupying three sides of a square; on her left Scotland Yard was
hidden by the back of a long, low structure extending to Whitehall
Palace. After narrow city streets the spaciousness came as a surprisc.
Emy regarded with approbation the stately goveinment buildings.
At last she had reached the aristocratic district. Glamour and mystery
surrounded “the quality ”, whom she regarded with breathless rev-
erence as beings far removed {rom the cowardly tradesmen fearfully
hidden behind bolted doors. Indeed, it was impossible to suppose
that fear could be experienced by the handsome gentlemen leaning
from the windows of the Navy Pay Office. . . .

This substantial, threc-storeyed Admuralty building had ten sash
windows lighting the upper floors; each held a full complement of
elegantly dressed clerks striving to see the uproar at Westminster.
The glimpse afforded was indifferent, but they got a fine view of
Emy as she came along. Under ordinary crcumstances she would
have revelled in creating a sensation, now she was uncertain of herself.
Her face felt dirty, and contact with the inside of a wine cask had
done no good to her best gownd. . . .

The clerks of the Pay Office, experienced men of the world, ogled,
smuirked or looked down their noses, according to their dispositions.
Among them one man vividly stood forth. His dark harr was un-
powdered, his blue-and-white uniform startlingly contrasted with
his neighbours’ richly embroidered dress. From a dark-complexioned
face Captain Willett Payne’s white teeth flashed gay and friendly in-
vitation. He whistled, he beckoned; he looked young, bold and reck-
less. Such merry audacity captivated Emy. Had 1t not been for a
constraint imposed by the knowing grimaces of his {riends, her re-
sponse would have been hearty. She walked on, her head held
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proudly, her bright tresses flowing behind her. She’d show them. .

At the end of the Privy Gardens she mingled with the riffraff rein-
forcing Lord George Gordon’s petitioners. The Protestant Army had
marched by four different routes from St. George’s Fields to West-
minuster; each column, like a snowball, increased as it moved through
the strects. Every thief and rogue of the town attached himself to the
zcalous multitude, each shouted “ No Popery ” as he went about his
unlawful business. Beggars mobbed peers as they tried to approach
the House of Lords; pickpockets appropriated purses of Members
struggling to reach the Commons.

Emy’s physique and energy gradually procured her a place in the
front. She found herself among staid, elderly men, similar to those
she had secn 1n Chatham Place, and near a tall Scotsman who had
carried on his head the petition for the repeal of the Catholic Relief
Act.

A rush for the House of Lords had just been defeated by timely
closing of the doors. Lord George Gordon was 1n the Commons de-
manding immediate consideration of the petition. While the debate
went on in the House, the leaders of the Protestant Army conferred
in Old Palace Yard. From Parliament Street to Parliament Steps the
mob, surging in uneasy movement like unto the swell of the ocean,
incited each other to action by the heat and discomfort of their closely
packed bodies and by the ceaseless roar ot their war cry. Emy, igno-
rant of the cause she had adopted, soon picked up the slogan and
shouted with the loudest: “ No Popery! Lord George! No Popery! ”

Suddenly, {or no apparent reason, the crowd heaved forward. The
petitioners alrcady had possession of the lobby; those outside ap-
peared to think they could gain further territory by pushing. Thuds
sounded from the interior of the building—the impact of metal upon
wood. Still the monotonous roar continued: “ No Popery! No Popery!
Lord George! Lord George! ”

Silence fell unexpectedly with the same startling effect as an ex-
plosion; a ripple from the throng in the lobby communicated itself
to those without. Presently a man appeared on the steps. He was
lifted bodily and cast upon the crowd; lying stiffly on upraised hands,
he was propelled many yards. Coming to rest above Emy and beside
the tall petition-bearer, he whispered: “Burke, the Member for
Bristol, speaks against the immediate consideration of our appeal,
but Lord George has won and you're to go through.”

Somehow a passage was made. Emy, expecting to be squashed te
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death, was revived by the spectacle of the tall Scotsman walking
forward solemnly, crowned with the signatures of a hundred thou-
sand Protestants.

Hardly had he disappeared than a waywardness manifested 1tself
in the mob; attention slackened; cries lacked unammity. Men began
to talk together; ringleaders established themselves. One man knew
the situation of a Roman Catholic chapel, another described a fine
residence owned by a rich Papist. Imperceptibly people dispersed 1n
groups, showing curious indecision by runming from one band to
another.

Before the castellated entrance to the House of Lords the respect-
able faction marshalled themselves into companies, and presently
marched ofl in four columns, as they had come.

Emy attached herself to a group larger than the rest, led by a hand-
some virago, scarcely older than hersclt.

“Where are we going? ” she asked a boy who ran with her.

“To Sardinia Street to burn the chapel where the Papists worship
images. No Popery!” he suddenly bawled.

“Lord George! ” yelled Emy, not to be outdone.



CHAPTER THREE

EMY staggered from the Sardiman Embassy in Lincoln’s Inn
Fields carrying vestments, a tall candle and an aspergillus des-
tined for the fire kindled in the street. The entrance to the chapel was
through the house, a circumstance which obliged the rioters to break
two doors instead of one. To punish the Ambassador for causing so
much unnecessary trouble, his chairs and tables were being used as
fuel to burn crosses, pictures, ornaments and 1mages.

It was after ten o’clock, and the rioters had just come from a suc-
cessful attack on the chapel of the Bavarian Minister near Golden
Square. Three ringleaders, Richard Hyde, a Quaker in a mariner’s
jacket, Thomas Haycock, a waiter from the St. Alban’s Tavern, and
John Glover, a negro servant dressed in a short rough coat and a
round hat trimmed with tarnished silver lace, received the goods
brought from the house.

Emy relinquished her burden to the waiter, who made a grimace.

“Why didn’t you bring an image? ”

“There were none, and you ought to be grateful for what I've
given you, sceing I'm fit to drop with fetching and cairying. Anyhow,
I shall do no more.” Observing a comfortable chair waiting to be
burnt, Emy sat down.

Built on an inflammable foundation of candles and tapers, the
funeral pyre of popery flickered in golden tongues towards the sky
already a-fire from Protestant incendiarism. Behind the chapel win-
dows a red glow throbbed; against the Embassy walls lank shadows
of the rioters leapt in sympathetic mimicry.

Propped beside the gloomy archway leading to Duke Street stood
waxen images of St. Ephesus and St. Potitus and a plaster Madonna.
The glassy eyes of the saints glittered apprehensively, but the face
of Our Lady remained serene and sweetly simpering. Emy watched
some rioters pick up the figures and cast them on the fire.

25
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Shouting and shrieking, men and women linked arms to lurch
round and round in an ugly dance. Hot light beating on their faces
showed reddened cycs, burnt skin and lips curling back from teeth
and gums.

The saints survived the furnace no better than their martyred pio-
totypes. Wax tears rolled down their pink-and-white countenances,
their features flattened as scabs of ycllow grease fell spluttering into
the flames; finally all that remained were wire skeletons fringed with
transparent drops. Long after the saints of Sardinia had melted, the
Madonna stood proudly upright. Her soot-blackened face stubbornly
confronted her persecutors, her hand, raised in benediction, scemed
lifted 1n 1ronic salutation. A bedstead, hastily broken, was added to
the fire; the wood burnt merrly, but 1ts destruction had no effect
upon the statuc. Suddenly John Glover appeared with a gun bor-
rowed from his master’s house 1n Lincoln’s Inn, which he discharged
with such nice aim that the hcad and torso of the image shivered
into fragments. The mob enthusiastically acclaimed the negro; two
women embraced him and kissed his oily cheeks. Grinning broadly,
he cuddled one in each arm.

Emy’s chair stood slantwise to the bonfire. From it she could sce
spectators on the outskirts of the crowd, fine gentlemen who watched,
but took no part in the actions of the mob. Sometimes flames 1llumi-
nated their features; when this happened they hastily drew back,
obliterating themselves among shadows. Emy had scen too many
faces since morning to be interested 1n these curious appearances and
disappearances. Upon ceasing to shout and dance with the rioters, she
realized her weariness and her predicament. She felt fit to drop,
and what to do next, God only knew. . . .

Suddenly her drowsy facultics were aroused by a [amiliar figure;
reluctantly she struggled with a memory that proved clusive. Too
tired for sustained effort, she allowed the impression to slip away.
Her head nodded, her eyes closed. Fumes of incense drifted through
her dreams.

A touch on her shoulder awakened her in alarm. Her lovely, terri-
fied face looked up into the dark countenance of Captain Willett
Payne.

“ Caught you at last,” he chuckled exultantly.

Emy’s bemused senses failed her. “ Leave me alone; I've done you
no harm.”

“Indeed vou haven’t, my charmer. No man spends hours searching
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the rabble for a female who has served him badly. Only your fresh
beauty could spur me to such a scamper.”

“If you’re making fun of me, you can go elsewhere, I'm not minded
to be laughed at.” After rubbing her eyes she looked at hum again;
recollection began to dawn. “ You’ve taken off your blue coat with 1ts
gold lace—the finest coat I ever saw.”

“I have some discretion, but not too much, my dear.” While he
talked he bent over Emy, supporting himself by a muscular brown
hand resting on the arm of her chair. Now he stood upright and
signalled to someone at the back of the crowd. Emy watched sus-
piciously; she wasn’t going to be a rarce show—no, indeed, not for
anyone. . . .

A scuffling among the people attracted her attention. She saw a
«all, dandified young man elbowing through the throng. Laughing
and breathless, he came to a standstill beside her admirer.

“ A real beauty, 1sn’t she? " Captain Payne demanded with a pos-
sessive air.

“Le beau idéal, indeed, I've never seen more ravishing beaux yeux.”
While boldly surveying Emy, Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh delicately
took snufl. “If I might ask, what do you propose to do now?”

Captain Payne turned to Emy. “ What's your name, my pretty? ”

“Emy Lyon, and ’tis no concern of yours.”

She stood up and tried to smooth her disordered dress. It was past
hope; anyway, she was too tired to care how she looked. All she
wanted was somewhere to lie down and sleep. . . . A doorstep it
would have to be. ... If she’d ever have a bed again, God only
knew. . ..

Swaying a little, she started to walk away. The negro had broken
into the Embassy cellar and was distributing wines and spirits from
the area. His ministrations imparted new life to the rioters. Fortified
with {reshly opened bottles, men and boys rushed into the house, to
appear at the upper windows, from whence they exhibited articles
of women’s apparel to delighted confederates below.

Emy was soon overtaken. “ What shall we do next?” Captan
Payne grinned with a brotherly air. His friendly manner and engaging
expression captured her fancy. Very likely Providence had sent
him. . . . Lost and penniless, she needed a friend now if ever a girl
did. . ..

“I don’t know where I am,” the confession rang alarmingly on her
own ears. For the first time she awakened to the desperateness of
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her position. Frantically she grasped Captain Payne by the arm.
“ Good God, what shall I do? I can’t go back to my situation at
this hour, even if I knew the way. I'm almost distracted; for pity’s
sake, what’s to become of me? ”

Sir Harry laughed. “The same that has become of other lovely
females. . . .”

“Keep quiet.” Captain Payne gave his friend a jovial nudge. “ Emy
hit my eye, you can take your turn when I'm afloat.”

“Tel est notre plaisir,” the baronet responded as he ogled Emy.

Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh was twenty-six, and but recently re-
turned from the Grand Tour. A lengthy stay in Paris had spiced his
English with French words and clichés, introduced as garnish rather
than necessary parts of speech. He had greeny-grey eyes, ginger-
coloured lashes and eyebrows. His sallow face was freckled, and
sloped forward to a sharply pomnted nose. Tall, broad-shouldered, he
slouched negligently, as if his deportment had been acquired {rom
grooms and stable-lads. Foppish 1n dress and dandified in manner,
he typificd the country squire veneered by foreign polish.

Emy was too frightened by her predicament to pay attention to the
friendly wrangling of the young men. Bold and fearless in action, her
morale gave way when excitcment was over and she had time to reflect.

“What shall I do? What shall I do® Mrs. Budd'll not take me back
with no gownds or money to show. Pray, dear kind Sir, help me
because I am lost and most miserable.”

“Don’t worry, pretty love.” Captain Payne put his arm round her
waist and gave 1t an encouraging squeeze; “ you come along with me
and T'll take care of you. Mop those lovely cyes; they weren’t made
for crying.” Thrusting a large coarse handkerchief into her hand, he
turned to Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh: “ Where d’you think I'd better
dock her? ” ,

“Her habillement 1s hardly soigné; you must buy her a trousseau
before she can go to an aznberge.”

“You know the town better than L.”

“There's Charlotte Hayes—she keeps a nice set of girls. Charlie
Maynard married Nancy Parsons from Charlotte’s, although he’s de-
scribed her as  Mrs. Horten ’ 1n the Peerage, and the Earl of Seaforth
took his épousée {from there.”

“That's all very well, but what’s it got to do with me finding a
harbour for Emy? ”

Sir Harry looked nettled. “I'm just explaining it's une maison de
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qualité, not a low bordel. You can take her to Charlotte, get accom-
modation for the night and make other arrangements in the morn-
ing.”

“Where is 1t? ”

“St. James’s Place.”

“A pretty step, and no chairs to be had in this skirmish.”

“You can hire if you'll pay. Take a look outside the cockpit 1n
Drury Lane, and I'll wait with Emy.”

“Oh, no, you won't; yours 1s the roving commission! ”

Grumbling good-naturedly, Sir Harry prepared to do as he was
bidden, but first he made sure his sword was loose in its scabbard.
“ A member of Brooks’s was stabbed t'other night in Clare Market,”
he explained.

Ungratefully Emy watched him disappear into the blackness of
Princes Street, a narrow, dirty alley running from Duke Street to
Drury Lane.

With his arm round her waist, Captain Payne urged her forward.
Above their heads projecting gables leaned towards each other like
convivial cronies; here and there baulks of wood, stretched across
the roadway, held crazy buildings apart. Signs hung crookedly from
broken brackets, a lamp guttered feebly outside a lottery office.
Deceived by the flame-tinged sky, a cockerel crowed a welcome to
sunrise.

Utterly exhausted, Emy stumbled into every refuse-heap and pot-
hole. “ Couldn’t we bide on a doorstep? ” she hopefully suggested.

“Not here, my pretty love; we should both be robbed.”

“I haven't a farthing to bless myself with.”

“You've something more valuable, and I want it.”

“If I had any treasure, I'd give it you gladly.”

After a while they emerged into the comparative spaciousness of
Drury Lane. In “The Lane” were many gin-houses, each with an
oil-dip in the window. Candles flickered in uncurtained bedrooms;
a heavy iron lantern cast a pale illumination on the shoes of the old
watchman who carried it. At the sign of the ‘ Golden Gallon’ a wed-
ding party sang in drunken disunion:—

“Therefore, in jolly chorus now,
Let's chaunt it altogether,
And let each cull’'s and doxy's heart,
Be lighter than a feather;
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And as the kelter runs quite flush,
Like natty shining kiddies,
To treat the coaxing, g1gghng brims,
With spunk let’s post our neddies,
Then we'll all roll in bub and grub,
Till from this ken we go,
Since rowling Joe's tucke'd up wuh Moll,
And Moll’s tucke’d up with Joe”

Captain Paync established Emy in the wide doorway of the ‘ Cock
and Magpie’ while he reconnoitred the street. She dozed uneasily,
her head against the wooden wainscoting. Rich smells of sawdust,
stout and ales filtered under the bolted door.

She was awakened by Captain Payne. A link-boy carrying a flaming
torch lit up Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh’s sharp-featured face framed
in the open window of a sedan-chair.

“I had to walk to Drury Lane Theatre before I could find any-
thing,” he said. “ The playhouse was closed, but Sheridan’s private
chaise & porteurs waited outside, also two hackney chairs rezenu for
Mr. and Mrs. Linley. So I wrote and sent up a polite dudlet to
the management, explaiing I had taken the liberty of borrowing
all three conveyances.”

“You're a clever rogue,” Captain Payne said admiringly.

Sir Harry cast an amorous glance at Emy. “ Could a man do less
for Venus?”

Emy had never ridden 1n a sedan-chair, and the one she travelled 1n
was lugurious. Mr. Sheridan’s liveried servants looked askance at her
filthy shoes and soiled dress until Sir Harry tossed each a guinea. The
chair was upholstered in pale blue brocade; from a ribbon in the
roof swung an orange pomander stuck with cloves, which cmitted
pungent fragrance. Through the criss-cross window Emy could sce
the white peruke, lace-trimmed hat and plum-coloured coat of Mr.
Sheridan’s manservant, beyond him the bulky shape and voluminous
green coat of the porter jogging behind Sir Harry’s hired chair,
beyond again the undulating flame of the link.

Leaving the ‘Cock and Magpie’ on their right, they passed the
massive brick facade of Craven House, secure behind bolted court-
yard gates, and entered the Strand. Emy dozed uneasily to be jerked
awake every now and then by the foremost chairman stepping into
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a hole in the pavement. When this occurred she half recognized the
scene, but it was not until the chairs were level with Northumberland
House that she recollected the lion with stiff, outstretched tail stand-
ing on an arched entablature on the roof. Its face to Carlton House,
its stiff tail to the City, the crest of the Percys made a proud silhouette
agamnst the rosy sky.

Outside the ‘ Golden Cross’ the chairs had to give way for a stage-
coach entering the inn yard. Sparks flew beneath the horses’ hoofs;
ron-immed wheels rumbled as the clumsy vehicle rocked and
lurched through the narrow archway. Emy caught a glimpse of run-
ning porters and of passengers alighting under yellow lamplight; of
a yawning chambermaid with a guttering candle and ostlers throw-
ing cloths over the backs of steaming horses.

In Cockspur Street they encountered a band of rioters armed with
flambeaux and tallow to set fire to the house of a Catholic in St.
Martin’s Lane. Wild men and dishevelled women closed threateningly
about the porters, bringing them to a standstill. Captain Willett Payne
leapt to the seat of his chair and poked his head through the roof.
Lit by the flaming torches, his sunburnt, puck-like face looked down
on the shuffling company. Blandly smiling, he waved a blue cockade.

“No Popery! Lord George! ” he cried.

His action had the happiest effect; the people cheered and yelled
in fellowship: “ No Popery! No Popery! ”

Falling back, the rioters formed again into a rude procession;
Captain Payne removed his hat and stood respectfully at attention,
his black hair framed by the roof of the chair. “Lord George!”
he intoned gravely, “Lord George! ”

After the rioters had moved on, Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh con-
gratulated his friend : “Your savoir-faire saved us from a nasty
dilemma. I'll warrant such flegme in the face of the enemy will give
you your flag before you're thurty.”

“Tll be lucky if 'm made Post! ” Captain Payne genially responded
as he stepped down from his rostrum. The roof of the chair fell
with a clap.

Grasping the poles, the porters jogged on again, so did their gigan-
tic shadows, caricatures that waved and strutted along the facades
of the houses.

To Emy the journey, a tail-piece to a curious day, was as devoid
of reality or surprise as the inconsequent episodes in a dream. She
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acquiesced in each adventure, and when she was nvited to tumble
out of the chair and enter a gaily lighted house, she did so without
question or alarm.

Charlotte Hayes’s ncat domain was decorated and furnished accord-
ing to French taste. The hall and staircase were hung with tapestries
depicting podgy cupids and fat-haunched goddesses sequestered 1n
wooded glades. Gilded console-tables supported nymphs in Seévres;
candles flaming in a gilt lustre chandelier were reflected in planes
of golden light by waxed and polished floors.

Besides providing accommodation for several beautiful girls whose
talents could not easily be specified, Mrs. Hayes was hostess, from
time to time, to actresses and singers appearing at the playhouses. In
a room to the left of the hall, Miss Molly Potter, just returned from
performing in Mr. Colman’s new prelude at the Haymarket Theatre,
sat enjoying a supper of roast duckling and porter served by a small
negro page. The table was a round one covered by a white cloth;
encircling it were several handsomely dressed gentlemen, drinking
wine and fondling pretty, painted girls. Mrs. Hayes, an ageing beauty
with enormous dark eyes shadowed by ill health, sat between the
actress and an elderly beau whose gallantry she sought to deflect
from Miss Potter to a shy young creature but newly come from the
country. Observing Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh framed in the door-
way, Mrs. Hayes abandoned her tedious task as no longer necessary.
Rising, she gave him her place at the table. Miss Potter greeted the
baronet with a hearty kiss, but, being hungry, returned purposefully
to the duckling and green peas balanced so lusciously on her knife.

Sir Harry, conferring in urgent whispers with his hostess, who leant
on the back of his chair, sometimes pointed with a beringed hand
to Emy and his friend languishing in the hall.

Captain Payne looked ill at ease and out of place in a house of
French fripperics. With legs apart and hands on hips he stood
dubiously surveying Emy. “You're beautful, my pretty, but no
cleaner than a sailor’s doxy.”

His words roused Emy from a doze. “What do you expect after
a day such as I've had? And if you don’t like me, dirt and all, I can
go away. I asked you to help me, not to call me names.”

“Sssh! ” Captain Payne held up a warming finger and glanced
anxiously into the lighted room.

Mrs. Hayes looked at Emy with large, liquid brown eyes devoid
of astonishment. Smiling with graciousness born of practice, she
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gave a shght shake to her yellow gown and sailed bravely towards
emergency. Emy’s work-worn fingers were enclosed 1n a soft hand.
Perfume enveloped her. She looked into a face that had seen too
much to be interested in anything.

“You're tired, I can see, and would like to go to your room.
Fortunately one of my girls has just left—she’s being set up by a
protector: a magmficent maison montée, jewels and so forth.” Mrs.
Hayes looked up at Captain Payne with a wistful smile. “I never
stand 1n a girl’s way. If there’s a chance of permanent association, I
give her all the help I can. That’s only right, I think, don’t you? ”

Mrs. Hayes did not wait for an answer, she talked because speech
obliterated awkward pauses; she neither required nor expected
responses to questions. Stifling a sigh, she started to lead the way
upstairs, a journey circumstances obliged her to make too often for
tired legs.

Untutored in behaviour and bewildered by fatigue, Emy would
have remained lolling aganst the console-table had not Captain
Payne twisted her about and urged her to ascend. Stumbling and
clattering on the polished stairs, she followed the hooped skirts and
silken slippers of her hostess.

The grandeur of the first-floor bedroom contrasted unkindly with
Emy’s disreputable apparel. Mrs. Hayes glanced from the sumptuous
hangings to her guest’s dusty shoes.

“You'll take off everything before you get into bed, won’t you? ”
she gently inquired.

“Not my shift,” Emy responded wearily.

“Is that required? My girls have charming nightsacks, but I fancy
rarely wear them.”

“I've never gone naked to bed, and I'm not going to be immodest
now,” Emy firmly answered.

“Very well, I'll see what we can supply—unfortunately you're tall,
Just now all my girls are short.” Smiling absently, Mrs. Hayes drifted
through the door.

Left to herself, Emy was able to look about the room. Its like she
had never seen. A pale pink carpet patterned with scrolls and nose-
gays stretched from wall to wall, a gilt-framed mirror rose from
mantelshelf to ceiling, blue silk curtains hung before the windows.
A dressing-table flounced with lace and rosebuds supported a look-
ing-glass edged with moulding in gold leaf; French chairs and foot-
stools were scattered about: on the mantelshelf stood a gilt clock
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with a little girl swinging to a rapid tick-tack. The bed was the
greatest astonishment. It filled a quarter of the room. Soft, wide,
luxurious, it was veiled by blue silk curtains that fell from a gilded
crown topped by nodding white ostrich feathers.

Subsiding on a brocaded chair, Emy started to remove her shoes,
She faced the door open to the landing. This worried her. Did the
gentty make a practice of gomng to sleep without privacy? When
her shoes were off she’d close the door, whether ’twas the custom
Or no. . . .

Her feet were swollen and bhstered; gingeily she wriggled her
heels from the harsh leather. A nail had pierced the sole of her foot;
dismayed, she noticed that a drop of blood soiled the carpet. Falling
on her knces, she rubbed the mark with the hem of her dress; finding
this unavailing, she moistened the stufl with her full red lip and
rubbed again. Thus engrossed she had not thought of being watched
untl titters sounded from the landing. Looking up angrily through
a tangle of tawny hair, she saw three pretty young women pointing
and laughing. Their fine dresses, extended at the hips by wide
hoops, filled the doorway; their powdered curls, faling on bare
bosoms, shook in sympathy with their merriment.

“Look at her! Crawling about on her hands and knees. I declare
she’s like a wild beast. I saw one such as her in a fair at Taunton
Caught in a Russian forest 1t was, and I paid a penny for a peep. Had
I known I would sec such a creature for nothing, I'd have kept my
money! ”

At this witticism the three painted girls went off into peals of
laughter.

Springing to her feet, Emy rushed forward menacingly. “I'll pay
you to taunt me,” she hissed through her tecth.

Her tormentors, more agile than they looked, took cover in an
opposite room; only their heads poked round the edge of the door.

“Lud! I didn't know she was dangerous as well as dirty! ” the
wit exclaimed.

Emy flung across the landing, but as she approached, so the heads
were withdrawn and the aperture closed. Frustrated, she had no
choice but to return whence she came. Regaining the threshold of
her room, she heard a scuffle behind her and a soft flop on the floor.

“There’s your nightsack, httle slut,” cried her enemy, scurrying
back to safety.

Picking up the mushin bed-gown, Emy closed the door, There was
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a lock, but no key, so she pushed up a small gilt table, which gave her
an 1illusion of security.

Rapudly she cast off her torn and dusty clothes, and, arraying herself
in the fimsy garment, sat down to comb her hair through her
fingers. In ones and twos people passed along the landing; doors
opened and closed, a couple of girls from the opposite room ran
giggling to an upper storey.

Heavy footsteps slurred upon the stairs, advanced and stopped
outside. The door opened. the little table slid 1nto the room. Captain
Willett Payne entered purposefully. He had a key 1n his hand, which
he inserted 1n the lock. It turned with a sharp click.

“This 1sn’t your room,” Emy remaiked. Twas a mercy her hair
was so long and thick; without its protection she would hardly be
decent 1n such a thin gownd. . . .

She waited for him to realize hus mistake. But he did not go.
Slightly swaying, he stood looking at her with wide black eyes. The
young sea officer was handsome in a masterful foreign way. No
colour appeared in his olive cheeks, but dark shadows emphasized
the dominance of his eyes. His nose, thin at the bridge, broadened
at the nostrils; his full, curved mouth was vividly red; his chin
square and cleft. Captain Payne was distingwished by a depth of
forchead that compressed his features into less than their rnightful
space also by the length of his slim torso, which usurped too much
of his inconsiderable stature. Enemies might remark these peculiar-
ities as defects, but Emy, grateful for kindness and dazzled by a
vivid personality, was enchanted by the young man’s dashing aspect.

A smell of brandy floated towards her. “ Your bed isn't in here,”
she explained slowly and distinctly.

“Oh yes, 1t is, my pretty; there it stands, and ’tis big enough for
two.”

Emy pondered the matter. She’d never shared a bed with a man,
but since she had been in service she had slept with a variety of
strange girls. It wouldn't do to be selfish or shy when very likely
the young gentleman was weary as herself. . . .

“We could put the bolster down the middle,” she suggested; “’tis
a very wide bed.”

He laughed so long and so loudly that she took offence. “I don’t
understand what I've said to amuse you—it z5 a wide bed.”

“What are we going to do in it, lovely Emy? ”

“Sleep—I never was so tired in all my life.”
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Her answer sobered him. He stood looking at her with an ex-
pression half sulky, half contrite. “ I wouldn’t have fallen 1n with you
if I'd guessed,” he mumbled, “but ’tis too late now,” he ended
truculently.

Emy was eager to put him at his ease: “I'm obliged to you if
ever a girl was, without you I don’t know where I should have got.”

This seemed to comfort him. “ Get into bed while I undress.”

The mattress was soft and sheeted with linen. . . .

“Tll turn my back,” Emy promised obligingly.

Captain Payne crossed to the dressing-table, where two candles
burnt. He blew out one and then the other. Emy heard him stumble
to a chair; his shoes dropped with thuds muflled by the thick carpet.
The smeech of the extinguished candles drifted towards her. She
slept.

It seemed a long time afterwards that she was awakened by the
bed inclining under his weight.

How hot his breath was. . . . It smelt of brandy. . ..



CHAPTER FOUR

T was past ten o'clock, and Emy still lay in the luxurious bed. On

a table beside her were relics of boiled eggs, bread and chocolate

for two, brought up by the negro page in response to shouts from
Captain Payne.

Although it was so late no sounds of life disturbed the tranquillity
of the house. All noise came from without. At daybreak a sweep,
waiting for his boy to emerge through a chiumney-pot, had bawled
from an adjoining roof. Later came sellers of water-cress, milk, eggs,
mustard, salt, shrimps, fish and green hasteds. Ballad-singers and a
bear-ward with his dogs and his drum performed in the street after
nine; at the moment a tumbler and his dancing-gir]l executed feats
of agility to the sound of a pipe and tambourine.

Emy was alone because Captain Payne had gone to borrow money
from his friend. The sea officer had recently been unlucky at Epsom
by recklessly backing Lord Grosvenor’s Diadem, running in the
new race inaugurated by Lord Derby. Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh,
with greater prudence, put his money on Diomed, and was the richer
by forty guineas.

Due to Miss Potter’s casual demeanour at supper, Sir Harry in a
huff had quitted St. James’s Place for midnight revelry at Limmer’s
Hotel, a comfortless sporting hostelry at the corner of Conduit
Street, frequented by country squires. Calling early, Captain Payne
hoped to catch Sir Harry before pleasure took him elsewhere, and,
as he had also been 2 guest at “ Limmer’s ”, to collect his gear prepara-
tory to taking up fresh quarters.

Captain Payne’s association with Emy promised to be happy. After
getting over the first shock to her feelings she took very kindly to
love, responding to passionate embraces with voluptuous abandon
surprising in such a young and innocent creature. In everything she
essayed, Emy was thorough.

37
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Being too young for introspection, she reviewed the past twenty-four
hours without regrets, accepting what had happened undisturbed by
tortuous windings and twistings of conscience. Fate having brought
her to a bluccanopied bed 1n St. James’s, her lovely eyes looked con-
fidently mto a precarious future. Unhappily the state of her clothes
prevented the best being made of the hour. If her gown had been
presentable, she would have sat on the doorstep, as in Chatham
Place, but her torn, wine-stained frock precluded any such 1ndul-
gence. . . .

Time passed tediously; the tumbler and his dancing-glgl were
succeeded by a dwarf on stilts who leant nonchalantly against a
lamp-post. A woman shouting “ New Potatoes ” trundled a barrow.

St. James’s Place was a quiet backwater off the west side of St.
James’s Street much frequented by chairmen, who came there to eat
pasties and cold porndge cxtracted from cupboards beneath sedan
seats, or merely to restore circulation by swinging red and swollen
hands. Small, secrctive, flat-{ronted houses stared at each other across
area railings and a narrow, uneven pavement. Mrs. Hayes’s estab-
lishment, occupying an island site where the road forked into paths,
had been rejuvenated with a green-painted verandah and balcony.
Emy climbed out upon this Frenchified extension the better to see
her friend rcturn. Eventually she saw him striding along, followed
by a messenger wearing a red coat and brass buttons who carried a
valise.

Captain Payne’s sangumne hopes had been realized: he returned
from the good-natured baronet the richer by the loan of twenty
pounds, and a large green riding-cloak to cover Emy. Half vexed
and half gratificd, she allowed herself to be draped n 1ts voluminous
folds.

“Cover your hair with the hood, and people will suppose you've
just come by coach.”

“I wish I could wash my face.”

He offered his handkerchief. “ Copy the sensible methods of a
cat, my pretty. I looked downstairs for the pump, but everywhere’s
locked up. A house like this doesn’t come to life till nightfall.”

Acting on his advice, Emy madc herself less conspicuous. Captain
Payne extracted a guinea and laid it on the dressing-table. “That
ought to be enough—Mrs. Hayes only provided a room.”

Emy accompanied her lover downstairs. The house was silent and
stufly with fumes of last night’s wine. A slant of sunlight shining
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between the closed curtains of the dining-room lit up iridescent green
flies feasting on the pickings of duck left by Miss Potter.

Captain Payne opened the front door, and shut 1t behind him with
a careless crash. The morning was warm, sunny and cloudless. Fol-
lowed by the porter carrying Captain Payne’s valise, they walked
towards King Street and stopped at Nerot’s Hotel. While her pro-
tector went to engage a curricle, Emy was conducted up a heavy
carved staircase adorned with mythical pictures of Apollo and
Daphne, to a dark room looking down upon stables. Smells of dung,
old leather, oats and straw had so long permeated the atmosphere
that curtains and bedhangings had become pickled and smelt Like so
many horsccloths. Free from quiddling fancies, Emy wasted no time
on criticizing her quarters. Instead, she flung up the window, planted
her elbows on the sill and looked down at Captain Payne inspecting,
with a knowing air, a pair of flea-bitten greys being harnessed for
his benefit. It was not long before Emy attracted his attention, and
also that of the ostlers, who accorded her a furtive but lively admura-
ton.

When the curricle was ready, Captain Payne beckoned, climbed
mto the vehicle, and, 1n a manner more dashing than skilful, drove
from the yard. Emy ran down and joined him in the street.

Captain Payne’s experience of horses was limited to nding in the
island of St. Christopher. As the youngest son of the Lieutenant-
Governor, he had availed himsel{ of the limited opportunities of his
father’s stables. Prowess on island-bred horses had encouraged false
confidence: he nearly carried away a wheel against the railings sur-
rounding the pond 1n St. James's Square, and managed to splinter
a guard-post while crossing the courtyard before the Royal Mews.
These mishaps sobered him, and he drove more cautiously.

They encountered no roters until they turned into St. Martin’s
Lane and met a coach surrounded by a band of ragamuffins waving
and huzzaing. Inside sat Lord George Gordon, bowing left and right;
his freshly powdered hair and a coat of cut velvet transformed him
from the wild figure he had presented the previous morming when
haranguing his followers from the plinth of the Monument.

Acting upon Sir Harry’s advice, Captain Payne took Emy to a
theatrical costumiers under the Lattle Piazza in Covent Garden. Here
she was fitted with a robe and petticoat of blue taffeta, a pink silk
hooded cape, pink buckled shoes and a large straw hat trimmed with
feathers and ribbons. After she was dressed, a barber was requisi-
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tioned to curl, crape and powder her hair. She left the establishment
feeling strange and splendid and more 1n keeping with her new life;
only her work-worn hands rasped harshly agamnst her silken finery.
When it came to climbing back into the curricle, her hoop gave a
great deal of trouble and swung about like a large bird-cage, yielding
only to protrude elsewhere.

Captain Payne’s admuration compensated for loss of freedom. “Mrs.
Robinson isn’t a patch on you for looks.”

Emy's short night having scarcely recovered her from the exertions
of the previous day, she declined Captain Payne’s offer to take her to
Bagnigge Wells. Instead, after a dinner of salmon, lamb, green peas
and custard tarts, served 1n a private room at Nerot's, they betook
themselves to St. James’s Park to join the fashionable parade. To her
satisfaction, Emy found she could eclipse in looks any of the beauties
fliting with gallants under the trees.

Although no liveried servants were allowed in St. James’s Park,
there were hawkers in plenty, selling laces and ribbons and aids to
beauty. A girl with a ravaged, dissipated face and bold, tired eyes
followed them along the south bank of the canal pertinaciously re-
peating “ Pomatum, my lady, of all sorts; lip-salves, forchead cloths
and handkerchiefs for the face and neck; fine mouse-skin eyebrows,
that will stick on so as never to come off; right chemical liquor to
change the colour of the hair, and trotter oil and bear’s-grease to
make 1t grow. Besides these things, I have other artcles to charm
the men, who will sometimes be examining: I carry Spanish wool
to colour the cheeks; powders both scented and plain, and cachous
to give fragrance to the breath.”

Near the site of Rosamund’s Pond the girl left them to loiter among
the City Militia, setting up a line of tents extending as far as the
decoy.

“Preparing a drubbing for Lord George and his army,” Captain
Payne astutely surmised.

As Emy and her esquire passed the Queen’s House they saw the
King coming out through the gate. He rode i a sedan-chair, pre-
ceded by footmen and Yeomen of the Guard. He looked sour; his
face was red and bloated and he ignored the people who bowed to
him as he passed. Emy, attempting a curtsey, felt she admired him
much less than before she had seen him. . ..

The sun was setting when the lovers reached King Street; Nerot’s
Hotel, unlit except by the twenty-four black windows across its old
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and gloomy facade, looked so forbidding that by mutual consent
they strolled on towards the square. A rosy glow irradiated the
houses, the pewter surface of the pond was dappled and flecked with
scarlet, over the calm, pale sky floated a shoal of little clouds lLike
golden fish.

The circular pond was inclosed by octagonal railings; at each angle
uprose a lamp-post. Save for a lamp-lighter carrying a ladder, an
ol-can and a tinder-box, Emy and Captain Payne had the square
to themselves. At first they walked close to the water, within hearing
of the spattering fountain, but the path was so narrow that the swing
of Emy’s hoop brought her petticoat in contact with the railings.
They crossed the cobbles to the flat paving of freestone runming in
front of the houses. With his cane Captain Payne struck one of the
street posts; small mgots drawn up like soldiers on parade.

“These are made from cannon captured by the late Admiral
Boscawen in his action off Cape Finisterre in May 1747. The Ad-
miral’s brother lives yonder,” he said, pointing to Viscount
Falmouth’s house.

“Who was the Admiral fighting? ”

“The French.” Captain Payne sounded surprised at the question.
“In 1744 Admiral Boscawen captured the French frigate Médée
commanded by M. de Hacquart, who became his prisoner again in
1747, and yet again in 1755.”

Emy suppressed a desire to ask why M. de Hacquart had been
released only to be caught again, like a mouse tormented by a cat.
Instead she inquired: “ Have you ever fought the Frenchies? ”

“I was in the Phoenix with the squadron under Lord Howe at
the defence of Sandy Hook and at the attempt to bring the French
Fleet to action off Rhode Island two years ago on the 1xth of August.
D’Estaing feared to engage us—what can you expect from a French-
man who started hfe as a soldier and only took to sea at thirty? ”

Emy, never gulty of pretension, confessed she had not heard of
Sandy Hook or Rhode Island and was as ignorant of Frenchmen
as the stray dog licking itself on the steps of Lord Falmouth’s man-
sion. In response to eager questions, Captain Payne told her of days
and nights at sca, of sailing up the Hudson River under a cannonade
from batteries on both shores, of privation, sickness, death. He
described Lord Howe’s skilful disposition of an inferior fleet for
a battle on which depended the fate of New York, a battle never
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fought because Comte D’Estaing dared not take his heavy ships
across the harbour bar.

As she listened, Emy identified herself with each stirring incident.
Her lvely fancy enabled her to embellish battle-pictures with vi-
gnettes of her own 1nvention, subsidiary episodes of heroism in which
she—Emy Lyon—played principal part. When an ebb-tide prevented
Sir Peter Parker working up to New York with the object of sup-
porting the left flank of the British army, Emy, providentially stand-
ing on the flagship’s fo'c’sle, caught up a hawser, leapt overboard,
and, swimming strongly for three mules, towed the Brzstol into New
York harbour. Happily she was able to perform a simular service for
Admiral Howe’s squadron becalmed after the signal had been made
to weigh. By superhuman exertions she dragged each ship across the
bar, thus accelerating by six days the squadron’s departure to relieve
the garnson at Rhode Island. Her prowess having altered the whole
course of the war, she followed these incidents to their natural con-
clusion by visualizing herself accepting the Order of the Bath from
a gratified Monarch, a glorious dream abruptly shattered by Captain
Payne.

Drawing her into the dark courtyard of Norfolk House, he put
his arms round her waist and kissed her until he forced her to lean
back from his embrace. Rudely recalled from scenes of glory, fame
and triumph, Emy reverted but indifferently to a rle of allurement.

“What's wrong with you, Emy? You've suddenly turned chaste as
a nun. When a fellow’s got only a few days ashore he’s a right to
expect something lusty from his sweetheart.”

Emy, attempting to be more accommodating, soon returned his
kisses with ardour.

“That’s better,” he acknowledged; “ perhaps you felt cold? That
pretty cape we bought is for show, not for warmth. I'd buy you
another 1f I weren’t so short of money. You'll have to wait for fine
clothes until you join Fetherstone.” *

Emy contemplated the prospect and found it distasteful. “I'd
prefer to stay with you.”

“Handsomely spoken, Emy, and I love ye the better for it. But
a poor sea officer can’t afford luxuries. What would you do, my pretty,
if I smuggled you aboard the Cormorans?”

“1'd like it well; soon I'd be as good a seaman as any in your ship.”

He rocked her indulgently agamnst his shoulder. “ An 18-gun sloop

*Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh's name was abbreviated by his friends.
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is no place for a lovely woman. Wait till I'm captain of a firstrate,
then I'll take you to sea as a Mid.”

They no longer had the square to themselves; two chairs accom-
panied by footmen and link-boys entered through York Street. The
waving flames that cast a fluctuating yellow glow upon the cavalcade
bred long shadows which crept over the pavement to drown in the
pond. Night had fallen, all windows were shuttered. Save for the
splash of hight around the lamps and a pulsing glow from a fire
raging far beyond the spire of St. James’s Church, it was impossible
to distingwish any feature mn the umform blackness. Touching the
area railings with his cane, Captain Payne felt his way to the corner
of King Street.

Half-way down the thoroughfare the arched windows of Almack’s
made a viaduct of light across the darkness; from a coach drawn
up at the door a beau 1n richly embroidered clothes was helping a
woman wearing a hooped white dress to descend. In the distance
torches and chairs were advancing from converging streets. Gradually
the whole arca became 1llummated by dancing flames. Happy to be
in the limelight, confident of her beauty, Emy walked along the
muddle of the pavement Captain Payne drew her aside to allow the
people to pass who had followed from St. James’s Square. The foot-
men halted at the awning projecting from Almack’s; the chair roof
was lifted and the door opened. The Prince of Wales stepped out
upon the pavement; as Emy passed he gave her a bold look. . . .

After the glare and gaiety of the street, Nerot’s Hotel afforded but
a gloomy welcome. A rush-light burnt dimly at the foot of the stairs,
its stink blending with and augmenting the warm odours of stables,
food, wines and privies that met and enfolded guests who ventured
within. .

During the two following days Captain Payne introduced Emy
to pleasure resorts in and about the town. Impetuous and high-
spinited, he exercised no discretion m choosing places of entertain-
ment. In a hired carniage he drove at random from Bagmgge Wells,
where Emy sampled the medicinal water only to spit it out in an
ungenteel manner, to Sadler's Wells to watch egg-dancers and per-
forming dogs. From these respectable haunts he took her to see
duck-hunting at Jenny’s Whim in Pimlico, thence to the ‘Swan’, a
notorious house at Knightsbridge, where she drank gin which madc
her head reel. As a restorative they walked to the Spring Garden for
Enty to be revived on custard tarts and a mess of cream.
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At breakfast on Monday a messenger from Sir Harry Fetherston-
haugh brought an invitation for the eveming to Vauxhall. Emy was
enchanted until she noticed her lover’s sulky expression.

“T’ll have to square yards with Fetherstone. After Wednesday he
can have things his own way; until then I'm not relinquishing my
rights.”

“I've heard Vauxhall Gardens are the finest you ever saw.”

“So they are, but I can get there without an escort.” Captain
Payne tore up the offending invitation and scattered the pieces on
the floor.

Emy looked out of the coflee-room window. “The messenger is
waiting.”

“Let him!”

Quitting the hotel half an hour later, they found the messenger
stul at the door. The man pulled a dirty forelock and expectantly
extended his hand.

“There's no reply,” said Captain Payne.

“His honour ordered me to bring back an answer even if I waited
all day for it.”

“Then that's what you must do, my fine fellow, and you may
thank me for putting you in the way of earning much money.”

Captain Payne walked off 1n a high-and-mighty fashion. Emy was
puzzled why a cwil invitation should be treated in such a summary
manncr, but feeling no interest in the sandy-haired baronet, she
quickly dismissed the matter from her thoughts.

It was becoming difficult to move about the town. Lord George
Gordon’s army had been comparatively quiet on Saturday and Sun-
day; invigorated by the week-end rest, they were now earnestly ap-
plying themselves to duty. Early in the morning reprisals were made
upon two tradesmen of Clare Market and Little Queen Street whose
evidence had convicted a few rioters taken on Friday to Newgate.
Having dealt drastically with both enemy establishments, the mob
advanced upon Leicester Fields, where they attacked and wrecked
Sir George Saville’s mansion; from thence they adjourned to Wel-
beck Street to make a bonfire of crosses, images, pictures and vest.
ments before Lord George Gordon’s house.

Captain Payne and Emy were in time to see the flaming demonstra-
tion. The mob, in gay and sprightly humour, insisted that Emy
should descend from the carriage and join in a frolic around the fire,
Captain Payne being permitted to remain with the horses, which
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had grown restive. Supported on one side by a sweep and on the
other by a street raker, Emy threw herself into the giddy whirl so
actwvely that her dress, swinging wildly with her hoop, suffered much
from contact with the working clothes of her partners. Her dancing
won unanimous approval, and she was not permitted to return to
the curricle until she contributed a solo performance to the arr
of “ Over the Hills and Far Away ”, whistled by the musical members
of the mob. Her graceful and animated steps were rewarded by
enthusiastic applause, which Lord George Gordon, 1n the window
of his drawing-room, cordially supported.

Breathless and flushed with triumph, Emy climbed back into the
carriage, expecting praise for her efforts. Instead she was accorded
a scowling greeting.

“I’'m not fastidious, as you must know, but I was shocked to see
you dancing like a drunken jade on Portsmouth Point.”

“I was only anxious to oblige, and I had no choice but to do as
I was bid. "T1s pleased you should be I was able to put the people
into such good humour; if they'd misliked our behaviour there’s
20 knowing what might have happened. But if you don’t care for
my ways you can put me down and off I'll go. *Tis not my fancy to
be beholden to those who think ill of me.”

“Don’t be foolish, Emy.”

Captain Payne whipped the horses, and they sprang forward so
suddenly that he nearly lost the remns. His ineptitude augmented his
vexation. In acrimonious silence they passed the Marylebone Gardens
and turned into the new road to Islington.

Their pilgrimage was induced by a newspaper advertisement which
ran thus:

“Cold Bath, in the New Road, near the Adam and Eve Tea
Gardens, is now in fine order for the reception of ladies and gentle-
men. This bath 1s supplied from as fine a spring as any in the
kingdom, and is replete with every accommodation for bathing,
situate 1n the MIDST of a pleasant garden. This water has been re-
markably serviceable to people subject to lowness of spirits and ner-
vous disorders.”

Captain Payne, brought up on sea bathing, regarded the jaunt
as one of necessity; Emy counted it a pleasure and a new experience.
As she pointed out, the basin of water supplied by Nerot’s Hotel
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was enough for persons like herself who had been taught to wash
in sections, beginning with the face. . .. Not, of course, that she
denied the benefits of simultaneous immersion. . . .

The arrangement of the bath rendered 1t easy for Captain Payne
to maintain an aloof and offended demeanour. Rustic paths took
the ladies and gentlemen to different ends of the pool, and, to up-
hold and preserve decorum, a net a few inches lugh was stretched
across the surface of the water. An old woman, presiding 1n a log
cabin, hung Emy’s blue silk dress on a nail and substituted a cotton
suit with pantalets tied at the ankles and embellished at the waist
with a mmiature farthingale. On entering the water this contrivance
uprose and prevented the wearer {rom finding any resting-place
for her arms. Despite this drawback imposed by modesty, Emy
derived much pleasure from the novel experience. Chestnut and
willow trees fringed the pool, a brown squirrel on the end of a
branch scattered white blossoms on her powdered hair, a pair of
jays flew from bank to bank.

Cold water dispelled Captain Payne’s ill humour. He came up to
the net and, catching Emy unawares, ducked her so vigorously that
she lost her footing and fell upon the mud at the bottom. The
farthingale enveloped her like a cage. Struggling, she came to the
surface. All about her the water was white with powder, rivulets
flavoured with ornis root and orange flowers trickled from her hair
into her mouth.

Balanced between anger and laughter, she upbraided her lover
across the {ragile boom. “ Unkind Jack to treat me so; and foolish,
too, to waste all the money spent on powder and craping. Now I'm
no different from one of my mother’s pastics waiting for the oven.
My God, what a sight I must be! But what matter is it so long as
we're happy? ” Bending down, she tried to wash off the remaining
powder. Her hair floated away on the water—long, tawny strands
like the seaweed called “Mermaid’s tresses” which grew on the
rocks at Parkgate, near her birthplace at Neston.

Anzious to obliterate all memory of the uff, Captain Payne regaled
Emy on a dinner of chicken, peas, bread and wine at the Adam
and Eve Tea Gardens in Tottenham Court Road, before driving
back to London between fragrant hawthorn hedges.

That might he took her, not to Vauxhall, where Sir Harry enter-
tained a party, but to the more anstocratic, though less lively,
Ranelagh. Surrounded by a distinguished company who eyed Emy
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with admiring curiosity, they sauntered round the illuminated gar-
dens, viewed the canal and Chinese buildings, and finally. followed
the throng into the Rotunda, where they listened to the orchestra,
drank tea, and became a part of the fashionable procession walking
round and round. At ten o’clock they applauded moving transparen-
cies, at eleven all fairy lights 1n the grounds were extinguished and
the orchestra played “ God Save the King” in the glow cast by three
candles left burning in the Rotunda.

So recklessly had Captain Payne spent money that by Tuesday
morning he found his resources nearly exhausted. Only by strict
economy would his funds suffice for the hotel bill and his coach fare
to Portsmouth. Emy wholeheartedly agreed to plans for retrench-
ment, but met with opposition his suggestion of transferring her
person to the care of Sir Harry.

“Yesterday you didn’t wish me to meet him at Vauxhall, now
you're willing I should go to him. I don’t want to; he’s foxy-faced
and he uses words I can’t understand. I'll dress up as a sailor and
come to sea with you instead.”

“You're a silly girl, Emy, to suppose you’d deceive even the meost
ignorant ship’s boy.”

“I'd cut off my hair.” Emy gave a hittle gasp before she suggested
this supreme sacrifice.

Captain Payne answered irritably: “Don’t be foolish.”

He felt in the pocket of his Nankin breeches and counted his
money again. “I was sure I had another guinea,” he sighed; “if
I had ’twas stolen last night. "T'will be a close squeeze for us both
to live on this till to-morrow. We’d best go along and see Fetherstone;
if he says he'll take you now, I won't stand in your lLight.”

Emy’s face was rebellious. “I won't be given away like a stick of
cherries.”

“Ye have no choice; between gentlemen a promise is a bond.”

“I made no promise,” Emy muserably retorted.

“It wasn't necessary; your welfare devolved upon us. As a public
man I could only give you protection for a few days; Sir Harry’s
position allows him to offer longer security. Damme, Emy,” he said,
forgetting he was bound by honour to support the dignity as well
as the machinations of another male, “if you play your cards cleverly
there’s no reason why you shouldn’t be mistress of Uppark till
Fetherstone takes a wife.”

Furious resentment bereft Emy of speech. Sullenly she accoms
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panied her lover from the hotel and walked beside him to St. James’s
Street. All entrances were held by the King’s Guards, and they were
turned back. Ordinarily Emy would have made excited comments on
this evidence of martial law. Anger restrained her. Bright spots of
colour burnt in her cheeks, her chin was proudly tilted, only the
whisper of her swinging hoop imposed itself on poignant silence.
Side by side, yet aloof as strangers, they walked up Old Bond
Street to Limmer’s Hotel. Emy’s advent caused such commotion
among the sporting squires lounging 1n the coffee-room and lobby
that Captain Payne’s smouldering temper flamed. Grasping her by
the arm, he hustled her {rom the building and along Conduit Street
to Trinity Chapel, into which he unceremoniously thrust her.

“Wait for me,” he commanded as the baize door sighed into 1ts
frame.

Emy walked furiously up and down. . . . She’d go, walk out into
London. ... . Lose herself. . . . Come to grief, most likely. . . . She
visualized a wild leap from London Bridge. . . . A lovely drowned
girl floating down the river. . . . Captain Payne, overcome by re-
morse, stepping in front of a cannon ball. . . . A double coffin cov-
ered with the Royal Standard, lent by the King. . . .

The chapel of ease was small and its aisle so narrow that Emy’s
wide hoop frequently became jammed. Disengaging her skirts inter-
rupted the flow of imagination; so she sat down in a pew, to find that
her fancy, like her anger, subsided without the stimulus of rapid
motion.

. After a few minutes the door was pushed open and Captain Payne
entered. Casting himself upon a seat 1 front of Emy, he turned
his shoulder towards her. “ He’s gone! ”

.“Sir Harry?”

“Yes, ordered his coach to be ready early and set off for Uppark
before breakfast. He didn’t leave any message for me.”

“He’s paying you for not answering his invitation to Vauxhall,”
said Emy with a flash of insight.

“TJust like him! Up to a point he’s easy to manage, but one never
can prophesy when he’ll turn sulky.”

{ Lapsing into gloomy silence, Captain Payne found vent for his
spleen by kicking the pew in front of him. The news had a contrary
effect upon Emy. Her spirits rose.

“*Tis no grief to me he’s gone away, and I hope hell not hurry
to come back,”
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“How do you mean to manage without him?

“Somehow! ” Emy responded with easy optimism. “Rather than
leave me alone you'll take me to Portsmouth, and 1if I cannot go to
sea, there may be a little cottage on the shore where I can live.”

While Emy indulged in airy fancies, Captain Payne surveyed her
critically. Such lack of reason surfeited a2 man when his passion was
satisfied. Despite her lovely face, she had no more sense than other
cattle. . . .

“Tll write to Fetherstone and give him your address.”

“That I haven’t! ”

He looked at her blankly. “No more you have! *

Emy began to laugh, so gaily that she infected her lover. Soon
the little chapel rang with thoughtless youthful laughter.

“Supposing I sleep 1n the park to-morrow night!” Emy gasped.

“*T1is warm, and ye might do worse.”

“Indeed ’twill be no hardship if I'm left alone.”

“ Anyway, there’s half a bed for you this night, my pretty; and
who knows what the future holds? ”

“I want fame and glory.”

Indulgently he chucked her under the chin. “T’ll try to leave you
with a few shillings.”

Opening the door, he let in a shaft of sunshine. Dust, floating on
the air, became transformed into minute fairy-like particles eternally
swirling 1n an intricate dance.

“Where are we going? ” asked Emy.

“God knows!”

The door fell behind them with a sigh.



CHAPTER FIVE

HAD not lack of money curtailed the wanderings of Emy and
Captain Payne, the activities of the rioters would have done
so. Soldiers were on duty at both Houses of Parliament and at St.
James’s Palace. Now and again a shot rang out, but the mob had
command of the town. Zealots, having ceased to differentiate be-
tween Protestant and Catholic, with impartial ardour burnt the
homes of both, Tongues of flame flickered from every quarter; at
s1x o'clock 1t was rumoured that the mob marched upon Newgate.

Emy was eager to witness what promised to be the most spectacular
demonstration of the mots, but was discouraged by Captain Payne
on grounds of prudence and economy.

“Not that 'm the man to hold back from a frolic,” he explaned,
“but as an officer in the Naval service I should be unwise to risk
arrest now the Guards are out. Besides, we've no money to hire a
hackney coach, and I lack inclination to walk so far.”

Once again they paced St. James’s Square. The light {from thirty
fires throbbed on the sky, to focus in a red-and-gold aurora behind
Norfolk House.

Captain Payne pointed his cane at the illumination. “Looks pro-
phetic for the drunken representative of the Howards. In order
to sit in Parhament, the Earl of Surrey has changed his religion, but
last week at the Cocoa Tree, when he was half seas over, I heard
him boasting that ‘in spite of having to swallow the Protestant
oath, there would be three good Catholics in Parliament’: Lord
Nugent, Sir Thomas Gascoyne and himscl{.”

“Perhaps, if we wait, the mob will come and burn down his
house,” Emy hopefully surmused.

“What a mutineer you are, Emy! From your character you might
be Irish.”

“I'm no rebel, though ’tis said my father’s mother came from

5(.
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Dublin and that I take after her. I'd always serve the right side if
I knew which ’twas, for fight I must if a battle be on.”

In the hope of witnessing a skirmish between mob and muilitia,
they strolled into Pall Mall. It was deserted. At the far end rows of
lanterns pricked the ruddy twilight with points of gold, delicate
chains outlining the dark turrets of St. James’s Palace. Rooks cawed
as they crcled and wheeled above their nests in the tall trees of
Carlton Gardens; a cascade splashed beyond the high wall, scents
of mignonette, stocks and roses drifted on the warm air. Where
Cockspur Street crossed to the Haymarket, fliting lights recorded
the passage of link-boys and chaurs. ‘

The scene encouraged sentiment. Drawing Emy within a gateway,
Captain Payne kissed and fondled her with passion he had thought
sated. She submitted kindly, returming his caresses with inattentive
friendliness.

Piqued by her mood, he gave her a little shake. “Don’t you love
me, Emy? ”

Truthful by inclination, she paused to give the matter due thought.
Her standards of love being limuted, she compared her feelings for
him with those she felt for her mother. The test proving conclustve,
she reported the result. “I don’t love you, but I like you well. You're
so gay and thoughtless that we match each other. But one must
admure before one can love, and a girl must choose as well as be
chosen. You think no better of me than of a pretty ribbon picked
up 1n the gutter.”

The answer was disconcerting. “That’s an odd thing to say to
a man.”

“*Tis true, and you know it. Never mind "—she gave his hand
a consoling squeeze—" you wouldn’t want my love if I gave it, so
tis best I should keep what wouldn’t be valued.” Extricating herself
from his arms, she started to walk towards Carlton House.

The Royal Palace was without a tenant. White blinds were drawn
down at the windows, behind the Corinthian portico massive polished
doors were shut and guarded by chains. The quietness of the palace
was not reflected by the courtyard, which exhibited activities befitting
a barrack square. Illuminated by flambeaux, members of the Military
Foot Association were driling under the supervision of a rotund
citizen who wore a plum-coloured sash round the waist of his hand-
some uniform coat. Such martial evolutions delighted Emy. To
obtain a better view she poked her head between the columns in
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the long range that separated the royal courtyard from Pall Mall.

That her interest was so readily deflected from humself was an
additional mortification to Captain Payne. “Our last might, perhaps
for ever, yet you prefer watching antics of mock soldiers to loving
me.”

Emy's soft heart was touched. She turned swiftly, flung her arms
around his neck and kissed him warmly. Not bargaining for a public
proof of regard, he roughly shook her off, and, without ascertaining
if she followed, beat a sheepish retreat towards St. James’s Square.

Emy started i pursuit, thought better of 1t and faced about towards
the town. She would see a little more before returning to an angry
lover. . ..

The fiery glow suffusing the sky imparted a pink tinge to walls
and buildings; even shadows were tnted. All was visible, yet muted
as dawn seen through red spectacles. On reaching the junction of
the north, east and western thoroughfares, Emy heard the murmur
of a large concourse approaching from the City. From a muttering
rumble the sound gradually increased to a roar. Looking towards
Charing Cross, she saw the van of a procession advancing round the
bend with banners, drums and whistles. On either side yelling men
and women, carrying torches, leapt into the air for better views of
the prisoners released from the cells of Newgate. The mamn column,
formed 1nto squadrons, maintained rough disciphne. Armed with
iron crowbars, mattocks, bludgeons, and spokes of cart wheels, the
leaders marched immediately behind a dirty blue cotton banner
ornamented with a red flannel cross. Among them Emy recognized
Thomas Haycock, the waiter from St. Alban’s Tavern, Richard
Hyde, the crazy Quaker, and John Glover, who had his black arm
round a street trollop. These men who had figured prominently on
the first day of the riots, formed a bodyguard for Francis Mockford,
a tall, emaciated man with a fanatic’s face, holding the great keys of
Newgate high above his head. Sweat ran down his hollow cheeks, his,
arms, extended and linked together by the iron ring connecting the
keys, trembled with fatigue and were marble white from restricted
blood. Like Thomas Haycock, he was a water, and as he walked
the fringe of his white apron fluttered against bony shins.

Behind the ringleaders released prisoners, looking pale and scared,
rode on horseback. Heavy irons stll shackled their arms and legs
and they lay like sacks over the backs of the horses. At intervals
the cavalcade stopped to heave back into place those who were
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slipping. Above the noise Thomas Haycock’s voice shouted en-
couragement. “ Not a prison shall stand in London to-morrow. The
Bishop’s house shall be destroyed; the Duke of Norfolk’s Papist
mansion shall make a burnt offering to heaven. We are well sup-
ported, I tell you, for there are six or seven noblemen and Members of
Parliament on our side.”

His eyes, sweeping the crowd, lighted on Emy. Shouting a wel-
come, he left his place and forged his way towards her. “Come
along, my poppit, and take your rightful part in the procession. No
one shall say Thomas Haycock was forgetful of assistance given to
the great Protestant cause. You were at the wrecking of the
Sardimian Chapel, and yesterday, outside Lord George’s house, you
gave as pretty a dance as ever I did see.”

Ignoring her protests, he took her by the wrists and dragged her
through the throng to a place beside John Glover. The negro eyed
ber up and down and his doxy gave her a scornful glance.

“'Take no notice of them,” Haycock counselled; “I'll put you on
t'other side o’ me—one female should always balance another.”

Emy endeavoured to free herself, but the waiter held her tighter.
“Leave go,” she said. “I've something better to do than walk 1n a
procession with a lot of rag-tag.”

“Got proud, haven't you, since you were favoured by a gentle-
man? I've taken a fancy to you myself, Spitfire, and to-night the
servant is as good as the master.”

He took a firmer grip. Despite her fine physique, Emy was no
match for the powerful waiter. Willy-nilly she walked by his side.
Anger and shame alternated. She hated Thomas Haycock, and if
opportunity arose she would certainly kill hum. Jack Payne did right
to rebuke her for wild behaviour. . . . Had she paid heed to warn-
ings and shown more respect for herself, her present plight would
not have occurred. ... If her lover was a witness, what excuse
could be offered? . . .

She tried to conceal herself behind Richard Hyde’s greatcoat;
old, grey and voluminous, 1t was spattered with blue paint, which
still dripped from his flapped hat. So liberally had the Quaker ap-
plied the Protestant colour that his hair as well as his clothing shared
in his zealous demonstration. Unfortunately he changed his station,
walking first on one side of Franais Mockford and then on the other.
Lacking permanent shelter, Emy covered her head with her pink
silk hood.
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No lights showed m the Haymarket; both the Opera House and
the theatre were closed. Up the deserted street the procession and
its attendant rabble swept like a tidal wave. Dust and litter floated
before, flotsam of the gutter churned to the surface by the surge of
feet. In St. James’s Market many persons shipped on 1otten fruit and
rabbit skins; a mare fell with her manacled rider. Finding neither
able to rise, the procession skirted round them and flowed on
towards the square.

On leaving the shelter of Charles Street, Emy looked apprehen-
swely for Captain Payne. Reflection from the sky no longer illumi-
nated the houses and lake, but light from roters’ torches penetrated
to the farther side of the square. It was empty: only shadows leapt
grotesquely up and down the house-fronts, while black replicas of
the street posts lay like yawning graves.

The mob separated nto detachments. Rioters who had lights and
weapons converged upon Norfolk House; horses carrying released
prisoners were led towards York Street; John Glover and his
strumpet, Richard Hyde, Thomas Haycock and Emy followed the
swaying figure of Mockford to the railings guarding the lake.

Suddenly Haycock jumped and snatched the keys. As Mockford’s
stff arms bent, his shriek of angwsh echoed forlornly across the
square.

Thrusting the wron ring into Emy’s hands, Haycock said: “There,
my duck, I have given you the prze of the Chrnistian war waged
against Popery and oppression. Throw the keys of Newgate into
the water, sweetheart—throw them far and deep.”

Panting and sobbing, Mockford dropped on his knees and clawed
at Emy’s hands: “I carried them, I carried them,” he moaned, “ high
above my head to show them to heaven. "Tis my nght to sink them.
I earned it.”

Emy hastly relinquished the keys. “Poor man! indeed they are
yours, and ’twas no wish of minc to rob you.” Glancing at the negro
and Richard Hyde, she incitingly added: “ And if I had my way I'd
throw Thomas Haycock into the pond as well; "twould do him good
to get a ducking, for a nastier thief I never saw.”

Unprepared for her words and their result, Haycock went down
under united attack. Complacently, Emy watched her deputics ad-
minstering justice until she felt something hard and cold insinuated
into her hand. Looking down, she saw the smallest of the prison keys.

“The condemned cell,” Mockford gently explained. With a touch
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of his finger he directed Emy to the railing. “Into the middle,” he
admonished.

The key struck the fountan, then, ricochetting, sank with a tiny
splash. Mockford raised the great keys and swung them thrice above
his head; meeting the water slantingly, they displaced a wide feather
of spray.

His task accomplished, he collapsed against the rallings; a par-
oxysm of coughing shook his bony shoulders. Thomas Haycock,
inert and groaning, was absorbed 1n his own suffering, but his as-
sailants showed signs of uring. Concluding that prospects of escape
might soon be less favourable, Emy stole towards York Street. A shot
rang out; looking back, she saw a line of soldiers, and the mob
scattering in all directions.

Running between high garden walls, she emerged into Jermyn
Street and almost collided wath the cavalcade from Newgate halted
at the back of St. James’s Church. A woman had fallen from her
horse and lay on the ground, a motionless bundle of rags and chains.
By the light of a single torch, men, wearing sacks over their heads,
attempted to heave her back. Haste hampered their efforts, a voice
peremptorily calling from the head of the line made them drop
her. The procession started again; although the night was sultry, a
cold, damp reek accompanied them. As Emy sped past she was
followed by eyes that ghttered balefully through matted hair. Not
until she regained the stuffy security of Nerot’s Hotel was she able
to shake off a feeling of horror and panic.

She found Captain Payne in bed and apparently unconcerned
for her safety. His indifference caused her to feel unutterably forlorn,
tears of self-pity stung her eyes. To hude her weakness she averted
her face from the bed with its cumbrous tester of crimson rateen.

Her lover yawned: “ Think I must have fallen asleep. What did
you do after I left you? ”

With wide-open eyes Emy stared at the rush-hight. Unshed tears
transmitted a false image to the feeble flame, representing it as a
golden meteor emitting fiery shafts. By manipulating her lashes this
phantasm could be made to expand and contract in a pleasing
manner.

Tremulously she answered his question: “I walked towards the
Haymarket and saw the rioters.”

“Gave them a wide -berth, I hope?” Captain Payne cuffed his
pillow and turned upon his side. His unbuttoned night-shirt revealed
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his broad chest scarred by a wound received in the attack on Fort
Moultrie, Sullivan’s Island. Flushed with sleep, his dark, reckless
young face looked infinitely pathetic. Emy was oppressed by tender
pity for them both.

“Should you have cared had I taken a fancy to go ofl with the
rioters? ” she wistfully inquired.

He snuggled more comfortably into the feather bed. “You're
free to do the best you can for yourself. But you'd be foolish to
throw yourself away on a thief or a vagabond when you're stil
fresh and able to pick and choose.”

“T think I'll blow out the Light,” she said.

“"Twill make a beastly stink, but I don’t care if it induces you to
come more swiftly to bed. The devil knows when I'll Le with a
woman again, and ‘twill soon be morn.ng.”

Emy had an indifferent night, but her lover slept as daylight seeped
through the heavy curtains. Lying awake, she heard an ostler loiter
into the yard and unbar the stable door. Hoofs 1ang on cobbles;
men growled uncouth commands and hissed as they groomed;
carriages were wheeled out and washed. The night's bedding was
added to the midden, a smell of manure drifted through the window.
Another day had come.

The Portsmouth stage-coach left from the ‘Golden Cross’, but
called to pick up passengers at the ‘ White Bear’ in Piccadilly. Emy
and Captain Payne reached the mn yard ten minutes before the
coach was due. As the moment approached for farewell, they be-
came shy of each other and, to avoid touching on matters of exigency.
embarked upon elaborate comments on trivial subjects.

With breezy gaiety Captain Payne drew Emy’s attention to a row
of windows supporting a covered gallery. “ That’s as like the stern
walk of a first-rate as anything you could see. Remove the pent-roof
and 'tis as similar as makes no matter.”

Emy regarded the back of the inn with grave interest. The first
floor projected and rested on oak corbels. Ten leaded windows,
separated by beams, supported a gallery and carved balustrade; be-
yond were bedroom doors, above a pent-roof carried on oaken posts.
Sheets clean enough for further use, and blankets airing, hung across
the rail; a screen insufficient to hide a chambermaid emptying bed-
room pots into a bucket.

“Has your ship a place like that? ”

“The Cormorant? Oh, dear nol She’s only an 18-gun sloop.”
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“*Tis a pity,” Emy responded with feeling.

It was another hot morning. The sun blazed from a vivid sky, not
a breath of wind disturbed wisps of straw lying about the yard, or
ruffled the feathers of a brown cock and three white hens scratching
in the dung-heap. An air of expectancy became noticeable; an ostler
opened wider the big gates; a groom exercising a couple of riding-
horses drew them to one side; gentlemen breakfasting in the coffee-
room glanced through the windows. A fat, swarthy woman wearing
a pink print dress and a mob cap waddled from the kitchen to an oak
rostrum outside the coffee-room. Stretching upwards, she grasped a
string attached to a brass bell.

“When I came from Chester I travelled by waggon,” Emy volun-
teered.

“Very slow, wasn’t 1t? ”

“Two muiles an hour, or three when the road was good. Passengers
slept at ‘hedge’ inns for a penny a night.”

An old gentleman and his son, emerging from the coffee-room,
discussed the riots as they walked up and down. Captain Payne
strolled across the yard and politely accosted the younger man:
“Have you the latest news? ”

“Newgate is burned to the ground; Akerman’s house reduced to a
mere shell. More than three hundred prisoners were released and
carried off on horseback; four were to have been excuted to-morrow.”

The old gentleman’s voice interrupted in wrathful crescendo:
“Good God! Where were the military? Where were the constables?
Where were the citizens? Why were the ’prentices unmindful of their
traditions?

“Can’t think to what the country is coming, Sir! ” Captain Payne
feelingly responded. Handsome and gallant 1n lis blue-and-white
uniform, he looked much younger than his twenty-six years.

The old man angrily stamped up and down. “ We're going to the
dogs, Sir! We're going to the dogs!”

A fanfare, rumbling wheels and horses galloping sounded without.
Ostlers ran from the stables, the woman 1n the pink print jangled
the brass bell. Lurching and creaking, the Portsmouth coach entered
the inn yard.

Emy stood apart, with the chickens clucking and pecking around
her blue silk petticoat. In an adjacent shed an elderly man in a
baize apron and white paper cap polished shoes with an old brown
hagwig. His face was weathered and chapped, he had a bulbous
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nose and watering, sad, pale eyes. Every ime Emy glanced his way
he smiled in a wistful, pleading manner and touched his paper head-
dress with edge of the blacking-brush. His air of defeat and humlity
disturbed Emy’s soft heart. Purposefully she turned and walked
towards the coach, pretending to be unaware of his tearful, faded
eyes appealingly following her disdainful back.

The coach was constructed of dull black leather thickly studded,
by way of ornament, with broad-headed black nails. Semi-circular
in shape, 1t hung on 1mmense {ront and back springs, which caused
it to resemble a fat spider balanced on long, bent legs. Four oval
windows lighted each side. On a narrow boot, covered by a spread-
ing hammer-cloth luxunantly fringed, an impressive coachman 1n
green lvery sat besde a thin, dyspeptic guard who clutched a
carbine. A large basket attached to the back of the coach by iron
bars overhung the big red wheels. In this receptacle several poor
travellers were uncomfortably huddled. Three brown horses were
harnessed by lengthy traces to the vehicle; on the back of the leader
rode a postilion 1 a green riding-coat and cocked hat.

Four vacant places remained. While the old gentleman was
assisted up the high step and the brass bell clanged a reminder to
the mussing traveller, Captain Payne stood by Emy and awkwardly
held her hand.

“T shall always remember our time together, Emy. "Tis certair
your lovely face and pretty, kind ways will be rewarded by gooc
treatment.” Thrusting upon her a small white package which had
become hot and damp i his hand he grufly added: “That’s all
I've got; I would 'twere more; but I've given you Harry Fetherstone’s
address, so you'll be secure.” Stooping, he administered a hasty kiss, a
caress that fell smartly on the side of Emy’s nose. “ We'll meet again,”
he promised; “all will be as 1t was.”

The guard sounded his horn. Stepping back to her old place, Emy
watched the coach drive away. As the wheels rolled i and out of
ruts, so the heads behind the windows nodded back and forth. The
postilion took the gate m a wide curve; basket and rear wheels dis-
appeared from view.

Eddies of dust and straw slowly subsided. Quietness that had the
quality of substance settled upon the inn yard. The brass bell still
swung, but the woman who rang it had gone indoors; sheets and
blankets no longer festooned the balustrade; ostlers and horses had
vanished. The cock found 2 worm and clucked an invitation to his
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hens; the man cleaning shoes emerged from the shed and stood like
an automaton, raising the blacking-brush to the edge of his paper cap.

Emy slowly moved away; her skirt lisped upon the pavement, her
pink slippers, worn and soiled by hard service, stumbled among the
uneven cobblestones. As she passed under the archway to the street,
she glanced back. Holding the brown bagwig in one hand and the
blacking-brush 1n the other, the old manservant stood in the sunlight
wistfully watching her with rheumy eyes. Gravely, pitifully, she blew
a kuss.

Emy had no plans for her future other than a determination to
spend the day amid fields and hedges. Since leaving Dr. Budd’s she
had become better acquainted with the town’s topography; jaunts
with Captain Payne had shown her farms and hay-fields within half-
a-mule of Oxford Road.

Crossing Piccadilly, she took the first northward alley, which
brought her by devious twists into Great Swallow Street. She ven-
tured without her usual tementy; dependence upon a lover had
impaired her courage. The gay audacity that had carried her through
the first day of the riots was replaced by reflection; in retrospect
lawless episodes and hazards lost glamour, she felt no pride in the
parts she had played; between her and the sunny sky bestial faces
of Newgate prisoners intervened like a grim transparency. Depres-
sion, heavy as a leaden weight, robbed her footsteps of buoyancy.
She was friendless and alonec 1n a wicked city. . .. What would
she do now? . .. Good God, what could she do? ...

The character of Great Swallow Street was not assuring. The long,
irregular thoroughfare was fringed with stables, pawnshops, taverns
and lottery offices. Dwelling-houses had degenerated into trade prem-
ises; pigs’ trotters, pease pudding, tripe, darned woollen stockings
cut up for tinder-making, rush-lights and dipped candles were
offered for sale behind bow windows. Near Chapel Court a white
glove tied to a door knocker announced a birth; at the junction of
Great Swallow Street with the Oxford Road a band of drummers
serenaded with trumpets a bridal chamber; passing through the
crowd, Emy emerged into the wide highway runmng from Tyburn
to Bloomsbury.

Adjoining Portland Place she found a meadow golden wath butter-
cups and established herself on a knoll. To the north, across the dusty
new road from Paddington to Ishngton, a draughtboard panorama
of fields and hedges, woods and isolated mansions extended to the
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heights of Hampstead, Highgate and Primrose Hill. To the east,
Tottenham Court Road lay like a white ribbon across undulating
country and marshlands gleaming in the sun; westward sporadic
outbreaks of bricks and mortar, and the trees 1n Marylebone Gardens
blocked all further view. A haze of smoke hung over the town.
Roofs and church spires stretched into the blue distance. Here and
there flames flickered; near Soho Square the shell of a large mansion
was lit by a furnace raging within.

Emy had a tree stump to sit upon and a mole-hill for a footstool.
Scented petals from a hawthorn tree dropped 1nto her lap; a lark
sang in the clouds; white butterfies flickered and waltzed in the
balmy air.

Unfastening Captain Payne’s packet, she found it contained three
shillings and a message:

“You are a charming creature, Emy and worthy of a settled situa-
tion; this I think you may find with Fetherstone. He 1s good-natured,
but eastly takes offence. If you remember to treat his dignity with
respect you will do very well. Address Sir Harry at Uppark, Sussex,
and until you join him steer clear of common entanglements. Here-
with 1s the last of the money. On my next leave I hope again to enjoy
the pleasure of yr embraces; till that happy time arrives I am, dear
Emy, yrs most faithfully, John Willett Payne.”

For some time Emy sat looking at the letter; then she put it at
the bottom of a small fancy bandbox that held her brush, comb and
night shift. The more she thought of Sir Harry, the less she liked
him. Anyway, a girl with three shillings in her stocking had time to
make up her mind. . ..

Despite precarious prospects, she spent an agrecable hour watch-
ing Portland Place uprising from fields and plantations. A wide
thoroughfare had been driven through a farm; newly dug foundations
surrounded doomed cow-sheds; a barn, two clms and a duck-pond
occupied the prospective site of a pilastered mansion. Sounds of
hammering, of metal clinking on stone, and of voices, dufted cheer-
fully across the meadow. Silence came at noon; workmen climbed
the field fence and sat down to eat their dinner amid the long grass.

Emy realized she was hungry. Standing up, she scanned the country
from Tottenham Court to Battle Bidge and the Foundling Hospital;
she saw taverns and turnpikes, Whitefields Chapel and Baltimore
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House, but the nearest building resembling a farm lay a mile away,
near the grounds of Montagu House.

Picking up her bandbox, she took an oblique course towards Great
Russell Street. A turnip field and a stony lane proved gruelling
for flimsy shoes, brambles took toll of her petticoat, her hoop suf-
fered in an encounter with a stile. Suddenly, for no reason, there
flashed into her mind a memory-picture of Dr. James Graham leaving
his lodgings in Chatham Place. So vivid was recollection that she
saw again his full, handsome, self-confident face; his prosperous
protuberance of person; his costly black clothes. With the vision
came an echo: “ Would you like to earn three pounds a month? ”

Emy’s unstable temperament took an upward tilt; wealth, work
and security lay ahead. Her future assumed a pattern definite as the
landscape.



CHAPTER SIX

‘ BY enlisting the aid of Mary Mudge, Emy hoped for a speedy inter-
view with Dr. Graham, but anxiety to escape the vigilance of Mrs.
Budd obliged her to delay the project until nightfall.

She approached the City by way of Broad St. Giles and High
Holborn—thoroughfares that were unfamiliar. The riots had dramned
the streets of people. Law-abiding citizens chalked “No Popery”
on therr shutters and barricaded themselves in their houses; others,
with nothing to lose and everything to gain, had vacated the cellars
and tenements of St. Giles to skirmish and loot with the Protestanr
Army.

Emy had no company but the sound of her own footsteps. The
long, lonely street lay shadowy and dim; now and agan a cat
streaked across the pavement or a lean dog scavenged in the gutter;
at Middle Row she overtook a watchman shuffling painfully on gouty
feet. Projecting fronts of gabled houses nearly met overhead, to be
succeeded by flat-faced modern dwellings crowned with regiments
of chimneys; at the corner of Castle Yard the blackened shell of a
large building radiated heat and a smell of charred wood.

On reaching the summit of Holborn Hill, Emy saw a pulsing
salmon-pink reflection on the sky which increased momentarly to
an angry red glare. As she descended, so the familiar murmur of
the mob fell upon her ears. She walked slowly, torn betwixt a newly
developed squeamishness and her normal inclination to enter every
affray. Curiosity triumphed; she ran as fast as long skirts permitted
towards the conflagration.

At Holborn Bridge she beheld the most spectacular blaze achieved
during the riots. Flames of blue, green and purple roared through the
roof of Mr. Langdale’s distillery; every few seconds casks exploded
and flames leapt higher. Against the roar of the fire beat the roar

A2
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of the mob. Huzzaing, cursing, fighting, they surged over the pave-
ment and over each other. Men and women lay along the gutters
lapping up raw spirits. When they became too drunk to fight and
snarl, newcomers kicked them away and usurped their places. Before
the stream of brandy threatened to run dry, ringleaders broke fresh
casks and let the contents flow.

Emy’s insatiable appetite for adventure and hazard urged her
forward. Keeping within the shadows, she got as close to the dustillery
as the heat allowed. She was unnoticed. Variegated hghts cast by
rainbow flames played on distorted faces. Glassy-eyed women, arms
interlinked, solemnly staggered in an ungainly dance to a moaned
accompamment. Men shouted, quarrelled, embraced, fell down. Chul-
dren, sprawling on the pavement, made mud pies and dabbled their
Jands 1 gin and rum.

The smell of spints was overwhelming. Emy’s head began to swim
and she felt hersclf reeling drunkenly. She forgot caution and elbow-
ing her way among the hquor-maddened people, attempted to reach
the comparative quietness of the Ileet Market. The hot stench of
unwashed bodies, burning spirits, smoke and charred wood aug-
mented her distress. Panic seized her; struggling frantically, she tried
to batter through the mass of yielding flesh. A movement like a
shudder rnippled through the crowd; shots rang out. Emy lost her
foothold and rocked this way and that with the eddying throng. Some-
times she was squeezed upwards and looked down on ugly, con-
torted faces, then, tossed sideways, she was 1n danger of falling and
being trampled underfoot. Upraised, she saw the King’s Guard hold-
ing Holborn Hill, Saffron Hill and Snow Hill, whule the Military Foot
Association barred escape by the Fleet Market. Submerged and
struggling to preserve her life, she could only gauge the actions of
the military by the recoil or advance of her neighbours. In a stampede
rowards the Fleet she found herself borne upwards against a wrought-
ron lamp-post. In a moment she grasped an ornamental scroll
around the oil container, and, pulling herself up, swung out of
danger above the surging mob. Pandemomum raged. The Guards
fired volleys, women screamed, men huzza'd and cursed. Hisses came
from every direction, and with the roar of the fire, still fiercely burn-
ing, predominated over all other sounds.

Emy found foothold on a narrow cross-bar, and so eased her
aching arms. Her position, though much improved, was still far from
enviable. In the scrimmage she had lost her bandbox and her pink
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silk cape and hood, her dress was torn to ribbons, her hoop, broken
in fragments, poked, like fractured bones, through her petticoat.

The rioters were experiencing defeat. With levelled muskets, the
Guards marched companies of men, women and children down Snow
Hill to the Poultry Compter, the only prison in London that had not
been attacked. Either by design, or through carclessness, Holborn
Hull was left unguarded, and the mob lost no ume in profiting by
the omission. Soon all that remained of the lately straggling concourse
lay killed, wounded, dying or too drunk to move.

Holborn Bridge and Mr. Langdale’s yard resembled a battleground.
Dark humps dotted the pavement; transparent blue flames licked
and curled around the cobblestones where spirits had igmted. A
prostrate woman’s brandy-drenched skirt caught alight and blazed
like a flambeau; she moaned and feebly moved; the stench of singed
flesh amalgamated with other smells.

Members of the Military Foot Association left their position across
the Fleet conduit and advanced over the bridge; in passing they gave
each black hummock a prod with a musket. A white-haired, burly
man stopped at the foot of Emy’s lamp-post and ordered her down.

Obediently she attempted to descend, but her arms were so
numbed 1t was pain to disengage them from the wronwork. “If you’ll
catch me ’twill be a kind act, for indeed I'm stiff enough to fall and
break every bone 1n my body.”

“ And no loss to the country, either, you young baggage!”

Seeing she was to get no help, Emy clambered down as best she
might. On the ground she contested his remark: “ Duwch! You're too
old to talk so foolish. Because you see me up a lamp-post you count
me a rioter, whereas if you had sense you'd reason I'd climbed there
to escape. Good God! What's the use of a fine uniform if no brains
go with it?”

Emy’s speech was not calculated to mollify a prosperous merchant
sacrificing convenience to duty. Without deigning a response, he
took her by the shoulders and propelled her to the gates of the Fleet
Market. They were opened to his knock and she was thrust within.

Emy was well acquamnted with her surroundings from having
promenaded between the stalls with baby Richard in her arms and
little Henry Budd dragging at her skarts. Built on land gained when
the Fleet Ditch was covered, the market occupied the centre of a
wide thoroughfare that connected the Holborn and the Fleet Bridges,
Gates, enclosing it at either end, rendered the place a valuable depor
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and canteen for the military bivouacked in the city. Instead of fish,
meat and vegetables, the open-fronted shops were filled with ac-
coutrements and provisions. Butchers’ slabs formed a table in the
muiddle of the narrow alley; over a glowing brazier a young private
frizzled sausages 1n a battered warming-pan. Emy’s sudden appear-
ance so startled him that only by her dexterous intervention was
an accident averted.

She addressed him peremptorily: “ Take me to the farther gate
and unlock 1t. Your officer thinks I'll be safer coming through the
market than following the road outside.”

Emy feared her ruse might fail, but not in vain had she studied
the manner and diction of the gentry. She traversed the market
rapidly, and left it as easily as she had entered.

Great changes had occurred during her absence. The Fleet Prison,
last seen as a massive, impregnable building, was now a blackened
shell surrounding an area of ashes, twisted iron and tumbled stones.
Taverns and shops interested in catering for prisoners and their
families were shuttered and dark. Messengers, draggled women and
turnkeys off duty who commonly loitered about Ludgate, had de-
camped with their clients.

Lonely echoes again accompanied Emy’s footsteps; New Bridge
Street was wide and solitary to walk as the highway to eternity. The
wrought-iron gates of the Bridewell were standing open; a thing
she had never seen before. Although not easily daunted, she began
to react to the eerie atmosphere of the ravaged town; her footsteps
pattered faster and faster, and she entered Chatham Place at a run.

The spectacle it presented was not reassuring. Flames devoured
the toll houses and gates of Blackfriars Bridge; against the fiery back-
ground black figures capered and shouted. Having sufficient knowl-
edge of such demonstrations to be shy of becoming involved in
another, Emy dived like a frightened rabbit down the area steps of
number four.

Confronted by the forbidding wooden door and the bars of the
kitchen window, she was at a loss how to make her presence known
to Mary Mudge, whose bedroom was the back cellar. Slipping her
hand between the bars, she drummed on the glass, and, finding this
ineffectual, she knocked on the door. Seconds stretched into minutes;
Emy’s furtive tapping developed into bangs produced with the heel
of her slipper. Possibly she would have been less bold had not the
triumphant shouts and yells of the rioters deadened her ears to the
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sounds she was making. Wearied at last and resigned to spending
the night in the area, she leant agamst the chilly wall facing the
kitchen window. Presently she detected a gleam from a shaded rush-
light coming from the farther cellar. Immediately she approached
her lips to the bars and cried: “*Tis Emy Lyon, wanting to see you.
Let me in, there’s a good creature, for I'm shivering with cold.”

No response came from within, although Emy stll could sce a
faint glow across the kitchen. Suddenly she bethought herself of the
special knock adopted by Jane Farmer when returning late from a
playhouse—a signal known to the inquisitive Mary. Emy made it
on the window, and was rewarded by seeing her friend’s pale, af-
frighted face peering through the glass. Again she cried: “"Tis Emy
Lyon, waitng to see you. Let me in, there’s a good creature, for
I'm starving with cold.”

Mary unbolted the door just as shots rang out at the bridge. Grab-
bing Emy, she pulled her mnside. Men raced along the pavement;
Chatham Place echoed to the discharge of muskets. Pressing close
to the window, both girls saw feet racing along the top of the area.
A man, howling as he ran, stumbled, toppled half-way down the
steps and lay stll.

“He’s a corpse,” Mary observed with gloomy satisfaction.

“ Poor thing! tis to be hoped he has no wife and children to grieve
for him.”

“If you'd seen as many nipped off as I have, you'd waste no pity.
We breed so fast London wouldn't hold us unless we was kept down
by accidents and pests.”

Emy’s pride was stung. “I've seen more killed and wounded since
the riots than you’ve ever done.”

Mary peered at her, then she went to fetch the rush-light. Mean-
while Emy watched the soldiers Lft the dead man and carry him
away.

Under scrutiny she began to feel embarrassed about her appearance.
Her fine dress proclaimed the vicissitudes 1t had suffered, and she
was not confident that she herself bore no marks of experience.

“That’s the best Spitalfields silk,” Mary pronounced.

“'The gownd cost all of five guineas.”

“ Looks the kind of thing a gentleman 'u'd buy. "Tis made in pretty
taste, I must say.”

“*Tis spoilt now, and I've lost the pink tippet that went with it
and my bandbox of trifles.”
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“Perhaps the gentleman who gave will buy more? ”

“I never said anything about a gentleman.”

“’Tisn’t to be supposed you could pay for silk and lace.” Mary’s
voice betrayed excitement, envy, respect and theoretical condem-
nation.

Emy answered irrelevantly: “I've tasted the waters of Bagnmigge
Wells and walked 1n the Rotunda at Ranelagh. I've seen duck-hunt-
ing, and the King and the Prince of Wales.”

“With all that behind you, what's brought you back to Chatham
Place? ”

“The need to earn money. Dr. Graham offered me three pounds
a month to work for him, and ’tis all the prospect I have of an honest
living, seeing I wouldn’t go back to Mrs. Budd if she was to ask
me on her bended knees.”

“She won’t do that. "T1s my belief she was glad to be rid of you
and Jane Farmer.”

“Has Jane gone too?”

“Yes, walked out and left the dinner to burn; she’s serving play-
house folk in Norfolk Street.”

Emy yawned. Now she came to think of it, she felt fit to drop. . . .

“If you let me share your bed to-might I'll be up early to do your
steps and catch Dr. Graham as he leaves the house.”

" “How can youmop and scour in a dress fit for Queen Charlotte? ”

“I'd sacrifice more than my gownd to be put in the way of earning
board and lodging.”

Mary regarded her curiously. “ You've slept soft in a gentleman’s
arms, maybe you've forgotten honest labour buys only a straw bed
and ragged covers? ”

“*Tis weariness that brings sound sleep.”

Lying beside Mary on the lumpy, fusty-smelling paillasse, Emy
found she had been mistaken. The vaulted small cellar was more like
a sepulchre than a bed-chamber. Once the bricks had been lime-
washed, but grime had subdued whiteness to grey uniformity, only
interrupted by a sooty patch above the rush-light and the silver tracks
of slugs lacing this way and that like a tinsel net. The feeble illu-
mination was insufficient to penetrate into corners, but it showed a
tiny barred window high up at one end, and in a recess opposite the
bed an enormous box-mangle stll saturated after Monday’s washing.
The only other furniture was a broken chair heaped with a dirty
linsey-woolsey quilted petticoat, a pair of leather stays and a print
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dress belonging to Mary, and Emy’s silk gown and lawn petticoat.

Thinking of the plumed silken bed at Mrs. Hayes’s, and the crim-
son curtained four-poster at Nerot’s Hotel, Emy was swept by
despair. Whatever would she do? Good God, what could she do? ...

A few hours’ sleep and a ray of sunshine restored her optimism.
Cautiously she shipped out of bed and dressed as far as her petticoat,
then, carrying her gown over her arm, she went in search of needle
and thread. Emy was a good sempstress, and with the aid of a skein
of floss purloined from Mrs. Tarraway’s work-table, repaired all
rents in her gown; she even succeeded 1n mending her hoop by bind-
ing together the broken cane, but not all her skill could remove
stains and a sheen of dirt that subdued the colour of the silk.

Mary awakened unwillingly. Scratching her head—always most
troublesome first thing 1 the morning—she came sulkily into the
kitchen. Without acknowledging Emy’s salutation she whipped up
a pail and clattered out to the area; the wheeze and squeak of the
pump handle awakened familiar memories. Canting sideways under
the brimming weight, Mary splashed across the kitchen and flung
the water into an 1ron receptacle adjoining the fire.

“If your Dr. Graham had to carry his own bath-water he’d be less
eager to wash his body. Un-Christian, I calls it, to soap yourself
all over every day. My mother never’s had a bath in her Lfe, yet
she’s borne nineteen children and buried seventeen. Some sickness
will fall on the doctor, mark my words, what with over-washing and
sleeping with his winder open. Ignorance, I calls it!

“What time 15 best for me to see him, Mary dear?” said Emy
in conciliatory tones. She was obliged to repeat the question because
Mary made so much clatter with the grate.

“He drinks a tumbler-glass of boiled water, if you'll believe it,
before he goes out. You can take it up to him, and welcome! ”

Mrs. Tarraway was a late riser, thus Emy’s presence was unlikely
to be discovered before she had a definite plan for the future. Cau-
tioned by Mary to remain indoors, Emy found employment in clean-
ing knives, candlesticks, and in removing, with the aid of brown
paper and a hot flatiron, grease spilled on the parlour carpet. Into
these services she put all her energy, hoping to overcome trepidation.
At last the moment came when, glass in hand, she must tap on the
doctor’s door. Her knock, loud and firm, sounded to her own ears
like musket shots.

Dr. Graham, with his back to the room, stood arranging his cravat
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before the mirror. Black silk stockings and fine cloth breeches dis-
played to advantage shapely muscular calves, sturdy thighs and
buttocks; a lawn shirt, pouched at the waist, disguised the thickness
of his torso. He did not turn when Emy entered. To emphasize the
change of handmaiden she made her skirts rustle and tapped the
floor with her high heels. Eventually she was driven to say a polite:
“ Good morning.”

Swinging round, he looked her up and down. “What do you
want? ” he brusquely demanded.

“To have the work you offered me.”

* What did I offer? ”

Emy’s temper rose. “ Three pound a month, and compared with
what others earn, 't1s not so much.”

“ As fees for a strumpet, perhaps? You've lost value, my girl. Last
week you were fresh and dewy as a spring morning, and worth
three pounds a month to me. To-day you’re despoiled, and I can
find dozens like you in Exeter Street glad to come for a guinea.”

Emy felt she had received a vital wound; strength and courage
ebbed, leaving a mere shell to quail under Dr. Graham’s searching
eyes. Trembling she walked to the door.

As she grasped the knob he spoke again: “I've no wish to be
harsh, so I'll give ye two pounds ten shullings so long as ye carry
out my wishes and conduct yourself with discretion.”

Despite professed indifference, he watched her anxiously as she
hesitated. Admiration, impersonal and contemplative, showed in his
face. Impulsively he crossed the room and patted her shoulder. “ Poor
little fool! burdened with such beauty ’twould take a wise head to
escape disaster.”

His kind words brought tears to her eyes which, rolling down her
cheeks, added to her loveliness. As if ashamed of a sentimental lapse,
Dr. Graham returned to his dressing. Assuming his sober black
waistcoat, he buttoned it across his full figure.

“You'll attend to-morrow at the Temple of Health to be instructed
in your duties. You will be required to display yourself at lectures
and other assemblies, and possibly to sing each evening. On mghts
when the Grand Celestial State Bed is occupied it will be your task
to receive the lady and prepare her by soothing conversation for the
miraculous magnetic action of the electric couch.”

Emy returned to the kitchen with mixed feelings; relief was qual—
ified by resentment.
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“ What's he offered? ” Toasting wafer-like pieces of bread, Mary
spoke without looking round, and was therefore unprepared for
a torrent of tears. Emy, her face hudden in her arms, lay across
the table and sobbed 1n noisy abandon.

Mary supphed unexpected comfort. Placing a bony arm around
Emy’s heaving shoulders, she said soothingly: “There now, don't
take on, but tell old Mary all about it. Was he unkind, then? Never
mind, "twill all be the same in a hundred years! ”

Thus admonished, Emy sat up and dried her eyes. “One rman
wants love and another virtue; tis difficult for 2 woman to know how
to please.”

“] thought the doctor was like the rest, and ’twould not be work
he’d offer.”

“But 1t was! I'm to have two pound ten a month; last Friday
’twould have been three pound.”

“ Skinflint! He knocks off three shillun from his weekly bill because
he takes no breakfast. Is he paying in advance? ”

“No.”

“Then how are you to live till wages are due?”

Emy’s spirits sank to zero. “Perhaps Mrs. Tarraway would let me
sleep with you, and I could pay something later.”

“That she wouldn’t; she called you a wanton before; if she saw you
now the name would be worse.”

“What will I do? ” Emy’s lovely eyes, drowned in tears, looked up
{or gudance.

Mary was enjoying herself—the rble of momtor did something to
level the balance between them. Screwing up her ugly sallow face to
denote concentrated thought, she stood silently biting her finger.
“Well, there’s my mother in Portugal Street; she might take you to
lodge on trust, and ’twould be handy for the Temple of Health.”

“Dear, kind Mary to think of such a plan. I couldn’t endurc to
wander again homeless through the streets.”

“I don’t promise anything! ” Emphasis was given to the proviso by
the stringent ringing of Mrs. Tarraway’s bell. The girls looked up at
it jerking and tossing on its coiled spring.

“Forgotten her toast.” Mary was laconic. Going to the fire, she re-
trieved the bread from the ashes, dusted it on her sleeve, and held it
again to the glowing coal. “I'll tell her we’ve no yeast, and ’tis baking
day. If I'm clever she’ll send me to the brewery in Clare Market, quite
close to my home”
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Mary carried her scheme into effect, but not so simply as she an-
ticipated. Due to the riots, Mrs. Tarraway showed a disposition to be
timorous and in need of companionship. Fortunately Mrs. Budd’s
plight was yet more forlorn, and at noon she sent an urgent invitation
to her neighbor to come and partake of Purl Royal, a certain insurance
against the vapours.

No sooner had she gone than Mary hurriedly exchanged her print
for the stuff dress she wore abroad. The girls left the house by the
area, as the least conspicuous exit, which necessitated taking a key
nearly as large as those of Newgate which Emy had helped to sub-
merge.

Blackfriars Bridge was held by the City Militia and Chatham Place
had a battered appearance. Pieces of the toll-house were scattered
over the roadway, windows had been broken, a pool of blood marked
the spot where the rioter had fallen.

Mary assumed the timid, ultra-genteel bearing she had adopted on
their previous outing, but as there was no Ephraim Gibson to im-
press, she soon abandoned it for Cockney camaraderie. Both she and
Emy exchanged gay sallies with the soldiers on guard outside the
Bridewell and at Fleet Bridge; passing Whatefriars, Mary brought her-
self into disfavour with an officer of the Military Foot Association by
imitating hus swaggering strut. In wild, noisy behaviour she and Emy
vied with each other, and between them they attracted sufficient atten-
tion to satisfy even Emy’s love of being conspicuous.

Just before Temple Bar, Mary swerved to the right and entered
Shire Lane, a filthy passage so narrow that only foot-passengers could
penetrate to the network of courts and alleys beyond. The old gabled
houses were built high and close together, with upper parts projecting
over the lower, thus reducing to a minimum the supply of light and
air. In the gloom thus created a teeming population conducted its
nefarious concerns and the business of living, loving and begetting.

“*Tis a bad part,” Mary observed; “among thieves and beggars ’tis
known as  Rogues’ Lane ’. When there’s a big hanging at Tyburn, one
from these courts nearly always ‘rides up the heavy hull’, tho’ ’us
said ’twas a fashionable place when Queen Anne ruled.”

Emy feared that her pilgrimage mught end in one of the noisome
alleys, and was much relieved when, after crossing Carey Street and
rounding the corner by the classically designed doorposts of Searle’s
Coffee House, they entered a comparatively wide and airy thorough«
fare. On the northern side of Portugal Street the brick-and-stone
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facade of Lincoln’s Inn Theatre uprose boldly from low houses and
small shops. Opposite the playhouse a narrow lane ran between the
‘Grange Inn’ on the one hand, the parish roundhouse and a burial-
ground on the other.

Emy’s volatile spirits being extinguished, she soberly followed Mary
down the muddy lane to a mean, two-storeyed dwelling tucked be-
twixt guard-room and graveyard. The house door, opening outwards,
was latched by a bit of coffin-wood that swivelled on a brass nail. Mary
gave a twist to this device, and the girls found themselves 1n a small,
sour-smelling kitchen.

Mrs. Mudge, a woman with shrivelled limbs attached to a body dis-
tended and sagging through child-bearing, stood ironing a fine lace-
and-cambric shirt. Similar garments, smoothed and folded, were piled
on one end of the table; in a clothes-basket on the floor, rolls of
damped linen awaited attention. Between the closed window and a
hot fire Mr. Mudge sat in a winged chair. His legs, swathed and
padded with countless dingy dressings, rested on a pillow, his bloated
hands and face had the crépy, saturated appearance of flesh after long
immersion in soap suds. The sour smell permeating the air emanated
from his corner of the kitchen.

Mary saluted her parents with smacking kisses before presenting
Emy: “You remember me telling about Emy Lyon, and how she dis-
appeared on the first day of the riots? Well, she came back last night
just as men were a-killing of each other at Blackfriars Bridge, and now
she wants somewheres to bide because she’s got employed by Dr.
James Graham for the Temple of Health. Emy’ll pay for her bed after
she gets her wages at the end of the month, and Tom can give his
room up and sleep here afore the fire. "Twill be handy for Emy to nip
down Drury Lane to the Adelph1.”

Mrs. Mudge pursed her mouth, a suspicious, calculating expression
glinted in her small, weak eyes. “ She must pay double—I can’t be out
of pocket all that time unless ’tis made up.”

“What do you want for the room?” Emy inquired.

Mrs. Mudge exchanged the chilled iron for a hot one. “ Two shillun
a week 1f yer pays before yer sleeps; four shullun if yer sleeps first and
pays after.” For emphasis she spat on the smoothing-iron; the spittle
sizzled, smoked and produced small, sharp explosions.

Emy considered the terms excessive, but was disarmed by Mary,
who evinced delight that the arrangement was so satisfactorily com-
pleted.
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“I must go in a few minutes, or the old cat will be home and find
me out with the key. Come up and I'll show you yer bed.” Opening a
low door beside the fireplace, she disclosed a steep, winding stair.

The room was small and the bed large; only a narrow pathway was
left around the walls. Bed and superstructure, home-made of syca-
more wood, resembled scaffolding for a gallows rather than a four-
poster. There were no curtains or attempt at upholstery other than
was provided by a pair of patched breeches and an overcoat of the
kind worn by watchmen, thrown over the tester.

A tiny window overlooked the Green Ground, and, more remotely,
the backs of houses in Clement’s Lane. The burial-ground occupied
about a third of an acre, and was originally surrounded by high walls,
but the level having been raised on several occasions, tombstones now
topped the coping. Skulls, bones and bits of coffins littered the sur-
face. A digger, up to his knees 1in an open grave, worked surrep-
titiously under a tent of sacking, attended by a youth with a basket,
who went back and forth to the bone-house at the south-west ex-
tremity of the round.

“It must be clearing day,” Mary observed. “That’s my brother
with the basket. Tom was took on after father caught the ‘rot’. "Tis
a good job while 1t lasts; father, as chief digger, could always make an
extra five shillun a week from brass plates and nails.”

Blank despair scttled upon Emy. Frantically she thought of rush-
ing from the house to try her luck in the streets, but was restrained by
knowing what could happen there. . . .

Mary flung her arms round Emy’s shoulders and gave her a con-
gratulatory squeeze. “You'll be comfortable here,” she promised;
“there’s always something going on. Hardly a night passes without
a funeral, and 1n winter ’tis a picture to see the torches.”

Downstairs warmed ale awaited them. Mr. Mudge had a brimming
mug on a board across his knees. His wife knelt beside him packing
wroned shirts into a basket. Every now and then she paused to lift the
mug to his pufly lips.

“Whose shirts, Mum? ” Mary inquired.

“Mr. Linley’s.”

Mary answered with a puzzled frown. “’Tis in my mnd that Jane
Farmer went to serve Mr. Linley.”

“Where does he live? ” Emy eagerly demanded.

Mrs. Mudge unfavourably surveyed her guest. “ Addresses of my
gentlemen remains safe with me.”
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“ And Jane’s nothink but a hussy, and yer best rid of her,” Mary con-
tributed with a superior air.

In order to learn the quickest way to the Adelphi, Emy followed
Mary through a network of small courts similar to those traversed
carlier in the afternoon, and emerged above Craven House in Drury
Lane. Mansion and street recalled to Emy her journey 1n Mr. Sheri-
dan’s sedan-chair. The memory, which seemed remote by the length
of a year rather than a week, brought with it poignant regret. A week
ago she had tasted passion, gaiety, luxury; the future held only lone-
liness and squalor.

At the corner of Holywell Street she bade good-bye to her friend
and tearfully watched her flitting figure until 1t disappeared behind
the pilasters of St. Mary’s Church. Emy turned back; hopeless misery
was her companion past the taverns and pawn-shops of Drury Lane
and the tenements and brothels fringing the byways.

A sharp drizzle began to fall as she regained Portugal Street.
Pulling open the door of her lodging, she was assailed by the hot, sour
smell of the kitchen, qualified by an aroma of gin.

Mrs. Mudge had put away her ironing, and sat by the table watch-
ing her son grading scores of teeth spilled from a duty leather bag,
Sometimes she intervened and with a gnarled forefinger rearranged
the specimens in nicer order.

“If yer mixes yeller with white, the Jew’ll say all are yeller, and pay
less. Gentry wishing to replace their teeth wants the white ones of
youth; ‘twould pay us better to offer only prime teeth, and leave
t'others where they belong.”

Sleepy and dull with drink, the youth looked at Emy with in-
curious eyes. Her wide skirts tipped and swung against mean furni-
ture and cramped walls as she made her way to the fireplace and
opened the door upon the cockle-stair. The silence of the three
people, and the hostility of their watchful eyes, {ollowed her like a
menace.

Upstairs she edged her way around the bed to the window and
looked out. Rain pattered briskly, slate tombstones that had looked
dull and shabby shone with a pewter gleam, trampled grass lay less
flatly, scattered bones and skulls were whiter, only a fat rat skulking
in a broken calathus looked the worse for the drenching.



CHAPTER SEVEN

EMY was an apt pupil, and quickly learnt the part she was to play

at the Temple of Health. Dressed 1n a Grecian robe, with her
chestnut hair flowing to her sandalled feet, it was her duty to appear,
illuminated within a massive gilded frame, at the conclusion of Dr.
Graham’s evening lectures. When the discourse was upon the im-
provement of the human species, she held a lighted Roman lamp as a
symbol; when the theme was fecundity, her arms embraced a large
cornucopia filled with the fruits of Covent Garden market. In either
representation she was placed between a black velvet curtain and
candles attached to the inside of the frame at an angle invisible to
spectators. The lighting up of the candles and Emy’s appearance
had to synchromze, or the effect was spoilt, and her first day at
Adelphi Terrace was spent 1n acquiring unity with the taper-bearers.
In a short time she was promoted to singing a cantata on health and
beauty at the Thursday might assemblies; from thence it was but a
short step to receiving the ladies destined to benefit from the vitalizing
properties of the Grand Celestial State Bed.

'This gigantic structure, made by Denton, a tinman of mechanical
genius, was erected in a room over the Great Apollo Apartment,
where the receptions and lectures took place. The bed, twelve feet
long and nine feet wide, was supported by forty glass pillars “In-
visibly incrusted,” as Dr. Graham informed disappointed husbands,
“with transparent varnish in order to render insulation more com-
plete so that we may have even in unsuitable weather abundance of
electrical fire.”

A fifty-pound bank note procured for one night conjugal tenancy
of the bed, wherein “children of the most perfect beauty could be
begotten .

Naturally a husband did not go to this expense until the efficacy of
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the ancestral four-poster had persistently failed; he kept the appoint-
ment at Royal Terrace 1n a complex mood of exasperation and stub-
born determination.

The arnival of prospective parents was arranged to cowncide with
the sequela to the evening lecture, when Dr. Graham answered health
questions and the company were regaled with tea, capillaire and
orgeat handed round by two footmen of extraordinary stature. It was
then Emy’s duty to slip down to the ground floor reception-room and
wait among crutches, ear-trumpets, spectacles and other appliances
left as tributes by grateful patients, for sounds of a coach drawing up
outside. ‘This was the signal for her to tinkle a bell, which brought
young Dr. Mitford, the “ Officiating Junior Priest”, from the cellar
where he concocted “ Electrical Ather ”, “ Nervous Atherial 7, “ Elixir
of Life”, and “Imperial Pills . Together they received the guests.
Covered with confusion, Dr. Mitford would conduct the husband to a
handsomely furnished dressing-room in the basement, while Emy led
the wafe upstairs and introduced her to a withdrawing room behind
the Sanctum Sanctorum which usurped most of the second floor.

Emy had been instructed 1n a formula for the occasion, but after
trying the speech once, she abandoned it for an improvised discourse
suited to each individual. Usually Dr. Graham’s clients were noble:
men, or rich squires, and their wives apologetic women cowed by per-
sistent 1eproaches. Driving to the Adelphi, they had heard much of
the fifty-pound bank note paid in advance for the might's experiment,
information which increased trepidation and distaste for an undesired
adventure.

Emy’s kind nature devised a programme whereby the Celestial
Bed was divested of 1ts mysterious and therefore sinister features. She
warned the victim to prepare for the mattress suddenly inclining at
an angle like Holborn Hill, for peals upon the organ and silvery blasts
from trumpets concealed among the figures crowning the looking-
glass dome. A cup of tea, smuggled upstairs by one of the footmen,
and a Holloway cheese-cake brought from the horseman :who sold
them in the streets, completed Emy’s homely ministrations, and so
fortified the lady that she was able to join her husband with cus-
tomary duty.

After the pair were safely shut in, Emy beckoned the waiting
lackeys, who, in felt slippers, crept upstairs to a dark closet adjoin-
ing the Magnetico-Electrical Bed; an apartment, according to Dr.
Graham’s advertisements: “fitted up with the great cylnder which
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produces the celestial fire and vivifying influences ”. The men applied
themselves to turning the big wheels that supplied air to the organ
and mechanical orchestra and power to agitate the figures of Psyche,
Hymen, loves and graces on top of the dome. When the whole appa-
ratus was in motion, Emy was free to quit the establishment and bang
the door behind her.

The Temple of Health was one of the three central houses in Royal
Terrace, the others being occupied by Mrs. Garrick, and the Adelphi
architects, Mr. Robert and Mr. James Adam. Dr. Graham had ac-
quired a short tenancy of number six on very advantageous terms.
Despite commodious proportions and an airy situation, tife beau-
tiful houses were not 1n demand, owing to the muddy Thames water
periodically flooding the cellars. The economucal rent had enabled the
doctor to supplement the rich ornamentation of the rooms with lavish
purchases of stained glass and murrors. A source of much of his in-
spiration was the ceiling in the Great Apollo Apartment: made of
plaster-work, it was decorated with medallions by Antomo Zucchi.
The central painting depicted Apollo in pursuit of Daphne; four
smaller panels showed the god crowned with evergreen leaves. The
same room had a white marble chimney-piece with vase capitals and
carved with honeysuckle, said to have cost no less than seven hundred
pounds.

In every way the house was admirably adapted for spectacular dis-
plays. There was a basement and a cellar, connected with the pave-
ment by two flights of arca steps. The front door opened into a long,
narrow passage with a groined roof, which, after passing the reception-
room door and the stairs, ended at Dr. Graham’s consulting-room.
Each storey had a large front and back room, divided one from the
other by a small closet that occupied the space behind the stairs. By
ascending to the top of the house and hanging over the mahogany rail
of the iron balustrade, it was possible to induce an exciting and
dangerous giddiness by looking down the staircase shaft at a statue
of Venus, six floors below.

In front of Royal Terrace ran a wide private road, protected on the
river side by ornamental buttresses and railings, the whole supported
on the Adelphi arches, which at low water were separated from the
Thames mud by a slimy, cobbled causeway. It was on this pavement
that thieves, outcasts and vagrants who slept in the labyrinth of dark
passages and vaults were wont to build fires of driftwood. A ruddy
glare would then illuminate the grand facade of Royal Terrace, and
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red and gold lights would dapple the glassy black surface of the
river. If flames leapt to the level of the road, it was a signal for flunkeys
to rush from every house with pails of water, which they emptied over
the railings upon the riff-raff and the fires below. Wild figures, yelling
and floundering 1n the mud, threw back mussiles; sometimes a par-
ticularly lucky shot broke a window. On one occasion a sedan-porter,
taking part in the mélée, was said to have killed a ragamuffin with a
chair-pole. If he did so, the corpse shared oblivion with other noxious
objects 1n the dark arches.

Adaptable by nature, Emy soon grew accustomed to traversing
lonely streets at midnight, to impressions of malevolent humanty, to
dangerous encounters with drunken gallants. But she could not mure
herself to her lodgings, to the Mudge family, nor to the Green
Ground and the horrid sights seen from her bedroom window. With
fortitude acquired from experience and necessity, she endured until
she could alter.

Happily, her exceptional talents were appreciated and given full
scope by Dr. Graham. He detailed a flautist {rom his orchestra to
play her songs until she knew them by heart, and raised no objections
to improvised trills and embellishments. He lengthened her name to
Emly and advertised her as “ Hygeia, Goddess of Health ”, on hand-
bills distributed by running footmen. He had made for her suitable
robes, and 1nsisted upon a daily cold bath in the basement.

Emily Lyon became the talk of London. Each night at half-past
nine she assumed a graceful pose and looked out through the lighted
frame at fine gentlemen 1n richly embroidered clothes sprawling in
queer slack attitudes, their eyes bright, glittering and greedy from
thoughts whipped to ferment by Dr. Graham’s aphrodisiac oratory.
Emuly’s appearance was brief and tantalizing, but at mixed assemblies,
or when women attended lectures exclusively their own, she was
handed out of the gilded frame by her employer, and, leaning on his
arm, passed graciously through the brillantly highted room.

Alive to the value of unsatisfied curiosity, Dr. Graham rendered it
difficult for his clients to converse with her, a policy he could not have
effected without her connivance. Suflering reaction from her love
affair with Captain Willett Payne, Emily shyly recoiled from male
advances; revelling in collective admiration, she shrank from its trans-
ference to the individual.

Finding themselves {oiled inside the Temple of Health, young gal-
lants and old rakes. attended by servants and carriages, waited out-
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side the grand entrance in confident expectation that “Hygeia”
would emerge beneath the golden legend: Procull O Procul efte
Profani! Again Dr. Graham intervened, this time with a sedan-chair
and a guard of three men armed with cudgels, who conducted Emily
to her lodgings. A waiting list for two-guinea lecture tickets and a
competitive scramble for admission to Thursday night assemblies ac-
crued from these frustrative tactics.

Concurrently Emily’s poverty verged upon want. Her lover’s part-
ing gift had gone on cheese-cakes for the solace of tearful wives, and
on charity to poor women and hungry children. By subsisting on
dainties left on the buffet 1n the Great Apollo Apartment, she hoped
to keep out of debt until she saw an account mounting in chalk up
the chimney-piece at Portugal Street. For every rush-light and jug of
water Mrs. Mudge charged twice, as interest on deferred payment.

Emuly’s pride forbade an appeal to Dr. Graham; instead she ex-
plained her predicament to Dr. Mitford, who was thrown by the
request into stammering confusion.

Mistaking the cause of embarrassment, she hastened to reassure:
“"T1s only for a week, until I get my wages; then ’twill be paid at
once as a debt of honour. Indeed, I"'d manage to struggle along if only
my shoes held together.” She raised her foot for his inspection.

“ Emuly, how could you think I grudged the money? I'd die for you
any minute, and "twould be the greatest privilege to lend you all I've
got. Unfortunately, playing at the Bedford last night, I lost to Richard
Tickell and Stephen Kemble.” Producing a shabby silk purse he shook
from it some pieces of silver. “ A poor fortune for the ¢ Junior Priest’
of this magnificent temple, eh? Such as it 1s you are welcome.”

“Had I known we were poor as each other I'd not have asked, but
seeing I have and you so kind, I'll take half-a-crown with thankful-
ness.”

“Two-and-sixpence will not buy shoes, Emily.”

“Not new, but 1n Seven Dials there’s a street where old clothes and
frippery are sold. The pavement is covered with shoes; among so
many ‘twould be strange if I could not fit myself. There are hats and
gownds, too, bright and fashionable things discarded by playhouse
women, and even a cask of wigs, sold haphazard at sixpence a dip.”

“"Tis horrible to think of one so beautiful putting on clothes worn
perhaps by some diseased wretch; my blood boils because your lovely
feet are nearly bare to the ground.”

“ At Hawarden, where I lived before I came to town, I walked
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barefoot for choice, and would do here but for the pavements being
so filthy they make one sick.”

“You're 1n a wrong sctng—like a lily growing on a laystall. T love
you, Emuly, so let’s get married and set up for ourselves in some likely
way. For those with a little knowledge there aic fortunes and plenty.
Look at Dr. Katerfelto, making a comfortable iving out of electrical
experiments with no more paraphernalia than a paw of black cats
yielding sparks 1n a dark room. Throw in your lot with me, Emuly,
and satisfy my passion, which 1s quite excruciating.”

Emuly surveyed hum with friendly compassion. Such an ordinary
pale little fellow, with eager eyes and a spotty chun. . . .

George Mitford, descendant of an ancient Northumberland family,
had studied for the medical profession at Edinburgh Unuversity until
financial embarrassments drove him from the town. Clever, lazy, ex
travagant, with an unhappy love of gambling and an equally unfor
tunate skill at whist, he gravitated by chance and affinity 1nto the
service of Dr. James Graham, also of Edinburgh.

Graufied by his offer of marriage, Emily began ber refusal gently.
“Indeed I would be your wife if I could, and "uis grateful I feel to you
for asking me. But accept true love without returning it, that I could
not do,” she ended with the cruel candour of youth.

He flinched, but recovered gallantly. “ You're young, if I wait you
might come to love me.”

“My poor dear, ’twill never be.” Her big eyes became wide as she
gazed across the Thames to fields and gardens stretching to distances
vague and unknown as her own future. “Some day I'll love,” she
breathed.

Silently he watched her. Leaning against one of the three long win-
dows in the Great Apollo Apartment, she polished a glass tube from
the magnetical electrical throne. A wisp of muslin bound about her
head confined her vivid hair; her hoop was discarded, but she still
wore the blue silk gown, its glossy brightness now faded to grey uni-
formity. Feverish spots of colour on her cheeks added to the brilliance
of her eyes, her lovely scarlet mouth, with its pouting underlip, was
slightly open, showng the edges of perfect teeth. Her beauty, flawless
though it was, would not have been so irresistible had it not been
matched by the benign simplicity of her manner.

George Mitford felt he could gaze no more. Drawing near, he held
out his purse. Emily looked 1nto his eyes and smiled.

“Indeed you must think me the horridest wretch if you believe I'd
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take your fortune, when all I need is a shilling or so to tide me over
the week.”

“You must accept half,” he said as he divided the coins.

“ Eight shillings; "tis a lot of money, and, I fear, more than you can
afford.”

“I can afford anything but to think of you in want. Emuly, dear, is
there no hope for me?”

She shook her head. “ Not as wife or lover, but as your friend I'll be
staunch and affectionate.”

He turned away irritably. “ That’s as cruel as showing a goblet of
water to a poor devil under the press at Newgate.”

Emily had the afternoon as a holiday, it being an occasion when
Dr. Graham lectured to his own sex. With leisure and money to
spend, she would have been care-free and gay had not momentary
giddiness robbed her of balance and i1mparted a queer rocking motion
to buildings and pavements. As she passed from Long Acre to Seven
Dsals she encountered a dirty, blousy woman selling ginger-bread and
gin. Emily walked by, reflected, and turned back.

“Would gin clear away giddiness? ” she inquired.

“Gawd love yer, 'twill drive away care and trouble, ague, 'unger,
and unwanted brats.”

Around the rim of the hawker’s basket wooden cups stood on
pointed shanks thrust into the wickerwork. Exchanging twopence for
a dram, Emuly drank sufficient of the fiery liquor to feel a comfortable
glow as it ran down her throat, but the cup was not empty when she
returned it. The woman tossed off the residue.

“ Gawd bless yer lovely fice,” she remarked perfunctorily.

Feeling greatly revived, Emuly continued her way to Monmouth
Street, where, after careful search, she became the possessor of a pair
of blue velvet shoes, a white travelling cape, and an umbrella of oiled
silk, all for the sum of fourteen pence. Well satisfied with her prudent
bargaining, she turned to her next objective: the finding of fresh
lodgings. Emily knew where she wished to live, and, undeterred by
disparity between her means and her ambitions, had accepted an in-
vitation to take tea with her prospective landlady.

Mrs. Montizambia occupied No. 4, Tavistock Row, a double-
fronted, five-storeyed residence with a pair of rounded shop fronts on
either side of the door. The shop was let to a fashionable mulliner,
who had to submit to her show-room being used as a right-of-way.
Mrs. Montizambia’s sitting-room was over the shop, her bedchamber
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behind it; this left her with several surplus rooms, which she let at
high rentals to selected members of the theatrical profession. The skill
of her cook and the comfort of her apartments allowed her to pick
and choose; that she took lodgers from choice and not {rom necessity
was an additional reason for popularity and exclusiveness.

Armed with a large basket, it was Mrs. Montizambia’s practice to
poke around the market stalls first thing 1n the morning, and 1t was
on one of these occasions that she and Emily became acquainted. Mrs.
Montizambia flattered herself on being as sound a judge of a beauty
as she was of a cauliflower, and, believing her opinions to be of im-
portance, was in the habit of pronouncing them 1n a rich baritone.
On this occasion she expressed herself with customary force, although
her audience consisted only of old women retaiing mulk, porridge
and barley-broth on the steps of Covent Garden sun-dual.

“ During twenty years as wardrobe mustress at Drury Lane many of
the most beautiful, aye, indeed I may boast all the most beautiful
and attractive women of the epoch, came into my orbit. With that ex-
pertence behind me, I say without malice or fear of contradiction that
never have I beheld such a masterpiece of grace and loveliness as
yonder maiden imbibing broth from a homely mug.”

The old woman addressed regarded Emily with lack-lustre eyes. “A
bouncing wench,” she wheezily acknowledged.

“What would not Sir Joshua give to depict with his pencil those
perfect lineaments? ”

“ Gawd, 'ow should I know? ” Huddling herself more closely in her
shawl, the old woman spat expressively. As an unlikely purchaser of
cold porridge, Mrs. Montizambia paid for no humouring. . . .

Carried on the tide of her own enthusiasm, and accompanied by the
screeches of a white cockatoo strutting on her shoulder, Mrs. Monti-
zambia bore down on Emuly and tapped her with a {an.

“D’you know, my dear, you are the most beautiful creature I ever
beheld? ”

Emily was startled, but not taken aback, and she remembered her
manners. Dropping a pretty curtsey she said: “ Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Nicely brought up, I see, and well trained. None of the ballet
women could execute a neater obeisance. Who taught you such
good behaviour? ”

“My grandmother, Ma'am. As a maid she was in service at Nan-
teribba, Montgomery, with the tenth Viscount; 'twas through Lady
Hereford she learnt many pretty ways.”
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“Nothing like a good grounding, my dear, nothing like a good
grounding.”

After this encounter they met frequently in Covent Garden. It be-
came Emily’s custom to carry the basket while Mrs. Montizambia
made purchases. During these excursions she heard about Mr. Monti-
zambia, a joint proprietor of the ‘Old Hummums’ and the ‘New
Hummums,” and the clever manner in which his widow disposed of
the hotel partnerships to invest 1n the Funds. She also learnt that
when Mr. Charles Macklin was not playing in Dublin, he, with his
wife and daughter, occupied the two pair of stairs apartments 1n Tavi-
stock Row.

“ Whuch leaves me, my dear, with a charming chamber, sweetly fur-
nished, on the top floor. Having a heart, and being subject to spasms,
I rarely venture so high, but when I did see the room I thought it
very delightful, very delightful indeed. I suppose you are not ac-
quainted with a nice girl who would like it for a nominal rent? She
must have appearance. I can’t abide ugly women, I've made it a rule
never to look at one, and I'm not going to alter my habits.”

At this pomnt the cockatoo gave an ear-splitting screech. She
tapped the bird with her fan. “ Be quiet, Roscius; there are no plamn
females here.”

Mrs. Montizambia was thick-set and walked with a waddle. She
had a square, masculine face with sharp, beady black eyes under
shaggy brows. Her Jewish nose was large; on her upper lip grew a
luxuriant moustache. Having enjoyed great felicity with Mr. Monti-
zambia, and being of a romantic disposition, she had vowed to re-
main faithful to the fashions he had known and admured. At his death
in 1777, heads were worn three feet high, with feathers: en rayons de
soleil, or with fruit, turnips and potatoes: le jardin Anglais. Such
erections were built to stand for a month, but Mrs. Montizambia sum-
moned the hair-dresser at the last extremity. When she and Emuly
became acquainted, the coiffure was leaning like the tower of Pisa; it
was, as Mrs. Montizambia expressed 1t, “just ripe for opening up.”
That Emily might be the first to see and congratulate on a restora-
tion was the ostensible reason for the tea-party.

Emily was shown into the parlour, hung with Indian paper, and
adorned with little images of mandarins and pagodas, Chelsea china
figures, filigree ornaments in gilt vermeil, and theatrical cartoons
made from silk, velvet and tinsel. Along the chimney-piece ran Lil-
liputian stage-coaches, chariots, chaises and vis-3-vis, drawn by dapple
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greys and bays, with coachmen, postilions and gentlemen, all made
of blown glass. Associated with these obyets d’art were mementos of
the playhouse: a drawing of Miss Barsanti as Lydia Languish; a por-
trait of Robert Baddeley wearing the scarlet Livery granted by the
King to actors; David Garrick caricatured walking on a cask 1olling
into Drury Lane to the query: “ Wine-merchant or Player? ” There
were property crowns, swords and sceptres; ribbons worn by Kitty
Clwe, and James Quin’s snuff-box. Eva Maria Violette had inscribed
her ballet shoe; Queen Charlotte was represented by a withered
bouquet left . the royal box. The room was crowded with chairs,
tables, screens and, in the window, a stand whereon Roscius pranced
and scattered parrot seed.

Presently Mrs. Montizambia appeared, glorfied by a mountainous
white coiffure ornamented with a pair of feathered robins and a
chenille nest of real eggs.

“Glad you've come, my dear; glad you've come. Not looking so
well as you might—too high a colour, and queer about the eyes. Smell
of spirits, too. Not taking to drink, I hope? You're young for that,
though on Sunday mornings I often sce girls of twelve carried from
the taverns and laid beside their elders on the pavements.”

“A while ago I fclt so strange and giddy I bought gin from a
woman who said "twould cure me. Quite night she proved, and the
draught was worth the tuppence it cost.”

“Poison, my dear, poson; ’tis clear you need guidance in this great
metopolis. Where’s your mother? ”

“In service at Warwick Castle. My Lady has a young baby, so the
famly did not come to town for the season. Next year they’ll open
their house in St. James’s Square, unless My Lady 1s brought to bed
again. If she is, God knows when I'll see my mother.”

“ You'd better rent my top room, my dear. I shan’t let you have it
for nothing, because too much help 1s injurious to the young. How
much can you pay? ”

“But little; all I have for the month is two-pound ten, and that
has to cover everything.”

Mis. Montizambra regarded her thoughtfully. “ For thirty shillings
a month I'll give you board, lodging, Light, and pay the washer-
woman. "Twill leave you five shillings a week for clothes and savings
—more than I had when a gurl of fifteen.”

“"Twould be riches,” Emily agreed.

. She was allowed to inspect her new quarters: a large, airy attic with
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iron bars across the windows. In one corner was a small four-post
bed hung with dimity, in another a mahogany wash-hand-stand fitted
with blue and white delft. A chair, a table and a cupboard completed
the furmiture; decoration, on a lavish scale, comprnised knick-knacks
and pictures impossible to accommodate elsewhere.

Emuly returned to the parlour to find Mrs. Montizambia carefully
measuring the best Bohea into a china tea-pot, while the cook stood
ready with the kettle, snatched from the kitchen fire as the water
reached boiling point.

“'The art of preparing tay lies in having everything piping hot, but
never allow the kettle to over-boil, or the delicate aroma of the herb
will be lost. How d’you like the room?—refined and elegant, to my
thinking.”

“’Tis beautiful.”

Mrs. Montizambia looked gratified. “ Then we’ll consider the mat-
ter settled, my dear, and I'll expect you to-morrow sen’night.”

Cups and saucers, tea-pot, mulk-jug and sugar-basin stood upon a
large china tray. All were of Wedgwood 1n a costly and curious de-
sign. L
“ Admiring the equipage, my dear? A gift from Mr. David Garrick
when he retired {rom the profession and sold Old Drury to Messrs.
Sheridan, Linley and Ford. 'T'was my retirement too, because Mrs.
Linley was made wardrobe mistress, and a niggardly one she’s
proved.”

“I wish I'd seen Mr. Garrick.”

Mrs. Montizambia wiped a tear from each eye. “His death robbed
the theatre of its greatest figure. Alexander Pope said: ‘He never
had his equal as an actor, and he will never have a rival’ I went to
Drury Lane 1n 1747, and for twenty-nine years worked under Garrick
without a disagreement. If I wanted forty yards of lustring for the
leading lady’s dress, I had only to order it. No explanations, no ques-
tions; my judgment was relied upon. Mr. Garrick and I understood
each other. He was very devoted to me, my dear, very devoted to me.”

Mrs. Montizambia emptied her cup and turned 1t upside down in
the saucer, indicating that tea-drinking was over.

“Now then, my dear, I'll show you my treasures; ’tis not often
you'll see such interesting things.”

Regaled on old scandal and gossip, Emily was happy in Tavistock
Row until her liberty was over. She left the house as stars began to
spangle a sky still tinged with the glow of sunset. She felt light-
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headed and dizzy; once or twice she had to stop and lean against a
wall. Crossing the Strand she was nearly run over by the Bristol
coach, an adventure that sent her scudding fearfully down the first
alley leading to the Thames.

Music, lights and excitement at the Temple of Health diverted her
thoughts and enabled her to ignore a throbbing head and queer
fallacies of vision. Waiting to step into the gilded frame, she could
see, through a gap in the curtamns, rows of white disks instead of
faces, and fountains of fire in place of the bland illumination afforded
by a pair of chandeliers. Sound fluctuated in a manner symilarly dis-
torted. At one moment Dr. Graham’s voice boomed in her ears, at the
pext it floated away like a reed played on by the wind.

With a great effort she brought her facultics into focus; the doctor’s
voice steadied to melodious tempo: “For, gentlemen, there is not, in
my opimon, anything more calculated to subvert everything desirable
in the married state than that odious, most indecent and most hurt-
ful custom of man and wife continually pigging together in one and
the same bed . . .” Again Emuly’s senses reeled and returned to her
with a rush “. . . to sleep, snore, steam, and do everything else that’s
indelicate together three hundred and sixty-five times—every year.
. . > The pendulum of sight and sound swinging afar cast Emily into

a padded, dark abyss.
She came back from tranquil eternity to Dr. Mitford’s ministrations.
Why come back from a pleasantly negative state? . . . Impersonally

she heeded droning conversations, scraping fiddles and chinking
glasses issuing from the Great Apollo Apartment. Eau de Luce was
dabbed on her forehead, burnt feathers applied to her nose; stub-
bornly she refused to re-enter a difficult world. . . .

Eventually a dose of “electrical ®ther ” drastically recalled her to
life. “ You’re fortunate to be 1n my charge,” Dr. Graham complacently
remarked; “but for this infallible febrifuge you would share the fate
ignorance prepares for thousands.”

“] feel ill enough to be dying,” Emily moaned.

“Due to my skill, you will recover.”

Jogging in a hackney chair to Portugal Street, Emily disbelieved
Dr. Graham’s assertion. What affliction was this but the prelude to
an early grave® . .

Passing through Covent Garden, fears were augmented by an ill-
omened meeting with a funeral procession going from St. Paul’s
Church to the Green Ground. A beadle and two men bearing white
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plumes preceded four black-and-white horses drawing a hearse
crowned with bunches of black-and-white feathers. On either side
walked six girls in white dresses and caps, then, two by two, came
mourners wearing long black cloaks, white weepers, and scarves.
Each carried a bunch of rosemary and a lighted torch.

It was the funeral of a maid, and Emily was obliged to follow in its
wake along a narrow street that responded with lonely echoes to clat-
tering hoofs and rumbling wheels. The flickering orange glare flowed
in a wavering tide up overhanging house-fronts and into the darkness
ahead. Splintered shadows slipped from gables and projecting storeys,
grotesque silhouettes of plumes, horses, muffled figures and queer
head-dresses streaked across windows, doors and pent-houses.

Feeling alternately hot and cold, Emily watched with gloomy fore-
boding the cavalcade maving slowly along the centre of the street.
Her view was restricted to those mourners whose disabilities rele-
gated them to the rear. A man on crutches swung forward his single
leg beside a companion rocking sideways on a pair shaped like
sickles; a dwarf, broad as he was long, kept pace with a tall, gaunt
man lurching on a club foot. The torches they carried followed their
tortuous motions, describing arcs of flame, which, as they dipped to
earth, scattered golden drops.

On turning into Portugal Street, the chairmen were able to pass
the procession, which had stopped outside the Green Ground.
Tombstones, black against radiance from the rising moon, looked
down over the high wall at the mourners upholding their torches to
light the white coffin up the steps. Shuddering, Emily crossed herself,
and immediately was amazed by the gesture. Emy Lyon, a good
Protestant, making the sign of a Papist! . . .

Outside Lincoln’s Inn Theatre, attendants extinguished oil lamps,
an open door disclosed a glimmering candle and a group of men
and women with grease-paint on their faces.

Emily was carried down the lane to her lodgings. From Carey
Street came a watchman’s cry: “ Eleven of the clock, and all’s welll ”

Twisting the latch, she admitted herself to the Mudges’ kitchen;
stale, sour-smelling air enfolded her. She staggered and caught at the
table, while the room and its occupants whirled like a merry-go-
round.

“They've got ’er, they've got ’er!” Mr. Mudge wheezed trium-
phantly. “I knew them in the graveses would tolerate ’er no better
than wot I did. A man must go down among ‘em to get t’rot, but a
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skit can be poisoned by drinking water wot’s seeped through their
coffins. Grr! You and yer beauty! Soon yer’ll look t'same as me.”

Mrs. Mudge, heating ale over the fire, turned and gave Emily a
searching glance. “Aye, churchyard fever’s on yer, sure enough.
Weaklings get off light, but yer’ll "ave 1t bad, being strong and bounc-
ing.” Unwilling admiration showed 1n her face. “ Yer'd make a lovely
corpse,” she was forced to acknowledge.



CHAPTER EIGHT

BLISTERINGS, fevered visions and the bitter taste of Peruvian
bark comprised Emily’s memories of the next five weeks. She
lay in the low-ceiled bedroom of a small house at St. Giles, whither
she had been conveyed by order of Dr. Graham. Few could be found
to nurse malignant fevers, a woman’s willingness to munistrate, rather
than her ability to do so, determined the fate of the stricken. Dame
Puddiphat occupied one of six alms-houses standing behind a dwarf
brick wall in the centre of the High Street. Condemned as unsafe in
the reign of George II, the picturesque terrace leaned patently on
wooden shores that had become nearly as rotten as the walls they
supported. In decrepitude Dame Puddiphat matched her home;
twisted by rheumatism and deficient in sight and hearing, her min-
istrations were blundering as her intentions were exemplary. But for
her daughter, Charity, a kitchen servant at the ‘Bowl Inn’, Emily
would have fared badly. In brief truancies from her legitimate occu-
pation, Charity tended the patient so skdfully that death was frus-
trated, a victory Dr. Graham ascribed to his own excellence and the
unique properties of electrical zther.

Enuly’s long battle left her weak and despondent. When able to
quit her bed she tottered to a sphnter of looking-glass propped on
the window-ledge. She hardly recognized herself. Her face had lost
its childish roundness, her eyes their candid, limpid stare; she looked
at a pale, heart-shaped countenance that framed large, fathomless
eyes. Gone were the long, tawny tresses that had been her pride, only
jagged tufts remained, too short to brush back from the peak upon
her forehead.

Forlorn she might feel, but not deserted. Mary Mudge was a faith-
ful visitor; repeated exposure to Typhus gravior in infancy having
rendered her impervious to infection, an immunity she promised to
Emily.

“q
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“You could even go safe into the Rector’s Vault under St. Clem-
ent’s Church, which no man durst enter till three days after opening.”

Emily shuddered, recalling how nearly she had escaped permanent
lodgment in a tomb. “You talk as if churchyard fever gave benefit.
Sure, it’s nearly ruined my prospects. How I'll do for a living without
my looks, God only knows.”

“You're well favoured enough even though your hair’s shorn.
Wouldn’t surprise me if you could get work at a playhouse. T'other
day in the Strand I met Jane Farmer carrying tinselry clothes to Mr.
Linley’s house 1n Norfolk Street. She said she was engaged to cook
for the family, but more often she took Mrs. Linley’s place as ward-
robe woman at Old Drury. When the playhouse opens in September,
Jane’s promised a part in a play called Homles.”

“She’s got her hair.”

“Only rat’s tails! ”

Apart from Mary’s visits, Emily depended for amusement upon
watching the traffic in the High Street. Twice a day the horseman
from the ¢ Half Moon ’ clattered past crying: “ Fresh Holloway cheese-
cakes! ” Stage-coaches and slow waggons rumbled to and from the
City; creaking farm-carts brought produce from Hornsey and Har-
ringay; vagrants, itinerant traders and postboys provided a varied
and perpetual procession. Sometimes a famuly would go by, trundling
household goods on a barrow; cows were driven from city stables to
pastures at Tottenham Court. Bear-wards and their beasts, tumblers,
“jingling Johnmes”, and troops of performing dogs limped, walked
and ran to fairs 1n northern villages.

At the end of Emuly’s quarantine a hanging took place at Tyburn.
Charity Puddiphat was pleasurably excited, as it was the custom for
malefactors on their way to the gallows to stop at the ‘ Bowl Tavern’
for a parting draught. This had allowed her to sec at close quarters
such notable felons as Dr. Dodd, the forger, and Mr. Hackman, mur-
derer of Miss Ray.

Apprehensive lest Emily should oversleep, and so miss the proces-
sion, Charity volunteered to knock with a broomstick on the bed-
room window at seven o’clock—an unnecessary warmng, because
Enmuly was awakened at five by raucous voices chanting: “ Here’s all
the right and true last dying speech and confession, birth, parentage
and education, life, character and behaviour of the unfortunate male-
factors to be executed this morning at Tyburn.” Vendors passed, to be
succeeded by others bawling in the same tone. Some blew horns to
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insure greater attention, all repeated the same words; there was no
cessation, no 1nterval.

Emuly rose, dressed, and ate her breakfast of cold porridge, set stiff
and shiny 1n a pudding-basin. During her meal a large concourse
gathered 1n the High Street. Stalls of ginger-bread, nuts and apples
were set aganst the low wall. A strong man trespassed within the
inclosure, and, naked save for spangled trunks, exhibited swelling
muscles to crowds gaping 1n the street. Ragged old women carried
bottles of Geneva 1n open baskets, a wild, handsome girl in a soldier’s
coat beat a drum to advertise a row of brimming cups. Windows
filled with spectators; the ostler at the ‘Bowl’ sat astraddle the
bracket carrying the tavern sign. Down in the gutter a ragged trollop,
suckling an infant, sang drearily as she walked along:

“But when we come to Tyburn

For going upon the budge,

There stands Jack Catch, that son of a whore,
That owes us all a grudge,

And when that he hath noosed us,
And our friends tips him no cole,

Oh, then he throws us in the cart
And tumbles us into the hole”

St. Giles’s Church clock rang the half-hour after eight as a distant
murmur announced the approach of the cavalcade. Huzzahs, boos
and hisses could be distinguished in the tumult that swept ahead of
the procession.

First came soldiers and constables on horseback, then the sheriff,
stiff and bolt upright in his carriage. Behind him jolted clumsy two-
wheeled carts drawn by horses sufficiently powerful to have mastered
Holborn Hill. Each cart was inclosed by slanting pales, absent at the
back to facilitate the work of the hangman. Three-legged stools pro-
vided seats for passengers; those desiring support could lean against
their own coffins; a comfort disdained by the handsome ruffianly
highwayman whose professional status entitled him to precedence in
the ride to Tyburn.

He was finely dressed in cut velvet and satin, his hair was powdered
and he wore a patch beside his cynical mouth. A white cap with black
ribbons perched jauntily on his hexd; a large nosegay adorned his
embroidered waistcoat. Standing with such nonchalance as a jolting
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platform and fettered elbows permitted, he tossed and caught an
orange, or leant over the pales to shake hands with admuring lads
who ran with the procession.

The occupant of the second cart drew from Emily a startled ex-
clamation. John Glover lay sprawling at ease with hus woolly black
head resting on his coffin. Although decked out with the customary
cap and nosegay, he still wore the lackey’s livery that he had made
consprcuous during the riots. As he rumbled along on his last journey
he sucked his orange, spat out the pips, and grinned with flashing
teeth at his flaunting doxues, tripping on either side, their hoops swing-
ing and ducking like petals of bright peonies tossed by the wind.

Francis Mockford, who followed, presented a different spectacle.
He sat with drooping head and slack figure, his red hands pinched
between bony knees, with feet splayed as 1if secking balance for his
panfully lurching body; hus pose proclamed weaniness, bewilder-
ment, desolation. The Ordinary sat alongside, reading aloud from
the book of Jeremiah, words that floated on the soft brecze to Emuly:
“ And ye have done worse than your fathers; for, behold ye walk
every one after the imagmnation of hus evil heart, that they may not
hearken unto me: Therefore will I cast you out of this land into a
land that ye know not. . . .”

The cart conveying the highwayman stopped outside the ‘Bowl
Inn,’ whereupon every vehicle came to a standstill. Charity Puddiphat
walked down the line bearing tankards of ale on a big wooden tiay.
The highwayman bowed and diank to the ladies; John Glover
emptied his mug and threw it in the gutter; Francis Mockford shook
his head and twisted the rope round his neck so that it hung in a
loop across his chest.

Up in her poor room Emily wept until she could see no more of
the march to Tyburn. Horses snorted and shook their heavy harness,
whips cracked and wheels rumbled. Above the din rose a shrill,
cracked voice: “ Here’s the right and true copy of the letter which the
negro servant, John Glover, wrote to his white sweetheart the night
before his execution.”

When Emily again looked out it was upon an emptying thorough-
fare. Vendors, impeded by trestle-tables and sacks of provisions, stag-
gered after the cloud of dust that obscured the procession. Plum-
stones, rotten apples, straw and husks from cob nuts lay on the pave-
ment amid refuse of a more noxious kind. Now and again a withered
leaf fluteered from the old elm tree growing within the garden wall.
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Thrusting her head and shoulders through the narrow casement,
Emily glanced down the curving street to the church. A sedan-chair
being carried at a brisk pace engaged her attention. The lid was up
to make room for a towering coiffure and a tiny chip hat. Instead of
proceeding along the High Street towards Tottenham Court Road,
the porters turned into the narrow garden of the alms-houses and
deposited the chair beneath Emily’s window. Pleasurably surprised,
she looked down upon Mrs. Montizambia and upon Roscius shrieking
as he raised himself up and down on his claws, A basket of apples
and cakes had to be removed before the visitor could step out.

In her excitement Emuly nearly fell from the window. “ Oh, thank
you, Ma’am, for coming. Indeed I thought myself deserted by every-
one. Oh, what a happy girl I am to find I have a friend! If only I
could express myself! If I had words to thank you! No longer will
I weep and feel forlorn, for I have a guide and counsellor in Mrs.
Montizambia! ”

Emily’s enthusiastic outburst fell agreeably upon ears accustomed
to rhetoric of the theatre. “Very nicely spoken, my dear, very nicely
indeed. So long as you are actuated by becoming sentiments you
may count upon my assistance. Indeed, you were rarely out of my
thoughts these many weeks, and had it not been for danger of in-
fection I should have been here before. But typhus is not to be trifled
with, my dear!”

“I thought myself dying many a time.”

“Surprised you did not, child! Nothing could be more injurious
than water from a graveyard well. I've always said so—an opinion
corroborated by Dr. Graham. A splendid figure of a man that, my
dear—over-developed in the belly, perhaps, but Garrick himself
couldn’t boast finer shoulders or more shapely legs.”

“He’s kind and gentle in sickness, too, though he seems stern and
proud at the Temple of Health.”

“Has to be, my dear, or he’d never restrain his assemblies of aris-
tocratic harlots.”

By Mrs. Montizambia’s orders one of the porters climbed on the
chair seat to hand up to Emily a gift of cakes and fruit. “ Though
’tis beef and strong cordials that are needed to restore your vigour.
You come to me, my dear, and you shall have the special dish of
chopped bullock’s liver always available at the ‘Hummums’ for
prize-fighters and pugnacious gentlemen.”

Emily clapped her hands in delight. “ Oh, Ma’am, ’twould be a
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dream come true to go to your lovely house. Sure, you'll never regret
your goodness to a poor lonely girl.”

“I'm assured of that, my dear. Took a fancy to you the first time
I saw you. ‘If I'd had a daughter,’ I said to myself,  she’d have been
just such a beauty” And I never make a mistake, my dear, I never
make a mistake. Be ready to leave this afternoon, and I'll engage these
men to fetch you in the chair. Most respectable, both of them, known
them for years, or I wouldn’t entrust you to them.”

Emily bade her friend adieu with feelings of gratitude and joy,
sentiments modified after six weeks’ sojourn 1n Tavistock Row. Mrs.
Montizambia combined the solicitude of a mother with the strictness
of a duenna—a comportment gratifying during convalescence, but
intolerable when health was restored. Emily, whose conduct had ever
been governed by chance and wilfulness, found herself bridled
by routine that forced her along a path remote from her choice.

Before breakfast, carrying a basket to be filled after much haggling,
she accompanied her patroness on a tour of the market stalls in
Covent Garden. Later, while Mrs. Montizambia washed up on a
large tray Mr. Garrick’s gift of Wedgwood cups and saucers, Emily
cleaned the parrot’s perch, a prwvilege belligerently contested by
Roscius. She was allowed half an hour to dust her bedroom and ar-
range her dress for the day, a task complicated by a luxurious wig,
the property of Kitty Clive, lent until Emuly’s hair grew. This gigantic
structure, as tall as a busby and hot as a muff, had a trick of tilting to
one side unless attached by a strip of gum to the forehead.

When her costume was settled to accord with the propriety of
Tavistock Row, she must return to the drawing-room for the re-
mainder of the morning. But if, on descending the stairs she could
hear Mrs. Montizambia urging Roscius to learn “Rule, Britannial *
she knew she had time 1n hand, and settled herself on the steps out-
side Mr. Charles Macklin’s rooms to listen to the elocution lesson pro-
ceeding withun. It was the zoz to take lessons from the veteran actor,
and ladies whose fashionable aspirations exceeded their talents meekly
submitted to outspoken comments shouted by the irascible old man.
Sometimes Emily was joined by Mrs. Macklin, smelling strongly of
the gin with which she rubbed her husband’s body before he got up.

“’Tis the spirit entering through the skin that keeps him young
and vigorous,” she was wont to explain; “what other man of eighty-
three could shout so loud or write a play accepted for the Theatre
Royal? ”
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“Indeed he storms as fiercely as a sea officer,” Emily sympathet-
ically rejoined. “and ’tis agreed they are the most violent of men.”

Mrs. Macklin regarded her curiously. “ You speak as though you'd
known one intimately.”

Emily blushed and rose quickly from the step. “Tis only what I've
heard. Six months ago I was at Hawarden, and you, who are a Chester
woman, know what chance there is of meeting sea officers in so
countrified a place.”

The conversation, trifling though it was, served to disturb Emily’s
tranquillity. She found her thoughts constantly recurring to Captain
Payne and the lively week she had spent in his company. In contrast
the overcrowded, stuffy room appeared duller than ever, and the oc-
cupations she was expected to pursue additionally irksome and un-
necessary. Under Mrs. Montizambia’s tutelage she constructed scenes
from rolled paper, wove trinkets from horsehair and beads, and fash-
ioned flowers from the breastfeathers of small birds—clegant ac-
complishments that in no way commended themselves to Emily’s
active personality.

She surveyed her work derisively. “ Never did I expect to find my-
self making all this rubbish. It does me no good and somebody else
much harm, for a poor girl will have to dust it, and ’tis no wish of
mine so to punish another.”

“ Hoity-toity! To hear you talk one would suppose you an heiress,
instead of a common serving-wench living on charity. Very foolish I
was to befriend you, very foolish indeed!”

Glowering wrathfully, Mrs. Montizambia swept across the room to
Roscius and found expression for her anger in “Rule, Britannial ”
sung in a series of “ chirps ”, which she always hoped the bird would
emulate.

Roscius quizzically swivelled his eyes, raised his sulphurcoloured
crest, and with his back turned upon instruction, strutted to the end
of his perch, where he gave a triumphant shriek.

Meanwhile Emily wandered to the window and looked down upon
Tavistock Row. It was a dreary October morning, a grey sky stretched
above chimney-pots, wisps of smoke rose sluggishly into vapid air,
soot clung to house-fronts, dust lay thickly on pavements. Here and
there lay a withered leaf, left by a bygone wind.

Impatiently Emily drummed her fingers on the window-pane.
“*Tis not my ambition to live like the gentry or to learn their idle
ways. Work and action is wine to me; indeed, I shall bust if I have
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to sit much longer pricking and poking at fiddling things. My God!
I'd rather be a powder-monkey than the Princess Royal, for all her
soft hife.”

“Gurl, your black ingratitude appals mel Is 1t for this I have sacri-
ficed time and comfort? Is 1t for this I have lavished care and affec-
tion? If poor Montizambia knew the treatment meted to his relict,
he would turn 1n his grave.”

Nearly weeping, Emily swung round to face her patroness. “ Indeed
I'm not unmindful of your kindness, nor thankless. "Tis freedom to
be myself that I ask. Why don’t you let me out into the streets to
roam as I please? Why may I not go back to sing and stand in atti-
tudes at Dr. Graham’s lectures? ”

“ An improper request, miss—very improper indeed. The Temple
of Health 1s a sink of iniquity. While you were 1ll I had the curiosity
to attend a lecture; lewd and dissolute I discovered it to be after I
had shaken off the doctor’s fascination. Only a muracle saved your
innocence and virtue. "Tis a dangerous place for the young, my dear,
a dangerous place for the young.”

“If I mayn’t do that, may I seek work at a playhouse? Jane Farmer
would help me, I'm sure, but when she asked me to see her acting in
Hamlet, you wouldn’t let me go.”

“ Accept invitations from Mrs. Linley’s dependant? Mrs. Linley,
who supplanted me after twenty-nine years as wardrobe woman?
That's expecting a Little too much, my girl, a little too much indeed!”

“Then what can I do? I mayn’t even walk in Lincoln’s Inn Fields
because ladies of quality only venture abroad when accompanied by
a gentleman or a footman. And I lack both, God help me!”

“7 don’t wish to be harsh, my dear, I don’t wish to be harsh. If
I could walk myself, ’'d accompany you gladly, but I've got a heart,
child, I've got a heart.”

“Mary Mudge could come with me sometimes.”

“ A dirty slut, my dear, a dirty slut. Unsuitable in every way. But
as you're bent on it, I'll find you a duenna—yes, I'll certainly sccure
a suitable duenna.”

She was discovered mn the person of Maria Macklin, and her scrvices
secured by a small fee. The daughter of Charles Macklin by his
first wife, Maria had commenced a stage career at an early age. Un-
happily her professional zeal had proved her undoing. Specializing
in parts which called for the wearing of tights, she enhanced the
shapeliness of her legs by bandaging them, a practice that had led to
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an operation, lameness and retirement from the boards. When she
appeared on Emuily’s horizon she was forty-six, sallow and pinched,
with pale blue eyes fixed upon heaven.

It was an effort to walk as far as Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and Maria
was thankful to sink upon one of the felled trees. Compassion,
coupled with policy, prompted Emily to urge prolongation of such
halts. By wandering away from Maria she made interesting acquain-
tances with idlers playing at “The Wheel of Fortune”, with the
crippled beggars who haunted the fields, and among gurls of the town
on watch for likely clients.

Emily’s preference was for country scenes, but Mara’s interest
centred 1n the courts and streets round Covent Garden. As days
shortened and leaves fell, when autumn’s bland sunshine vanished 1n
November fogs, Maria’s wishes were gratified. Once more she became
a familar figure in obscure coffee-houses, where 1n back rooms play-
house women congregated to furbish old dresses with the aid of
flat-irons and crimping-tongs on hire at a penny an hour. Emuly took
kindly to the company of actresses, and entertained them with songs
and attitudes she had performed at the Temple of Health; in ex-
change she was taught to walk on her toes and to execute a pirouette
in the air. She became Maria’s companion to pits of theatres and
accompanied her to divine service in St. Paul’s Church. By nature
Maria was religious, a tendency advanced by shattered health and
broken hopes, but despite her need and a wish to think otherwise,
her conception of Deity had been as of something cold and vast float-
ing amid remote blue skies. To this Being, who could not be expected
to care much for Maria Macklin and her throbbing varicose veins, she
had pamnstakingly projected loving thoughts. Meeting the Reverend
James Tattersall had given her new ideas; no longer was it difficult
to picture an affectionate Father in heaven compassionate for his
chuldren, no longer was it pain to hobble where once she had danced.
. . . Sitting 1n the dark, oblong building, so like a concert-hall and
so little like a church, Maria listened to good words dropping like
balm from the Rector’s tongue. She looked up at his jovial, handsome
face. She thought of God. . . .

Emily, a pagan despite her regular attendance at Hawarden Church,
was conscious only of efluvia rising from crowded vaults, and her
thoughts, instead of concerning themselves with higher matters,
drifted to Roscius through the medium of “Rule, Britannial ” newly
scored on Dr. Arne’s raemorial tablet in the wall above her head.
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It was after attending a mid-week service on a raw November af-
ternoon, that she suddenly encountered Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh
hastening to the Bedford  Coffee-House . For a moment they stared
at each other without salutation. Sir Harry was the first to recover
his wits: “Hé surprisel The beautiful Emy! 1 scarcely expected to
see you here.” His manner was haughty, his dissipated face wore an
expression of disdain.

“If *tis London you mean, I've never left it since you and Captain
Payne befriended me in the summer. Often I've hoped to meet you
to thank you for your kindness.”

“You had the means. Yoz broke your bargain to join me after our
gallant friend quitted the town.” Sir Harry appeared somewhat mol-
Lified, but his prominent, pale-lashed eyes sull suspiciously stared.

“Indeed I made no bargain,” Emily indignantly retorted; “and
as you left London first, I could not have joined you had I wished it! ”

Her anger caused an alteration m his manner; he grew red and
stammered: “I un-understood you er—er agreed.”

“Then ’twas wrong you werel ” Emily’s glance lighted on a farm
waggon unloading inside the market rails. “ Mistook me for a sack
of potatoes to be sold to the highest bidder, 'm thinking! ” she mused
in pensive tones.

“T see I made a faux pas, and I’m sorry for it. I can’t say fairer thap
that, can I?”

“>Tis the only amends you can make now. Maybe your mustake will
serve as a lesson not to take things for granted. God knows I don’t
grudge errors if they are the means of teaching wisdom.” Emily’s
lovely face was noble and magnanimous.

Goggling with puzzled admiration, Sir Harry eagerly responded:
“'Thank yel Thank ye! ”

Emily made a movement to rejoin Maria, who stood a little apart.
Since quitting the stage Maria had become indifferent to dress, and
often presented a curious appearance. To-day, because of inclement
weather, she wore an antiquated green plaid travelling coat of her
father’s, a shabby tricorne with flaps drawn down and pinned under
her chun, pattens, and she carried an umbrella of oiled silk in addition
to a heavy stick used for walking. Despite abundant clothing, she
shivered, and her thin face looked pinched and blue between the
flaps of her hat.

Sir Harry stared amazedly on his attention being directed to
Maria. Following his glance, Emily volunteered an explanation: “ My
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duenna. "Tis thought unfitting for me to walk alone in the town.”

The baronet opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, and
pressed his lips together, a performance he repeated so often that
Emily was reminded of a goldfish gaping 1n a glass bowl. At last he
said: “I'm enchanté you are with so careful a protector, though I
must regret the privilege has gone to another. Would 1t be indiscreet
to ask the name of your amoureux?”

Emily looked blank. “You mean the kind friend who gives me
board and lodging? Tis Mrs. Montizambia, and sorely vexed she
would be to see me talking with a stranger.”

“Cruel Emy! Not a stranger, but your faithful friend and sersz-
teur! ” Sir Harry bowed gallantly, with his hand on his heart. “ Your
words have restored my life and renewed hope! Tell me we meet
again—a bientor.”

She studied him without enthusiam. Pointed features and sandy
colouring gave him a foxy look. His eyelids were inflamed and had
pouches beneath—marks of dissipation that made him appear vi-
ciously precocious rather than experienced.

“ At noon we generally walk up and down the piazza. If it rains
the arcades keep us dry, and there’s always something to watch in
the square, even if ’tis only Dr. Johnson twitching his mouth and
laying his hands on the street posts as he passes them.”

“Until to-morrow I shall be all impatience! Were it possible to
remove your chaperon out of ear-shot, the rendezvous would be
even more séduisant.”

Emily gave hum a roguish glance and dropped a mocking curtsey.
“Must I tell you again that I make no bargains? ”

“Je vous demande pardon. 1 am at your mercy—be kind!”

Skipping away while he was yet bowing, she rejoined Maria, who
looked petrified with cold. But although Maria’s teeth chattered and
her knees shook, she evinced no vexation. “’Tis easy to see you've
struck the gentleman’s fancy. He’s got the glassy stare they all wear
when in love.”

Emily was alarmed for Maria, who looked as though she ought to
be in bed with a hot brick against her feet, but her fears proved un-
founded, for on the following morning it was she, and not Maria,
who ‘showed symptoms of a chill.

Sympathetic and resourceful, Mrs. Montizambia knelt before the
parlour fire to stir a cordial compounded from agua vite, liquorice,
cloves, raisins, mace and ginger.
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“Not that it can work a miracle, my dear, but as a palliative against
imprudent exposure, 't1s unrivalled.”

“The cure is walking 1n fresh air, that way I got rid of many
colds at home.”

“Because you had no choice, Emily, because you had no choice.”

“I could have stayed stuffily indoors had I wished. My granny
treated me tenderly, and would have wrapped me in her feather bed
if *twas the right treatment.”

“'Then she must be an ignorant woman, very ignorant indeed.”

“She is not, but wise and kind, even though she can’t write her
name and must needs ask my Uncle Kidd to read her Bible to her.
Learning teaches foolishness more often than sense, and I'd rather
her way of treating a running nose than this, which is stifing me.”

“ Enmuly Lyon, you are an ungrateful, impertinent girl; had I guessed
your true character I would not have taken you to my bosom. But
‘what’s done cannot be undone’, and when Sophia Montizambia
undertakes a duty she carries it through. I mean to train you into an
elegant, accomplished, agreeable female, refractory and unpromusing
as you are. In future there’ll be no more trapesing the streets. You'll
stay here with me, my girl, leartung crafts becoming to our sex.”

Half-formulated schemes took shape in Emuly’s nund. An associa-
tion that had appeared disagreeable on awakening seemed alluring
when contrasted with the programme disclosed. Beggars couldn’t
be choosers. . . . "T'was a pity Sir Harry’s wiles were in keeping with
the creature he resembled. . . .

Like a Jack-in-the-Box, Mrs. Montizambia uprose in her hoop, and,
carrying the skillet to a table, poured the steaming cordial into a tall
glass beaker. Emily sulkily kept her eyes on the fire until an explosive
sob made her turn.

“ Emily, how can you be so cruel and unfeeling after all I've tried
to do?® Had you been my own child I couldn’t have treated you better
—no, I couldn’t have treated you better! ” Mrs. Montizambia’s face
was puckered and distorted by grief.

Struggling from a padded quilt, Emily rushed to her patroness and
embraced her broad, heaving shoulders. “ God knows I don’t intend
to be ungrateful. Indeed, I'm truly thankful for kindness. But a
strong girl ltke me, used to hard work and freedom, can’t take easily
to ladies’ ways.”

“Very right you are, my dear, very right you are. I've been too im-
patient.” Mrs. Montizambia violently blew her nose and rubbed her
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moustache with her handkerchief. When she spoke again it was in a
contemplative voice: “ Should have taken a lesson from Roscius. For
seven years I've rehearsed ¢ Rule, Britannua! * for that bird without his
contributing a note. But I'll make him sing it—yes, I'll make him sing
it!”

Because Emuly was truly tender-hearted, she spent the morning
trying to please her benefactress, an amiable endeavour greatly as-
sisted by the genial properties of the cordial of which they had both
partaken. Emuly rolled gilded paper into cylinders and glued them
together to form a filigree fagade of Drury Lane Theatre, while Mrs.
Montizambia read aloud dramas produced at the famous playhouse
and retold the pitiful story of the quarrel over a stock wig which
resulted 1n Mr. Macklin killing Mr. Hannam with a pomnted stick.
Emily had heard the tale many times, and, from her own sufferings,
could readily believe a wig mstrumental in causing calamitous acts.

“As you are visiting Mrs. Chve the day after to-morrow, maybe
you'll take back the wig she so kindly lent? ” Emily’s lovely eyes
looked up in innocent inquury. “ My own hair has grown so luxuriant
I no longer need a false covering.”

“Tut, child, tut! So you call a mop of apricot curls a seemly coiffure
for a female head? ”

“Much better than a dirty white mountain alive with insects.”

“Nits are one of life’s trials inflicted upon us by the Almighty. One
can’t avoid ‘em, either in wigs or growing hair.”

“T never had such things till I came here.”

“How dare you imply that my house is not clean? I'm surprised
at you, Emily, very surprised indeed! ”

Mrs. Montizambia turned her back in dudgeon and prepared for
her afternoon nap. It was hot and airless in the overcrowded room,
a huge fire burned 1n the basket grate, sawdust bags like long red
sausages excluded any draughts that might have percolated between
window-sashes. Fusty smells emanated from Roscius and the bits of
decayed apple and celery he had tossed on the carpet; odours of dust,
dye and snufl were drawn by the fire from Mrs. Montizamba’s old
scarlet tabby. The combined exhalations rendered Emuily so faint and
sick she was obliged to get up and creep to the window, hoping for
fresher air. By removing one of the sawdust bags she persuaded her-
self that she obtained it.

In the distance a German band played Cimarosa’s La ballerina
amante; near by a man shouted: “Hot loaves! Hot spiced ginger-



102 BRIDE OF GLORY

bread! ” At the milliner’s door a ragged boy tried to sell bandboxes
covered with fancy paper; a bellows-mender trudged past carrymng
a bag of tools across hus shoulder.

Inside the room Mrs. Montizambia snored with her mouth open
while Roscius made rich chuckling noises in his throat. Quite sud-
denly Emuly knew she could endure no more. . . .

At half-past four Mrs. Montizambia awoke in ill humour; at five
they dined off a bean tansy and a flummery served on a round table
drawn up to the fire. Afterwards they played piquet; at nine they
drank tea, and at ten Emily was permitted to go to bed.

On the following morning, when Mrs. Montizambia and Roscius
were marketing in Covent Garden, Emily intercepted Maria as she
left the house to watch a rehearsal of All for Love. The theatre was
Drury Lane, and Maria willingly agreed to go out between. the acts
to present Emily’s letter to Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh waiting in
the piazza. Despite her failure to keep the appointment on the pre-
vious day, Emily never doubted he would be there, any more than
she questioned her ability to make him act in the manner she wished.
In the early hours of morning, by the light of a dip, she had composed
an appeal to St Harry’s vanty which she believed to be irresistible.
After dwelling on her prison-like environment and the restrictions
imposed on her talents, she asked for the advice of “her generous
and truly trusted friend ”, advice which “she hoped to avail hersclf
of when she kept the rondievos on Wednesday in the Little Piatsia ”.
To this epistle she added a pious “God bless you! ” and affixed her
name. When the whole was neatly transcribed upon a sheet of Mrs.
Montizambia’s French-glazed gilt paper, she surveyed it compla-
cently.

The weather was damp, misty and considerably colder than on
the preceding day, thus Emily suffered less {rom the big fire kept
up by Mrs. Montizambia. During the morning a diversion was caused
by one of Mr. Macklin’s pupils falling into hysterics as a result of his
caustic criticism, an episode that provided a cheerful topic unex-
hausted at dinner-time. Anxious to finish what she had begun,
Emily applied herself to the paper-filigree facade of Drury Lane
Theatre, and succeeded even to making the heraldic beasts on the
pediment. This achievement brought her the satisfaction felt by a
traveller whose commissions are executed before he sets forth.

In the evening Mr. Charles Macklin, his wife and Maria came to
drink tea and exchange theatre gossip. Emily heard commendations
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of Jane Farmer’s performance as the “Player Queen”; she also re-
ceived a cocked-hat note smuggled into her hand by Maria. Surrep-
titiously opening 1t she read: “ Tout-d-vous sous tous les rapports,”
which conveyed little except that Sir Harry would keep the appoint-
ment.

Returing late, they rose early, in order that Mrs. Montizambia’s hair
might be curled and craped for her visit to Twickenham. The jaunt
for which she prepared was the last ceremonious call of the year.
When she and Mrs. Clive visited each other informally they travelled
by the “short stage” plying between The Angel at St. Clement’s
and The Cross at Twickenham; once every quarter Mr. Horace Wal-
pole placed his coach at his neighbour’s disposal to convey Mrs.
Montizambia 1n state to and from Little Strawberry Hill.

While her benefactress was getting ready, Emily appeased a guilty
conscience by keeping the hair-dresser supplied with hot pincing-
irons heated in the parlour fire, and when Mrs. Montizambia, in a
white dimity greatcoat, came to her breakfast, Emuily went without
so that she might sew lace ruffles into the sleeves of a best gown.

A late sunrise brought the promise of a lovely day. Qver tiled roofs
and weathered bricks flowed a benign glow, Here and there a high
window, catching a shaft of light, flung it back in a dazzle of glancing
flame. Mr. Walpole’s coach entered the cheerful street with the dash
and clatter befitting an elegant vehicle, Shaped hike a box widening
from 1ts base, it had six glass windows and a roof rising in 2 swelling
curve. Painted deep blue and embellished with gilded scrolls, its
colouring was matched by the liveries of coachman and footman, and
complemented by a pair of flea-hitten greys.

The height of Mrs. Montizambia’s coiffure and the dimensions of
her hoop frustrated attempts to insinuate herself through the carriage
door until Emuly folded together the cane rings and tilted them side-
ways. Flustered but triumphant, the traveller dived forward, sat down
heavily, and searched with her feet for her valise.

Climbing on the step, Emily leant through the window. “ Good-bye
and God bless you! Never think I wasn’t grateful.”

Mrs. Montizambia beamed upon her with misty eyes. “ Good girl,
goad girl. I know at the hottom you are very devoted to me, my dear,
very devoted to mel”

The footman skipped up behind, the coachman cracked his whip
and Mrs. Montizambia’s towering head-dress tipped like a falling
mountain as the horses set the great wheels 1n motion.



CHAPTER NINE

EMILY so quickly adapted herself to a new environment that,
looking back, she found 1t difficult to recollect herself in other
surroundings. In a few weeks she discarded all rules of behaviour
that had curbed her 1 subordinate situations. After yielding to Sir
Harry’s importunities, she claimed the right to do as she pleased, a
demand which met with no opposition. A wild and graceless wanton
suited the baronet’s robust tastes better than a well-mannered lady-
love. He taught her to ride, and, finding her utterly fearless, dressed
her 1n breeches and a man’s riding-coat and took her hunting, to the
scandal of the neighbourhood. Emily cared naught for outraged
glances. With tawny ringlets blowing back from her face, she leapt
hedges and ditches and felt like a goddess.

Though gentry such as Sir James Peachy of West Dean and Mr.
Thistlethwaite of Southwick might look askance, it was otherwise
with gentlemen who came from London to shoot over Sir Harry’s
extensive preserves. Set m the valley of Harting, Sussex, about a
mile and a half from the Hampshire border, Uppark was near enough
to Town for a traveller 1n a chaise-and-pair to accomplish the journey
in something under eight hours, or, if he wished to travel econorni-
cally, the Portsmouth Coach set down passengers at the ‘Red Lion’
at Petersfield.

Hospitable, rich and good-natured, Sir Harry was delighted to
entertain any number of guests so long as they were willing to hunt,
shoot, attend local cock-fights and drink until they must be relieved of
their stocks. Young Macaronis, after meeting Emily, returned to town
raving of her loveliness. Sir Harry was discovered to be immensely
popular, casual acquaintances became eager to know him better, and
proposed themselves for a few days’ shooting.

Emily accepted them all with easy good-fellowship. Unaffected and

104



BRIDE OF GLORY 105

anxious to please, she threw herself into the pleasant task of enter-
taining. Should a guest wish a companion for niding, she was willing
to accompany him anywhere and over any obstacle. If his fancy was
for art, she dressed herself in a white night-sack and assumed the
attitudes of neo-Etruscan figures on Mr. Wedgwood’s pottery. Did
the company request a song, she was ready to oblige with one of
the ribald ballads she had heard issuing from the gin-houses and
taverns in Seven Dials. Revelling in every sociable act, save the one
she must share alone with Sir Harry, she hit upon the happy expeds
ent of encouraging guests and host to drink so freely that they must
spend the night together under the dining-table. Safe in the wide
solitude of old Matthew Fetherstonhaugh’s four-post bed, she re-
flected philosophically on the human state which decreed a woman’s
body to be her only commercial asset. Exther she could fret it away
in hard toil for which her reward would be daily bread, or, by keep-
ing it soft and comely, she could barter 1t for luxury. . . .

Although Sir Harry referred to himself as a West Sussex man,
actually his ancestors came from Northumberland. Uppark, with
the manors of South and East Harting, was purchased by Matthew
Fetherstonhaugh from Charles, third Earl of Tankerville, in 1746, the
same year in which Matthew inherited the fortune and possessions
of his kinsman, Sir Harry Fetherstone of Blakesware. Following the
injunction of the will, Matthew obtained a continuation of the
Baronetage by a Patent dated the 3rd of January 1747. As Sir Matthew
Fetherstonhaugh he became a Member of Parliament for Morpeth 1n
Northumberland, and later represented Portsmouth.

Sir Harry, inheriting his father’s estate in 1774, considered the
famuly prestige so well established that nothing more was required
to further it. Acting on this conviction, he amused himself with
hunting, shooting, cocking and in attending prize-fights at Ports-
mouth Dock until he came of age, when he set forth on the Grand
Tour. The early months of 1776 found the baronet in Naples with
the Duke of Hamuilton, whose romantic temperament had entangled
him with a lady encumbered by five hundred pounds of debt, which
later became the price of his release. While Sir Willlam Hamulton,
the British Minister, ransomed his imprudent kinsman, Sir Harry
felt bound to share the Duke’s exile at Castello, a cold, damp domucile
on the slopes of Monte Miletto with an unfounded reputation for
wild boars and game. Negotiations concluded by Sir William Hamil-
ton, the two young men removed to Rome much chastened by the
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price of dalliance. Soberly they visited St. Petet’s, the Vatican, the
Campidoglio, museums, churches. Apparelled 1n morning dress, with
his ginger hair fashionably dressed in clubs on ether side of his face,
Sir Harry sat for his portrait to Pompeo Girolamo Batomw. He pur-
chased pictures by approved masters, shell cameos, sulphur casts,
bronzes; prudently avoiding the terra-cottas, marbles and Etruscan
vases with which his friend the Duke of Hamulton had burdened
himself. Crossing the continent 1 a leisurely manner, Sir Harry
reached England in high summer. After depositing his vzriu at Up-
park, he returned to town and became a member of Brooks’s and
White’s, where he made a number of fonish friends who taught him
to play faro and macao. He joined the Jockey Club and was a regular
attendant at the Doncaster and Newmarket races. The theatre was
honoured by his patronage, he became a welcome visitor at Charlotte
Hayes’s and at less luxurious bagnios in Exeter Strect. His tastes made
such inroads mto his fortune that on reaching twenty-five he was
obliged to review his position. This he did 1n a practical manner by
selling some hundreds of oak trees to the Navy Board, a transaction
that not only repared his finances, but, by disclosing views of the
Isle of Wight and St. Helen’s, improved the amenities of the park.
Unhappily Emy’s bedroom had not this lovely vista, but looked
over a gravel courtyard to a distant wood.

Uppark was crowded with visitors over Christmas week. The party
commenced on the 22nd of December with a cockfight in the
coach-house, to celebrate Sir Harry’s twenty-sixth birthday, the main
fight being between four pair$ of white piles, which he had himself
trained for the pit, and four pairs of Staffordshire duns, brought from
Portsmouth Dock by the landlord of the ‘ Admiral Anson’. Emuly,
who had helped to feed the cocks and cosset them after sparring
matches, was as eager to watch the fight as any of the devotees leaning
on the barrier of the matting-covered ring. Sir Harry had given her
thirty guineas to stake, and she had placed it all upon Cupidy, a
spirited one-year-old fighting cock entering the pit for the first time.
Cupidy had learnt to eat from her hand and to lie 1n her arms while
she ruffled his feathers; when she called, he came running with ridicu-
lous long strides, flapping his wings to bring him the faster.

Emily insisted upon carrying Cupidy to the ring side, and while
“Jlong heels” were strapped to his legs, she stood beside the table
which formed a das for the judge’s chawr, disapproving the sharp
metal spurs. Hitherto she had only seen sparring matches when cocks
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wore leather guards over their natural spurs, a protection that al-
lowed them to fight without coming to harm.

Emily had difficulty i holding Cupidy when he caught sight of
the strange cocks. Craning his neck and stiffening his body, he danced
jerkily from side to side, uttering chuckling sounds of derision that
rose to a challenging cry. The call was answered by all the other cocks
Crowing IN raucous Unison.

Cupidy was to fight in the first match against a scraggy Stafford-
shire dun standing on long, thin legs. Sir Harry and the inn-keeper
leaning over the barrier on opposite sides of the ring, held their cocks
on interlocked fingers close to the matting, and thrice swung them
forward. On the starter shouting “Go”, they dropped the birds,
which made for each other with stiff, tlting struts. Cupidy was the
quicker and with s sharp bill, furiously set upon his antagomst,
plucking out tufts of feathers and exposing yellow skin. Prancing
round each other, darting forward in feints, falling back to attack 1n
earnest and a shower of falling feathers, the two furious little birds
were pathetic in their abbrewiated battle plumage. Wings were
trimmed at a slope, and tails shortened; hackle and rump feathers
had been reduced and combs were cut so close as to be nothing more
than ridges. Emily was suddenly bitterly ashamed of having helped
to clip the gallant little cock. Beauty and courage should go to-
gether. . ..

She averted her eyes because Cupidy, despite his bold attack, was
getting the worst of the encounter. An iron lantern hanging from
a rope above the ring cast a circle of light over the fighting cocks and
upon the faces of spectators. Beside Emily sat Major Battine and his
fifteen-year-old clever son William, who clenched his teeth so tightly
that a nerve below the junction of his jaw quivered like the pulsing
gills of a fish. Emily’s other neighbour had the pinched face of an
alabaster effigy and thin, bloodless lips which every now and again
parted to allow a delicate, pointed tongue to flicker across them. He
wore finely embroidered clothes of oyster silk, a toupee with a club
on either side of his face and a patch beside his evil eyes. His old
hands, veined, bony and parchment white, clasped a snuff-box adorned
with a miniature of Beauty at the Bath.

There was no sound 1n the coach-house save the deep breathing
of men, the chink of money as new bets were laid, and the scratching
of claws on matting. The inn-keeper had removed his wig and sat
with shaven skull. Colonel Mordaunt, elevated above the ring, leant
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over the back of a straddling-chair to follow with his index finger the
movements of the cocks. Over the lime-washed walls and ceiling,
across Sir Matthew Fetherstonhaugh’s great travelling coach, spread
Colonel Mordaunt’s crouching shadow, threatening and vigilant.

A sudden craning forward of spectators, and the hissing of tense
breathing, made Emuly again look into the pit. She pressed her hand
to her mouth to stifle a cry. Below, within reach of her arms, lay
Cupidy, 2 stance for the battered but triumphant Staffordshire fight-
ing cock. Everywhere floated feathers, white feathers and dun feathers,
blowing hither and thither at the whim of a chilly draught. Cupidy,
slowly raising his poor battered head, feebly pecked the claw of his
enemy. The dun cock looked down, then, hfting his bright spur,
dug it into Cupidy’s breast and kicked back his yellow leg. Emily
heard a r1p and saw a flight of white feathers scurry high in the air;
but the dun’s triumphant crow was stifled 1n hus throat. In a ightning
gesture she grasped the Staffordshire cock and flung him across the
ring. Snatching Cupidy from the matting, she brought him to the
warmth of her bosom. Startled, angry faces accused her as she leapt
to her feet and pushed through the crowd.

Sir Harry furiously shouted: “ Damn you, Emuily, what are you do-
ing?”

The big door opened to her touch; a babel of voices pursued her
across the dark yard.

It was the act of a moment to dash past the railed shrubbery to the
flight of steps ascending to the long window of the saloon. The hasp
swung, but the cream brocade curtain was pulled down and impeded
entry. Thrusting 1t aside she heard the material rnp. . . . "Twas the
finest Spitalfields silk, Sir Harry wouldn’t be best pleased when he
saw the rent. . . .

Candle-flames, flickering in the draught, awakened a mullion lights
in the chandeliers hanging in 1ce-like cascades from the high ceiling,
and gave an 1llusion of activity to the figures 1n the tapestries stretched
along the walls. A fire gleamed 1n the shining steel grate, decanters
and glasses were set out, cold dishes were arranged on a side table.
Out in the hall rows of candlesticks stood ready filled to guide visitors
to bed. Emily took one and lit the candle at a sconce. Up the stairs
successions of shadows met her and strcaked past. . . . They grew
up from the floor of the landing to ship away into dark oblongs of
open doors. . . .

To accommodate an extra visitor Emily had vacated her own room
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to share Sir Harry’s apartment, which was grandly embellished with
a piece of tapestry superimposed upon the patterned flock paper.
The four-post bed, intimately narrow, was upholstered 1n crimson
brocade and ornamented at the corners with gilded plump cupids
leaning forward as if to fly. Crimson curtains of Queen Anne design
hung from ornate pelmets over the long windows. A large walnut
cupboard stood on one side of the white marble chimney-piece, on
the other a tall chest of drawers.

Shutting the door, Emuly bolted it behind her, then, carrying
Cupidy to the hearth, she set the candle on the floor the better to
examine him. As she turned the cock over, the metal spurs chinked
together. Deftly she unwound the fastenings and cast the cruel spikes
into the heart of the fire.

“Oh, my pretty love, can you forgive your Emy for wagering thirty
guineas on your poor hittle body? Had I guessed how ‘twould be I'd
have carried you t'other side of England before I'd let you fight.”

But Cupidy responded not, his remaining eye showed as a black
slit, whule from the socket of the other oozed a single tear of blood.

By prising open his bill with her finger-nail, Emily managed to
force 1n a few drops of brandy from the flask kept by Sir Harry under
the bolster. Cupidy’s body quivered, and his skinny eye-lids opened,
revealing the whole of his jet-black eye. Much encouraged, she 1n-
creased her efforts to restore his life. She knew that a cock, surviving
a fight, must have the blood sucked from his wounds, which should
then be washed with warm salt water. The water in the ewer was
icy cold and salt was lacking, but as she applied her rosy lips to
Cupidy’s torn skin, so her hot tears rained down. He responded to
her ministrations by feebly snuggling into her arms; rocking him like
a baby, she sat on the floor with the fire-light dancing on her lovely,
tender face.

Owls hooted in the woods; she heard the eerie bark of a fox; in-
side the mansion rustlings and sharp cracks seemed to betray ghostly
watchers lurking in dark corridors and vast, empty rooms. Emily got
up, crossed to a window, and pulled the cords of the curtamn. Ris-
ing, it revealed a full moon floating above the wood; deer asleep in
the park; servants crossing the gravelled courtyard to their quarters
in the separate buildings uprising left and right. The stable clock
struck ten; its ancient tongue ran thin and clear across the moonlit
valley. Emily closed the shutters and returned to the fire.

Cupidy had struggled from the flannel petticoat 1n which he was
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wrapped and lay panting. His beak, denuded of surrounding plumage,
looked wide and comical as the bill of a fledgling. The forlorn trans-
formation of the handsome lttle cock renewed Emuly’s contrition
and her tears.

Voices sounded as Sir Harry and his guests rounded the corner of
the house. Colonel Mordaunt’s peremptory delivery could be dis-
tinguwished above the fonash drawl of fashion and the blurred accents
of Sussex. The front door opened with a crash; footsteps clattered
and lisped as the company filed towards the saloon. Corks popped
and glasses chinked, someone stirred the fire and upset a heavy log
nto the fender. Presently Sir Harry came into the hall and shouted
for a servant, then his heavy tread sounded on the stawrs.

Emuly waited breathlessly while he stumbled along the corridor
to the bedroom door. He tried to open 1t, and finding it would not
yield, twisted the knob violently. “ You in there, Emily? ” he sus-
piciously demanded.

She made no respanse,

Banging his fist on the panel he shouted: “None of your tricks!
Open the door when I tell you.”

Her silk skirts rustled as she tip-toed across the room. Leaning
against the jamb, she whispered through the crack: “ I'we locked the
door because I wish ta be alone.”

Indignation temporarily bereft the baronet of speech. He made
queer angry noises before he managed to articulate: “Be alone?
You've no right ta be alone! What do ye think I keep you for? And
I've more to say than that, my gul, so gpen. the door and take your
physic before it gets bitter.”

“*T1s no use your talking to me, because my mind’s made up. The
only way you'll get in 1s by breaking the lock, and that’ll make you
look foolish in the eyes of your friends. Already they must be won-
dering why yau've left them.”

“They'd be surprised had I not, for each rails at you for the spoilt
fight. "T'will cost me heavy for the cock you killed.”

“Dud 1t die? Oh, kow happy you make me—J only hope it suffered.”

“Damn 1t, Emily, ye deserve a good heating, and I swear I'll give
ye one when I get in.” .

“Then 'tis locked the door will stay, and the sooner you quit the
cold passage the wiser you will be,”

To assert his right, Sir Harry administered further thumps upan
the panel before descending to meore ganvivial company,
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Listening to boisterous voices and popping corks, Emily sat with
Cupidy in her lap until the early hours of morning. Sometimes she
leaned forward to replenish the fire, at others she ttied to force brandy
into Cupidy’s beak. Songs and laughter declined into maudhin
soliloquies, punctuated by the shattering of glasses as they fell from
relaxed fingers. Gradually the room grew colder, and the candle,
burning low, bred agile shadows to quaver up the walls and over the
ceiling.

With the lengthening of her vigil, so Emuly’s spirits ebbed. Pic-
tures uprose 1n her mind of scenes through which she had passed
since leaving Chatham Place, deprived in retrospect of the intoxi-
cating excitement that had justified each wild,act. If enthusiasm vin-
dicated the past, what plea could be made for the present? . . . Cer-
tainly ‘twas not love for Sir Harry that kept her at Uppark. . . .
How excuse a girl who would rather be a gentleman’s light o’ love
.than submit to dull servitude? "T'was wicked she was, and no doubt
about 1t, but there was no going back. If a girl once took to a reckless
life she was spoilt for the tame ways of duty. . . .

The candle sputtered to its end amid a reek of charred wick
and hot wax just as Cupidy gave a little quiver and died. Holding
his drooping body to the fire, Emily tried to see by the glowing
embers. Indifferent as the light was, it sufficed to destroy hope. Very
gently she wrapped the cock in her petticoat, and, carrying him
stumblingly, laid him 1n a drawer of the tallboy. Her limbs, numb
from sitting on the floor, hardly supported her to the side of the bed,
and she had to help herself along by clutching the post. It was the
work of a minute to discard her gown and untie the tapes of her
hoop. She let it lie in a ring upon the floor while she released herself
from the heavily whaleboned stays that cramped her lovely body. Sir
Harry admired a slender waist and overtopping bosom, and with this
figure 1n view had himself instructed Mrs. Harman at her shop in
New Bond Street which displayed the Queen’s arms over the door.
The result was sufficiently satisfactory to justify the royal staymaker’s
claim: “ The most massy figure can be curbed into modish lines by a
pair of Mrs. Harman’s much admired patent stays.”

Liberated from bondage, Emily flung herself into the depths of the
feather mattress. Not until that moment had she realized her wear:-
ness, but exhaustion did not bring sleep. As her head touched the
pillow so thoughts and ideas tumbled over each other. Apprehensions
sprang into the foreground, and the chances of her pretarious posi-
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tion painted themselves in lurid colours. What would she do if Sir
Harry turned her out? . . . What a foolish girl she’d been to defy her
piotector. . . . Indeed her high temper would prove her undoing.
. . . She would never admit she had done wrong 1n killing the dun
cock. . . . But a gentleman had the right to enter his room and to
act as he pleased towards a girl kept as bed-mate. . . . Perhaps un-
dutiful conduct would bring dismissal 1n the morning? Good God!
What would she do, stranded penniless 1n a countrnfied place?
"Twould be wise to make peace now and treat him to such warm
kisses that he’d hesitate to send her away. . . .

Scrambling from bed, Emuly pattered on bare feet to the door and
twisted the key. It was dark in the corridor and she had to feel her
way to the stair-head. Two candles still burnt in the hall, and from
the open door of the saloon fell a slant of light. Wine fumes tainted
the cold air and silence was ripped and torn by snores of drunken
sleepers. Leaning over the banisters, Emily cautiously descended, but
not so quietly as to escape the vigilance of Werke, Sir Harry’s red
setter, which came running from the lighted room. On seeing Emily,
he strangled a bark and waved his feathery tail. Accompanying her
as she edged along the wall, he looked up with inquiring amber eyes
as she cautiously peered into the saloon. A curious spectacle con-
fronted her. Gentlemen, emutting ugly sounds from their open
mouths, reclined slackly in Chippendale chairs or lolled with sprawl-
ing legs and sunken heads. Others, relieved of their stocks, lay upon
the floor 1n huddled heaps of silk, velvet and nankin. Finding that
her presence would be unnoticed, Emily ventured boldly into the
doorway for a better inspection. Sir Harry’s legs, protruding beneath
a table, could be distinguished by shoe buckles and small-clothes.
The old beau, who had been her neighbour at the cock-fight, had
spilled a glass of port over hus lovely oyster-coloured clothes. . .
The stain looked like blood from hus heart. . . . His wig was awry
and showed his veined, bony skull; his stock was off and his skinny
parchment neck hung back, a poignant likeness of poor Cupidy’s
plucked by the victorious dun. In an access of sympathy, Emily hur-
ried into the room and gently adjusted the wig and lifted the limp
old head to an easier position without disturbing the reedy snores
that agitated his thin nostrils.

Emdy wandered among the sleeping guests. She made up the fire,
snuffed the candles and found a cushion for the red setter to lie
upon, all the time conscious of the ironic eyes of Sir Harry Fether-



BRIDE OF GLORY 113

stone looking down from the wall. His cadaverous, proud face was
framed 1n a reddish-brown periwig; a lace jabot showed beneath his
chin. In 1747 the picture and his fortune had been bequeathed to his
nephew, Matthew Fetherstonhaugh; ever since, his painted eyes had
critically watched the acts of his heurs.

Enmuly always felt hypnotized by the portrait, and when so forgetful
as to meet the searching dark eyes, had difficulty in retreating. It was
so now. Had she not been startled by an explosive sound behind
her, she might have remained magnetized until morning. Turning
quickly, she beheld a very childish young gentleman being violently
sick upon the Passavant carpet. For some moments she watched him
with the detachment peculiar to situations met with in dreams; she
pinched herself to make sure she was awake. Meanwhile the young
gentleman, the worst paroxysm over, gazed at her with hollow, apolo-
getic eyes.

“I'm sorry, ma’am,” he gasped.

“It isn’t my carpet,” Emily truthfully explained.

“Y'm sorry you should see me behaving like a beast, ma’am.”

“Never mind, ’tus used I've grown to ugly sights. I'll fetch you
a drink of water; then you’'ll feel better.”

Struggling to his feet, he leant shakily against a chair. “I'd like
to get out of this room, ma’am, into fresh air.”

“You'd best get to bed, and ’tis cold enough upstairs to revive
a gin-drinker of Drury Lane.”

“I'm not that indeed, ma’am, and untl this night I've tasted
nothing stronger than grog.”

“Then ’us a pity you didn’t keep to sober ways,” Emily cen-
soriously responded.

“Yes, ma’'am.”

She found herself obliged to help him upstairs, and on the attic
landing he again became so ill that she almost carried him along the
passage to his destination in the north-western extremity of the man-
sion. From hus shit of a room, overlooking kitchens and stables, Emuly
deemed him a visitor of trifling consequence, and addressed him ac-
cordingly.

“How old are you? ”

“Fifteen, ma’am.”

Emuly forgot that her own years numbered no more. “You should
be at home with your mother.”

“Oh no, ma’am, because I serve the King. I'm a midshipman in his
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Majesty’s ship Artois, a magnificent frigate we captured from the
Frenchies and now commanded by Captain Willett Payne.”

Emuly’s heart lost a beat and then raced excitedly. “Is Captamn
Payne at Portsmouth Dock?”

“No, ma’am, the ship was proceeding to Chatham to be paid;
the Captain only called at Haslar to land some of the people who
contracted a low fever when the Arzoss lay 1n the Tagus. "Twas two
months ago, and I'm well now, ma’am, and expecting to rejon the
frigate on her re-commussioning.”

“If I write a letter will you deliver 1t to your Captan?”

“Oh, certainly, ma’am.”

The young gentleman looked so childish and wretched that Emily
volunteered to put him to bed, an offer he accepted with fervent grati-
tude. She had performed the office so often for Sir Harry that she
executed the task with celenty.

In bed the midshipman dropped the manly ways he had tried to
assume downstairs. Clutching her neck, he pulled her face to his and
patted 1t. “You're just like mother,” he said—"so kind and gentle.
But you're beautiful, and she just looks good. I'd be pleased if you
kissed me, ma’am—if you wouldn’t think 1t wrong to kiss a man.”

Emily gave him a warm hug and pressed her lips to his forehead.
“Sleep sound, and I'll give you a James’s Powder 1n the morning.”

On returning to her room she found the fire out, but this time
when she climbed into the feather bed she slept free from the mus-
gings that an hour ago had sent her roaming.

In the early morning she was awakened by hoarse voices shouting
for Bristol water and emetics, by hasty footsteps of servants, and
sounds of physical tribulations. Visitors stumbled along the landing
and banged bedroom doors; on the lawn Werke barked at a doe
trespassing from the park.

Emily sat up 1n bed to listen to Sir Harry stumping up the oak
stawrs. Flinging open the door, he stood revealed by a candle held
askew. Bloodshot eyes blinked from a pale, puffy face. He was stock-
less and his waistcoat was undone; the black shalloon tying his hair
had slipped to the end of his queue, releasing semu-powdered strands
that fell upon his shoulders.

He entered the room and slammed the door with a backward kick.
Lurching to the chimney-piece, he shd the candlestick along the
shelf, then he crossed to the windows and folded the shutters against
the walls. Ruffled pewter clouds reflected 1n green and yellow lLights
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the stormy sunrise; the summt of Harting Hill loomed black and
lowering. °

Sir Harry retched noisily.

“Fennel tea would do you good,” Emily remarked in brightly
sympathetic tones.

Groaning, he pressed his aching head against the window-pane.
“Sometimes I think you’re a fool, Emily.”

Exercising unusual prudence, she stifled an angry retort and
watched her patron morosely kick off his shoes and divest himself of
coat and waistcoat. In a fine lawn shirt and tightly girt breeches he
looked to advantage, muscular and well made, his body showed only
the threat of flesh that later would incommode.

Gravitating towards his side of the bed, Sir Harry stripped off his
clothes as he came. Emuly eyed him apprehensively, 10 no mood for
love-making. Shuddering she caught his sour breath. Fears proved
unfounded; dropping into bed, he evinced less interest in his mistress
than in the bolster supporting his head.

Every moment the room grew lighter. There was no warmth or
radiance in the sunrise, only an increased pallid illumination that dis-
covered netted black branches of trees and grey roofs of Horsham,
stone. In the bedroom daylight met and vanquished the flickering
candle-flame; gradually a dark oblong on the walls revealed itself as
a hunting scene after Teniers woven by Francois Van der Borght, one
of a set of tapestries bought by Sir Matthew 1n Brussels to furnish his
mansion.

The moment Sir Harry dropped into an uneasy doze, Emily slipped
out of bed and dressed herself. When, she was ready to go down-
stairs she wore a sprigged mushn cap over her short, vivid curls. Her
plain blue woollen gown had a folded muslin kerchief at the neck
and ruffles 1n the elbow-sleeves. She wore no hoop, an omussion,
rendering her skirt so long that she had to lift it to avoid treading on
the hem.

Knowing that Sir Harry and his guests would require no breakfast,
the servants had not troubled to prepare it. Fires were unlighted, and
in the big dining-room the shutters were still closed. Wandering into
the saloon, Emuly found a yawning footman slowly collecting de-
canters and wine-glasses from last mght’s debauch.

“ Where have you laid my breakfast? ” she demanded.

“ Nowhere, darling,” he answered with a smirk.

Emily’s face reddened. “If you talk like that, I'll pay you. Servants
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must speak respectful to their betters, I always had to. . . .” She
bit her lip, realizing her admussion. The slip increased the Tury of her
attack: “ Have done with your insolent looks and be off to order my
breakfast and light a roaring fire 1n the little parlour. There’s to be
tay and sweet chocolate, eggs and bacon, strawberry conserve and
honey, for I'm expecting a gentleman to eat with me, and ’twill do
none of you benefit when I tell your master that you leave me and
his guest to freeze and starve.”

The footman looked sour, but, doing as he was bid, dawdled
towards the underground passage bearing on his upraised palm a tray
loaded with wine-glasses.

Although she was to breakfast, Emily could not flatter herself on
getting the best of the encounter. Tremulous with anger, she went
to the ante-room where Sir Harry kept drenches and embrocations
for horses as well as remedies for himself. In a small drawer of a
walnut bureau she found the Englishman’s panacea for all ills—
James’s Powders. Indifferent that only one remained, she carried 1t
into the dining-room, where she appropriated a spoon and a carafe of
water. Armed with this booty, she posted to the first floor and
along the deserted landing to the oak cockle-stair leading to the mud-
shipman’s quarters. She found him asleep, with his towsled head
resting on an outflung arm. A kiss awakened him, and he lay smiling
up at her with a dissipated, childish face.

“How do you feel? I can’t ask you by name, because I know it not.”

“ Casar Bacon, ma’am, of Seafield House, Castletown.”

“Where’s Castletown? ”

“In the Isle of Man, ma’am, which belongs to the Duke of Athol.”

“That sounds far off. How do people live there? ”

“ By smuggling, ma’am. "Tis said we defraud Great Britain of three
hundred thousand a year.”

“Have you been out with the smugglers? ”

“I wouldn't say,” he answered evasively.

“Tis pumishment you deserve, so put out your tongue, Cesar.”

Dexterously Emily poured upon 1t Doctor James’s Powder. “ Now
take a drink from the carafe, for I've no tumbler to offer.”

Because he was shaky after the night’s carousal, Emily stayed and
helped him to dress, a proceeding robbed of impropriety in Casar’s
view by the fact that she might have been his mother.

They enjoyed a comfortable breakfast together, and while the mid-
shipman ate a mixture of honey and strawberry conserve, Emily com-
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posed a letter to Captain Payne explicit of her distaste for her present
situation, with a suggestion that, as he was now posted to a fine
frigate, he could well afford to accommodate her on board. Failing
this, she proposed a lodging 1n the nearest port, because she was “ his
miserable but ever devoted Emily Lyon ”.

When the epistle was sanded, folded and wafered, Emuly stitched it
into the lining of Casar’s mulberry-coloured coat and enjoined him
not to forget it.

The day advanced to noon without Sir Harry or his guests emerg-
ing from their chambers. During the morning Emily ventured into
the bedroom to retrieve the body of Cupidy for interment in the
grave Czsar had dug beside a silver larch, a situation chosen because
of a fancied resemblance between the tree and the gallant white cock.
Later she visited the bedroom again to change into her green velvet
riding-habit; on both occasions Sir Harry snored heavily within the
closed curtains of the bed.

Casar Bacon had to be at Portsmouth Dock by mightfall; as Emily
had nothing to do, she volunteered to nde with him part way. They
exchanged farewells and tokens on the edge of Stanstead Forest;
Emily gave him her hair ribbon as a keepsake, he reciprocated with
a button from his coat. They waved to each other until Cesar dropped
down the hill behind Stanstead House.

Every room was illuminated when Emily returned to Uppark.
No servant waited at the door, so she rode on to the block of build-
ings comprising stables and kitchens adjacent to the western fagade.
In a harness-room she found coachmen and grooms casting dice by
the light of storm-lanterns. One of the men cheekily dismounted
her and led the mare away. Emily descended the stone steps to the
underground passage beneath the courtyard through which food and
necessities were unobtrusively conveyed to the mansion.

Expecting the usual boisterous welcome, she passed from one
empty room into another until she discovered Sir Harry and his guests
assembled like a tribunal in the white-and-gold-panelled dining-room.
Chilly silence and hostile glances confounded her. Gazing in bewilder-
ment, she demanded: “ Are you all struck dumb? Such unfriendly
faces I never saw. My God! One ’ud think you were all staring at a
wretch in the pillory.”

Sir Harry cleared his throat: “ Mes amis, Emily, are not disposed to
overlook your mischievous action during le combat de cogs; the losses
ye have caused have fallen heavily upon some of us.”
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Murmurs of apptoval greeted this speech. The old gallant who had
worn the oyster-coloured clothes shut his snuff-box with a snap as he
said maliciously: “ Upon my soul, Fetherstone, I'd turn a strumpet
from my house who treated me as ye've been served. Faith! Pve
flung out many a wench in her shuft for less! ”

“You old devil! ” cried Emuly; “and only last might I made your
drunken old head comfortable! Had I guessed what a nasty old
beast you are I'd have bumped your bald pate on the floor, so ]
would!”

Her outburst caused consternation. Affronted faces turned to Sir
Harry, questioning what action he would take. Lazy, amiable and
pig-headed, the baronet was temperamently averse to any drastic or
hasty policy; furthermore, he resented interference. Gad! He sup-
posed he was at liberty to manage his affairs as he pleased? . . .
Ermly was the finest-looking female 1 the country, damned if she
wasn’t! Charlotte Hayes had never seen such a beauty. . . . Admitted
it herself. . . . A brothel-keeper wouldn’t make an acknowledgement
disparaging to her establishment unless true. . . . Too much fuss was
being made over a peccadillo. . . . Perhaps old General de Galliere
coveted Emily for his own chére amie? No chicanery of t0rn was sur-
prising. . . .

Actuated by mistrust, Sir Harry addressed Emily with severity he
no longer felt. “ You will go to your chamber and remain there dur-
ing le séfour of my friends. Aftetwards I shall consider what steps
to take.”

“*Tis strange how men hang together against a woman without
troubling to hear her case! ”

General de Galliére’s tongue flickered across his thin lips. “ As logic
15 rarely a strong point with ladies, we will not waste time seeking it
in a Cyprian.”

“QId viper! I hope you'lll die of your own venom!” Giving him
no time to retort, she retreated and slammed the door.

Up 1n her room Emily stormed to and fro. Vengeful schemes and
incoherent thoughts raced through her mund. Last year a Chester
woman poisoned her lover with a pasty of holly berries. . . . Surely
Captain Payne would take pity on poor Emy when he knew of her
plight? . . . How different her position would have been had she
kept that thirty guineas instead of staking 1t on Cupidy! . . . The
money would have paid the coach fare to London with enough over
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for lodgings ull something turned up. . . . What could a girl do
who had neither funds nor friends? . . .

The stable clock struck five; simultaneously the rattle of dish-
covers announced the approach of dinner-waggons loaded 1n the dis-
tant kitchens. Emuly’s steps faltered. "Twas an age since breakfast. . . .

Torn between pride and hunger, she gravitated nearer and nearer
to the door. Capitulating to necessity, she grasped the handle, only to
discover herself a prisoner.



CHAPTER TEN

MILY remained a captive while Sir Harry and his guests en-

joyed three days’ shooting 1n the Bolton plantations, at Mill
Hanger and in the coverts at Lady Holt. When Sir Harry came to bed
on Christmas Eve, Emily recited her grievances and threatened to
leave if justice were not done. “If ye go,” the baronet retorted, twill
be without money or the gowns I have bought.”

Comfort and security had sapped independence, and Emily no
longer had courage to act on reckless impulse. In June she would have
spoken her mind and gone; in December she thought of conse-
quences. Humiliated by her own cowardice, she appeared docile and
ceased to complain, a transition so flattering to her protector that he
availed himself of her services; an obligation acknowledged on
Christmas Day by a slice of roast peacock and a helping of plum
pudding.

Sir Harry and his party were guests of the Duke of Norfolk from
December the 27th to the New Year; afterwards the company would
disperse. In a straight line the distance to Arundel Castle was under
Sfreen miles, but roads were so hilly, circustous and bad that gentle-
men with chaises elected to go by way of Chichester, where fresh
post-horses were procurable.

On taking leave of Emily, Sir Harry restored the bedroom key to
the lock. His kiss was warm, his manner benign; he implied that mis-
deeds were forgiven and a full resumption of his favours might be
anticipated on his return.

Emily celebrated her liberty by ordering her mare to be saddled;
while waiting, she inspected the breakfast-table and helped herself to
bread, venison and a wedge of game-pie, which she packed together
1n a sheet of the Morning Herald. Thus provisioned, she roamed un-
til dusk, nding through South Harting, past the church with its

120
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shingle spire, through Rogate to the common, and back by way of
Trotton and East Harting. Her ride, which started in frosty sunshine,
ended 1n a scurry of snow driven on a sharp north wind.

During the evening the temperature continued to fall, interpreting
to Emuly the discomforts peculiar to mansions that cannot adequately
be heated. No warmth remained from fires that yesterday blazed in
every grate, thewr radiance had perished completely as the clamour
of roistering voices. Passages and great rooms awakened to a chilly
sepulchral life of therr own. The air quickened to a faster vibration,
gentle winds caressed her face, sharp raps sounded on furmiture and
wainscoting. Alarmed by inexplicable impressions, Emily critically
pondered upon Sir Harry’s anistocratic mode of living which relegated
servants to other dwellings. "Twould be happier, she thought, to be a
downtrodden kitchen-wench, sleeping sociably three 1n a bed, than
to be Emily Lyon 1solated with ghosts 1n the grandeur of an ancestral
home.

Contrary to her expectations, she slept soundly, and awakened late
to the padded hush of snow. Thrown upon the resources of the house,
she decided to play her own accompaniments on the spinet in the red
drawing-room. The antiquated instrument was part of the dower
brought by Christopher Lethieullier’s only daughter, and stood be-
neath a portrait of sweet-faced Sarah, painted before her marriage to
Sir Matthew Fetherstonhaugh. Emuly was both surprised and
chagrined when only tinkling discords were created by her intelli-
gently quirked fingers. Humbled into striking single notes, she man-
aged to pick out an air to go with Te Lass of Peaty's Mdl; unhappily
the concert ended abruptly, due to the quill plectra sphtting one
after another, a mishap rendering the strings dumb.

On the prowl again, Emily poked mnto dark closets and ransacked
drawers without finding anything beguiling until, climbing to a
lumber room high 1n the roof, she acclaimed, with a cry of pleasure,
a view of a convoy at anchor off St. Helen’s. Snow had effected a
curious change in perspective, dimunishing the stretch of land be-
tween Uppark and the coast, while magnifying Spithead and the
shore of Medina. Houses and whitewashed cottages were visible at
Ryde, even the sails of a mull could be seen turning on the summit of
Fairy Hill. Looking at the masts of transports, East Indiamen, bomb-
ships and cutters lying in St. Helen’s roads aroused in Emuly the
exaltation that transported her when Captain Willett Payne described
Lord Howe’s defence of Sandy Hook. The British Fleet represented
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glamour, honour, glory—a trinity linked 1n an indefinable way with
Emy Lyon, who had no claim to virtue.

Identifying herself with every cause that stirred her imagination, she
embarked voon imagmary adventures in naval battles. As captain
of a first rate she saved the fleet from destruction. On an even more
wonderful occasion, as an admural’s wife, she took command of a
frigate, after all the officers were killed, and fought two French 74’s
until they struck—an exploit that made Emy Lyon the heroine of the
British Navy and the Duchess of Hawarden. She enacted this gallant
engagement with variations; sometumes the reward was not a coronet,
but a sculptured tomb. Whether the finale was at St. James’s Palace,
or in Westminster Abbey, the King and Queen, with their numerous
progeny, were in the foreground, huzzahing at an investiture, weep-
ing at a requiem. In erther event Emily triumphed and held the stage.

The attic was extremely cold, but she kept warm because battles
called for dramatic gestures and rapid pacing up and down; until
darkness recalled her to reality she was oblivious of time and hunger.
Stumbling down the cockle-stair, she reached her bedroom to dis-
cover 1t chilly as the attic, whereupon she posted to the dark and
deserted ground floor. She felt her way to the damp underground
passage, angrily shouting at the top of her voice, giving tongue to a
flow of invective not commonly to be heard from a lady. A glimmer
from a stump of tallow candle preceded a startled page. Emuly so far
forgot herself as to box his ears.

“Lattle varmet, how dare you leave me with neither fire nor
light? ”

“How could we know you’d want either? Second footman said
you’d gone off with one of the gentlemen.”

“You're paid to work, not to think. If I have any more insolence
Sir Harry’ll dismiss the lot of you, so he will.”

As a result of her outburst Emily was less neglected, but the de-
meanour of the servants remained the same. She was not the first
wanton installed at Uppark; happen she wouldn’t be the last, . . .

So long as the snow made a short bridge between the attic window
and the men-of-war, Emuly had access to a state where thought alone
was paramount. She was what she wished to be. Unhappily a thaw set
m on Friday might, and by the following morning all that remained of
the magic scene were white 1slands 1n a dingy vista that extended to a
foggy horizon. Inspiration and the convoy withdrew together.

By Sunday morning the landscape had resumed its muddy mid-
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winter aspect, rendering 1t possible to execute Emily’s long-cherished
project to ride to West Dean Church, adjoining Sir James Peachy’s
embattled mansion. She felt a personal interest in Sir James because
her mother, Mary Duggan, had attended his only daughter from the
day she became the bride of the Right Honourable George Greville,
Lord Brooke, until her death nine months later, after giving birth to
an heir. It was due to Mrs. Duggan’s skilful management that Sir
James Peachy’s grandson survived to be eight years old and the
darling of his grandparents. Succeeding his father in 1773, George
Greville, as Earl of Warwick, took for his second wife Henrietta,
daughter of Richard Vernon and the Dowager-Countess of Upper
Ossory; a marriage arranged in friendly settlement of a debt of
£50,000 1ncurred by his Lordship to Mr. Vernon at Newmarket. In
after years Mary Duggan was wont to say: “ "T1s a pity the little Lord
cannot live altogether at West Dean, because the Countess has no
liking for a sickly lad who stands in the way of her own lusty sons.”

Emuily rode into the straggling hamlet as slow walkers were start-
ing for church. Baiting the mare at the 1nn, she gathered up her long
blue velvet habit to cross a muddy lane to one even dirtier that led
to West Dean Park. Curious and admiring glances followed het.
Country air and an easy life had restored the beauty fever had im-
paired. Her cheeks were flushed, her blue eyes sparkled, the distract-
ing charm of her bow-shaped mouth was enhanced by the vividness
of her lips. Sun and wind had burnished her hair to tawny gold, her
ringlets, sull too short to dress in a modish manner, were tied with a
black watered ribbon—a masculine style in attractive contrast with
a long pink ostrich feather drooping against her curls.

Rounding a bend, she was confronted by the embattled fint walls
and mullioned windows of West Dean, flanking a grave-yard and
small church.

Emuly’s appearance shook the rustic congregation, and she had to
wait in the aisle until the flustered sexton, recollecting his duties, con-
ducted her to a seat adjoining Sir James Peachy’s family pew. From
the corner of her eye she saw that Lord Brooke was exactly as her
mother described him: sensitive and nervous, with an expression of
secret wisdom that made him look elf-shot.

Thanks to sound instruction received from Mrs. Thomas, chief
chorister at Hawarden Church, Emily was able to jomn in all the
hymns. At first she sang softly, but finding the choir slow and out of
tune, she let her wonderful voice ring out. Villagers lagged and fell
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silent; the fiddler who led a clarinet, a flageolet and a base viol, turned
and played for Emily alone.

“There 15 a land of pure delight,

Where Saints immortal reign;

Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pan.”

Transported by the rapture of her own voice, Emily felt herself
singing to a multitude 1n a vast cathedral. All, all must hear the
happy tidings. As the sexton struck the tuning-fork for the second
verse she gathered herself together.

“There cverlasting spring abides,

And never-withering flowers;
Death, ltke a narrow sea, dinides
That heavenly land from ours.”

Her rapt, upraised face had the spiritual beauty of a Madonna.
Women sniffed and blew their noses; a young widow sobbed. Sir
James watched Emily; his aristocratic, handsome face betrayed amaze.
ment. Forgetful of good behaviour, little Lord Brooke hung over
the separating barrer.

The church was hushed when the hymn ended. Sinking to her
knees, Emily propped her elbows on the prayer-rail and leant her chin
upon interlocked fingers. Her large, soulful eyes were fixed upon the
altar cross; from her tilted head vinid curls flowed back in a glowing
cascade.

The shrivelled old parson, too stunned immediately to proceed
with the service, presently so far recovered as to mumble prayers for
the King’s Majesty, for Queen Charlotte and for George-Augustus-
Frederic, Prince of Wales—a ritual that put him into sufficiently good
fettle to embark upon a long erudite sermon which nearly effaced the
impression made by Emily’s voice.

Prestige was recovered when the orchestra played the first bars of
the last hymn and she was left to sing it alone. The tune was a par-
ticular favorite of Emily’s, and the words also plessed because of
their suitability for dramatic inflection.

“Jesus shall resgn where'er the sun
Doth his successwe journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
T4l moons shall wax and wane no more”
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Eschewing the chastened style proper for chorale, Emily sang with
the verve of a prima donna. Accustomed to support through any im-
provisation by the fine orchestra at The Temple of Health, she was
unprepared to be forsaken by a clarinet, a flageolet and a base viol. But
so 1t was. Only the fiddler frenziedly kept company to the end of the
fourth verse.

Emily, the last to leave, was greatly surprised to find, not a de-
serted country lane, but the congregation waving and clapping as she
appeared. Blushing delightedly, she kissed her hand and dropped a
curtsey. On Sir James Peachy’s approach from the churchyard, the
Little crowd respectfully withdrew.

“You have afforded much pleasure,” he observed in deep, gloomy
tones. “One is not often privileged to hear a voice of such range,
power and sweetness.”

Warmed by praise, Emily became incredibly lovely. Curtseying she
answered: “Indeed, Sir, I'm a happy girl to have pleased you. "Twas
fortunate I knew the hymns of Doctor Watts, for the orchestra played
but poorly and with little notion of time.”

A spasm twisted the baronet’s gravity. “You frightened the poor
devils! ” Conscious that he had unbent too far, he resumed a formal
tone. “Take an old man’s advice: curb extraragant ambition till ye
know how to use your voice. By careful training you might become
a great singer; vocal cords may be irreparably ruined by abuse.”

Joy faded from Emily’s face. In a moment she became a vision of
grief, a change that rendered her no less beautiful. Tears hung on
her lashes, but she answered stoutly: “I'm used to singing with a
large orchestra to assemblies of fine ladies and gentlemen who ap-
plaud and come again. I must know all about singing, or I shouldn’t
have been engaged.”

Sir James looked affronted and spoke coldly: “ Probably your em-
ployer thought more of his pocket than of your future. But I'm sorry
I proffered my warning, as ye take it amiss, and I wish ye a good
day!”

As he turned on his heel, Emily caught his sleeve. “ Please don’t
think ill of me! Indeed I'm grateful, but I've no money for teachers, so
must do the best I can!”

He stopped, partially mollified. “ Ye are to be pitied, and the loss
to music must be deplored. Perhaps Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh
would assist? I believe ye are his—er—guest? ”
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Emuly looked at him with wide, candid eyes. “Not his guest,” she
said.

Sir James, shocked into making a determined escape, muttered:
*“Exactly! exactly!” and beckoned to his grandson.

Lord Brooke had sidled up to Emily and was reaching up to
kiss her. “ You're like the picture of the angel in my mamma’s Bible,”
he whispered.

“Pretty love,” Emily responded and kissed him heartily.

With tears 1n her eyes she watched him limp after his grandfather.
At the park gates he turned to wave his cap and throw a kiss.

The morrow being sunny and mild, Emily rode again, crossing
Compton Down to West Marden and on to Stanstead Forest. Emerg-
ing into a muddy lane, she saw a yellow coach, with six bay horses,
lurching up the hill from West Bourne. A Ducal coach being a ranty,
she drew remn on the grass verge to watch 1t pass. A couple of run-
ning footmen, temporarily accommodated at the back, and the coach-
man enthroned on a fringed velvet hammer-cloth, wore blue liveries
turned up with red. On either door was emblazoned a coat-of-arms
and the motto: Sola vertus invecta. Behind the grand equipage was
revealed the hobby groom from Uppark leading Sir Harry’s bay
horse; The groom nz' accompanied the party to Arundel Castle;
Emily saw him with misgwving. Cantering after the coach, she over-
took 1t and, peering through the window, discerned Sir Harry half
reclining with his right foot bandaged and propped up on the oppo-
site seat. Tapping on the glass with her whip, she pointed to the
foot and acted an 1nquury.

Startled, his pasty, puffy face looked back at her. “Gout,” he
mouthed.

Indicating by dumb show that she would go on and prepare his
bed, Emily urged the mare to a gallop and left the coach rumbling
far behind.

As usual, the mansion felt cheerless and cold; the Little Parlour
fire had gone out, and one 1n the bedroom had not been lit. Emily
pealed the bell till it tossed to incoherence before having recourse to
her only effective instrument—her voice. Simultaneously the coach
appeared at the end of the long, winding drive. Instantly all was
confusion and bustle; servants ran hither and thither, hoping by
activity to conceal short-comings.

Supported on the arm of his body-servant, Sir Harry swore as he
shuffled across the outer hall. “ My God! the place smells like a vault!
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What have you damned rascals been doing, eh? One *u’d say no
fires had been lit for a week!”

Emuly cried: “Neither have there! Save sometimes a handful of
hot cinders 1n the Little Parlour and a few bits of coal for going to
bed.”

A housemaid, running upstairs with a red-hot salamander, left a
trail of sparks in her wake. In the hall Sir Harry groaned as he settled
himself on a “ sedan-chair ” formed by the locked hands of two foot-
men. Borne down by his considerable weight, the men edged crab-
wise to the stairs, then, lurching and nearly overbalancing, they raised
hum step by step.

It was Sir Harry’s first attack of gout, and his sufferings were
severe. An apothecary from Petersfield, a skinny old man 1n horn-
rimmed black spectacles who rode a broken-winded nag bony as
himself, shook his head and prescribed mercury pills and hot poultices
made of barley meal mixed with powdered wormwood, henbane,
mandrake root and saffron,

Emuly, compassionate and 1maginative, had a natural aptitude for
nursing. Hour after hour she patiently applied fresh poultices to Sir
Harry’s red and swollen foot. She burnt her face boiling skillets on an
open fire, and refrained from grumbling when he roused her at
night to re-soak flannel bandages in salt and cold water.

The middle of January brought a recurrence of bad weather; for
thirty hours every view was obscured by whirling snow. Awaking one
morning, Emily looked out upon a dazzling landscape of ridges and
valleys. Drifts, resembling great combers, had been arrested by the
house, the topmost branches of young fir trees merged like small
bushes, the shrubbery and fencing were smoothed from sight.

Uppark was 1solated: when fresh provisions were exhausted the
household subsisted on bread, ham and cheese. Cut off from the pur-
veyor of mercury pills, Sir Harry had recourse to James’s Powders and
felt much better. Acute depression follawed the abatement of his
symptoms; the quiet house and the padded silence without proved
insupportable to his gregariqus temperament.

“When roads are passable we’ll move to London,” he announced:
“the country 1n winter 1s only fit pour un imbécile. In town, what-
ever the weather, a man can amuse himself.”

“Where shall we stay? ”

Sir Harry looked confounded. “Tell ye the truth, I don’t know. I
always put up at ‘ Limmer’s * myself, but ’tis no place for a lady, even
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of your sort, my dear.” A quick gesture arrested her angry retort.
“Now don't ’e take that amiss—you're a kind and beautiful crea-
ture, though not exactly a grande dame. How’d you like a little
place of your own?”

“ A house in London where I could do as I pleased? ”

“Within limuts, ma chére. If I set you up, ‘twill be your duty to
study me exclusively. Should I catch you throwing langwshing glances
elsewhere, out you'll go sur le champ!”

Emuly found hus autocratic proviso difficult to tolerate, but she was
sufficiently enchanted by the proposal to curb her tongue.

“ What part of London would you choose? ” she inquired.

“Over that we must be careful. A discreet masson meublée in the
Parisian style increases a man’s prestige. But the house must be in
the right quarter, 'faith it must.”

“Would the streets round Covent Garden be suitable? ”

“Not so tonish as the neighbourhood of St. James’s, but ’tis an
area frequented by men of fashion, and commends itself to my
purse.”

Emuly waited eagerly for the snow to melt, but drifts were so deep
that ten days elapsed before the coachman pronounced the roads fit
for travel.

They set forth in Sir Matthew Fetherstonhaugh’s antiquated
family coach, the most roomy and comfortable vehicle for an mvalid’s
accommodation. Sir Harry was still unable to wear an ordinary shoe,
and his swaddled foot was encased 1n a shapeless boot of brown can-
vas laced up the front. Propped with pillows, the sufferer lay across
the carriage, leaving the other half clear for Emily and multitudinous
packages.

On reaching London they separated, Sir Harry going to his usual
quarters at ‘ Limmer’s’, Emily to Low’s “famuly” hotel in Covent
Garden. It was to be her task to find a switable habitation, a quest
rendered unnecessary due to a lucky encounter between the baronet
and an acquamtance who had for disposal an elegant two-pair-of-
stairs house 1n Hart Street. Young Mr. Entwistle, a gentleman of
limited fortune, had equipped No. 7 in sumptuous style for charming
Fraulein Schwach, a companion acquired during a séjour in Munich.
After two years of bliss Mr. Entwistle faced the horrid necessity of
breaking up his establishment to marry money. Furnishings, suf-
ficiently fresh to accoutre a new era of love, were going at a bargain,
As Sir Harry remarked 1n a note to Emily: “A httle tarmush is un-
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important, as we are not preparing a setting for une lune de miel.
To-morrow I shall call for you 1n a hackney-coach and we will in-
spect notre maison d’'amour.”

The bilet-doux reached Emily as she enjoyed a leisurely breakfast
at her bedroom window overlooking the market. The chief business
of the day was over, but the square was still a lively spectacle. House-
wives and chefs jostled round the stalls within the railed inclosure;
porters, crowned with erections of baskets, trotted nimbly from rigid
torsos; bundled-up old women crouching on the black marble steps of
the Corinthian sun-dial, roasted chestnuts and potatoes at primitive
braziers. Under the sheltering arcades rival vendors extolled the
ments of “Cuckold’s Comfort”, “The Ladies’ Delight”, “Tow
Row ”, “Sangree”, and “King Theodore of Corsica”, while one,
disdaining subterfuge, bellowed: “ Hot gin! Hot gin! Warm yer guts
with hot gin! ”

Emily’s wandering eyes were arrested by a familiar figure: Mrs.
Montizambia with Roscius preening himself on her shoulder. Framed
by a calash, her hair, freshly dressed and powdered, formed a vast
edifice to accommodate a glass pineapple and a bunch of grapes, out-
rivalling any fruit on sale in the market. A gown of rich red velvet
and an ermine muff and tippet completed a gorgeous ensemble. Mrs.
Montizambia’s lonely, garish figure smote Emily reproachfully. Mov-
ing from the window, she tried to escape the remuinder of her own
ingratitude.

Soon after noon Sir Harry’s hackney-coach rattled into the square.
He had made a detour through Park Street in order to consult
Dr. Lucas Pepys, who advised taking the waters at Bath.

“Not that I shall act on his opinion unless I get another attack. At
the ‘Cocoa Tree’ this morning I met Colonel Mordaunt, who told
me he always dispels the gout by drinking Seltzer and Pyrmont
water. He’s taking with him to the East Indies an apparatus for
making both.” Sir Harry wore a complacent expression as he con-
tinued: “ Colonel Mordaunt made an offer to include a couple of my
cocks among the birds he is transporting. Cocking 1s a sport 1n high
favour with the black nabobs, and he expects the stakes will amount to
five thousand the main and a thousand guineas each match!”

“Perhaps the poor birds will die on the way,” Emuly hopefully
rejoined.

“ A Dieu ne plaisel Mordaunt’s taking out our best English cogs de
combat!”
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Emily was saved an answer by the hackney-coach drawing up at
the door of their prospective abode, a modest, flatfronted dwelling
differing little from 1ts neighbours. A narrow railed area and three
stone steps at one side led to a front door decorated with a neat
stucco fronton.

After helping Sir Harry to alight, Emily mounted the steps and
pulled the bell. A long interval elapsed before high heels tapped along
the passage. Fraulein Schwach herself opened the door, and received
them with a curtsey. She was a fair, plump, dimpling little woman
who looked scarcely older than twenty. Beholding Emuly, she clapped
her hands and cried: “Such beauty hurts the eyes. When the lieber
Gozt made you, ’tis certain He intended to fashion an angel.”

Emuily never felt embarrassed by admuration, and accepted it with
smiling acquiescence devoid of conceit. As for Sir Harry, he regarded
praise of his mistress as a eulogy of himself, thus the business meet-
ing started auspiciously.

Fraulein Schwach’s hoop filled the narrow passage as she pre-
ceded them to the parlour. In the small white-panelled room Mr.
Entwistle nervously stood with his back to the fire. He was a dark,
lank young man who had an Adam’s apple that moved up and down
like a piston. At sight of her lover, Fraulemn Schwach, who had
seemed quite cheerful in the passage, brought out a lace handker-
chief and carefully dabbed her eyes.

With a damp, flabby hand Mr. Entwistle raised Emily from her
curtsey.

“Wilhelmine is all nature,” he announced in a deep voice that had
a sepulchral vibration as if it came from a well. “I tell her to be
courageous, recollecting that my lot is worse than hers.” From his
pocket he produced a miniature in a small leather case which he
opened and presented to Sir Harry. “ My intended,” he dolorously
stated.

“My God! ” exclaimed the baronet in tones of commuseration.

“Quite so, quite so.” Mr. Entwistle’s hand rasped his beard as
muserably he rubbed his thin jaws.

The parting lovers affected such nice behaviour that Emily alone
was invited to inspect the bedrooms. She found them small and much
cumbered with silk hangings, ormolu brackets, Dresden clocks and
candelabra. Carpets were 1n the French style, valanced dressing-tables
resembled hooped petticoats, and nho piece of furmiture appeared
designed to serve any useful purpose. Determined to have the house,
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Emily expressed admiration for all she saw and sympathy with
Friulein Schwach, who had to relinquish such grandeur. Great was
her surprise when her hostess administered a vicious kick to a gilded
foot-stool and began gaily to dance up and down, her skirts wildly
swinging above twinkling feet.

“In the spring I'll be the bride of Franz with a dowry of one
thousand ducats,” she warbled.

“Does Mr. Entwistle know you’re going to be wed? ” Emily in-
quired.

“Nein, nein; he believes I shall weep for him and live solitary on
my thousand ducats until I die¢ of grief. Are not these gentlemen
foolish? * Tilting her head to one side, she looked shrewdly at Emily.
“Sir Harry 1s richer than Mr. Entwistle. He can give more than one
thousand ducats; how much have you gotten? ”

“Nothing,” Emuly answered indignantly. “He gives me a few
pounds now and then, and I spend them. Ashamed I should be to
hoard what’s meant for use.”

“ Ach, memn herz, you'll die a beggat!”

Returning to the parlour, Frdulein Schwach dispensed cream cakes
and capillaite while the transference of the lease was discussed. It
was arranged that Sir Harry should take possession on Saturday,
which would allow the sprightly Wilhelmine three days to pack.
Parting on the best of terms, Mr. Entwistle promised to visit No. 7
when his honeymoon was over. “"Twill be a comfort,” he said, “to
have friends to whom I can talk of my dear, dear Wilhelmine.”

In the hackney-coach Emily and her protector argued over the
question of service; Sit Harry wished to bring two women servants
from Uppark, while Emily was determined to have one domestic of
her own choosing. As the matter was still unsettled when they reached
Low’s Hotel, Emuly took Sir Harty up to her bedroom.

“If ye get a London wench she’ll rob us! ”

“I know one who would not, and ‘twould be a pleasure to bring
her from the damp cellar where she works and sleeps.”

“Upon my soul, Emuly, I believe you take me for an 1nstitut bien-
faisant! I'm not a philanthropist; I want a good cuisinsére and femme
de chambre.”

“ Mary Mudge 1s both and much besides.”

A twinge shooting from Sir Harry’s big toe caused him to flinch.

“Damn ye, Emily, have it your own way; but if I find my din-
ner’s spoil’d ye shall know it! ”
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After he had gone Emily changed the guinea he had given and
walked across to the coach-stand on the south side of Covent Garden.
She was obliged to engage a rickety old vehicle modernized by a
couple of glazed windows, the other apertures being still fitted with
anuquated won shutters that rattled deafeningly as the wheels
trundled over the kidney stones.

In Fleet Street gutted houses and blackened walls recalled to Emily
the culminating night of the riots when the roar of flames from Mr.
Langdale’s distillery at Holborn Bridge could be heard at Furnival’s
Inn.

At Fleet Bridge her coach was held up by a fallen horse attached
to a waggon loaded with burnt bricks from the prison. To avoid
watching the horse, Emuly took stock of her surroundings A breach
in the prison wall and 1ron cheval-de-frise revealed a courtyard and
the impregnable facade of a gutted building. Squads of workmen
mixed mortar and carried hods of new bricks through the gaping
stone doorway. Between the ruined skittle-ground and the shell of
the warden’s lodge paced a couple of turnkeys approvingly watching
the rebuilding.

If the old régime was to be restored at the Fleet Prison, it was
already re-established at the Bridewell. When Emuly was able to pro-
ceed past the wrought-iron gates of the old palace, her ears were
assailed by a famuiliar thud of wooden mallets beating hemp.

Chatham Place wore its customary aspect. The toll-house on Black-
friars Bridge was rebuilt and the gates restored. A new set of curtains
distingwshed Mrs. Budd’s windows, a circumstance that emphasized
the decay discernible in Mrs. Tarraway’s establishment. A broken
window 1n Dr. Graham’s room was repaired with gummed paper; the
bell-pull, having become detached at the junction, lay with 1ts handle
on the step, frustrating Emily’s intention of announcing her presence
at the front door. Dismissing the hackney-coach, she made an in-
conspicuous entry by way of the area steps.

Mary Mudge had her back to the door and was engaged in mangling
bed-linen. The mangle, a wooden box eight feet by three filled with
heavy stones, moved backwards and forwards over two rollers en-
circled by the articles to be glossed. The box, weighing half a ton, was
dragged by a chain set in motion by an iron wheel; the whole con-
trivance, supported on a stout wooden base, resembled in its entirety
one of the instruments of torture in the Press-Yard at the Old Bailey.
Ballast, rattling as the box trundled back and forth, drowned Emily’s
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voice, and she had to tweek her friend’s sleeve. Cowering appre-
hensively, Mary swung round. Immediately her pinched, sallow face
became illuminated.

“Oh, Emy! Emy! I didn’t expect to clap eyes on you again, and
here you are looking more like a lady than ever! "Tis strange how
some folks go up and others down.” Her tone was slightly acid as she
sized up the price of Emuly’s velvet dress.

“You're going up too, Mary. I came to tell you.”

“I could do with a bit of fortune. Everything’s acted contrary
since we buried father. Did you know he’d gone at last? He’s got a
proper good place in the sunflower patch beside Joe Miller’s grave.”

In a flash Emily visualized the Green Ground as she had so often
seen it from her bedroom window. Hurriedly she changed the sub-
ject: “Is your sweetheart well? ”

“ Oh, Ephraim’s all right; there’s nothing amiss with Aim,” Mary
responded with gloomy emphasis.

Emily waited.

Presently her friend proceeded in a sulky monotone: “D’you
remember the old Charlie who had his box nigh the round-house?
About November he died and we got another watchman, a nasty
prying fellow with a wall eye. Seeing how things were, Tom should
have stumped up the cole, but Tom didn’t, and before you could say
Dick Turpin, he was in front of the constable charged with being a
resurrection man. The constable brought him before the Trading
Justice, who wouldn’t give him his discharge under a five-pound
fine. You'd think such expensive punishment ’ud satisfy a bishop,
wouldn’t you? But not Ephraim.” Pausing, Mary scathingly repeated:
“No, not Ephraim.”

“What did he do? ”

“Called my family rogues; said I could take my choice, him or
them.”

Emily looked archly over the top of her muff. “Sure, *tis difficult
to guess how you'd answer.”

“I stuck out, but he wore me down, and I sacrificed mother and
Tom. Even that wasn’t enough. Now Ephraim grumbles because I'm
not dressed fine for courting. How can I buy clothes when I've had
no wages these six months? ”

“ Mrs. Tarraway doing badly? ”

“Mortal. The only lodger is a poor clergyman in the two pair
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back. It got too uncomfortable for Dr, Graham—he’s moved to St.
Martin's Lane.”

“I always thought 'twas strange he lived so far from the Adelphi.
As things are going so 1ll, you'll be glad to join me. From the end
of the week I shall have a neat house in Hart Street with a pretty
garden behind. If you'll do the wark and cooking, the wages will be
seven pounds a year.”

Mary sharply drew her breath, “'Tis handsome pay.” Despite this
acknowledgement she appeared reluctant. Leaning an the mangle,
she traced with her forefinger the embossed royal arms and the
words: “ Beethem, London. Patentee.” Eventually she said: “ Would
the two of us be living alone? ™

“How could I have money to rent a house in Hart Street? Sit
Harry Fetherstonhaugh will be there when he wants my company,
but with all the attractions of the town to lure him, 'us likely we’ll
be much by ourselves.”

Mary’s uneasy finger continued its tracing. “ When I inquired for
you at Mrs. Montizambia’s, she said yau'd gone to be a baronet’s kept
girl.”

“She couldn’t know,” Emily indignantly retorted.

“Maria Macklin saw you leave, and she knew his name.”

“*T'was unkind of her to tell, but no matter—we can be nearly as
comfortable with Sir Harry as without him. In this world one can'’t
expect to have everything just as one wishes.” Emily accompanied
her philosophical remark by coaxingly putting her arm around her
friend’s shoulders.

“T've always kept myself respectable,” Mary demurred.

“You needn’t change your ways. We'll have nice times together,
and there’ll be many gownds to spare that will pleasure Ephraim.”

“Maybe he'll forbay me to serve an unvirtuous dwelling.”

“Should he be so foolish, I'll talk to him in my own way. Ephraim
liked me well.”

Mary answered sharply: “I haven't forgotten! ”

She took long in giving a favourable answer, but, once persuaded,
grew enthusiastic. “I believe I could roast and broil with the best
if I was mastering good victuals.”

Momentarily Emily was beset by misgiving. “T’ll buy a copy of
Mrs. Glasse,” she said with doubt-dispelling firmness.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

MILY chose a fine morning to waylay Maria Macklin in St. Paul’s
churchyard. Maria’s health had sadly deteriorated; she could
lmp only with the aid of crutches; as a compensation her moral
standard had been strengthened by the Reverend James Tattersall.

Sitting on Samuel Butler’s tomb, she gently rejected Emuly’s cordial
overtures. “ You're hving in sin.”

“Oh, I'm not,” Emuly indignantly answered—* I'm acting identical
with hundreds of respectable girls.”

“But you've not been wedded in church.”

“That’s not my fault! ” Interpreting Maria’s silence as dismissal,
Emily started to walk away, then turned to see if her friend relented.
“Won’t you meet me here again? ”

“At my funerall ”

Smarting from the repulse, Emily was solaced by the greater tolera-
tion of Maria’s father. This was fortunate, as they often sat together
in the pit of Drury Lane Theatre, whither Emily went at the invita-
tion of Jane Farmer. Emanating an aroma of gin from his morning
massage, the octogenarian actor filled the intervals by recounting an-
ecdotes and old triumphs, reminiscences so sympathetically received
that she was promised a box at the Haymarket Ther tre when Charles
Macklin acted Sir Pertinax Macsycophant in his own play: The Man
of the World.

Quickly the days shd by, forming a pleasant pattern that in retro-
spect lacked shape and colour enly because time had been dedicated
to no definite purpose. Emuly again enjoyed social success, Sir Harry’s
friends having reverted to their old gallantry. When they came to
Hart Street after carousals at Brooks’s or  The Cocoa Tree, she was
as popular as before the cocking. She struck up a friendship with the
Earl of Surrey, whose drunken habits, dirty clothes, and distaste for
soap and water were compensated by rugged kindliness and rude
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wit. In the previous June he and his friend Sir Thomas Gascoigne
had “ Abjured the errors of the Church of Rome ” before the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury and received the Sacrament—a renunciation
that entitled them to pronounce the Parliamentary oaths.

“T'd have ye remember, m’dear,” he said to Emuly, “ that telling a
lie to a Protestant is only a white lie, and the heir of all the blood of
all the Howards 1s just as good a Catholic as before he swallowed
the Protestant Sacrament.”

Indifferent to the ethics of religious perjury, Emily was ready to
share in benefits accruing. As a Member of Parliament, the Earl of
Surrey was privileged to send free ten letters a day to any part of
the United Kingdom. There being no proviso that letters must per-
sonally be written, a Member was able to oblige his friends. Emily
thus became the happy possessor of a dozen franks, addressed to
herself and her friends by the accommodating nobleman, and im-
mediately set about writing to her family. Following the custom of
poor people who could neither read nor pay postage dues, she oc-
casionally dispatched to her mother and grandmother addressed and
wafered sheets of plain paper to indicate that she was well. By leaving
Dr. Budd’s employ she had, to the detriment of her peace of mind,
cut herself off from return communications.

An unorthodox speller but a fluent scribe, Emily’s compositions
recorded the friendly volubility of her tongue, only the difficulty of
accounting for her circumstances arrested her pen. "Twould break
her gammer’s heart if she guessed about Sir Harry. . . .

Baffled by the problem, Emily wrote boastfully to her aunt, Sarah
Connor, of vocal triumphs at the assemblies of a great London
physician. “Mind you,” she scribbled, “Doctor G. 1s one as all the
nobility 1s after to cure them of akes and pains and I sang to them
till their heads wos turned.”

Emuly also wrote to Mrs. Thomas, her late employer at Hawarden,
and to her favourite aunt, Ann Reynolds; to each she described her-
self as a singer employed to entertain aristocratic invahds. Repetition
having converted a plan into a fact she composed letters to her
mother and grandmother on the same formula; in both she inclosed
franks addressed by the Earl of Surrey to herself. The day’s corres-
pondence left her with five franks for future use.

In writing thus Emily anticipated an ambition that only waited
opportunity for its accomplishment. Reinstatement as “ Hygeia ” at
the Temple of Health would mean applause, pocket money and an
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outlet for energy. All depended on the way the idea was presented
to Sir Harry. . .. "Twas lis nature to esteem a mistress publicly
discussed rather than one who was obscure, if devoted. . . .

On St. Valentine’s Day Sir Harry again became incommoded by
the gout, a misfortune Emuly utilized to introduce Dr. Graham’s
name in a natural manner.

“But last time,” the sufferer protested, “I consulted Dr. Lucas
Pepys.”

“And what good did he do? Seeing you've got gout again within
a month!”

“I've been living pretty free.” Pride and pain intermingled in the
accompanying groan.

“Some of Dr. Graham’s patients looked pickled in sin, yet he
keeps them active and zestful.”

“'Then send for him.”

“Dr. Graham’s too great for that; unless you're bedridden you
must go to the Temple of Health.”

“Bon Dieu! One 'ud suppose apothecaries were men of quality
by their high behaviour.” Sir Harry pealed the bell and ordered Mary
Mudge to fetch a hackney-coach.

Emuly accompanied him to the Adelphi, and when a gigantic foot-
man demanded an appointment card, she pushed past and ran along
the narrow passage to the recessed staircase. The “junior priest”,
rolling pills 1n the lower basement, looked paler and more jaded than
when she had left hum.

“Emuly! ” he cried on a note of delight.

She laid her finger against rosy lips. “ Come quickly to an important
patient. That great bumpkin upstairs will overset all my plans, for
I tell you Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh’s not the man to be treated how
you please.”

Looking crestfallen, Dr. Mitford did as he was bid. Standing at
the bottom of the stair-well, Emily watched huim bounding up suc-
ceeding flights. Not desirous of appearing a conspirator, she followed
slowly, and emerged as the junior priest helped Sir Harry from the
coach. The long passage had a groined roof and duplicated ornate
fanlights; from Emily’s position it resembled a telescope with Sir
Harry and the sunlit terrace objects under scrutiny.

“Naturally, naturally,” Dr. Mitford soothingly murmured; “a con-
sultation can be arranged immediately! ”

Sir Harry and Emily waited 1n the ground-floor reception-room,
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amid surgical souvemrs discarded by grateful patients, while the
young physician passed through a small closet to Dr. Graham’s
cabinet. Outside the windows gigantic footmen paced the terrace;
both were strangers to Emily, but she recogmzed on a livery coat a
tear she had darned for a former lackey whose sleeve caught 1n the
mechanism of the Celestial Bed.

When Sir Harry was summoned to the consultation, Emily ac-
companied Dr. Mitford to see the fresco of Hygeia recerving the sick
and lame at the Temple of Health. The panting faced the staircase
recess and covered the wall between the Great Apollo Apartment and
the firstfloor back drawing-room. Mr. George Romney had been
commissioned to execute the work, and he stood on a ladder putting
finishing touches to the back-ground. The artist and Emuly met like
old friends; 1n an eager descent to greet her, he dropped most of his
brushes.

Emily gazed with wrapt admiration at the fresco. “Indeed, ’tis a
most beautiful painting—like a bible scene come true.”

“Had you been my model, *twould look Elysian. Were you ever
painted? ”

“Only by Mrs. Thomas, sister of Mr. Joseph Boydell, the engraver.
"Twas but a poor sketch done when my har was a-drying, and she
gave me so long a nose I was hike a ferret.”

“I would paint you as a goddess.”

“Should I be lovely as Hygeia up there? ”

The artist’s serious brown eyes scanned Emuily’s face as he solemnly
answered: “Much more lovely.”

A sojourn in Rome and long residence in London had not robbed
George Romney of his Lancashire accent. Both he and Emuily used
the short “a” of the northern counties, and a stranger, unused to
nice differences of accent, would assume they were bred in the same
locality. Emily, who could discriminate, knew he came of stock
humble as her own, and the fact made them akin. The artist was
forty-six, but appeared less, as his quick movements and vital air
were those of youth. His face was gentle in repose, but could dra-
matically express every mood and emotion. Brown-haired, of middle
height and compactly built, the whole force of his personality was
revealed in his intent wide eyes.

Dr. Mitford, finding himself ignored, descended in a huff to the
basement. Stooping, Mr. Romney picked up his scattered brushes,
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remounted the ladder and perched himself on the top; Emily took a
seat on the ascending stairs, facing the fresco.

“I've heard of you; who has not, indeed? But I thought you was
Sir Joshua Reynolds’s rival as a portrait-painter.”

“Some say so, but he had ten years’ start of me, and sometimes I
wonder if I've ever caught up. If a living were to be made out of
fancy pictures I'd never paint another portrait. Even as 1t is, when
every man and woman with a few guineas is anxious to spend them
on a hkeness ugly as themselves, I'm haunted by the fear that busi-
ness will be insufficient to support me.”

“Now, how strange that is, a great genius like you, doubting about
the future, whereas I, who have no reason to think myself uncommon,
always feel sure of splendid prospects.”

Looking down from his elevated perch the artist whimsically
quoted :—

“O lovely bias of the female soull
Which trembling points to pleasure’s distant pole;
Which with fond trust on flattersng hope relies,
O’erleaps each peril, that in prospect lies,
And springing to the goal, anticipates the prizel ”

When he paused, Emily clapped her hands and cried: “ There now,
that’s just how I feel, though I can’t put the thoughts so very neat.”

Raising an admomnishing finger, Mr. Romney continued in a warn-
\ng tone:—

“Such was SERENA'S fear-discarding state;
Her eye beheld not the dark frowns of fate;
She only saw, the combat all forgoz,

The triumph promis’d as her glorious lot.”

“I like the first verse better than the second, but the whole is as
pretty a thing as could be, and I wish I knew the author to tell him
so.”

“My good friend Mr. William Hayley wrote the poem, and named
it The Triumphs of Temper. When you sit for me, as I hope you will,
‘twill be my pleasure to bring you together.”

“Oh, 1t must be,” said Emily, clasping her hands. “Sir Harry has
little occasion for art, but Ill talk him round somehow.”

“Sir Harry? ” Mr. Romney repeated the name on a questioning
note,
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“ Of Uppark in Sussex. I live with him as his wife,” Emily hung her
head and plucked at her dress, adding: “but I'm not his wife.”

Mr. Romney moved uneasily, making the ladder creak. Glancing
up, Emily saw that his face was red and embarrassed. Presently he
acknowledged her candour with reciprocal frankness. “In the eyes
of the Church I'm a husband, but I've not seen my wife these twenty
years. A good, kind woman she 1s, but an artist can’t be fettered by
marriage, which she understood when I explained to her.”

“Does your wife love you? ” Emily inquired.

“Yes; that's why she allowed me to go! ” Mr. Romney had twisted
round in order to improve the foliage of an allegorical tree growing
over the Temple of Health. Emily saw only his queue, a white
panting-smock, and a brown-stockinged leg and black, buckled shoe,
flexed in a contorted attitude round the ladder-strut.

The sympathetic silence that supervened was shattered by the
sound of footsteps below. “ Grand merc:! I never imagined a goutte
vague would yield so quickly,” Sir Harry’s voice announced.

“Seated on my magnetico-electrical throne you were 1n direct con-
tact with the celestial fire and vivifying influences produced by the
great cylinder, and conducted by massy glass tubes through the par-
tition wall. But I cannot yet pronounce a cure, greatly as you have
benefited by my apparatus. That would entail at least seven treat-
ments.”

“Tll take ’em! I'll take ’em!”

“Two guineas each treatment, or twelve guineas for a course of
seven, paid in advance. The junior priest will supply a printed re-
ceipt.”

While they conferred Dr. Graham and his patient slowly ascended
to the first floor, and Emuly, peering through the wrought-iron banis-
ters, saw the bargain concluded on the bend of the stairs.

Observing Emily, Sir Harry climbed the last flight and chucked
her under the chin. “Je vous remerciel *Tis the first time I have felt
the thing this year. Dr. Graham says I am suffering from an unformed
gout, the most disagreeable sensation that a man can have, and a
real fit would be far preferable. Now, the other physician I consulted
never told me zhat!”

“’Faith, my dear Sir, no other physician in the town possesses my
knowledge, nor my apparatus, which is the outcome of long and in-
tense study.”

“Vrasment! Vraiment!” Sir Harry hastily rejoined.
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Dr. Graham made the baronet and the artist known to each other,
an introduction neither seemed to appreciate. Mr. Romney continued
to paint in a more hunched attitude than before, only his brown-
garbed legs and posterior were visible to persons below. Sir Harry,
who bracketed artists and flunkeys together, ignored the fresco and
its painter. While disapproving of creative effort, he admired murrors
and gilded rococo. The Great Apollo Apartment received his warm-
est praise. “ What I'd hike to see 1s Le liz celeste. Not,” he added
jocosely, “that I'm thinking of spending a night in it. When I'm
ready to have an heir, I hope to get My Lady that way without dis-
bursing fifty guineas on paraphernalia.”

Dr. Graham conducted his patient up to the second storey, and
Mr. Romney descended from his ladder. Standing before Emily, he
looked at her compassionately, then, raising her hand to his lips,
kissed it. “You have my pity,” he said.

Sir Harry came down so impressed by the electrical machines and
edified by the doctor’s attentions that he accepted an invitation to
the next Thursday night Assembly.

When the evening arrived, instead of arraying herself in a fashion-
able sacque and full dress cap, Emily dressed in a white gown 2 la
Grecque and bound her curls with silver ribbon. In order that the
unorthodox costume might pass unchallenged, she encouraged Sir
Harry to dine with Mr. Winstanley, who had come up from his seat
in Leicestershire to stay at the ‘Hummums’. As a further precaution
she engaged a couple of chairs in hieu of the hackney-coach preferred
by her protector.

They arrived late at Adelphi Terrace, and Dr. Graham had started
his lecture: “ On the Soul ”. The only illumination came from a seven-
branched candelabrum behind his head, a light sufficient to reveal
his thick-set, vigorous figure, square-visaged, handsome head, and
shapely hands dramatizing his subject. It also betrayed empty seats
and a less fonish audience than formerly, interspersed here and there
with familiar faces. On Assembly nights lectures were shorter and
based on a philanthropic-scientific pattern less interesting than those
dealing with the repair of a degenerating race. Music, tea, coffee,
capillaire and orgeat provided the main attraction, coupled with the
possibility of gratis advice if the doctor could be inveigled into hear-
ing whispered confidences.

Immediately the lecture ended, candles were lit in the chandelier
and Emily was recognized. Old admirers clapped enthusiastically, a
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lead followed by new comers who did not wish to betray themselves
strangers.

“Why this salve d'applandissements?” Sir Harry inquired.

“They think I'm going to sing,” Emuly complacently rejoined.

“ Cest extraordinaire! You mught be a prima-donnal”

Emuly, who had clung to her cloak, now discarded it. Sir Harry
regarded with dismay her clinging draperies. “ Upon my soul, you're
hardly decent! Wrap yourself up again, do! ”

Ignoring his protest, Emuly rose and graciously bowed to the com-
pany, which evoked further applause and shouts for a song. The
orchestra, striking up an air from Le Stravaganze del Conte, drowned
the clamour and secured privacy for Dr. Graham’s hurried 1nterroga-
tion: “ Will you oblige us?”

“Indeed, 'twould make me happy. Shall I sing the recitative be-
ginnung ‘ Haill thou blest Genius’? ”

Sir Harry muttered: “ 'Faith, Emily, you mustn’t make an exhibi-
tion of yourself. "Tis tonish to sing in private, but ye can’t perform
in public.”

Emily was already walking with Dr. Graham towards the dais.
Instead of the gilded frame that formerly enshrined her, she stood
against a background of mirrors which distractingly reflected the
audience. The orchestral introduction was long and gave her time
to question the wisdom of an unrehearsed performance; as confidence
flagged, her glance fell upon Sir Harry’s angry face. His expression
acted as a spur. Strong and clear her lovely voice rang across the
room :—

“Haill thou blest Genius of the Healing Art!
Thou sweet companion of the troubled heart:
At thy approach Disease, confounded, flies,
And pale Disorder hides her hollow eyes.
Thanks to the potent-all-governing hand,
That led thee safe to this afflicted land,
Exult, Ye lamel Ye sick! Ye deaf! Ye blind!”

There were four stanzas redounding to the doctor’s fame, and
Emily’s rendering brought tears to many eyes. Applause was loud
and protracted. “ Bis! Bis!” shouted Sir Harry; “ Bravo!” said Dr.
Graham as he helped her from the platform.

Lectures and all entertainments at the Temple of Health termi-
nated promptly at ten o’clock, a rule enforced by a footman beating
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a gong outside the Great Apollo Apartment. As the guests trooped
towards the stairs, Dr. Graham detained Sir Harry.

“A grateful patient—Georgina, Duchess of Devonshire—has sent
me a dozen maraschino veritable of Zara; I should be honoured by
your verdict on’t.”

Sir Harry found the maraschino so palatable that he drank a whole
bottle, and his good opinion of the doctor increased. Learning that
his host had practised in Paris, he became communicative and re-
counted frolics of a tender nature. “Upon my word, I'm almost
ashamed of some of my mad amours & Paris. 'Faith I am!”

The mellowing effect of the delicate spirit having rendered Sir
Harry benevolently disposed, he raised only slight objections to
Emuly resuming the réle of “Hygeia”.

“"T1s a very eligible situation, that I agree at once, but I can’t
commuit myself to saying she can come regularly. That wouldn’t do
at all, faith it wouldn’t! ”

Emily judged it wise to intervene. “In the evenings you are out
with your friends, so ‘twould make no difference if I came here to
sing, and, as we live near, I should be home soon after ten.”

Sir Harry regarded her with fuddled suspicion. “See here, now,
that won’t do at all, dammut, nol I'm not spending all my time in
London. I've got a place in the country, and I can’t keep 1t eating its
head off and get no benefit. No, no, that wouldn’t do at all. Likewise
T don’t keep a mistress eating ker head off and get no benefit. But
when I'm 1n town I don’t object to your singing as ye did this night.”
Raising his forefinger he wagged it portentously at Emily. “ Mind!
ye must get something for it. The labourer is worthy of his hire,
*faith he is!”

Dr. Graham, whose glass was untouched, leant forward to re-
plenish Sir Harry’s. “’Twas my intention to offer Mistress Lyon
five shillings for each appearance. Naturally my claim would not
preclude holidays or bind her in any unreasonable manner.”

“Tll drink to that, if I die for it, yet I've done pretty well already.
‘Hygeia’ and the Temple of Health, hip-hip-huzzah!” cried Sir
Harry.

Under the new arrangement, Emily was better off than she had
ever been—often she had as much as thirty shillings a week to spend,
but by pay-day her pockets were empty. She bought Mary Mudge a
new outfit of clothes, and by saving for a fortnight, sent the proceeds
to her grandmother at Hawarden. While deriving considerable pleas-
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ure from giving, she was not as happy as she had expected to be.
Since he had become interested 1n his health, Sir Harry was addition-
ally tedious as a companion. Under a régime prescribed by Dr.
Graham he had two baths a day, one hot and the other cold, he
slept with the bedroom window open, but, pining his faith upon
electricity as a muraculous antidote, he defied advice by drinking
freely as hitherto. The ‘Cocoa Tree,” Brooks’s and Arthur’s knew
him still, his habits only deviated when he and his friends attended
a lecture at the Temple of Health, and afterwards, 1n a procession of
sedan-chairs, escorted Emuly back to Hart Street.

On Assembly nights, when the doctor’s discourses were not sala-
cious, Sir Harry and his companions eschewed the Great Apollo
Apartment and waited upon Adelphi Terrace. On such an evening
in early March, Captain Willett Payne reappeared. Emerging into
the flickering torchlight, Emuly saw him conversing within the semi-
circle of waiting chairs. Undeterred by Sir Harry’s scowls, he ran for-
ward and gave her a warm embrace. “ My pretty poppt, you're love-
lier than ever. Had I remembered half your beauty I'd not have
lingered so long 1 the country.”

Sir Harry, towering above the small dark sailor, shouldered him
roughly aside. “No poaching, now, no poaching!”

“Don’t walk away with the anchor, Fetherstone. I found Emy
first, and we agreed to share and share alike.” Clapping the baronet
heartily on the back, he added: “Gad, I'd doubt your delight at
seeing me if I didn’t know your good heart.”

“Oh, I'm glad enough to see ye, Jack; but *faith I'll tolerate no
braconnage.”

“Easy away there! Easy away!” Captam Payne soothingly re-
sponded.

The scene stamped 1tself upon Emily’s memory and uprose in after
years when more important impressions had faded. The moon, float-
ing hugh in a luminous sky, revealed the flowing river, like plaited
glass, and the dark line of the Surrey shore with here and there a
church spire pointing to heaven. A pulsing red glow from fires
burning outside the arches threw into relief the terrace railings and
lamps ghmmering on tall stanchions, while a brighter glare from
torches cast upon the houses gigantic shadows of Sir Harry and his
friends. '

Due to his agility, Captain Payne succeeded in handing Emily
into her sedan; he also contrived that his porters were first to get
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away. On turning into Adam Street, dark save for a feeble bracket
lamp, both chairs drew level. Letting down his window, the young
sea officer beckoned Emily to do likewse.

“Well, my pretty, *tis a sight for sore eyes to see ye looking fresh
and dewy as a spring morning. And not because ye've been living the
hife of a Hackney Boarding-school miss, I'll warrant. You're like
the angels, my pretty, who walk through mure without soiling their
heavenly raiment.”

Emuly put out the tip of her rosy tongue as she poked her head
round the corner. “ You talk as foolish as before you sailed away.”

On reaching Hart Street, it was not Emily’s practice immediately
to join Sir Harry and his friends; instead she repaired to the kitchen
to share a hot supper with Mary Mudge. This she explained to Cap-
tain Payne as they approached the house. “Since I've been singing
for Dr. Graham I've had to give up my dinner, so ‘tis only right I
should have something before going to bed.”

“Then I'll join ye, Emy. Fetherstone and his cronies are half seas
already; a little more and they’ll be sleeping beneath the table. "Twill
be like old times for us. D’you remember the first night we spent
together in that flashy bordel in St. James’s? ”

“Sure, I'll remember it to my dying day!”

Flattered by Emily’s answer, Captain Payne gave her waist a hearty
squeeze as he escorted her from the sedan-chair. Emily pealed the
door-bell; before 1t was answered, the procession of link-boys and
sedans converged upon the house. One by one chairs were set down,
roofs were raised, doors opened. Gentlemen of varied ages and de-
grees of preservation stepped out upon the cobblestones. All save
the Earl of Surrey were dressed in the high kick of fashion; none
could boast a more elegant suit than Captamn Payne’s “Hanover
green” satin, with its coat ebroidered on fronts and seams. The
sailor’s opulent appearance astonished Emuly, who recalled his
former impecunious plight.

Surprise became amazement on the following morning, when he
clattered into Hart Street driving a freakish vehicle called a high-
flyer phaeton. Abandoning the washing of breakfast cups, she ran out
with soapy arms to watch from the doorstep. Although the equipage
was showy and a-glitter with new paint, Captain Payne’s skill was
no greater than when he drove a hired curricle. The handsome bay
horses, foaming and wild-eyed, were nearly brought to their haunches
by the sailor’s mode of pulling up-
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“'The spice of a highlyer 1s 1ts danger,” Captain Payne called from
his perched-up seat. Beckoning a loiterer to mund the horses, he
jumped down beside Emily. “ Well, how are ye this sunny morning,
my pretty? Our schemes came to naught last mght; I've never known
Fetherstone to be so unaccommodating. *Tis clear you've hit his
eye more than any wench, and no wonder. But we’ll enjoy ourselves
yet, sweet Emy. Ranelagh, Vauxhall, Bagnigge Wells—we'll visit ’em
all, for I'm flush of money.”

“ Different from the summer when you'd hardly a sixpence to bless
yourself with.”

“I've had money from St. Kitts, where there’s plenty to spare, only
the devil 'tis to get it to England. By the last convoy my Uncle
Tobias Gallwey sent an extra draft for five hundred pounds.”

“No wonder you've got so grand. But where’s your ship, that you'’re
not at sea fighting the Frenchies? ”

“I have no ship; only the Admuralty and the Navy Board know
when and if I shall get another. The Portuguese Government accuse
me of entering and detaining by force a number of Portuguese sub-
jects last August when the Arzois lay 1n the Tagus. I flatter myself
I've proved the complaint unfounded, but the affair has lost me the
command of the finest frigate afloat.”

“*T1s a shame, but maybe you’ll go back.”

“No hope, my pretty. Captain McBride re-commissioned her in
January.”

“'Then likely you never received a letter I wrote last Christmas,
to be delivered by a midshipman named Casar Bacon? ”

“I hauled down my pendant in November, and ye may be sure
I dallied no longer in Chatham than the time 1t took to hire post-
horses.” Grinning mischievously, he gave her arm a coaxing squeeze.
“What did ye say 1n the letter, Emy? Did ye say ye longed for my
kisses? ”

Recalling her words, Emily blushed and glanced towards Bow
Street, where horses and phaeton were being turned about by their
ragged guardian. Accepting silence as a flattering tribute, the sea
officer gave his hat a jaunty tilt.

Emuly looked above the house-tops at the pale blue sky and drifting
clouds, and down again to the spanking bays drawing the curious
vehicle. Unlike an ordinary phaeton, the high-flyer was of immense
height, and, as the framework consisted of little more than a perch
and a pair of axel-trees, was remarkably light. Its hind wheels were
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eight feet in diameter, those in front three feet less. A seat for two,
elevated over the forepart of the carriage, relied upon a “pump
handle” and grasshopper spring for its connexion with the back
transom. Out of compliment to the Navy, the “flyer ” had blue wheels
and a white body; the hood and apron were of black leather. On each
small side panel was a crest and a motto 1n gold.

“Where’s Fetherstone? ”

“ At Tattersall’s, where he’s gone to try a new hunter. Sir Harry
hopes to take it along the turnpike road as far as Kensington, for you
can’t tell how a horse faces traffic unless you ride it on a busy
highway.”

“Then the day is ours, sweet Emy, and we’ll make the most of it.
Do you take a wrap, but don’t cover your lovely hair.”

Hesitating between prudence and inchination, Emily watched the
showy phaeton advancing along the sunny street. “Sir Harry mayp
be vexed if I go,” she demurred.

“Has Emy Lyon become docile?” the sailor mocked. “Fie!
Where’s your spirit? Last summer you'd have been the first for a
frolic, and what harm is there? Fetherstone has no more right to
jealousy than I; less, because I had you first.”

“I'll only come 1f you promise to behave sensible.”

“Clap a stop¥er on your potatojaw, my pretty,” he said, admin-
istering an assuring pat.

Captain Payne’s impatience prevented Emily from changing her
dress or fetching a hat; she had to be contented with throwing a
long cloak with a calash hood over her morning gown. It proved
fortunate that she had not made an elaborate toilet, for the carriage
seat was so narrow and highly perched that a modishly garbed female
would have lost her balance.

Designing to leave town by the Tottenham Court Road, Captain
Payne took the most direct route through Seven Dials, heedless of
damage he might do to himself or others. The narrow streets were
regarded by the inhabitants of abutting tenements and cellars as
extensions of private premises where domestic and trade avocations
could be pursued in noisy juxtaposition. The streets also served as
receptacles for slops, offal, shavings, and parings from the manufac-
tory of pedlars’ goods. Those who kept chickens and pigs accommo-
dated them in the public thoroughfare, those who had children turned
them out to play in the gutter. Half-dressed women, with besotted
faces, sat on doorsteps, their leather stays unlaced, their filthy quilted
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petticoats draggling in the dirt. The sick and aged sought to place
themselves in gleams of sunshine; those who had quarrels to settle
did so on the stone causeways that at intervals crossed the rudi-
mentary paving. None expected the roads to be trespassed upon by
a carriage.

Emuly, who knew the district and the dangers thereof, would have
persuaded Captain Payne to take the longer way through Newport
Street and Soho.

“ What's sapped your courage, my girl? ” he shouted above the
racket of wheels. “ The spice of life 15 danger. How d’you suppose a
sea officer could face the enemy if he always thought of consequences?
The way to victory 1s to decide upon a course of action and to carry
1t through careless of life or limb.”

The width between the houses barely sufficed to accommodate the
phaeton, and the sailor’s solicitude for the paint on his wheels caused
him to exercise care that he would not have expended upon flesh
and bones. As the horses advanced, they drove before them an in-
creasing crowd who had not time to scuttle indoors. Emuily, whose
high seat afforded a view into upstairs windows, looked ahead at
menders of chairs and kettles, knife-grinders, and rabbit-cleaners,
hastily gathering up their effects before joining the stampede. Emerg-
ing into the open space where the seven streets converged, the
crowd surged back and surrounded the carriage. A rough fellow
grasped the reins, causing the horses to rear and plunge—the ill-
balanced vehicle was in immunent danger of capsizing. Men and
women began to climb up the wheels, a bearded young Jew in a
long gaberdine seized Emily and tried to pull her down. She hit
him in the face with her clenched fist.

“Well done, Emy!” shouted Captain Payne. He stood with his
sword in one hand and his pistol in the other. Lunging downwards,
he pierced the man’s arm, drawing blood. The 1ncident had a sober-
ing effect, the crowd fell back, but kept up a loud and threatening
murmur. Emily leaned forward and caught the reins.

“Can you drive?”

“Of course I can!” she indignantly retorted.

“Then take the nearest road to St. Giles, and I'll fire.”

The pistol went off and both horses plunged; braced against the
footboard, Emily succeeded in holding them. The shot was fired into
the air, a gesture that served its purpose, frightening the crowd,
which scattered and disappeared down the seven narrow streets.
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Chnging to the arm of a potman, the wounded man staggered
through the door of the ‘ Crown.’

Captain Payne watched the casualty with misgiving. “ Poor devil! ”
he said contemplatively.

“’T1s hard on him, with maybe his living gone. Duwch! there’ll be
no blessing on us if we leave him so! ”

“We daren’t linger. I'd gladly give him a gwnea, but I can’t risk
being brought before a magistrate.”

“Give me the money; I'll be in the tavern and back before you can
cry Dick Turpin! ”

Dubiously he brought out his purse and pulled the ring, disclosing
several gold and silver coins. Emily looked, and snatched what she
wanted. Throwing the reins into his hands, she jumped to the ground,
ran to the tavern and in a single gesture opened the door and flung
the guinea withun. “ For the wounded man! ” she cried.

Captain Payne had turned the phaeton; it was moving as Emuly
scrambled back to her seat. He whipped the horses, they dashed
into St. Andrew’s Street. Emily looked back. She saw a knot of
people gathered at the tavern door; she also saw a Bow Street patrol
emerging from Earl Street, and announced the fact.

“No matter] Unless we capsize, they won’t overhaul us.”

The narrow street stretching emptily before them created a sense
of confidence that soon was shattered. Missiles showered from garret
windows, shouts and curses followed the frail carriage as it rocked
and lurched. Not since the days of the riots had Emuly’s blood raced
so wildly; all her hardly won prudence vanished on the wind that
blew through her tawny curls; she was exalted by danger intoxicat-
ing as wine.

In Broad St. Gules the advent of the high-flyer and the galloping
horses caused resentment only differing in its manifestation from
that displayed in Seven Dials. Horsemen and carriages had to swerve,
three heifers being driven from City stables to country pastures took
fright and landed in the garden of a large, handsome house. The
driver of the Cambridge Coach endeavoured to overtake and ob-
struct the flying phaeton; whipping his horses, Captain Payne easily
outstripped the lumbering stage. Sparks flew and dust swirled. Emily,
in imminent danger of being cast to the ground, hung over the hood
and grasped the spring that attached the seat to the back carriage.
In this position she could see the commotion they left in their wake.

At the same break-neck pace the phaeton careered across the end
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of Oxford Street and 1nto the quietness of Tottenham Court Road.
On reaching Whitefield’s Tabernacle, Captain Payne drew up. “Poor
nags are blown,” he ruefully observed. “They've given us a fine
scamper and made a lot of people look foolish. I vow ’tis the best
frolic I've had this year.” Turning suddenly, he took Emuly in his arms
and pressed his mouth to her full red lips. Holding her closely, he
fondled her with eager hands. “Does Fetherstone know the way to
love 2 woman?® ” he jealously asked.

“Not so well as you,” Emuly admitted as she stirred in his arms.
The answer encouraged him to kiss her again, until, aflame with
passion, he treated her too roughly for her liking. “ Have done, do,”
she said and pushed him away.

Sulkily subsiding, he watched her narrowly from the tail of his
eye. Emily’s superior height and physique humibated while it al-
lured. Irnitably he recalled that she looked down upon him when
they walked together; moreover she was spirited and unruly as an
unbroken filly. Chagrin created a primitive impulse to subvert her
careless valiance by his manhood.

With lazy eyes Emuly leaned back surveying the open prospect.
Across a wide blue sky billowy clouds floated 1n ever-changing form-
ation, placid evolutions reflected in the pools and dykes of the marsh
bordering the road. Away to the north a rural landscape gently
chimbed to the green heights of Hampstead and Islington. Straight
ahead, beyond the marshy meadows, trees and hedges were inter-
spersed with houses, cottages, market-gardens and burial-grounds,
until the eye turned to the Foundling Hospital and the tower of St.
Andrew’s Church. The south-eastern vista was bounded by outposts
of the town, by the mansions fronting on Great Russell Street, and
the whitewashed walls of Capper’s Farm. Of life there was little to
be seen. On the Ishington Road a waggon with a curved tilt moved
slowly towards Tottenham Court Turnpike; in the middle-distance a
company of horsemen cantered along the private road to Bedford
House, the slate roof of which was visible beyond the museum gar-
dens. Near by, on the other side of a broken hawthorn hedge, ragged
men and women stood knee-deep in brackish pools, decoys for
leeches willing to cling to skinny, bloodless shanks.

For some time Captain Payne watched the humble servitors of
science. “ My God! What an awful way of earning a livelihood.”

“"Tis a well-paid trade, but not everyone can gather leeches. I
supposed the plump and lusty would do best, till I met an old woman
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Like a bag of bones who often earns as much as eighteen pence a day
as a ‘ tempter .”

Captain Payne laughed, ill-humour abated. “What a name, my
pretty, for human scarecrows!” His glance flickered ardently over
her face and figure.

Recollection had failed to paint Emily’s beauty in its true perfec-
tion. Her tawny hair was brighter, her skin clearer and her strange
vivid mouth tantalized 1n a way he had forgotten. That she took no
pans to look her best added to her power. Serenely confident, she
had no need for artifice, and never paused to wonder what impres-
sion she might make. Her sleeves were still rolled up, she was hatless,
the ribbon had gone that had tied her short curls, yet she was un-
concerned as if she were dressed 1n the height of fashion.

Captain Payne raised hus hand to stroke back her flying ringlets.
“Why did you cut your lovely hair? Was 1t to look like one of Sir
Joshua’s cherubs? ”

“*Twas cut off when I had churchyard fever. But ’tis no matter,
because ’twill grow all the better for a shearing, and 1t’s not spoilt
my beauty, or Mr. Romney would not be wishful to paint me.”

The statement impressed, but aroused new jealousy. “’Tis a new
thing for Fetherstone to commussion a portrait of a chére amze.”

“Indeed he has not,” Emily responded with her usual candour,
“and I've had some work to talk him round. As the cost to him will
be nothing, he could hardly stand out against Dr. Graham and Mr.
Romney, and on Monday I go for my first situng.”

“Will you give me the picture, sweet EmyP ”

“*Tis to hang in the Temple of Health.”

A curious enigmatical expression crossed the sea officer’s gnome-
like face. “No matter, Emy, no matter! What are the charms of
paint and canvas to me? You’ll give me better than that, my pretty,
and before you’re many hours older.”

For a long time the horses had been pawing the ground, anxious to
be gone; now Captain Payne urged them forward with a chuirrup.
Grinning, he turned to Emily. “’Tis well ye brought that big cloak,
sweetheart, for the grass in the meadows may prove damp to lie
upon.”



CHAPTER TWELVE

N March the 13th Captain Payne arrived at Hart Street before
O Sir Harry was dressed. Garbed in a night-cap, which concealed
hair-curlers, and a handsome morning gown 1ll cloaking naked shins,
the baronet sipped hot chocolate before the parlour fire. Preferring
a substantial breakfast, Emily ate bread-and-butter and potted char
by the table, a position that afforded a view of the street and the
ceaseless procession of vendors, ballad-singers, sweeps and their
small apprentices, itinerant craftsmen, and occasionally a sedan-chair
taking a short cut from Lincoln’s Inn Fields to Charing Cross. Cap-
tain Payne’s dashing arrival in the highflyer caused panic and to
Emily, consternation. She caught her breath and choked.

“My dear girl, you eat greedily; you are a gourmand, not a gour-
met.”

Unable to retort, she coughed and spluttered and listened to Mary
Mudge admitting the visitor.

The gallant captain’s advent came as a surprise to Sir Harry, who
had not heard him approach; his welcome lacked fervour. “ What
do ye at this hour? If you’re minded to take Emuly out, ye’ll see she’s
still breakfasting.”

“I didn’t come for that, but I'll be charmed to follow your sugges-
tion and escort Emy anywhere she fancies,” Captain Payne imper-
turbably returned as he thumped Emily on the back. “ There! Easy,
my pretty! ”

Gasping, she wiped her eyes. “I'm all right now!”

“Wouldn’t do for you to suffocate on the celebration of a glorious
victory. The moment I heard of our successes I determined to be
the first to bring the news.” Saying no more, the sea officer looked
with covert mischief at his friend.

Sir Harry endured the silence until curiosity overcame his dis
pleasure. “ Gad, Jack, if you've something to say, say it!”

152
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Helping himself to a slice of bread-and-butter, Captain Payne ate
with relish. “ There’s so much to recount that I fear to weary you.
This is very good bread-and-butter, Emy. I'll take another piece, and
I could do with a cup of Fetherstone’s chocolate. I was so excited by
our glorious successes I forgot to break my fast.”

Wriggling impatiently in his chair, Sir Harry growled: “ For God’s
sake don’t beat about the bush! ”

“Now you admit you want to hear, I don’t mind telling ye. Our
sea forces have taken possession of the islands of St. Eustatius, St.
Martin and Seba.” After gleefully recording the capture, Captain
Payne became more explicit: “Secret orders were sent by frigate
to Rodney to attack these Dutch possessions, which, since France
came into the war, have been free ports. The mynheers have waxed fat
under their neutral flag; for years American rebels and the French
fleet have benefited, and even British traders—more shame to them
—have not scrupled to send cargoes there. What will not merchants
do for profit! Now that thorn in our flesh is extracted and we gain
immense booty—over 150 laden merchant ships and six frigates.
Cotton, indigo, tobacco, and sugar to the value of millions, as well
as naval stores, badly wanted, God knows, to make good our losses
in the late hurricane. A great stroke, and not a shot fired. Further, a
convoy of thirty ships with their escort, a sixty-gun ship, was pursued
and brought back. The news is astonishing, incredible, and I envy
the lucky fellows whose pockets will be lined with prize money at
the expense of Dutch, French and Americans.”

“And ’tis to be hoped un coup de grice to the traitorous West
Indians who, by contrabrand trade, have kept up the supplies of our
enemues,” Sir Harry bluntly remarked.

“Mind what you're saying, Fetherstone. I'm not one to take offence
unless my loyalty is questioned. The Paynes have been King’s men
since the cause of Charles I was supported by Stephen Payne, which
led to his flight from England to St. Christopher. His Majesty can
count on scores of loyal subjects in the West Indian Islands.”

Looking flushed and contrite, Sir Harry made a hasty disclaimer.
“No offence intended, no offence! ” Finding that Captain Payne
maintained an indignant demeanour, the baronet rose and held out
his hand. “I apologize to ye, although I had no thought of making
personal insinuations. Entre nous I didn’t recall where St. Kitts stood
on the map.”

Captain Payne shook hands, but he still harped on the fancied in-
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sult. “ The peoples of St. Kitts cannot be classed with the Dutch mer-
chants of St. Eustatius who, under protection of a neutral flag, have
distributed supplies to the belligerent islands and the North Ameri-
can continent.”

“1 admit my error, so let the matter drop, there’s a good fellow.
"Faith, I never wished to touch any man on the tender subject of
his honour. Upon my soul, 'm quite ashamed!”

Having manceuvred hus friend from an aggressive to a contrite
mood, Captain Payne appeared satisfied. To show there was no ill
feeling, he emptied Sir Harry’s chocolate-pot and finished Emuly’s
bread-and-butter. Thus regaled, he agan set forth to dissemimate
the glad tidings of a brilliant naval explost.

Throughout the visit Emuly sat tongue-tied and Listless, a victum of
depression born of her surrender to the sea officer’s gay blandish-
ments. For three nights and two days conscience had allowed no
respite, tearing her between shame at her treachery to Sir Harry
and fear lest he should discover 1t. Dread of disclosure predominating,
Emuly roused herself in order to allay suspicions that might be
caused by Captain Payne’s untimely visit. Her caresses were so pretty
and her flattery so kind that Sir Harry was quite infatuated when
they left the house together soon after eleven o’clock. She was bound
for Cavendish Square for her first sitting to Mr. Romney, Sir Harry
proceeded to Tattersall’s to bid for the hunter that had captured his
fancy. Emuly’s proposal to accompany her protector so far as Hyde
Park Turnpike evoked warm approval, but her plan to walk up the
walnut avenue to Tyburn met with a less happy reception.

“There’s too much temptation in the park pour une belle femme.”

“Indeed you should be able to trust me!”

“I should, but can I? ” Sir Harry retorted with a shrewd look.

As usual, Emily took her own way, but the short conversation
left a disturbing echo to harass her mind.

The town was en féte for Admiral Rodney. Flags flew on the Ad-
miralty buildings, Northumberland House, the Royal Mews and on
mansions 1n Piccadilly, while bunting and coloured rags draped the
windows of lesser houses. Street-singers bawled songs hastily written,
and every stage-coach that clattered through the streets was decked
with rosettes and paper flowers. Outside the ‘ Whute Horse Cellar’
the Jews who commonly sold oranges, pencils, sponges and brushes
were doing a fine trade in favours made in naval colours. Footpaths
were thronged with people hurrying to Hyde Park to see the King’s
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Guards parading and to hear the guns fired. Gentry, actuated by the
same object, bowled along in coaches, phaetons and curricles with
accompanying postilions, outriders and runmng footmen.

Sir Harry, who professed much concern for Emuly’s emotional
safety, displayed none for her physical peril. Setting her down by the
high brick wall of the Green Park, he drove on without turning to
see how she negotiated the crowded road that separated her from
the wooden gates to Hyde Park. Minutes passed and she could not
cross. Vehicles of the handsomest description rumbled past and
covered her with dust, gorgeously apparelled footmen, carrying cut
lemons mounted on long white wands, ogled her as they ran. She
almost despaired when an intermission occurred and two grooms in
the royal livery came galloping before a phaeton driven by postilions.
Emily was quick to recognize the Prince of Wales in the uniform of
the roth Dragoons. Their glances met with the same effect as upon
a former occasion outside Almack’s. The Prince’s eyes became
alert, and when his horses had swept him on he turned to stare boldly
and smule in a meaning way. Emuly’s response was a saucy look.
Running across the road, she gained the park wall just as the royal
carriage disappeared; before His Royal Highness vanished he saluted
in a very gallant manner.

The incident raised her spirits. Attention from one so exalted was
flattering; her own exemplary reaction thereto gave cause for even
greater satisfaction. "T'was not every girl who would boldly flout the
Prince of Wales. . . . With self-esteem re-established, Emily tripped
lightly to the boom of the Hyde Park guns.

She was late for her appointment, and found Mr. Romney im-
patiently waiting on his doorstep. Taking her arm, he hurried her
into the house.

“My dear friend,” he cried, “ your arrival has given me fresh spirits
and raised me from apprehensions. I have been low some days past,
and the thought that you might not come has proved well-migh
insupportable.” He wiped his persprring forehead and his hands
with a canary-yellow handkerchief. Powder, dislodged from his hair
by agitated fingers, thickly covered the shoulders of his paint-stained
smock, and his whole appearance betokened the distress he had en-
dured.

“*Twas early I meant to be,” Emily affirmed, “but I got caught
up in the crowds huzzahing for our conquests. Guns firing are as
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draughts of strong wine, and tis no wonder our sailors fight like
lions when 1nspired by such grand sounds.”

“With that look on your face you are Minerva directing Cadmus
to sow the dragon’s teeth,” said Romney.

Emuily entered a finely proportioned apartment facing Cavendish
Square converted with httle regard for elegance into a combination
of workshop and studio. In one corner were a sink and two gun-
metal bowls scoured to silver. A kitchen fireplace and oven replaced
a hob grate, but the white-marble sculptured chimney-piece remained,
and served as a shelf for china palettes, jars of poppy and linseed ouls
and bowls of pant cooling from the oven. Between fireplace and
sink stood a long dresser furnished with chemist’s scales, slabs of
porphyry, sifters, supple kmves, heavy granite knobs for grinding
colours, earthenware pots and wooden boxes, resembling small tea-
caddues, stained with the bright powders within. Above the dresser
hung a large blackboard chalked with formulz and such words as
cadmium scarlet, cerulean blue, terre verte. These trade appliances,
being congregated 1n a corner, could be concealed by blue velvet
curtains. Three easels, a model’s throne, Chippendale chairs and a
circular table furnished the studio. Canvases and partly painted por-
traits leant against the wainscoting; on the principal wall hung an
ol panting: “The Death of King Edmund”, a cartoon 1n black
chalk of a Lapland witch surveying from a rock mariners shipwrecked
1n a tempest of her own creation and three violins, one fimished and
two still in the making.

Emuly’s roaming glance lighted upon a small easel and an empty
canvas of coarse twill. “Is that for my picture? ”

“Yes, just for the head. Dr. Graham stipulated for a portrait
costing no more than twenty guineas. I fancy he 1s not doing so
handsomely this year as last, and rumours are afloat of a removal to
Schomberg House with the idea of surprising the town with fresh
wonders.”

Emily had expected to sit for a full length; she had hoped, too,
that her plumed hat, her gown and quilted satin petticoat, and the,
muff that hid her arms to the elbows would be immortalized in’
paint. . . .

Three sittings sufficed for the head, a kitcat depicting Emily as
the Goddess of Health with her curls banded and gathered into a
knot. While Mr. Romney added finishing touches, Emuly joyfully
agreed to act as model for a series of fancy pictures from the antique,
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a promise made in the dark, as she knew no more of mythology and
classical art than could be learnt from Dr. Graham’s ambiguous
speeches. Her eager questions soon confounded Mr. Romney, who
had recourse to a portfolio of drawings executed by Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds, Nollekens and Zoffany from Mr. Towneley’s collection of
marbles.

“The lack of a sound classical grounding is a grievous handicap
to an artist,” Mr. Romney confessed. “In that way Reynolds has an
advantage over Nollekens and myself, who owe nothing to educa-
tion.”

Finally Emily was given a pile of illustrated books and the task
of choosing subjects for pictures. “I have so httle time exther to
think or read for myself, that I must rely upon my friends.” The
artist sighed. “ Thus cursed portrait-panting! How it shackles me! ”

Unhappily, the promising scheme was doomed. Captain Payne,
awaiting the Admuralty finding on the charges preferred against him
by the Portuguese Government, continued to press his friendship
upon Sir Harry and his attentions upon Emuly. Assuming the priv-
ileges of a welcome guest, he visited Hart Street at unorthodox
hours, invited himself to meals, waylaid Emuly in the streets and
acted as her esquire to remote places of entertainment. Neither Sir
Harry’s scowls nor blunt speeches deterred. Gaily impudent, Cap-
tain Payne ignored hints not to his liking. Immersed 1n the pleasures
of the moment, Emuly took no heed for the future. After the first
surrender, her conscience became easy. She kissed both lovers with
hearty fervour and left the depths of her temperament unruffled. With
outlets for her abundant energy, she was happy and ganed daily in
beauty; she lived in a beatitude of complaisant self-esteem. Its
disruption was painful as it was sudden. Sir Harry, having signified
his intention of spending Good Friday at a “Welsh Mamn” in the
cockpit of the ¢ Pickled Egg’ at Clerkenwell, unaccountably returned
before he was expected, and found Emily and Captain Payne en-
sconced in the parlour at Hart Street. They sat at opposite sides of
the table, playing piquet with great concentration; Emily was
breathless and her cheeks were flushed; 2 crumpled hair ribbon lay
on the sofa by the fire. The sea officer was unruffled, and his big
black eyes displayed no emotion save pleasure at the sight of hus
friend.

“Now you've got back we can play cribbage,” he remarked with
satisfaction.
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Sir Harry advanced menacingly. Grasping Captain Payne by the
coat collar, he shook him. “Damn you, you little insignificant, good-
for-nothing upstart! I'll suffer no poaching when I'm absent. Out
ye'll go, my little dark gentleman, and thank my good nature that
I don’t break every bone in your body.” As he talked, so he buffeted
the smaller man along the passage and out 1nto the street.

After the front door banged, Emily waited in excited trepidation
for what was to come. Captain Payne had not made a passive exit.
Sir Harry’s eyes were already swelling, his cravat was torn, his hair
had come down and various buttons were wrenched from his coat.
Making no effort to restore his dress, he came over to Emily and
soundly boxed her ears. The attack was so brisk and unexpected that
she stood staring, while her head reeled.

“You baggage, you! ” he growled. “ You're as common as a barber’s
chair in which the whole of the parish sit to be trimmed.”

Becoming prudent in emergency, Enuly encouraged tears of an-
guish to trickle down her face. “Indeed you’ll be sorry for what you
are saying, for a more cruel reproach I've never heard! Sure ’tis not
right to serve me 1ll for no better reason than being kind to your
friends. "T1s no way to treat a brave sea officer neither! But for
Captain Payne you’d not have met me!”

“"Twould have been no misfortune! You're so vain you think
you're conferring a favour by allowing me to keep you! *

“And so I am! There are many who'd be pleased to step into
your shoes, and one of them the highest in the land! ”

He looked at her suspiciously. “ What might ye mean by that? ”

“The Prince of Wales has smiled upon me more than once.”

“Then I'll move ye from temptation. To-morrow we’ll go back to
Uppark, as ye cannot be trusted in town!”

Emuly wept and packed all night; she also wrote letters to Dr.
Graham and Mr. Romney, letters which Mary Mudge was to consign
by the penny post. To both gentlemen Emly promised a speedy
resumption of her services, an optimistic hope that seemed to be-
come substantial when recorded on paper.

Mary’s uneasiness as to the future was testified by continual tears
and a general collapsed appearance. Her hair, always an emotional
barometer, lay uncoiled 1n damp strands down her back and served
as a rag to wipe her nose. Her shoulders drooped and even her
slippers shared in the general dejection by flapping from her heels.
Rousing Sir Harry at five in the morning to take the cold bath



BRIDE OF GLORY 159

prescribed by Dr. Graham, anxiety and Emily’s promptings rendered
her daring.

“Are you wishful for me to leave? ” she breathlessly demanded.

The baronet sat up in bed. His countenance was bruised and
swelled by Captain Payne’s knuckles; a cotton night-cap, tied beneath
his chin, bulged with the shapes of hair-curlers. He responded testily:
“Not at present! Ye'll do as well as another to keep the place ared.”

Mary was persistent: “Shall you and Emy be coming back? *

Peering between puffy Ids, he answered angnly: “I shall return,
and that’s all that concerns ye!”

While he splashed and snorted in the adjoining room, Emily and
her friend conferred as to the implication of his words and reached
no satisfactory conclusion. Sir Harry ate his breakfast 1n silence, and
in silence supervised the loading of his coach with the numerous
boxes and packages he and Emily had acquired since they came to
town.

As the milkmaids carried their pails from house to house and
chalked their tallies on the doorposts, Emuly set forth with her morose
protector, wondering 1f she was banished permanently from London.

Due to the muddy state of the Portsmouth Road, the journey was
tedious. Half-a-dozen horses were required to draw the lumbering
coach, each pair charged at eighteen pence a mule. Instead of reach-
ing Uppark 1n five stages, the horses were too spent to proceed be-
yond Petersfield. Only one fresh pair being available, Sir Harry had
to leave his ancestral vehicle at the ‘Red Lion’ and continue the
journey in a hired chaise, a finale that in nowise improved his temper.

The following morning he paid an early visit to the stables and
rode away without a word to Emuly. Later she learned that he had
gone to Arundel Castle with the intention of staying the mght. She
waited until the coach brought her clothes before ordering her mare
to be saddled; the church bells were ringing as she set forth.

It was the 15th of April and an early spring. In sheltered places
chestnuts and hawthorns were 1n leaf; even the oaks had a green
sheen on their topmost branches. Primrosés and violets carpeted the
woods, and from every tree and coppice came ecstatic songs of birds.

Emuly took the bridle-path to North Marden, thence through
Chilgrove to Heathbarn Down. Now and again she met children
carrying baskets of gaily coloured paste eggs, and girls decked in
new finery going to meet their sweethearts. On the west wind came
the mellowed 1angle of church bells; from the sky a joyous song of



160 BRIDE OF GLORY

triumph flung to earth by a score of larks twirling bravely up to
heaven.

The grass tracks across Heathbarn Down were sheltered by furze
bushes and bramble thickets, which rendered the air warm. One
hollow, deeper than the rest, was a blaze of yellow and heavy with
the voluptuous scent of gorse. Percewving the pleasant haven, Emily
dismounted, and, leaving the mare to roam, clambered down the
bank to fling herself on a bed of young bracken. Discarding her
riding-hat, she pillowed her head on her arms and blinked up at the
cotton-wool clouds sailing across the blue sky. Bees and 1insects
droned; a yellow-hammer, perched on a prickly bush, plaintively
chanted: “Love-me-alittleif-you-can, love-me-a-ittlef-you-can.”
Gorse-buds burst with sharp explosions; a fieldmouse sheltering
beneath a dock leaf watched fearfully with beady eyes.

Lulled by sunshine and the monotony of small sounds, Emily
dozed, to be suddenly roused by the thud of hoofs on the path that
skirted the hollow. Looking up, she saw a boy on a white pony
staring at her with eager recognition. She smiled amiably, but seconds
elapsed before her sleepy wits identified Lord Brooke as a friend.

Jumping to her feet, Emuly lifted her trailing habit and scrambled
up the bank. “ Are you alone, my pretty dear?”

“Yes. My grandfather is at Windsor attending on His Majesty,
so I have only grooms to ride with, who are such stupid fellows
they can'’t tell the difference between a moth and a butterfly.”

“One is covered with golden dust, the other is painted bright like
a flower,” Emuly remarked with a clever air.

“ A moth folds 1ts wings flat on 1ts back; a butterfly places them
together like hands in prayer.”

“Ob,” she meekly responded.

Lord Brooke struggled to dismount, which he did clumsily, due
to the iron on his leg. In 2 moment Emily was beside him and had
ber arms round his waist. Willingly resigning himself to her care, he
reached the ground without mishap.

Leaving the pony to crop the grass, Emily and the Earl of War-
wick’s heir descended to the warm hollow. Lord Brooke sat down
gingerly, with his leg straight and stiffl upon the bracken. Leather
collars encircling knee and ankle were connected by iron rods, a strap
under his shoe kept the instrument in position. As he rested, so
his hand sought to ease the pressure on his knee. He was a round-
faced child with bright cheeks and evasive dark eyes that sometimes
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looked fey. Silky brown hair, too fine to keep in order, fell in a
thick fringe over his forehead. His manner was repressed and
watchful; his moods fluctuated between the extremes of humulity
and assertive boasting.

“Thus is a very charming place you have found, ma'am,” he re-
marked in polite tones. “’Tis surprising I had not observed it, for
I ride here most days at the wish of my grandmother, who con-
siders the downs safe from footpads and highwaymen.”

“’T1s away from coach roads,” Emily acknowledged. “ Coming
from London yesterday we passed 2 man newly hanged on the gibbet
above the Devil’s Punch-bowl, and sure I never beheld an ugler
fellow nor one who looked more deserving of punishment.” She
paused, noticing that Lord Brooke had blenched. “No need there
is to grieve for a wretch who would rob and kill as soon as wink
his eye.” Her voice sounded warm and encouraging.

“I know I'm a coward to hate passing a gibbet, but I do, even if
'tis empty. My step-mother taunts me for it and says my brothers
will not wince at the sight of a gallows, and sure I hope they won’t.”

Placing her arm round his shoulders, Emily admunistered a com-
forting squeeze. “ There are few gibbets, considering the number
of highwaymen infesting the turnpike roads.”

. “It depends which way you go; between here and Warwick Castle
there are six.”

“You mustn’t heed them.”

“That's what my Uncle Charles says, and perhaps with him I
shall not care so much. He’s spending Easter at Steep Hill in the
Isle of Wight, and at the end of the month breaks his journey to take
me back to Warwick.”

“He’ll keep you safe, so you need not fear ugly things.”

“ Both my Uncle Charles and my Uncle Robert are bold as Jions,”
Lord Brooke boasted; “ my younger uncle is a lieutenant-colonel m
the 1oth Dragoons, so of course he 1s very brave.” In response to
Lord Brooke’s pleading, Emily sang one of the hymns which had
so greatly pleased him in West Dean Church. After fervently render-
ing There Is a Land of Pure Delight, she broke into lighter vein with
The Lass of Peaty's Mill, a song frequently rendered by fashionable
ladies. It pleased her audience even better than the hymn, and she
had to give an encore. Gradually his little Lordship, forgetting the
dignity befitting one who had passed his mnth birthday, inchined
nearer and nearer, until Emily put her arms round him and cuddled
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him to her warm breast. Snuggling his cheek against the folds of
velvet, he looked up with a wistful smile.

“Will you sing for my Uncle Charles when he comes? ”

“I shan’t be in the way of meeting him, my pretty love.”

“Well, if you should.”

“T’ll always oblige if I'm asked,” Emily rejoined.

A continuance of sunny weather allowed Emuly and Lord Brooke
to meet every morning. He brought cakes and sandwiches from West
Dean; Emily contributed toffee, which she made herself over the
fire 1n the little parlour. For her birthday, on the 26th of April, they
contemplated a feast on a grander scale. Lord Brooke talked hope-
fully of brandy grapes and punch jelly; Emuly promised custard
tarts and ginger beer from the widow’s shop in Harting village.

“If my Uncle Charles be come, shall we mnvite im?”

“He wouldn’t enjoy it, a fine gentleman accustomed to dining
with Dukes and Duchesses.”

“But never with anyone so lovely. Uncle Charles collects virza,
which means pictures and statues from Italy. At his new house in
Portman Square there is a marble lady, very like you, and my uncle
says she represents true taste.”

Emuily had no calls upon her time because Sir Harry had returned
to town with the Earl of Surrey. The Duke of Norfolk’s yellow
coach made a detour to embrace Uppark, and while Sir Harry was
upstairs selecting clothes to be packed, the Earl sat in the Tapestry
Room drinking rum and water, which Emuly dispensed. He wore
a greasy old travelling cape, brown corduroy small-clothes, and the
curiously cut long plain coat of bluish-purple cloth always worn by
him, and said to be imposed as a penance. His cravat was limp and
grey with dirt, his closely cropped hair was destitute of powder.

Above the silver cup his watering, bloodshot eyes stared roguishly
at his hostess. “ Harry’s going to challenge Willett Payne to a duel,”
he remarked with a gurgle.

“My God, I hope he won’t! ”

“Don’t ye trouble, Emuly. Payne’s too small to reach his heart, and
Fetherstone’s too slow to inflict an injury. Unsheathing their swords
will do 'em good; there’s nothing like the sight of cold steel for
chilling ardour.”

Sir Harry’s manner was morose when he said farewell, and he
made no reference to his return. Shaken by the Earl of Surrey’s in-
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formation, Emily’s embrace was impassioned. “Don’t go, please do
not! ”

Gratification and suspicion intermingled in the baronet’s glance,
but he answered: “My plans are made,” and walked with stately
deportment to the coach.

The Earl of Surrey, skipping back with ponderous playfulness,
inclined his reeking mouth to Emuily’s ear: “ Trust him to me, m’dear;
I'll warrant to keep him as safely drunk as I mean to be myself! ”

Although her future was 1n jeopardy, Emily spent no anxious mo-
ments; indeed, Sir Harry scarcely entered her thoughts after he drove
away. Sometimes she wondered 1if 1t would be counted as a good or
a bad trait that her lovers were out of mind as soon as they were
out of sight. . . .

Meanwhile friendship with Lord Brooke advanced. Confidences
were exchanged; Emuly told him about catching the cow-pox when
she was a young maid; and of her uncle, William Kidd, who had
married Mary Pova after seeing her dark face looking through the
tilt of a gypsy van. In return Lord Brooke described an approach
to the castle blasted through solid rock, and a lake a mile long and
600 feet broad, made to the Earl of Warwick’s order. “ Father bought
up two streets and added the land to our grounds, and he built a
stone bridge and gave it to the town. He’s bought pictures and
statues and planted acres of trees—in short, there’s no end to the
improvements. Though father claims to have made the Castle the
finest in England, my Uncle Charles draws a long face and asks
what avail 1t will be when executions are threatened.” Pausing, Lord
Brooke eyed Emily before asking in a casual voice: “What zs an
execution? ”

“’Tis but a polite name for death on the gallows.”

The boy blanched. “I feared 1t meant something bad. But maybe
my father will be warned 1n time by Uncle Charles, who is so clever
that he had a seat on the Board of Trade and now holds a post in
the Board of Admuralty.”

Emuily had heard so much about the Honourable Charles Francis
Greville from his devoted and admiring nephew that her curiosity
was more than commonly aroused. She began to speculate upon the
chances of meeting him, and to plan how she would act if an en.
counter took place. *Twas very certain that the bold ways which
pleased ordinary folk would only estrange such an elegant and
punctilious gentleman. . . .
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On the birthday morning Lord Brooke, first at the rendezvous,
stood excitedly waving as Emuly approached along the grass ride.
When she was within hailing distance he shouted: “Uncle Charles
came last mght mn a post coach and four from Portsmouth; he
brought me sea shells and pebbles from the beach below Steep Hill.”

Emily handed down custard tarts, a cake and a flagon of ginger
beer. Excitement made her heart race and her hands tremble;
prudently she waited to dismount until she was ready for the en-
counter. “Is your uncle waiting 1n the hollow? ” she inquired on an
indifferent note.

Limping gingerly down the incline, Lord Brooke answered with-
out turning his head: “ Uncle Charles set out for a smart ride after
breakfast. I told hum I should be here with a beautiful lady, but
though I tried to force his promise to come back this way, he denied
me, saying he would not commit himself to an undertaking he might
feel unable to fulfil.” '

Inordmnate disappointment quenched Emuly’s ardent spirts, yet
such was her volatility she was soon buoyed up by schemes for a
future meeting. This day was Thursday, and ’twas unlikely a long
journey would be undertaken at the tail of a week. . . .

Lord Brooke, hopping across the bracken, shouted elatedly: “ We
set out at cock-crow to-morrow, and 'twill be black night before we
reach the Castle.”

The sun still shone, but the brightness had dimmed. Chilly winds
seemed to penetrate the sheltered nook, and the yellow-hammer’s
song assumed a mocking note.

“1 thought you were frightened of highwaymen hanging in chains;
*twould be worse to meet a live one in the dark,” Emily taunted.

“I shan't care with my Uncle Charles.”

The birthday party which had begun badly did not improve as it
proceeded. To her mortification, Emuly found herself eclipsed in
interest by the shadow of Charles Greville. The cakes she had pro-
cured with much trouble evoked no thanks from her guest; he ate
perfunctonly, forgetful of his promise to bring dainties from West
Dean.

Scraps of intelligence relating to Steep Hill only increased Emily’s
chagrin. “My Lord Dysart filled his villa so full with the Stormonts
and Cathcarts that there was no corner for Lady Frances Tollemache
till Uncle Charles and Heneage Legge offered to sleep in the sum-

mer-house.”



BRIDE OF GLORY 165

Emuly answered crossly: “’T1s cold they must have been.”

“They'd have tiger-skin rugs to cover them,” Lord Brooke sur-
mised as he tried to hit the yellow-hammer with bits of birthday cake.

She watched him dourly. There was no denying the cake was
stale, but twas bad manners to treat a gift scornfully. . . .

“The cold of the summer-house could be nothing to what Great-
Uncle William endures on His Sicilian Majesty’s hunting expeditions.
In March he was away with King Ferdinand three weeks in the
Apennines and the party shot six hundred and thirteen wild boars,
with wolves and foxes to make up a thousand slain.”

“That’s the wickedest slaughter I've ever heard of, and a gentle-
man old enough to be a great-uncle ought to know better,” Emily
decisively pronounced.

“Uncle Charles says he prefers to hear of antiquities and zirt to
barbarity, but when I'm a man I mean to kill boars and bears, and
I've a nouion of taking Uncle Wilham’s place as Ambassador at
Naples.”

Lord Brooke talked in a loud, bold voice at variance with his frail
appearance. Excitement painted patches of bright colour on his
cheeks and caused his eyes to shine with unnatural brilliance. Every
now and again he furtively dabbed with his handkerchief blood
seeping through his stocking from a wound chafed by his leg iron.
Observing his action, Emily stifled sharp words that rose to her
tongue.

She had been keeping for a birthday surprise the interesting fact
chat she was Mary Duggan’s daughter. Lord Brooke’s changed be-
haviour altered her intention. Emily Lyon wasn’t the one to stand
boasting talk, that she wasn’t. . . . If he thought only of lords and
ladies, Iikely he’d scorn her for being the daughter of his father’s
servant. . . . Scorn she wouldn’t bear, no, not even if it came from
one unlikely to make old bones. . . .

Lying with his head on his arm, Lord Brooke watched her. “ How
old are you this day, Emily? ”

“Sixteen.”

“I don’t believe you! Why, you're as grown up as any of the
married ladies I know. Are you married? ”

“No,” Emily muttered.

“I should have guessed you were; spinster ladies are generally
thinner. Very likely you’re married and don’t know 1t.” Snuggling
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into the bracken he said: “Now you may sing, Emily—something
new. I'm tired of The Lass of Peaty’s Mill.”

Hitherto Ermuly had selected her songs carefully, but now anger
overtook discretion. A hasty review of her repertoire prompted her
to choose a cant ditty of St. Giles’s much applauded by Sir Harry
and his friends. And she wouldn’t sing 1t quietly, neither. . . . If so
they pleased, the gentry should hear it from West Dean to Lady

Holt Park. . ..

“Ye slang-boys all, since wedlock’s nooze
Together fast has tied

Moll Blabbermums and rowling Joe
Each other'’s joy and pride,

Your broomsticks and tin kettles bring,
With canisters and stones;

Ye butchers bring your cleavers too,
Likewise your marrow-bones;

For né’er a brace in marriage hitched
By no one can be found,

That's half so blest as Joe and Moll,
Search gll St. Giles’s round.”

Standing defiantly with flushed face and eyes wrathfully glinting,
Emily looked a lovely fury. So thought Charles Greville quietly ob-
serving the performance from the shelter of a furze-bush. In the
interests of his nephew’s morals he stepped 1nto the open as Emuily,
with increased gusto, embarked upon the second stanza. When she
saw him her voice tralled away and she stood abashed, with the
colour coming and going 1n her cheeks.

Bowing, he waited for her to take the initiative. She did so sulkily,
as if defending herself against an accusation. “ There are many who
prefer tavern ditties to ballads fine ladies sing in drawing-rooms,
and for myself I don’t wonder at it, for more foolish songs I never
heard.”

“Your experience has been unfortunate. I have heard ladies sing
delightful ballads of exquisite taste.”

“Then indeed you are to be envied,” Emily answered brusquely,
and flung herself on the grass. Despite resolution, tears filled her eyes
and threatened to brim over. What fate could be more cruel than
to appear 1n a bad light when one most desired to please? . . .

Mr. Greville hesitated, and finally sat on a stone at a short distance
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from his nephew and Emily. She studied him from the corner of
her eye; he represented something new to her experience. His face
bore no tokens of free living, which she had come to associate with
a gentleman. Born prematurely old, Charles Greville at thirty-two
was more staid and cautious than many men twice his age. He had
grace and digmity and an attentively courteous manner that, under
any circumstances, concealed his real thoughts and feelings. His
most arresting features were large, melancholy, brown eyes, deep
set beneath prominent, well-marked brows. He had a long nose and
an oval chin; a small black mole, resembling a patch, on his right
cheek, accentuated the ivory pallor of a clear, fine skin. His lips
were full, well shaped, and defined by the shadow of his shaven
moustache. In build he was tall and slim; in deportment precise and
measured.

“ At the risk of appearing presumptuous I would compliment you
on your voice. "Tis as pure 1n tone as Mrs. Sheridan’s; had you the
advantage of a like tramning you would be qualfied for similar
success.”

Lord Brooke eagerly intervened: “But you haven’t heard Emily
at her best, Uncle Charles. When she sings hymns you'd think you
were listening to an angel.”

“Versatlity is an attribute of the true artist,” Mr. Greville observed
as he delicately took snuff from a blue enamel box.

For the first time in her life Emily was tongue-tied. Sitting on the
ground with her habit flowing around her, she kept her eyes down-
cast on her fingers making ruin of the plume in her hat. Her pose
permitted Mr. Greville to make a leisurely inspection. Had she seen
his admiration it would have brought her comfort. Anxious to 1m-
press his uncle still further, Lord Brooke resumed the role of
showman.

“Emily’s shy,” he began; “for all her grown-up looks she’s only
sixteen this day. At first I didn’t believe her, but now I see her acting
so sulky I know ’tis true. Ladies and gentlemen never show theur
feelings.”

“8s-sh! Manners! Manners! ”

«“ And whose fault 1s it if I am out of humour? ” Emily demanded
of Lord Brooke. “I came here ready to be pleased with everything,
but all you did was to boast of your grand relations and crumble
the cake T brought with much trouble to myself. My God, if this
be a birthday, I hope I never have another! ”
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Jumping to her feet, she started to run up the bank, stumbling
over her long skirt., She was sobbing when Charles Greville overtook
her.

“You must not go away thinking so ill of us,” he said in kind,
modulated tones. But Emuly would not stop to be reasoned with,
and he was obliged to pursue. Catching her arm, he held it fast
“ Come now! A little boy’s rudeness 1sn’t worth tears. I lament his
behaviour, due to weak health and the lack of a governing hand.”

“It isn’t that I mind him acting rude—'tis to be forgiven 1n one
so weakly. What hurts me—for I have a heart—is his not liking the
little feast I had prepared, and forgetting to bring anything himself
to make it better. I was out at six this morning to fetch the tarts and
cake from Harting. Had I been able to make the things myself, ’tis
fresh they would have been, but at Uppark I must act like a lady
and keep away from the kitchens.”

Mr. Greville glanced at her queerly. “Is Sir Harry at home? ” he
inquired.

“He’s been in London these ten days.”

“Then you are your own mistress and may come back to be my
hostess at your birthday feast.”

Emily had never enjoyed herself so well. Morning merged into
afternoon, and still Charles Greville lingered. Between them they ate
the food disdained by Lord Brooke, who signified his dudgeon by
clambering from the dell to sit 1n proud 1solation on the brink. Mr.
Greville told Emuily of the house he had erected 1n Portman Square,
with “ drawing-rooms to form a good suite for a bachelor, the offices
equal to a larger house. I built on speculation,” he naively confessed,
“and that I nught find a purchaser, have made 1t pretty.” He de-
scribed his collection of statues and a good show of pictures, which
included “a St. Catherine of Siena by Parmegiano, an Anibal Car-
rach, and a Gudo Cagnacci.”

The novelty of his conversation surprised as much as its purport
enthralled. Vaguely Emily envisaged a society not solely subverted
by lusts of the flesh—a state as satisfactory in its way as the pursuit
of glory in battle.

A brewing storm finally obliged them to part. Mounted and ready
to ride away, Emily looked down with a wistful smile on her lovely
face. “ Will you forget my badness and remember only the good? ”

Charles Greville gravely kissed her hand. “I shall remember you
always for your sweetness and for your beauty.”
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She rode home in a bemused condition that rendered her oblivious
of thundery rain pelting from a black and sulphur sky. On reaching
Uppark 1t was an anti-climax to find Sir Harry ensconced in the
saloon. The welcome she accorded was dutiful, but so abstracted
that it aroused his curiosity.

“[ expect ’tis the storm; electricity upsets the head, so I've heard.”

Sir Harry also seemed distrait. Presently he fixed his eyes keenly
upon her, saying: “The Portuguese Government withdrew their
complaint against Wallett Payne, and *tis sad he’s nommé to another
vaisseau de guerve. 1 meant to challenge him, so his absence was
une bonne chance, for which you will feel grateful.”

“I shouldn’t wish you to ride to Tyburn.”

He looked at her jealously. “ Ye'd grieve more for Willett Payne.”

“T'd mourn for both of you acting so foolish; but if you mean
I care aught for him youre mustaken. I shouldn’t lose a wink if I
never beheld him again.”

“Is that true, Emily?”

“An you please I'll swear it on the Bible.”

“ Upon my soul, I'm glad to hear ye say that. I was horribly agitated
when I thought you had yielded to Jack’s blandishments. Now I
know how we stand, things will be different, Emily, and we'll get
on together like a brace of turtle-doves.”

To his surprise, Emily flung herself face down upon 2 sofa and
broke into a paroxysm of weeping. Sir Harry was accustomed to her
rages, but not to disturbances of sensibility. He immediately re-
sponded to the flattering reflection her grief impled. Kneeling on
the floor, he gathered her into his arms. “My sweet girl, I never
knew you cared. I am désolé. Tell me what I can do and T'll make
amends. Ye shall have a new gown, a jewel, anything you please.”

“1 want naught but to be left alone,” Emuly sobbed.

“Harry knows; Harry understands,” he whispered. “Poor little
woman, les passions mettent le désordre dans I'dme.”

Exhaustion terminated Emily’s tears; lstlessly sitting up, she
mopped her swollen eyes. “I didn’t mean to behave so weak,” she
observed.

“’Faith, Emuly, in face of your new sensibilité I'm almost afraid
to tell ye of a further parting. But there’s no help for it, because I've
engaged to accompany my friend Mr. Winstanley on a journey
through Hanover and Saxony. "Tis only fair to confess that the tour
was to be a convenient pretext for breaking our connexion.”
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“ Am I to be alone for long? ”

“ Mr. Winstanley proposes to set out in the middle of May and
to return before the shooting season.”

“ All the summer,” Emily murmured.

“Twill soon pass,” Sir Harry consoled, “and if ye prefer to Live
in Hart Street and to work for Dr. Graham, je ne demande pas
mzeux.”

Undressing that might, Sir Harry came upon a letter he had for-
gotten to deliver; Emuly received it with a cry of pleasure and eagerly
split the wafers. Franked by the Earl of Surrey, 1t was addressed
from Warwick Castle and written 1n the governess’s spiky chirog-
raphy and elegant style. It ran thus:—

“Yr Mamma, Mary Duggan, begs me to acknowledge yr dutful
letter. She hopes to see ye (D.V.) when she accompanies her noble
employers to their mansion in St. James’s Square. Ye household
expect to reach London on Tuesday ye 29th day of May and to remain
in town until ye month of July, when my Lady (being with child)
returns to ye Castle to be brought to bed in September. Yr Mamma
is in good health and is gratified to learn of yr industry. She sends
kind love, and her mark thus:—X per pro., Maria Vancouver.”

Emily handed the letter to Sir Harry and relinquished the candle
so that he might have light to read. “ This is very satisfactory,” he
remarked, “I can now leave ye in London assured of your good
behaviour.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

IR HARRY embarked in a brig from Tower Steps on a voyage

to Hamburg that was expected to last six days. Emuly made him
a broad belt stuffed over the belly with a horse-hair pad, and lacings
that could be pulled tightly, a contrivance generally favoured by
sea travellers, as 1t restrained the involuntary motion of the stomach
occasioned by a rolling vessel. Sir Harry provided himself with a
second safeguard, a flask of cold brandy and water; despite these
dual precautions he looked far from happy when Emily bade him
farewell on Wednesday evening. He and his friend Mr. Winstanley
were to lie the night at the ‘Three Cranes’ in Thames Street in
order to be aboard betimes in the morning. Seated in a hackney-
coach, he looked with a pale, anxious face over boxes of provisions,
portmanteaux, medicine-chests and stout, leather-covered baskets.
Emuly managed to shed a few placid tears as she watched the vehicle
rattle towards Bow Street. Relationship had been undisturbed by
quarrels since she heard of the impending holiday; as she saw him
go she felt quite fond of him.

She celebrated her freedom by spring-cleaning on north-country
methods. Carpets were beaten and aired in the tiny garden, hang-
ings had to be washed irrespective of texture, and every inch of
paint was scrubbed. Shortly she was able to contemplate a completely
purified dwelling.

Limp and irritable from unaccustomed toil, Mary Mudge viewed
their handiwork. “ Why you must take so much trouble 1s a riddle;
you’ve spoilt more than you've improved, and for all our sweat we've
not moved a peck of dirt.”

“'Takes a lot of filth to amount to anything in the sight of a Lon-
doner,” Emily retorted. “ What with blow-flies bred in privies and
stables to craw! over our victuals, and burial-grounds that would

171



172 BRIDE OF GLORY

shock country folk, ’tis a wonder we don’t suffer more 1lls than we
do.”

Mary eyed with perverse satisfaction the flies buzzing in the
kitchen. “I don’t see fewer blue-bottles.”

“ Maybe not, but the eggs aren’t hatching 1n corners, and of other
vermin there’s none.” Emily’s voice, which began triumphantly,
tratled off as her glance fell on her friend’s head. “Now we’ve done
so much you might finish by washing your hair 1n something strong,
like vinegar.”

“1 knew a young ’oman as washed her hair to be married, and
she died before she was wed,” Mary gloomuly returned.

“T wash my hair every week, as well you know.”

“ All depends on what you're used to; anyways, I won’t wash mine,
not 1f T leaves you over it.”

Defeated, Emily reverted to more satisfactory topics. “ Everywhere
smells clean, and nobody would guess that gentlemen had soaked
themselves here in wines and spurits. I've only got rid of the fumes
1n time, for the smell would have made my mother question.”

“ Aren’t you telling her about Sir Harry? ”

“Indeed ’twould break her heart 1f I did.”

“How'll she think you keep this house with no gentleman behind
you?”

“She knows all about.my singing at the Temple of Health, and
I'll let her suppose my wages are enough to keep a neat house.
Everything has fallen out well; all I need do 1s to talk careful.”

Emily’s performances as “Hygeia” were in abeyance, due to the
lease of 6 Royal Terrace having expired before alterations could
be completed to Dr. Graham’s new premises. In hand-bills rained
upon the town by running footmen Emily’s reappearance was an-
nounced at:

“'The Temple of Health, Schomberg House.

“'To the Nobility, Gentry, and Persons of Learning and Taste.

“On the 15t of June at exactly 8 o’clock 1n the evening, A GRAND
GALA NIGHT when Doctor James Graham will throw open his
new palatial premises at Schomberg House, Pall Mall. The CELES-
TIAL BRILLIANCY of the MEDICO-ELECTRICAL APPARA-
'TUS in all the apartments of the Temple WILL BE EXHIBITED
BY DOCTOR GRAHAM HIMSELF! The magnificent CELES-
TIAL STATE BED will be on view! ! “HYGEIA’® WILL SING
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an ode set to music and SHE WILL POSE IN VARIOUS BEAUTI-
FUL ATTITUDES! ! An ORCHESTRA and a most sweet toned
ORGAN will play!! Painting and embellishments of a masterly
description depict moving figures on the earth, birds flying and
swans gliding on the waters; a fine procession too is seen: village
nymphs strewing flowers before priests, brides, bridegrooms, and
their attendants, who are all ENTERING THE TEMPLE OF
HYMEN, disappear from the delighted eye. ADMISSION BY
NIGHT FIVE SHILLINGS, by day two shillings and sixpence.”

On the day the Earl of Warwick and his family were expected,
Emily and Mary Mudge established themselves in St. James’s Square
to maintain a vigilant watch upon coaches arriving from the country.
It was a sunny, hot morning, and the pond within the railed enclosure
provided a welcome 1llusion of coolness. A pair of wild ducks with
a brood of six left long V-shaped ripples as they paddled round
and round. Emily and Mary, hanging over the railings, pelted them
with crumbs from a stale cake bought from an itinerant baker.

Carrying a glass-fronted show-case which could be propped’ on
a stick, a ragged Jew pursued the girls and tempted them with
trinkets made from Mr. Pinchbeck’s new gold; Emily bought a
chain for herself and a heart-shaped brooch for Mary Mudge. A
tumbler in motley, followed by a couple of boys dancing to tam-
bourines, still further beguiled the tedium of waiting; in the late
afternoon a mad dog, chased by men throwing stones, drove the
girls to seek shelter in the nearest area. Turmoil had barely subsided
when the Earl and Countess of Warwick and their retinue, in two
post-coaches and four, entered the square from York Street. Emily,
in her excitement, was well to the fore when his Lordship, after
lifting out his sons Lord Brooke and Henry Richard, gallantly as-
sisted his lady and Miss Maria Vancouver. The Earl’s second wife
was a handsome, strapping young woman with creamy skin and bold
black eyes; she had a quick, peremptory manner and a decisive car-
riage. A hoop and a cape concealed that she was five months with child.

The family passed into the house before the Major-domo, the Earl’s
valet, Mrs. Duggan and an under nurse carrying the baby, alighted
from the second coach. Rushing forward, Emily hugged her mother.
“ Are you quite well, Mam? ” she eagerly inquired.

“Yes, indeed, my lamb,” Mrs. Duggan responded with affectionate
haste. “ Come to see me to-morrow morning; and remember, Emy,
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by the area steps.” Thus admonishing, she descended to the kitchen,
pausing only to blow a kiss through the railings.

Shallow black trunks that fitted the coach-roofs were carried in-
doors; the coaches drove away, yet still Emuly hngered.

Mary Mudge tugged at her sleeve. “Let’s go, there’s no more to
watch.”

“There may be. Perhaps My Lady will take her little boy to look
at the ducks; anyway, there’s more excitement here than at home.”
As Emuly spoke, so her eyes scanned the square 1n the hope of secing
Mr. Greville coming to pay a ceremonious call upon his elder
brother. Turning a deaf ear to Mary’s grumblings, she persisted in
her perambulations until dusk and a cool wind drove her from the
romantic neighbourhood of St. James’s.

Excitement kept Emuly awake; milkmaids’ cries echoed through
the streets before she fell asleep. Mary Mudge, unusually indulgent,
allowed her to lie long after her usual hour for rising. Eventually
she was roused by a band of marrow-bones and cleavers saluting a
bride in an adjacent house. Donning a dimity greatcoat over her
shift, Emily hurriedly descended to the kitchen, where she found her
friend gnlling mackerel in a Dutch oven, and examining a letter
just delivered.

“Not Sir Harry’s writing,” Mary announced.

Emily snatched the packet and looked at the address: “’Tis the
Earl of Surrey’s frank come back {from my gamma.”

Acting as Dame Kidd’s amanuensis, Ann Reynolds informed
Emuily of her grandmother’s good health.

“except for ruematiks which as been cruel all winter but now
are mended, the same cannot be sed of Us who are in a poor whay
having Buried my sister Lydia Nicoll a fortmite cum sunday of a
wasting Fevour and is lik to take off Sofy who is fretting for her
Mam and will go the same whay Doctor Thomas ses unless she can
have a change of sene and air I suppose you cud not take her with
you for a time and we wood send her by the Waggon from Chester
as you went plese let me know about this imigit and oblige your
loving Gamma and Auntie.”

“Indeed there’s no reason why we shouldn’t have Sophy here,
now Sir Harry’s away,” Emily remarked after reading aloud the
letter.

Mary looked dubious. “ What’s she like? ”
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“The prettiest little angel you ever saw, with a mop of curls gold
as a gumea. I've been away more than a year, so ’tis twelve she
must be.”

“I wouldn’t mind a child,” Mary said grudgingly.

“I'd think not indeed, especially if it was to help someone. You're
getting selfish, Mary Mudge, and that I can’t abide.”

Mary took criticism badly, and vented her ill-humour by crashing
plates together like cymbals. Leaving her to pick up the bits, Emly
returned to her bedroom to get ready for her visit to St. James’s
Square. She had planned to wear a new gown of lilac-coloured silk
and a chip hat mounting three ostrich feathers, but when she put
them on she felt dissatisfied and flung the clothes upon the bed.
Eventually she chose a simple dress of sprigged muslin and a Leghorn
hat.

Plain as was the costume, it caused her mother to exclaim: “ You
must earn high wages, bach, to afford the same clothes as the
Quality. You wear them prettier, I'll not deny; but 'us to be hoped
none of the Family see you, for they’ll not be best pleased.”

Hugging her mother, Emily answered coaxingly: “Unkind Mam,
to scold me for wearing my best to honour you. Indeed, if you
mislike my gownd, I'll not don it again, only don’t scold, for it
breaks my heart.”

Mary Duggan indulgently pinched her daughter’s cheek. “ There’s
foolish you are to make a to-do about nothing. I don’t care what you
wear, so 1t doesn’t get us into trouble. "T1s a mustake to cross the
gentry.”

They stood together by the fire while Mrs. Duggan stirred a posset
for Lord Brooke. Encompassed by the bustle of the kitchen, Emily
and her mother conversed in undertones. The chef was boning
green geese for a pie; at the dresser chattering kitchen-maids pre-
pared ingredients and garnishing; footmen, tenderly carrying wines
in little baskets, walked 1n procession from the cellars.

“Is the lttle gentleman stronger?” Emuly asked, pondering
whether or not to tell of picnics near West Dean Park.

“Keeping his bed, wore out after yesterday’s journey. "Tis an ill
wind, for it allows us to sit quiet in the day nursery, where we can
talk comfortable.”

Happily for Emuly’s security, his little lordship was asleep and
the communicating door closed. She and her mother had the room
to themselves. In a low voice Emily summarized her meeting with
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Dr. Graham and in dumb-show re-enacted triumphs at the Temple
of Health. She described her little house 1n Hart Street and the
portrait for which she had sat to Mr. Romney. Mary Duggan re.
ciprocated with accounts of extensive alterations to Warwick Castle
and pleasure-grounds. “'Tis said his Lordship has carried the ex.
penses far beyond his yearly revenue and has difficulty in finding
ready money to pay the army of labourers camped in the park. Others
believe the Castle is on the brink of prosperity from a soap mine
discovered on the estate by Mr. Vancouver.”

“T've never heard of soap bubbling from the ground.”

“Nor has anyone else, bach, but his Lordship and the queer
gentleman who manages the estate.”

Mother and daughter had been separated for more than two years,
yet an hour’s conversation exhausted all they had to tell each other.
Then it was that Emily recalled her grandmother’s letter. “ Three
pounds would bring Sophy by the stage and leave something to
spare,” she remarked. “I'd be a mean wretch not to afford that for
one too young and sickly to travel by waggon.”

“Tll give you a pound towards it, but ’tis a mint of money for poor
folk to spend on travel.”

Mary Duggan was a tall, well-built woman of thirty-five with a
pleasant, open countenance. Her colouring she had transmitted to
her daughter, but the origin of Emily’s beauty had to be sought else-
where. Industrious and capable, she coupled the ready wits of the
Welsh with their genius for compromise. If there seemed but two
straight paths to follow, left or right, Mary Duggan contrived a
middle course which, by devious windings, conducted her unob-
trusively to her goal. Like Emily, she was compassionate and willing
to sacrifice her own interests when her affections were 1nvolved, but
differed from her in possessing greater caution and longer vision.

Emily was on the alert, and heard a light carriage draw up long
before a bustle downstairs announced an arrival. Her mother rose
and put her head through the open window.

“*Tis Mr. Charles’s phaeton; he must be coming to see his little
Lordship, as the Family are out. Whatever can I do with you, Emy?
There’s no way for you to run.”

“T1l stay where I am!”

“But in those clothes, Emy! You look as fine as Miss Mary
Hamilton when she comes from her waiting on the Queen. This is
what comes of dressing outside your station!”
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For a different reason Emily shared her mother’s perturbation.
Would Mr. Greville betray her secret when he saw her unexpectedly?
Dangerous as was her situation, she would not exchange it for the
Prince of Wales’s feathers, that she wouldn’t. . . .

Mother and daughter silently lListened to firm footsteps rapidly
ascending the stairs. Their eyes sought the door-knob, waiting for
it to turn.

“Stand against the wall, then you mayn’t be noticed. . . .”

Instead Emuly stepped into the sunlight, which transformed her
vivid hair into a glttering halo.

Charles Greville bade Mrs. Duggan good-day and was half across
the room before he saw Emily. He started, but quickly recovered
composure.

“My daughter, Sir. Her Ladyship gave permission for Emy to sit
with me while his little Lordship slept.”

This time Mr. Greville betrayed no surprise. Unobserved by her
mother, Emily besought him with a pleading glance. He bowed;
Emily dropped a graceful curtsey.

Shocked by her daughter’s assumption of equality, Mrs. Duggan
felt an explanation was required. “ Emy’s not had the advantage of
serving the nobility, sir, but at Hawarden she was in good service
with Dr. John Thomas, who married Miss Boydell of the Manor
House, niece to Mr. John Boydell, the famous engraver. Mrs. Thomas
it was, who, meaning to advantage Emy, got her a situation 1n Dr.
Budd’s household. "T'was a mistake; Emy learnt no good in London.”

“But no harm, I'm sure.” Charles Greville smiled gravely as he
opened the door and disappeared into his nephew’s room.

Emily’s spirits dropped to zero. Now the meeting was over she
realized how greatly she had counted on it. Everything seemed in
her favour, yet Mr. Greville had looked on her coolly. . . .

His voice, deep and resonant against Lord Brooke’s treble, pene-
trated the closed door. The sound set Emily’s heart thumping unac-
countably.

Mrs. Duggan returned to her sewing. “’Tis a pity Mr. Charles
doesn’t settle,” she remarked in an undertone. “ A gentleman so hand-
some and clever could make his choice, but he must wed prudently,
being a younger brother. A while ago his name was coupled with a
young lady of the Rutland famuily, but nothing came of it.”

Emily’s spirits revived. If Mr. Greville were fancy free, a poor girl
had as good a chance as any rich heiress. . . . By leaving the house
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first and loitering in the square, a lost position might be retrieved. . ..

Unconsciously Mrs. Duggan aided and abetted by glancing at the
bracket clock.

“Do you want me to go, Mam? ”

“You'd better leave before Mr. Charles walks through, seeing he
looked astonished to find you here. But I'll often be able to leave the
children with the governess or under-nurse and come to your little
house, bach, where we can be private and beholden to no one.”

Footmen were laying the table as Emuly followed her mother across
the hall.

« At the Castle we dine at four o’clock, but in London not until
five,” said Mrs. Duggan, dodging a lackey carrying a pile of silver
plates to the kitchen.

“Is Mr. Charles staying te dinner? ”

“My Lady was provoked because he excused himself without giv-
ing a reason. Her Ladyship would have everyone under her orders.”

In the seclusion of the area, mother and daughter affectionately em-
braced. “I’d like to hear you sing at the Temple of Health,” Mrs.
Duggan wistfully observed.

“You shall,” Enuly recklessly promised as she tripped up the steps.

A young groom slowly drove Mr. Greville’s one-horse phaeton
round and round the railed pond. It was a stylish vehicle, painted a
modest black and drawn by a high-stepping grey; a deed-box lay
on the vacant seat.

Emily faced a dilemma. There were four ways by which a carriage
mught leave the square; a wrong guess would be her undoing. Glanc-
ing at the deed-box, she reasoned that a gentleman so encumbered
would be going home, and the direct route to Portman Square was
by way of King Street. . . .

Stationed at the western side of the pond, Emuly feigned interest in
the ducks as a cover to vigilance. She had not long to wait; quitting
his brother’s house, Mr. Greville paused on the step and scanned the
square. When she felt his eyes upon her, she left the railings and
strolled across the cobbles, a gambler staking fortune on a cast.

“Please God make him come! Make him come! ” she whispered.

Emily listened for the rumble and clatter of a carriage, but the
thudding of her own heart dominated all other sounds. A famihar
prospect confronted her: the dull, flat face of Almack’s, punctuated
by a line of arched windows, and the equally forbidding facade of
Nerot’s Hotel revived memories she had no wish to recall. Hope
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diminished with every step, and as excitement ebbed, so her heart
found quiet. Spent and wretched, she acquiesced to fate.

She had turned into St. James’s Street and neared the top, when her
incredulous eyes lighted upon Charles Greville rounding the corner
in his phaeton. Pulling up, he waited for his servant to leap from the
rumble before himself descending in a leisurely fashion.

Falling into step beside Emuly, he said: “It was a disappointment
to me that you were gone when I left my nephew’s room, though
I don’t deny my position was an awkward one.”

“Indeed I'm grateful you did not betray me, for Mam knows
nothing of Sir Harry or of my ever leaving London. I've let her be-
lieve I earn enough singing and posing at the Temple of Health to
keep my little house in Hart Street.”

“You can depend upon my not mentiomng to any person affairs
that must be your own, yet I cannot act as your friend without advising
you to consider before keeping your mother in ignorance. Should your
connexion with Sir Harry become public, the news would distress
her more than to be acquainted with the fact by yourself.”

“Sir Harry’ll be abroad all summer, so there’s no call for Mam to
hear of him.”

“But, my dear girl, you are too beautiful to remain long without a
protector, and if ‘twere not Sir Harry, 'twould be another. Therefore
how wise to avow your manner of life, and if you avoid every ap-
pearance of giddiness and conduct yourself with proper pride, there is
no reason why you should not be respected.”

Emily listened entranced to Mr. Greville’s charming voice offering
advice in pedantic language. The view he expressed was strange, and
agreeably lenient to transgressors, but if such a clever gentleman be-
lieved virtue could be kept when innocence was lost, it was so, and
she would regulate her conduct accordingly. . . .

“I'll not deny I have been wild and thoughtless, but my worst sins
have been follies, and if the time could come again I would act dif-
ferent.” Impressionable by nature, Emily unconsciously adapted her-
self to Grewille’s character, and believed all she said.

“It gives me infinite pleasure that you face life so reasonably. Half
the gloom with which we surround ourselves comes from lamenting
errors instead of constructing plans for improvement.”

“Indeed I will do all I can to avoid giddiness and gain respect.”
Tears of gratitude spangled Emily’s long lashes.

“I trusted to the sincerity of your disposition to take my hint in
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good part,” Greville returned in complacent tones. “ Now we’ll leave
one serious matter for another* may I drive you home? ”

Emily’s answer was a radiant smule. After helping her into the
phaeton and climbing in beside her, Greville prudently dismissed hus
groom. They drove down St. James’s Street at a rattling pace, but not
too fast to prevent passers-by observing Emily’s beauty and the ele-
gance of her esquire. Admuining glances followed them, and as they
passed the ‘ Thatched House Tavern’ a number of gentlemen, din-
ing upstairs, rushed out upon the flat roof of Rowland’s peruke shop
to obtain a better view. To be the butt of curiosity was extremely
offensive to Greville; he gave Emily a sharp look, suspecting her of
courting attention. Her modest demeanour mellowed his expres-
sion.

In Pall Mall he ponted out Lord George Germain’s house, and
Dodsley’s book shop at the sign of the Tully’s Head. Not to be out-
done, Emily drew attention to Schomberg House, wherein she was
to appear as Hygea four mghts hence, an introduction rendered un-
necessary by a display of Graham’s bold red placards.

“ An establishment which cannot be welcomed by Gainsborough or
by Mr. Christy, whose premises adjomn,” Charles Greville dryly com-
mented.

“T'will bring some life to the place. On assembly nights, when
we were 1n the Adelphi, Adam Street was so blocked with coaches
and chairs that a footman had to be posted in the Strand to pacify the
gentry.”

“I'm astonished that Sir Harry permuts his girl to exhibit herself in
such a raree-show.”

Eager to recapture Mr. Greville’s esteem, Emuly directed the con-
versation into more agreeable channels; this she attempted diffidently,
due to awe and admiration. Happily her escort needed no more en-
couragement to discourse upon himself than an ordinary man, and
they arrived at Hart Street on mutually appreciative terms.

Having conceived a bold plan of inviting Charles Greville to din-
ner, she was provoked to find her house empty and the door-key
under the scraper.

“You've missed your dinner for me, so ’tis only right to have the
chance to repay. But contented you must be with little, for my maid’s
gone to the theatre and God knows what’s in the larder. All I can
pPromise is an omelette, a flummery, and good wine.”

“ A king could ask no better.”
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While Mr. Greville drove his phacton to the stables of the ‘ Hum-
mums * in Covent Garden, Emuly posted down to her kitchen. The
fire was almost out, the kettle was empty, the only food prepared
was a dish of soused mackerel still warm in the oven. Losing no time,
she energetically worked the bellows, and had a tongue of flame roar-
ing up the chimney when her guest returned. Flushed by exertion, she
met him at the front door.

“*Twill be as I promised, but no better, for can you believe 1t? that
thoughtless maid of mine went off without thinking of the fire or how
we was to get anything to eat this night. But ’tis no matter, because
I've coaxed a roaring flame which, when it steadies, will cook as
light an omelette as any you've tasted.”

During her absence Emily was at a loss how to amuse her guest,
until she recollected a portfolio of sketches executed by Mr. Entwistle
when on the Grand Tour and left behind because of their tender asso-
ciations. Her thought was a happy one, for on returning to the parlour
she found Mr. Greville had propped along the chimney-piece pictures
of Rome and Naples and was inspecting them with the thorough-
ness of a connoisseur.

“This amateur draws well, but lacks an eye for colour. Anyone
knowing the value of Italian atmosphere and glow of light must miss
both in these cold northern tones.”

“Have you been to Italy? ” Emily asked with respectful eagerness.
. “More than once, due to my good fortune 1n being a nephew of the
British Minister at Naples. Sir William Hamilton’s favour with the
King and Queen is great; on my visits I am accorded very preferential
treatment.”

“8Sir Harry spent some time in Rome and at Naples; he brought
home many pictures.”

“I should not have imagined Sir Harry to be much bit by »#rzs, nor
sufficiently a connoisseur to know an old master from a modern copy.”

To Emuly’s satisfaction her guest ate the omelette with relish and
accepted a second helping. “I've not tasted a better in Italy, where
even in the most primitive albergo one may be sure of a perfect
frittata”

A hastily concocted flummery, pleasing equally well, terminated
Emily’s anxiety and left her tranquil to enjoy the remainder of the
evening. The heat of the day was spent; mellow sunlight lit the
narrow street and drew long shadows on the cobbles. Through the
open windows drifted the air of London, odorous of dust, horse
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dung and the powerful stench of privies. Flies droned lazily in and
out; dogs had ceased scavenging and slept in the gutters; painted
ladies who had rested all day emerged 1n feathers and prodigious
hoops.

Cflarles Greville appreciatively sipped Sir Harry’s port. The good
wine broke down his reserve, and he was soon discoursing upon his
collection as if he had for a listener a member of the Society of
Antiquaries. '

“I wish I could persuade my uncle to take advantage for me of his
opportunities to procure Vesuvian crystals, which have become scarce
since the Fossa Grande filled up 1n 1767. He has more than a little of
the Nimrod about him, to the prejudice of either works of art or
nature which present themselves to his observation.”

“Indeed it may be that the poor gentleman hasn’t the understand-
ing for such things,” Emily sagaciously remarked.

Greville looked at her with less approbation. “ Sir Wilhlam Hamil-
ton is one of our most noted archzologists, and the British Museum is
indebted to him for a comprehensive collection of minerals.”

Emily hung her head, her colour coming and going. “ You make me
ashamed of my ignorance, yet if I'd had the luck of a good education,
what a clever woman I might have been!”

“By intelligent application you can surpass a stupid girl more
fortunately situated.”

“Oh, Mr. Greville, if only I knew how and where to learn about
crystals and works of art, I would study them morning, noon and
night, indeed I would! ”

He smiled gravely, a sad, indulgent smule that Emily found irre-
sistible. “One day I will take you to see the marbles and Etruscan
vases in the Hamiltonian collection at the Museum.”

“Were they given by Sir Will'um? ” she asked in awed tones.

“Yes, and I really grudge some of the marbles, especially a fine bust
of Hercules, not felt by the trustees.”

Darkness invaded the close, small room. Sitting on a stool by the
chimney-piece, Emily gazed 1n admiration at Greville’s aristocratic
head silhouetted against the window. Excited speculations filled her
mind: would he grasp his pleasure as did other men? or would he
plead romantically as actors did in plays? Keyed up for a crisis, she
nearly screamed when minutes passed and no vibration disturbed the
even tones of his voice. He spoke of Robert Fulke Greville. who lived
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with him in Portman Square, and discussed a royal favour just con-
ferred.

“My brother’s appointment as Equerry to His Majesty is all the
more flattering as 1t was made without any application from him or
hus friends.”

Emily had to swallow before she could respond with suitable calm:
“'The King, if he acted night, should first offer the post to you, as
the elder.”

“I feel no envy, Emily, and such appointments are reserved for
officers in His Majesty’s army. My brother 1s a Lieut.-Colonel in the
1oth Dragoons.”

Rising, Emuly transported a Dresden china candlestick from chim-
ney-piece to table, and fumbled ineffectually with a tinder-box.

“Let me,” saxd Greville, and deftly Iit the three wax candles.

Emily trembled so violently that she feared he must notice. When
she resigned the tinder-box, their hands had touched—a contact suf-
ficient to fire the passions of her lovers, yet Mr. Greville had turned
away to Iift his dispatch-box from the floor. . . . Depression, deeper
and more acute than anything she had experienced, deprived her of
power to act. . . . In another moment he would be gone. Good
God! What had come over Emy Lyon that she allowed happiness to
float away like thistledown?

“Oh, what a charming day it's been; I don’t know what to say to
thank you in words kind enough.”

“But, my dear Emily, the kindness is yours in according me such
delightful hospitality.” Although Greville protested, Emily had struck
the right note. Accustomed to be sought after as a handsome bachelor,
it was only fitting that a girl of the town should be humbly apprecia-
uve.

“Then you'll come again, dear Mr. Greville? Next time, if you give
me warning, I'll offer you a better dinner, but I cannot give you a
warmer welcome.”

They stood 1n the narrow, dark passage, stuffy from the hot sun-
shine that all afternoon had streamed through the fanlight. Reluctant
to open the door, Emily pretended to fumble for the latch, and 1n so
doing contrived to lean her warm breast agamst Greville’s hand. The
ruse succeeded; instantly his arms were round her waist and his
mouth pressed close upon her full, moist lips. So they remained a long
while, speechless and quiet save for the searching hunger of their
kisses. A footfall in the street recalled Greville to his natural caution.
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“Dear, distracting Emily,” he whispered as he turned her adroitly into
the hollow of his arm.

Emuly stirred and sighed as if awakened from a trance. “I love
you, I love you,” she breathed.

His bps brushed her hair in a swift caress. “ You're half asleep!
What would your mother say to me for keeping you from your bed? ”

Somehow she had slipped from his arms and stood alone, swaying
slightly, like a person balancing on a narrow parapet. Meanwhile he
had found the latch and was opening the door. Feeling the cooler
arr, Emily put out her hand and held his arm. “ Don’t go, please don’t
go, or if you must, promise to come again. Indeed I shall die if I
don’t see you soon, for you have awakened something in me that
belongs to you, only to you.”

Kissing her lightly, he pushed her aside. “ Foolish Emily, of course I
shall come again. Now you must to your beauty sleep. Sweet dreams,
dear girl, and think of me!” Embracing her shoulders, he adminis-
tered a brotherly hug and sped from the door.

Standing on the step, Emily listened to his footsteps growing
fainter and fainter. The street was unlighted save for a feeble lamp
glimmering at the cross street from Covent Garden to Long Acre.
Above the chimney-pots a strip of sky showed like a luminous grey
ribbon; here and there a window revealed the steady glow from a
shaded rush-light or moving radiance from a carried candle. Hot
scents of the town weighted the night air with a rich tang of decom-
posing matter; now and again a shout sounded from Covent Garden
or a drunken woman screamed and cursed as she was ejected from a
tavern.

Restoring the key to its hiding-place under the scraper, Emily closed
the front door and slowly betook herself to bed. Through the dark
hours she lay in a beatitude ’twixt sleeping and waking. Intimate
pictures of herself and Greville were briefly revealed like scenes dis-
closed through rolling mists—impressions that left her exalted and
strangely severed from her normal self.

Always an early riser, she got up when the clouds were still ruffled
by the pink glow of sunrise. After dressing, she went to the tin box
wherein Sir Harry had deposited forty pounds to defray household
expenses until his return. Extracting three of Messrs. Drummond’s
bank-notes, Emily carefully cut each in two, and, retaining the left
halves, folded the others inside a letter written on one of the Earl
of Surrey’s franked papers, addressed to Mrs. Ann Reynolds at
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Hawarden. In three days she intended to dispatch another packet,
and, if both arrived safely, the bank-notes, re-joined, would pay Sophy
Nichol’s coach fare from Chester.

Mary Mudge was still abed when Emily set out for the post office
in Lombard Street, and, from her dishevelled aspect, appeared but
lately risen when Emuly returned some two hours later. Coming home
through the market, Emuly had bought a brace of ducklings and a peck
of green hasteds to serve with them. Depositing her purchases on the
kitchen table, she stared critically at her handmaiden.

“You look no better than a slut from St. Giles’s,” she remarked
scathingly, “and how I'm to explain you to my mother is more than
I can think!”

“'There’s no cause for you to, I can speak for myself! *

“*Twill take more than a glib tongue to make her agree you're a
proper maid for a neat house.”

At noon Emily’s premonition was verified, when Mary Duggan
drove up in a hackney-coach, prepared to spend the rest of the day
with her daughter. After docking twopence off the fare because of
the vehicle’s dirty condition, the competent Welshwoman came in-
doors and took a swift survey.

“ A nice genteel little place,” she acknowledged as she climbed the
curving stairs, “ but the decorations seem foreign to my eye.”

“I got them second-hand from a German girl,” Emily admitted.

While Mrs. Duggan assumed an immense goffered cap, she glanced
hither and thither. Admuring everything, she appeared in no wise
astonished at the luxuriance of the gilded bed that dominated Emily’s
room. “"T1s nice to see something modern and fashionable after the
old stuff at the castle. A lot of our furniture goes back to 1621 and
belonged to the first Lord, Sir Fulke, who was stabbed to death in
Brooke House, Holborn.”

“I'm more bit by vir-vir-virta,” Emily announced in romantic imi-
tation of Charles Greville.

Mrs. Duggan appeared not to hear, her attention being arrested by
the number of sleek flies that buzzed in the bedroom. “ You should
smear treacle on a strip of paper and lay 1t inside the window. There
must be dirt near to attract so many. Take me to your kitchen, Emy,
and I'll have a look round.”

After sweeping Mary Mudge with a comprehensive glance, Mrs.
Duggan ignored her. Rolling up her sleeves and pinning her skirt
wmside out, she embarked on a survey that revealed humiliating irregu-
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larities. Cheese rinds and orange peel preserved in unseemly places, a
piece of meat forgotten on a top shelf and now an object of lively
animation, Miss Mudge’s soiled stockings in the salt box.

Emily was nearly in tears. “ Indeed, Mam, all this has happened in
the last five days, for the house was cleaned from top to bottom less
than a week ago.” Turning upon Mary Mudge, she stabbed her with
an angry look: “ How dare you shame me, you heartless gurl? Don’t
you remember I warned you how particular my mother was? ”

Sullenly basting a duckling, Mary responded without turning her
head. “If she’s so particular I'm surprised she comes here, for there’s
many females as wouldn’t—no, not if you was to ask them on your
bended knees.”

Mrs. Duggan released her skirt, and 1t fell into place with a heavy
ss-sh. “ Come along, Emy,” she said; “I don’t bandy words wath in-
solent wenches.”

So accustomed was Mrs. Duggan to kitchen friction, that the 1n.
cident left her unruffled. Ensconced in the ornately decorated parlour,
she encouraged Emuly to talk of the Temple of Health and to display
herself 1n the attitudes assumed within the illuminated gilt frame.
The praise she accorded uplifted Emily beyond the hmuts of caution,
and she found herself embarking on dangerous statements. Happily
every discrepancy was unnoticed, and by the time they had eaten their
dinner Emily’s confidence was so well established that she was em-
boldened to exhibit some of her best gowns, and a new riding-habit
made by the Court tailor.

After Mrs. Duggan had admired each article, she said quetly, and
without looking up: “ What 1s the name of the gentleman who is
so generous? ”

Dismay bereft Emily of speech; the surprise on her lovely face
made her mother laugh. “ Duwch, girl, there’s simple you are to sup-
pose I'd be a gudgeon. How could you earn enough from songs and
attitudes to keep this house and buy fine clothes? ”

Emily hung her head, and her finger traced the carving on the
chimney-piece. “God knows I didn’t wish to deceive, but I thought
you'd be shocked, not knowing the wickedness of London ways. In-
deed I couldn’t bear reproach, seeing I've no other means to live.”

“I should have been shocked—when I lived countrified.”

“I couldn’t think of loving any but a gentleman now! ”

“’Tisn't likely one would wed you, but if you act wisely you can
do as well without a ring as with one.” Mrs. Duggan contemplatively
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took a pinch of snuff before resuming: “ Take your mother’s word
for 1t, girl, there’s nothing special about a ring, though there’s many
a married woman as’ll try to make you believe there is. You can be
just as good and useful living free with a gentleman as if you'd been
ninged in church; I've tried both ways, and I know!”

Ermly, nonplussed by sentiments utterly contrary to her expecta-
tions, found herself arguing on the side of wedlock: “ Only maids and
married women can be virtuous! ”

“*Tis the way you behave, and not a parson’s blessing, that makes
you respectable.”

“That’s what Mr. Greville said, only in finer words.”

Mrs. Duggan’s attention was arrested. “ Now what do you know
about Mr. Charles? I thought there was something afoot when you
met him yesterday. You know how much I love you, don’t you, bach?
"Twould break my heart if you managed foolishly.”

“Oh, Mam, I haven't a thought but of him; and indeed if I can’t
make him love me, I believe I shall die! ”

“Tut, Emy, think not of him! He'll have to mend his fortune with
a rich marriage, and he’s not one to keep a mistress and a wife, as
many do.”

“I'd work for him so his money 'ud go far!”

“Don’t act foolish, Emy! Be true to the gentleman who is keeping
you so comfortable.”

“If you saw Sir Harry you'd never tell me to stay with him if I
could go to Mr. Greville.”

“Mr. Charles is thirty-three, bach, and an experienced gentleman.
One of our footmen, who acted as body-servant to him on the Grand
Tour, says he began hus love affairs at twenty with a Madame Tschud:
at Naples. Then there was that Emily Coventry or Bertie, or what-
ever she calls herself, and you may depend on it, many others un-
known to me. Put him from your mind, Emy, for Mr. Charles has
come to a time when a gentleman thinks only of settling.”

Emotions, according to popular belief, act upon the heart; Emily’s
had settled in her stomach, which felt heavy as lead. In her infatua-
tion she had attributed to Greville the chastity of an ascetic, and pic-
tured herself as the woman to awaken his passion. Far from being hus
first mistress, it now seemed unlikely she could even hope to be his
Jast. . . . Beneath the weight of despair, her knees gave way; sinking
to the floor she buried her face in her mother’s lap and wept.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

MILY’S spirits were sustained by a belief that Charles Greville
would come to witness her performance at the opemng of the
new Temple of Health. The rooms at Schomberg House were larger
and better adapted for public assemblies than the elegantly pro-
portioned apartments in Adelphi Terrace. A gallery encircled the con-
cert hall, large enough to accommodate an organ and orchestra. There
were stained-glass windows to throw subdued lights upon an im-
mense plaster statue of Fecundity holding her cornucopia and sur-
rounded by rechning children. Embowered amuid growing flowers, a
fountain played under an “ electrical celestial glory.” Pictures of
Apollo, Ulysses, Deucalion, Hadrian and Alfred the Great were taste-
fully disposed between tall murrors. Hygeia, accommodated in a
specially constructed niche built high in the wall, was reached by a
ladder slanting from a pantry where refreshments were prepared.
Black velvet curtains, pulled aside, revealed Emuly illuminated by the
glow from red fairy lamps artfully concealed within a small pro-
scenium. Elevated as she was above the heads of the audience, the haze
from a profusion of candle-flames obscured her vision; faces appeared
featureless as ivory counters. Unable to identify any individual, she
sang to each blurred disc as the possible visage of Greville, putting her
heart so ardently into her voice that she was accorded an ovation
exceeding any she had recewved in the Adelphi.

Hope was dispelled the imnstant Dr. Graham conducted her among
his guests. No face bore the faintest resemblance to the proud, intel-
lectual countenance of Charles Greville.

After this disappointment Emuly vacillated between optimism and
deep despondency. Appetite failed, sleep forsook her, tears were ever
ready to fall from her lovely eyes. Not even the arrival of Sophy
Nichol, pale and wan after two days’ coach-sickness, roused Emily
from her troubles. She wrote letters and tore them up, and every time

188



BRIDE OF GLORY 189

she went to sit to Mr. Romney she ordered the coach to make a detour
through Portman Square. Once she saw Robert Fulke Greville Jeave
the house and mount his horse, but never a glimpse did she get of
Charles.

The artist was greatly perturbed at the change in Emily, and his
sympathy soon caused her to unburden her heart. “Indeed I don’t
know what's come over me,” she confessed. “ Me that’s never lost a
wink for any man, and now to lie tossing all night through! I wouldn’t
suffer so at being scorned if he’d never loved another woman. But
my mother says there’s been a mort of them, beginning with an
Italian creature and ending with a wretch called Emily Bertie.”

Mr. Romney started and glanced at a finished three-quarter por-
trait of a lovely animated young woman with a roguish face. Nodding
at it he said: “ That's Emily Bertie.”

Springing to her feet, Emily ran to the picture and cast herself on
her knees before it. She stared at the face for a long time. “I wish that
picture was my only rival,” she said in stifled tones. “I have always
known I was not destined to be happy. But I won’t complain. If he
loves another Emily, I must make the best of my lot! ¥ At the sound
of her own noble words she wept afresh, lying flat on the floor 1n the
abandoned attitude of a child.

The artist knelt beside her and stroked her hair, his fine, sensitive
face twisted by the reflection of her grief. “Don’t cry, Emily, don’t
cry. The pain will wear off, cruel as it seems to say so. Hearts don’t
break: they only crack, and time conceals the scar.”

“ Oh, but he’s so handsome and noble to look at! If you saw him
you'd wish to paint him—I know you would. He’s proud and distant
as a statue on a tomb.”

The artist administered an indulgent pat. “Come, Emily, even
love cannot transform young Mr. Pott into a saint! ”

“You talk foolish, because I've never heard of Mr. Pott! ”

Bewilderment made Mr. Romney look so comical that Emily was
obliged to laugh.

“ But, child, ’tis the son of Percival Pott the surgeon who has com-
missioned the picture of Emily Bertie, and it goes out to the East
Indies with them when they’re married.”

Exuberant in her joy as in her grief, Emily flung her arms round
the artist’s neck. “ Oh, kind Mr. Romney, I can never thank you for
easing my poor, distracted heart. Maybe ’twas all a mistake about
Mr. Greville knowing the other Emily.”
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Raising his eyebrows and pulling a rueful face, George Romney
extricated himself from Emily’s embrace. “ Though a man be forty-
s1ix, he still has passions, Emuly, and I'll not answer for mine if ye
try them too hard.”

“I'm sorry,” she answered miserably.

Picking up his palette, he crossed to a halffinished portrait and
applied himself to filling in the background, a change of position
that doubtless accounted for the muffled tones of his voice: “ About
five years ago, Emuly Coventry, as she was then called, went, at Mr.
Greville’s request, to sit to Sir Joshua Reynolds for a whole-length
portrait and paid half his fee—seventy-five guineas. Finding herself
unable to pay any more, she relinquished the portrait, which lay in
Sir Joshua’s gallery untl the beginning of thus year, when he finished
it as a picture of Thais for the Exhibition.”

“Had Mr. Greville been fond, he would have bought the portrai.
for himself,” Emily sagaciously argued.

“He has—in the character of Thais. "Tis a sarcastic allusion to her
private Life, but 1t makes a fine picture, worthy to hang beside Cor-
reg10’s Venus, which Mr. Greville has been trying to sell these many
years for Sir William Hamilton.”

That bartering should exist among the gentry shocked Emily pro-
foundly; hoping to be reassured she said: “Not Mr. Charles
Greville? ”

“Yes, Mr. Greville seeks among the English nobility purchasers for
the virta Sir William buys in Naples. "Tis not a bad thing for art that
such emunent connoisseurs endeavour to cultivate British taste.”

Emuly recalled the conversation to the subject that obsessed: “ Do
you think I may take the place of the other Emuly? ”

Her inquiry deflected Mr. Romney’s attention from a panmikin of
paint he was mixing, which, jerking from his fingers, bespattered his
smock with carmine. The mishap had an adverse effect on his temper,
and for the remainder of the hour they spent together he punished
Emuly by taciturnity, despite his obligation to her for clearing up the
mess.

That Charles Greville was not too proud to associate with a girl of
the town shattered Emily’s illusions; but while mourning her 1dol’s
broken pedestal, she welcomed a revelation that rendered him ac-
cessible. What Emily Coventry had lost, Emily Lyon would win! . . .

Walking home by way of Oxford Street and Soho, she regarded the
conquest as good as made, an exalted mood that survived several un-
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eventful days before it languished. Slowly she reverted to despair.
Need of a confidant drove her to St. James’s Square, where she sought
comfort in her mother’s arms.

“Put Mr. Charles from your mind,” the sensible woman advised,
“for he has no thought of you. Love your own kind gentleman, who
has given you so much and trusts you to be true.”

Enuly’s thoughts travelled to Sir Harry and veered away.

“'Then there’s poor, motherless Sophy—why can’t you take pleasure
1 her? She Jooks that peaked and nervous, it cuts my heart. If you
don’t mean to act loving, you should have left her at Hawarden with
my sister, Ann Reynolds.”

Thus reproached, Emuly tried to make amends. Sophy Nichol was
a lovely, fragile child endowed with grace and charm. When con-
gemually situated she could be frolicsome and bold; like Emily, she
reacted to every influence. Reflecting her cousin’s mood, the child
gave 1t a twist of naughtiness and perversity; sharp words and slaps
were frequent between them; Emuly’s kind intentions wore thin be-
neath the friction. As a sop to conscience she brought Sophy pretty
and expensive clothes, paying for them out of the fund left by Sir
Harry. The sum appeared so large that the habit grew of dipping into
the tin box. The dwindling packet of bank-notes provided boat excur-
sions to Greenwich, and coach jaunts to the spas which abounded
within easy access of London, where Emily and her mother extrava-
gantly drank tea 1n rustic arbours while watching the languid Sophy
making daisy-chains. As the month advanced without a sign from
Greville, Emily became utterly reckless. If he cared naught for her,
she’d go to the devil, so she would. . . .

Firmly bent on her own ruin, she solemnly decanted a bottle of Sir
Harry’s vintage port and drank it to the dregs. The effect was not
as she anticipated, no exhilaration of wickedness resulted. Like a log
she fell across her bed, to be roused the following noon to reluctant
consciousness.

“I've never been so sick,” she moaned as Mary roughly ministered.

“Serves you right—drinking like a gentleman! You're going to the
bad, Emy; seems you lose your way without a man to guide you.
Some females are like that: can’t be theirselves for theirselves, if you
understand me.”

Happily for Emily, the day was a Sunday, and she had no duties at
Schomberg House. In the late afternoon she dressed and cautiously
shuffled downstairs. She had the place to herself, Mary and Ephraim
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having taken Sophy to the strawberry gardens at Marylebone. Feeling
more dead than alive, she lay down on the hard sofa in the parlour.
Her thoughts were muddled and she was actuated by sulky resent-
ment. Ideas for revenge flickered through her mind, but so elusively
that she could not co-ordinate them into a plan or focus them upon
an individual. All she remembered was that Emy Lyon had been
scorned—Emy Lyon who only had to throw her handkerchuef to cap-
ture the Prince of Wales. .

She fell into an uneasy doze, which lasted until she was disturbed
by an impression of.being watched. Looking across at the window,
she saw a face, the face of Captain Willett Payne surmounted by one
of the new round hats favoured by gentlemen for riding and driving.
Believing herself to be dreaming, she rubbed her eyes and looked
again. Captan Payne mouthed a greeting, pointed to the door, and
abruptly sank from view. The clatter of his shoes on the area flags
assured Emily of hus reality. Rising, she stumbled to the door, threw
it open, and faced the sea officer leaning nonchalantly agaimnst the
jamb.

“My God, what a fright you gave me! I thought you was at sea.”

“No, my pretty, nor likely to be this age. Is that the best welcome
you’ve got for me?”

“ Sir Harry said you'd won your cause against the Portuguese, and
been posted to another ship.”

“The first 1s fact, the last only a hope.” Pushing her mto the house,
he shut the door. Still drowsy and uncertain of herself, Emily lostered
back to the parlour. Overtaking her before she regained the sofa, Cap-
tain Payne swung her into his arms. “ Have ye given your heart to
Fetherstone that ye have none for me? ”

“ Sir Harry’s been 1n Hanover this month past.”

“O-ho! ‘Then what have you been up to, my pretty wanton? ”

Emily looked unwillingly imnto his great black eyes. “I've done
naught but drink a bottle of old Sir Matthew Fetherstonhaugh’s port
wine, and ’t1s hazy it’s made me.”

“ At one sitting? And what for? ”

“I wanted to go to the devil, and as that’s the way gentlemen always
choose, I thought ‘twould be pleasant.”

Captain Payne laughed. “ And it wasn't? But why did you want to
find a new way to perdition when you've already walked a pretty step
along the usual road?”

Emily hung her head and would not answer.
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“Never mind, my pretty, we'll travel the way we know, and take
the devil with us as bedfellow! ” Shipping his hand inside her low-cut
bodice, he caressed her breasts with supple, questing fingers. Emily
acquiesced, partly through inertia, partly because his influence was
strong as ever. Presently, to a running monologue of gay inconse-
quence, she found herself gently urged from the parlour and up the
stairs, “ Did you notice my round hat, Emy? "Tis the latest thing, and
I got it only yesterday from Lock’s, but whether it becomes me or not
is another matter. Truth to tell, I was so taken with one my cousin
Peter brought back with him from Cambridge, that I couldn’t rest till
I had its counterpart.”

“How can you copy your cousin’s hat when you told me your
people hived in St. Christopher? ”

“Ease away there! Ease away! ” Captain Payne murmured as he
negotiated the bend of the stairs and brought Emily triumphantly to
the door of her bedroom. “I told you truth, pretty doubter. My
near relations do live in St. Kitts, but I've kindred here, and glad I am
of it, for I’d have had a weary time on half pay with nowhere to go.
As ’tis I can make my home with Sir Gillies Payne 1n Bedfordshire,
who will give me as much riding and fishing as I please while he lives,
which I fear won’t be long.”

Captain Payne bolted the door and airily took possession of the bed-
room. Pulling open a drawer, he found a modish riding-coat of Sir
Harry’s and put it on. It nearly reached the floor, and the sleeves were
so long that his hands were engulfed. Strutting up and down, he
mimicked his friend’s pompous delivery: “This redingote pour la
chasse incommodes me vastly, upon my soul *tis no fitting Aabillement
for le coucher d'amour.”

At first Emily giggled at his antics, but soon her thoughts became
more seriously engaged. Though not yet able to think clearly as her
wont, she was alert to the mortal injury she was about to inflict upon
a new shy self that had come to birth with her love for Charles
Greville. Of yore, when yielding to passion, her heart had slumbered;
now it was awake, and rendered her a conscious traitor. Recklessly
she told herself she did not care; if Mr. Greville scorned her, there
were others who did not, and so she’d show him. . . .

Dusk was seeping into the room when Captain Payne released her
from his arms. The half-light revealed the sailor’s curving mouth,
square chin and prominent dark eyes under thick black brows; a face
curious rather than handsome, distinguished by a bold expression that
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had first attracted Emily. Memories of mad frolics and laughter en-
joyed together made her turn to him for friendly comfort.

“Do gentlemen often kiss girls 1n a loving way, yet not come
back? ” she wistfully inquired.

Thinking she referred to himself, his response was indulgent: “ A
man returns to a wench until she exhausts his curiosity; only a wife
can keep a fellow shackled after his interest has fled.”

“ But does interest flame and die all of a minute? ”

“Not unless the fire is smothered by over-tending. But cheer up,
my lass, 'twill be a full due before I cease to favour you.”

Deeming 1t injudicious to pursue her nquiries, Emily lay quetly
watching her lover re-powdering his hair with Sir Harry’s large
swansdown puff.

In pursuance of her reckless policy, Emily agreed that Captain
Payne should remove from ‘Limmer’s’ to Hart Street, an arrange-
ment that shocked Mary Mudge until a couple of guineas changed
hands.

“*Twill only be for a few days,” the sailor cheerfully observed. “1
want to be back at Tempsford for the haymaking; a rural experience
that’s never come my way. I'll not be gone long, and you can count on
my visits until 'm posted.”

As Captain Payne had brought his zonish phaeton to town, Emily
had no difficulty in persuading him to drive her in the park and
through the fashionable squares. Her unavowed object of showing
herself with a beau to Charles Greville did not immediately mate-
nialize, but she was seen by several of Sir Harry’s acquaintances, and
got the worst of an encounter with West Indian friends of Captain
Payne’s.

Emuly wore a new pale blue tabby and an enormous hat bult up
behind on a be-ribboned bandeau which caused crown and brim to
rise vertically from her face—the very latest fashion. To her modish
appearance might be ascribed Mrs. Nisbet’s aggressive reception of
the introduction.

“Well, Fanny! ” Captain Payne jovially remarked. “I hear ye are
now a bright star in the ecclesiastical firmament of Salisbury, trans-
ferred thither by Josiah suffering a sunstroke in Nevis that requires
the colder half of the hermsphere.”

Dr. Nisbet, who was considerably older than his wife, evinced no
interest 1n an unexpected meeting with a neighbour three thousand
miles from home. Grimacing at a fantastic vision high above the
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tree-tops, he was oblivious alike of his surroundings and the curiosity
aroused by his crazy demeanour. He was tall, gaunt and sallow, he
had flexible, bushy eyebrows and coarse, uncurled red hair that he
wore loosely tied with'a bt of greasy shalloon. His clothes were too
latge, hus waistcoat, cravat and stockings were twisted awry as if he
had taken no part in putting them on.

“ Something had to be done for Jo,” Frances Nisbet drawled, with
her shoulder turned to Emily, “so we came to town to consult Dr.
Willis. As he advises against our remaining, we shall post back to
Salisbury on Friday.”

“That will give us time to see something of ye. Dine with us to-
morrow; Emy here has a neat house at No. # Hart Street, and she’s
as fine a cook as ever you met.”

“I don’t meet cooks, neither do I accept hospitality from a
stranger,” Mrs. Nisbet coldly responded, as her glance raked Emily
disparagingly.

Although Emily was elevated on the high seat of the phaeton, and
wore clothes infinitely superior to Frances Nisbet’s rush hat and limp,
ill-fiting cotton gown, she was no match for the hostile brown eyes
that surveyed her. At eighteen, William Woolward’s only daughter
could cope with any wanton; she inherited much of the cool judg-
ment which had qualified her father to be Senior Judge of Nevis, and
the arrogance peculiar to European families long domiciled among
coloured peoples. Frances Nisbet was handsome 1n a dark, forceful
way. She had thick brows that nearly met and a vivid red mouth with
full, prominent Lips; character centered in her large eyes that could
change from indolence to purpose.

Emuly rallied her forces. “Tll not ask you to meet my maid,” she
said, “and you won’t be beholden to a stranger, because you'll come
to my house as a friend.”

Mrs. Nisbet’s brows drew together in a heavy black line and her
thick lips pursed scornfully. “ Thank you, but we shall not put you to
that trouble. Captain Payne was mistaken to offer us hospitality dis-
pensed by one in your position, Ma’am, and to force me to the em-
barrassment of refusing it.”

“Damme, Fanny, be civil” Captain Payne explosively retorted;
“no sweeter creature than Emy is to be found between here and
Charlestown, and I offered you and Josiah a favour that yox don’t
deserve. By God, I'm sorry I did!”

In his anger the sea officer lashed his horses so viciously that the
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poor beasts leapt forward and nearly precipitated Emily at Frances
Nisbet's feet.

“Fanny Woolward always was a priggish bitch,” Captain Payne
remarked, “and I don’t wonder Joseph’s gone out of his mind.”

“God knows I never wish anyone ill,” Emily piously affirmed,
“but I hope their post-chaise upsets and tumbles her 1n a ditch.”

“If it does, Fanny will be favoured, as she used to be when crossing
between the 1slands. It can be mighty rough in the narrow strait sep-
arating Nevis from St. Kitts, but no matter how tempestuous the
sea, Fanny contrived to keep dry, while the rest of us mugh drowned.”

“I can’t abide a cautious woman.” Emily’s voice was decisive.

Captain Payne wished to be back at Tempsford Hall by the 1st of
July, which necessitated sending his horses ahead to Biggleswade
and hiring post-horses from London. Emily, cimbing into the phae-
ton for her last drive, fervently prayed that she would be seen by
Charles Greville before it was too late. At her request Captain Payne
drove by Pall Mall, up St. James’s Street and along Piccadilly to the
park. It was noon, the fashionable time to assemble. Carriages, ac-
companied by running footmen, passed and re-passed each other
on the wide drives; effeminate gallants loitered beneath the trees
ogling fine ladies who strolled up and down, followed by lackeys
carrying long sticks of office.

On approaching or overtaking a vehicle, Emuly rapidly appraised
the occupants and questioned Captain Payne as to their identity; a
ruse to conceal her real interest under a cloak of common curiosity.
Observing a concourse of carriages at the entrance to the muneral
springs, she had no difficulty 1n persuading the gregarious sea officer
to drive towards the enclosure. Liveried servants ran back and forth
carrying dripping jugs; people of fashion sipped as they gossiped;
at a small, square reservoir outside the palings, poor men and women
stood bathing rheumy eyes.

The press was so great that Captain Payne found no place for his
carriage until, espying Lady Betty Delmé’s six long-tailed white
ponies drawing her phaeton from the rank, he acted smartly and
drove ahead of other competitors. Closely encompassed by a chaise
and a vis-d-vis, the towering high-flyer had the advantage. While
inspecting the modish ladies 1n the wis-d-vis, Emily heard Captain
Payne accosted from the chaise. The composed, low voice made her
heart lose a beat and then race till her blood mantled to her cheeks.

“Well, Payne, I'm sorry you’re not yet posted, but there are ru-
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mours you will be in the near future, and I've heard the Enterprise
mentioned more than once as your command.”

“Glad to hear it; though, if my memory serves, she’s but a sixth-
rate.”

“The Enterprise is a smart 28-gun frigate, built only seven years
ago at Deptford,” Charles Greville retorted in an official voice.

“Damme! After commanding the Arzois, a fellow can’t be jubilant
over a 28!”

Greville’s trenchant silence quelled the sea officer’s boisterous cavil-
ling. Enuly feared that attention might veer to herself. Now that her
prayers were granted, she wished them revoked; adieu to hope if
Mr. Greville saw her with a lover. . . . Good God! what a fool was
Emy Lyon, who, by flaunting, was undone. . . .

Keeping her head averted, she stared at the ladies in the adjacent
carriage until they retaliated. Moving a little, she transferred her
gaze to the railed enclosure, where, sheltered by drooping branches,
gentry sat at rustic tables drinking curative water from cups which
a fat old woman filled under a mossy spout.

Rendered inquisitive by Emily’s unnatural silence, Captain Payne
slipped his hand beneath her chin and turned her face, remarking:
“This is lovely Emy Lyon, who beguiles me until I return to duty.”

Blushing, Emily bravely confronted Charles Greville. On this oc-
casion he was unable to conceal astomishment; but if his expression
betrayed, his tongue remained his suave servant.

“Mrs. Lyon and myself are already acquainted; but she has not
yet met my brother, and neither, I think, have you?”

Robert Greville half rose, and bowed as gracefully as an injured
foot and the restrictions of a chaise permitted.

“By imbibing the waters of the mineral spring, Colonel Greville
hopes to recruit for the exacting duties of his new office and to benefit
his foot recently injured,” Charles Greville pleasantly continued. “I
confess I should be obliged to find a less noxious means of getting
myself in order.”

Looking curiously from Emuily to Greville, Captain Payne urbanely
took his cue: “I understand His Majesty’s Equerries need to keep
in good fettle for the hard duty they are put to. Lord Lothian told
me ’tis common for the King to ride fifty mules a day, with relays of
horses so he may always go full gallop.”

“That would suit you, Emily,” Charles Greville remarked, with
the obvious intention of drawing her into conversation.

'
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“Indeed there’s nothing I'd like so well as a good canter across
Marden Down, though ’tis a puzzle how you guessed.”

“By the tell-tale sparkle in your eyes. As we have no horse for
your pleasure, we must devise an alternative. What say ye, Payne,
to driving to Ranelagh Gardens? *Twill be too early to dine, but we
can feast on cakes and chocolate at the Royal Bun House.”

Again the sea officer shrewdly glanced, but he answered innocently:
“I always favour a frolic, and 't1s a month of Sundays since I ate a
Chelsea bun.”

Colonel Greville, being a skilled whip, extricated his chaise and
was away to Hyde Park Gate before Captain Payne manceuvred hus
difficult carriage and pair off the uneven turf. Attaining the gravel
drive, he was able partly to deflect his attention to Emuly.

“What'’s afoot between you and the Honourable Charles Greville?
"Tis not to be believed that we’re all racing to eat buns at Chelsea
because he wishes to give a pnor sea officer an innocuous treat.”

“I met Mr. Greville while I was at Uppark.”

“The devil you did! But not as Fetherstone’s guest, I'll wager!”

“I met Mr. Greville on the downs,” Emuly reluctantly confessed.
“8Sir Harry knows naught of him.”

“You'll have a pretty packet to explain when Fetherstone comes
back! ” the sea officer chuckled; “but perhaps you mean to go to a
new establishment? Now look’ee here, my pretty; I'll act your friend
in any scheme that appears promising. I feel a real affection for ye,
Emy, and there’s nothing I'd like better than to see ye established
under happy protection, for I know ye well enough to be assured
ye'd continue to favour me when opportunity offered.”

Emily was quite overwhelmed by such solicitude, and tears trem-
bled on her lashes as she answered: “Indeed I love Mr. Greville so
well that I'd willingly let his horse trample on me if it made hus path
casier.”

“Bless ye, Emy! That’s the spirit to win him, if I'm a judge of
character. Smother your bold, impudent ways and learn to be dutiful
and pretty mannered; though, mark you, 'tis another matter 1f you'll
be happy acting contrary to your nature.”

“I shan’t be happy without him.”

“Then I'll help you; but he’s not your man, being no warmer than
the crystals in his collection. *T1s a pity Harry Fetherstone could not
engage your fancy, for, handled right, you could have had your way
with him, even to making an honest woman of you.”
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Robert Fulke Greville, driving one horse against Captair Payne’s
pair, by superior skill contrived to lead from Hyde Park Turnpike to
the beginning of the Chelsea Water Works. Here the road, branching
to encircle the fire-engine shed, enabled the sea officer to forge
ahead. Emily derived no pleasure from leading the race, as 1t deprived
her of a romantic view of Greville’s powdered queue and braided
cocked hat.

Baiting the horses at the ‘ Nell Gwynne,’ they entered the gardens
of Ranelagh, and, by Captain Payne’s connivance, Emily found
herself walking beside the canal alone with Charles Greville. Trem-
bling violently, she was unable to speak and blushed with confusion.

“*Twas a surprise to see you, and with Willett Payne. Have you
known him long? ” Charles Greville’s low voice sounded perfunctory.

“More than a twelvemonth,” Emily huskily acknowledged.

“So long? Surely that makes him an older friend than Sir Harry
Fetherstonhaugh? ”

Emily remained silent; they strolled on towards the Chinese Pa-
goda.

“Well? ”

She responded unwillingly: “1 met them both together; *twas the
first night of the Papist Riots, and I was lost amid the mob.”

“Did they take you to safety?”

“Yes. Leastways we all went off together, but only Captain Payne
stayed with me.”

Gaining the narrow bridge, Greville stopped, and, leaning his el-
bows on the rustic woodwork, looked down at his reflection in the
oblong strip of water. Shyly, Enuly stood beside him.

“Then you are not staunch to Sir Harry; or is 1t that you were not
true to Captain Payne?”

Again Emily was silent.

“Well? Which was it? ¥ probed the cool, measured voice.

“Why must I answer? ” Emily cried vehemently, “’tis no business
of yours.”

“No, ’tis no concern of mine, only I wish to make it clear how we
stand. The last time we parted I fancied you were not indifferent to
me, but out of consideration to Sir Harry refrained from taking an
advantage. If his confidence is already betrayed, there’s no reason
why I should be scrupulous.”

Greville’s words, presenting the substance of her hopes in an un-
palatable form, shook Emily with conflicting emotions. Humiliated,
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yet enamoured, she stood nervously tearing bark from the balustrade.

“I'd be true were I treated fair. But why should a girl be faithful
when t'other party is free to love a round dozen at once? ”

“Having made a false step, you are hardly in a position to lay
down rules of chastlty, not that I am one to countenance indiscrimi-
nate gallantries.” A T

“If you was to be my fr1end all, all, would bc different.” Emuly
spoke low and earnestly.

Moving his hand along the rail, Greville clasped Emuly’s restless
fingers. “ Dear girl, I am, and will be, your friend; but it 1s beyond
my power to offer permanent provision. In the first place, I cannot
afford it; in the second, twould keep me out of the world and would
ruin me and you. I am frank 1n this, so that later you may not have
cause to reproach me for raising expectations I could not fulfil.”

His finely shaped white hand had well-kept filbert nails delicately
polished. His touch thrilled Emuily, and the thought of his caresses
nearly made her swoon. Perfume emanated from his clothes and from
the pomade on his hair—a romantic, provocative fragrance that
stimulated ecstatic emotion.

“So you love me a little I care not what rules you impose. Indeed,
if you do not promise me some comfort I shall die, for I live for you,
only for you.”

With an indulgent smuile, Greville acknowledged Emuily’s impas-
sioned declaration. Glancing swiftly over the deserted vista, he drew
her into his arms and pressed his mouth to her warm, eager lips. The
kiss was long, and left Emily giddy and trembling. Composed and
urbane, he slipped his hand beneath her elbow and with gentle firm-
ness directed her tottering steps back to the gardens.

A brief search discovered Captain Payne and Colonel Greville
seated on a rustic bench on the far side of the Rotunda. The sea
officer was graphically describing the attack, in which he had taken
part, on Sullivan’s Island by Commodore Peter Parker’s squadron. So
engrossed were the two officers that neither heard Emily and Charles
Greville approaching. .

“We in the Bristol had our spring shot away and swung head to
the south’ard, stern to the fort, subjecting us to a dreadful raking
fire. Jimmy Saumarez 1n the Mercury’s boat replaced the spring three
times, but the rebel’s fire cleared our quarter-deck. We had forty
killed, seventy-one wounded, among them the Commodore, and,”
Captain Payne added with a low bow, “your obedient servant.”
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Stepping forward, Charles Greville lightly dropped a hand on the
shoulder of each man. “ War! war! always war! ” he said in rallying
tones, “ Yet I am in hopes, now we are as much embroiled as possible,
that peace 1s not far distant.”

“ God! T hope not, until I've had a further thrust at the enemy! ”

“Charles is a man of peace,” Robert Greville indulgently remarked.

“’Faith he is! ” acknowledged the sea officer, with an unfavourable
glance towards the member of the Board of Admiralty.

At the Royal Bun House, Emuly sat between the lover she possessed
and the lover she hoped to gain, with Colonel Greville opposite,
where he had room to stretch his injured foot. Robert bore little re-
semblance to his older brother, he was broader, less graceful and
lacked the elegance characteristic of Charles. He spoke little, but his
manner was kindly attentive, and his reddish face, with its long,
acquiline nose, expressed acumen and humour.

The Bun House, a one-storeyed building with a colonnade pro-
jecting over the foot-pavement, served casual customers through a
sash window at the far end of the shop; the royal family, the nobility
and gentry, came inside and sat down at little tables with tops in-
geniously inlaid in sea-shells and small stones. Coloured pictures of
the King, Queen Charlotte and the five princesses adorned the walls;
in a glass case was a silver half-gallon mug presented by Her Majesty
to Mrs. Hand, the royal bun-maker. A counter loaded with buns and
custard tarts ran across the shop. As a background lofty shelves held
such interesting objects as a bottle-conjuror; a model of a British
foot-soldier; a piece of a saint’s bone in nun’s work; a curious flea-
trap; the bark of a tree which when drawn out appeared like fine lace;
an elf’s arrow; a book of Chinese characters and various examples of
grotto-work.

Constituting himself host, Charles Greville ordered custard tarts,
Chelsea buns and chocolate; whereupon Captain Payne declared
himself unable to drink anything but coffee.

“My dear sir, have what you please! ” Charles remarked acidly.

Captain Payne pugnaciously set his square chin. “Thank’ee, I
willl »

“Much coffee grown in the Caribees? ” Colonel Greville hastily
interjected.

“Not a bean!”

“’Tis deplorable how little an Englishman knows about the
colonies.”
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Charles addressed Emily in an undertone: * What hours are your
own?”

“The only times I count on are those when I sit to Mr. Romney,
for I have my cousin, Sophy Nichol, staying with me, and I must
for ever be playing games or taking her out walking.”

“But the evenings, after you leave the Temple of Health? ”

Inadvertently she made a gesture towards Captain Payne.

“] see—those hours are engaged.” Greville’s voice was cold, and he
locked no more at Emuly.

The remamnder of the meal passed miserably. Crumbs caught in
her throat and made her cough; she spilt chocolate down her stom-
acher; over her head her two admirers bickered courteously. When
the party rose, Robert Greville was the only serene individual.

“Do ye remain in town till you are posted? ” he politely inquired
of Captain Payne.

“'Faith I don’t! I'm off first thing on Saturday to Tempsford Hall,
Sir Gillies Payne’s place in Bedfordshire. But for Emy’s company
I'd never spend a summer’s day in London.”

“You return—when? * Charles Greville inquired.

“When the fancy takes mel” Captain Payne rejoined, with a
taunting look.

Driving back to London he took the lead, and as Colonel Greville
did not contest it, the chaise was soon left far behind. The phaeton
had proceeded as far as the Pimlico salad gardens before Captain
Payne glanced quizzically at Emily. “Well, my pretty, are you still
as enamoured? ”

“You said you'd help me, yet you've done naught but behave dis-
agreeable.”

“What black ingratitude! Didn’t I leave ye alone together? ” he
grumbled amiably. “ Now I suppose you want me to vacate my bed? ”

Emuly turned on him furiously. “You're mocking, for you saw
Mr. Greville would have none of me. Oh, I am a most miserable girll
Anything T want slips from my grasp.”

“Because you work with your heart and not your head, you silly
baggage. Throw yourself at a young man and he is surfeited, feign
indifference and he follows. With an old fellow ’'tis different: the
fiercer you woo the more flattered and grateful he will be. These are
words of wisdom, Emy, to be borne in mind and put into practice.”

“*Tis a beastly world if one must always be play-acting.”
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“So i is, my pretty, and that’s why I give you so much advice.
You're a dear, beautiful creature, and when I'm far away fighting
the King’s enemies ’twill comfort me that I taught you some useful
tactics.”

During his remaining days in town Captain Payne allowed Emly
no leisure for despondency: every moment he occupied with country
excursions and visits to playhouses and pleasure-gardens. His high
spirits and reckless behaviour were infectious, and she found herself
acting as wildly and giddily as she had done during the riots.

“Gad, Emy, ’tis a pleasure to see you restored to your true charac-
ter, for I vow nature never designed you for a genteel strumpet. I
would I could dress you in breeches and take you afloat; given the
opportumity, you'd soon distinguish yourself in a gallant way.”

His words fired Emuly’s vivid imagination. Instantly her mind con-
jured up a picture of a fierce sea battle, with herself, cutlass in hand,
boarding the enemy’s flagship.

“When you get posted, can you not take me with you? ” she eagerly
inquired.

“Upon my honour, Emy, I'll think on’t.”

It was six o’clock of a sunny Saturday morning, and they walked
towards the ‘Chequer’ at Charing Cross, from whence Captain
Payne was taking post-horses. Two red-coated porters followed, car-
rying portmanteaux and a case of a dozen Tokay, a present for Sir
Gillies. The rumble of waggon wheels and the galloping of post-
boys’ horses prevented sustained conversation; the danger of being
struck by large baskets that projected behind the stage-coaches kept
Emily and her lover constantly alert.

The ‘ Chequer’ was one of the smaller posting-houses, and Captain
Payne had to wait for the Bristol coach to go out before ostlers were
available to harness a pair of horses to his phaeton. As the inn yard
was little more than a passage to the stables, he and Emily elected to
wait in the street among loiterers and vendors of travellers’ requisites.
Accosted by a fruit-seller, he bought six pennyworth of Duke cherries
and gave them to Emily. The cherries were tied twelve on a stick;
held fanwise they made a coquettish screen for her lovely face.

“Upon my honour you're an exquisite female, and put Lady Jersey
and that mob out of countenance. But, my poor dear, not being a
countess, your face and temperament combined are like to prove your
undoing. Think where your fortune lies before you make a blunder;
as I've told you more than once, Harry Fetherstone’s an easier man
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than Charles Greville, and I shall be sorry if you take your chickens
to the wrong market.”

“If Mr. Greville would have me, I'd care naught what happened
after.”

“Then my blessing on you, my pretty, for your ruin will be accom-
plished before I'm back in town.” Kissing her warmly, he moved
forward to inspect the stowage of his baggage in a large luggage-
basket strapped to the hind carriage of his phaeton. The high-flyer
was to be postilion-driven until he took over his own pair at Biggles-
wade, and a long elf of a groom, dressed in the black-and-yellow
livery of the ‘ Chequer,’ straddled the near horse. Springing into his
seat, Captain Payne wrapped a rug round hus knees and tried to look
at ease in his unoccupied and conspicuous position.

“Yo-yo-yo-yo-yoe! * suddenly yelled the postilion as he flicked the
off horse. Captain Payne had barely time to wave hus hat before he
was carried at an incredible speed towards St. Martin’s Lane.

Regretting the loss of her high-spirited companion, Emily wan-
dered homeward; as she went, her rosy lips stripped each stick of
cherries and vigorously ejected the stones. Jostling through the
crowded market, she found herself thrust against a broad, bowed back
vaguely familiar; a whiff of gin enlvened her perceptions, and she
plucked at the handsomely laced sleeve.

Turning angrily, Charles Macklin glared with hostile, dull eyes.
His pendulous lower lip was thrust forward, showimng long, yellow
teeth; grief distorted his rugged old features and robbed his bearing
of its dogged courage. Breathing heavily, he continued to stare in-
imically.

Momentarily Emily recoiled, but she quickly recovered assurance:
« Mr. Macklin, ’tis Emy. You haven’t forgotten, surely? Emily Lyon,
who was at Mrs. Montizambia’s.”

“ Oh, yes, now I recognize you. You're lovelier than ever, m'dear
His face softened and became immeasurably older. Taking her hand
in his, he stroked it absently. “Maria was fond of you, and it cost
her many a tear to cast you from her heart. Just now before I left her
she said: ¢ Tell Emily I want her at my funeral. I shall be there, stand-
ing among you; where I am going there 1s no sin either to forgive or
to punish.’” With the back of his wrinkled, veined hand, the actor
wiped away tears that rolled down his cheeks. “Mara had cast me
off too, m'dear, and lies in lodgings in Bury Street.”

“Is she 117 ”

'”
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“Dying, m’dear, dying.”

“Oh, poor Mr. Macklin! ” In an access of sympathy Emily threw
her arms round his neck and kissed him compassionately. He dis-
engaged himself with the detached forbearance of the old; Emily
realized no bridge existed to carry consolation across the gulf of

ears.

" Yes, I shall be alone, a straggler from last century. *Tis a cruel
fate to live beyond a man’s allotted span, and to see one’s children
taken first. Maria tells me not to fret, because it 1s the Lord’s will.”

Tears rolled down Emily’s cheeks. “ Dear, brave Maria,” she mur-
mured.

“Yes, m’dear, she was a good girl, a pious girl, and a pattern to
her sex.” He spoke of his daughter as of one already gone; a memory
transformed by time into a fabulous example.

Such a premature burial of Maria shocked Emily’s vigorous youth.
“Indeed you must not talk as though she were dead, when she may
yet recover. "Tis no help to her, I'm sure—I shall wish her happy and
well.”

“Do as ’ee please,” he answered fretfully. Having adjusted himself
to disaster, he had no stomach for puerile hope. With peevish purpose
he began to elbow a path through the crowd, ignoring Emuly’s out-
stretched hand.

“Where is Maria lying? ” she called.

“T've told ’ee, ye may go to her funerall ” he testily shouted. In a
moment his bent, heavy figure was lost from view, and only the
reek of his daily emollient survived as a pungent record of his pres-
ence.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

SHORT holiday with Mr, William Hayley at Eartham caused
A Mr. Romney to interrupt Emuly’s sittings, which were not re-
sumed until the Monday after Captain Payne’s departure. Entering
the studio in Cavendish Square, she discovered the artist rearranging
half-finished pictures propped 1n dusty stacks aganst the walls. He
greeted her warmly, and, clasping her hands, looked intently into her
dejected face.

“Not happy yet, Emily? ”

“What is there to make me so? ” she answered mournfully.

“Fiel Emily. Isn’t it enough to be so beautiful that even angels must
be envious? ”

“ What good does it do me? I get naught that I want with it, while
girls ugly as Magog obtain love where they will. Good God! if I
could exchange my face for a plainer one and get what I want, I'd
call 1t a good bargain.”

Turning away, the artist busied himself with a kit-cat cased for
delivery. His usually friendly voice sounded harsh and provoked:
“This is Master Murray’s portrait repaired and retouched after fal-
ing down a staircase. Mr. Greville inspected it this morning, and
comes again shortly to carry it to Lord Stormont’s, where he lies
four nights.”

In a moment Emily was all smiles and roguish laughter.

“Cruel Mr. Romney not to tell me at once, instead of leaving me
so miserable.” A new thought struck her, and the radiance faded
from her face. “When he finds me here, perhaps he’ll wish himself
away, or maybe come no farther than the front door and send in for
the picture.”

“Mr. Greville inquired whether I expected you, and on learning you
would be here at noon, said he’d call for the portrait, did I have it

20A
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cased. Upon my pointing out that a kit-cat was over-large for con-
veyance i a phaeton, he was not best pleased.”

Despite her facile gift for personification, Emily was unable to
exchange her joyous mood for the grief-stricken expression neces-
sary for Tragedy, begun before the artist went away. Mr. Romney
fell idly to drawing her head in a variety of careless poses, catching
in a few skilful strokes the witchery of her smiles.

“You're like an April day, Emily, when sunshine gains upon the
showers.”

Emily dimpled and laughed in an access of pleasure. “Do you
think Mr. Greville called to find out when I should be here? ”

“As he has always shown himself Sir Joshua’s friend rather than
mine, I cannot flatter myself he came to see me.”

Heedless of the artist’s chagrin, Emily pursued her inquiries.

“Did hc wear a pompadour-coloured coat and a flowered cream silk
waistcoat? They become him better than his other clothes—not that
he could look ill 1n anything.”

A double knock at the street door saved Mr. Romney from reply-
ing. Catching her breath, Emily abandoned her pose and assumed an
attitude of shy excitement still more captivating. While her heart
throbbed she listened to sounds in the hall; ages seemed to pass
before Charles Greville appeared in the doorway. With easy urbanity
he crossed the intervening space. “ Well, Emily! When I called upon
Mr. Romney this forenoon, ‘twas a pleasure to see your bewitching
face looking at me.” Turming to the artist he added: “The picture
does you credit, and promuses to be one of your lasting works.
"Twould be even better if the uncommon shape of Emily’s mouth
be more accentuated; the lips are a shade too close pressed, detract-
ing from her sensibility.”

Mr. Romney was inclined to resent criticism, but on taking up his
brush he pouted the lower lip, an improvement that delighted him.

“The arm, too, might be more fluid; Emily’s joints curve rather
than bend, which does away with harsh movements that commonly
hurt the eye.”

Again Mr. Romney made alteration. Greville framed his sugges-
tions in so nice a manner that it was possible for the artist to benefit
by sound taste without sacrificing pride.

Emily had advanced and stood beside the easel. She was so close to
Greville that she could smell his marechale powder, a romantic per-
fume that made her senses reel. She inclined towards him, hoping
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to feel the warmth of his body without her encroachment becoming
apparent. His eyes were intent on the artist’s brush, and he appeared
unconscious of her proximity. Furtively she advanced her arm;
greedily she feasted her eyes on his clear-cut, melancholy profile.
His face was expressionless, but she knew he was aware of her:
suddenly she felt her fingers clasped in his firm, soft hand. A thrill
ran through her, she had much ade not to cry out.

Stepping back, Mr. Romney criticized the alterations he had made:
“ H-m-m, that’s much better—gives the impression of pliant strength,
characteristic of this divine girl.”

“There’s naught now to offend the eye. You've happily caught the
potentialities of Emuly’s nature, and shown her as the very soul of
grief.” As Greville spoke, so his clasp became more ardent; con-
vulsively Emuly’s fingers returned the warm pressure. Glancing in
her direction, Mr. Romney’s eyes were arrested by her passionate
look; instantly Greville released himself and strolled nonchalantly
towards the cased portrait of David William Murray. Lifting it by
the cord, he tested the weight.

“>Tis over-heavy to strap to the back of a phaeton, and were it
not to pleasure my cousin Louisa, I vow I'd not be so obliging.”

“Lady Stormont will be unable to detect the repairs I have made
to the canvas,” Mr. Romney politely observed.

“She will be infinitely obhiged; the accident distressed her immod-
erately, because the picture was to remind her in old age of her son’s
infant days. The Cathcarts are sentimentally devoted to children;
when settling for a second time, Viscount Stormont was wise 1n
choosing Louisa.” Charles Greville spoke with greater freedom than
his wont, and contrived to make Emily feel the sole recipient of an
intimate confidence.

Realizing that his model would be of no further use that day, Mr.
Romney dropped a cake of vermilion into a stone mortar and started
viciously pounding with a granite pestle. The noise effectively put
a stop to sociability. Apparently interested in the operation, Charles
Greville stood watching. After a while he produced an enamelled
snuff-box and proffered 1t; shaking his head, the artist went on grind-
ing.

Seated a little apart, and believing herself unnoticed, Emily greedily
feasted her eyes upon the elegant dilettante. Greville wore a mulberry-
coloured coat and small-clothes, with a grey tabby waistcoat; his linen
was plain, his only ornaments the cut steel buckles on shoes and
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breeches. A pair of reindeer gloves and a grey round hat were cast
negligently on a chair.

Another interval elapsed; Greville crossed the room, glancing
meaningly at Emily as he did so. “ Well, Romney, I must away, or
I'll not reach Wandsworth Hill for dinner. If your posing 1s ended,
Emily, *twould be but little out of my way to drive you home.”

Jumping up, Emuly crammed her hat on her curls. “Indeed I'll
be thankful to be carried off my feet, for I started walking soon after
six of the clock, taking Sophy Nichol and my maid to the Richmond
coach for a day’s outing.”

“You look happy now,” Mr. Romney mournfully intervened.

Impulsively she ran to comfort him with a kiss. “Don’t think
your Emily is less grateful when she is happy. "Twill always be my
greatest pleasure to be your model, and I should be a wretch indeed
if I forgot your many kindnesses.” With a wry face he accepted her
tribute.

It proved more difficult to tie the picture to the back of the phaeton
than Greville anticipated; the artist called for more and stouter
cordage; finally the project was abandoned and the portrait returned
to the studio.

“I'm not sorry to be relieved of the responsibility,” Greville con-
fessed as he drove from the square; “the case would likely have
damaged my varmsh; a younger brother is obliged to consider such
trifles.”

Although he conversed with well-bred fluency, Greville’s manner
lacked 1ts customary assurance. Self-consciously he avoided Emily’s
eyes; now and again he stammered and seemed about to broach an
important matter. Oxford Street and Soho Square were traversed
before he became explicit: “ You may have wondered at my coolness
when we parted t'other day at Chelsea. To make a bold confession,
I was chagrined by your intention to continue connexion with Cap-
tain Payne, instead of transferring your favours to me.”

“I was ready to do anything you asked.”

“My dear girl, I told you planly I would gladly act your friend
but I could offer no permanent provision. To say more would have
piaced me in a false Light.”

“I'd be grateful for half an hour of your company.” Interpreting
Greville’s silence, she added: “Your visits can be secret if you warn
me in time to pack Sophy and my maid out of the way.”

“Privacy can be assured if I artive late and leave early. Unhappily
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my engagement to my Lord Stormont will keep me out of town
until Friday, but I'll be with you that day well before midnight.”

“Will you ring the bell? ”

“I'll tap on your parlour window.”

Greville drew up at the corner of Long Acre. Slipping off his glove,
he pressed his hand upon her thigh 1n an intimate caress. “ My dear-
est, lovely girl, I exist only upon the thought of your kisses.”

Bemused with happiness, Emily watched the phaeton till it disap-
peared round the bend of St. Martin’s Lane.

She lost no time in posting to St. James’s Square to communicate
the joyous intelligence to her mother. There she found everything in
confusion, My Lady having decided to return to Warwick Castle.
Mrs. Duggan was on her knees in the nursery packing the nail-
studded, black, shallow trunks that fitted 1n pairs on the roofs of
the Earl’s coaches.

Mary Duggan was too engrossed to observe her daughter’s por-
tentous expression. Her kiss was affectionate but hasty: “I'm glad
you're come, Emy, for I'd have had a job to let you know we set
out at cock-crow. My Lady had a colic 1n the mght and thought her
pains beginning, though she’s scarce seven months gone. Nothing
will do but she must get back to the castle, lest she be brought to
bed in town.”

“Oh, Mam! Then God knows when I shall see you again! ”

“Not this year, certain.” Mrs. Duggan’s answer was muffled by
the collar of Lord Brooke’s coat, which she held between her teeth
to facilitate folding. “I'm worried to death at leaving you, so giddy as
you are.”

“I'll act sensible,” Emily promised perfunctorily, her thoughts on
the momentous fact she was eager to impart.

Mrs. Duggan’s head was ludden by the curved lid of a trunk, only
her hooped skirt of grey bombazette was visible. The moment hardly
encouraged romantic confidences, but Emily could wait no longer.

“’Twas wrong you were about Mr. Greville, Mam. He’s not bent
on setthing, but he 4as thought of me, and to prove 1t he’s coming to
Hart Street on Friday.”

Mrs. Duggan’s flushed face appeared above the box lid.

“What time, Emy? ”

She answered complacently: “ Midnight.”

Mary Duggan rose to her feet, a majestic figure garbed in a neat
cap and apron and a servant’s gown. In her anger she lapsed into the
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idiom of her country. “ There’s foolish you are, Emy. More sense
I thought Mr. Charles had than to tempt you. What can come of it,
think you? No fine house can he give you, no clothes nor money.
Comfortable you are now; be wise and keep so.”

A mulish expression settled on Emuly’s face. “Indeed I'm not
losing, but gaining. A girl has a nght to love and to take it if ’tis
offered.”

“You've done that more than once, I'm thinking,” Mrs. Duggan
dryly responded. “Don’t suppose I haven’t heard of the small,
foreign-looking sea officer you've been driving with in an outlandish
carriage. "Tis no harm to live free with a gentleman, but it must be
one, and not a baker’s dozen. When Sir Harry comes back, do you
think he’ll provide a neat house for a girl who’s ne better than a stroll-
ing mort? Mr. Charles couldn’t keep you even if he would, being but
a younger brother hardly rich enough to keep up his position.”

Emily quailed under this harsh blast of common sense, but main-
tained a bold front. “I know Mr. Greville will treat me kind, and
as I can’t live without him, I must chance what comes.”

“'Then there’s no use my talking,” said her mother, flouncing down
again to her packing.

“But, Mam, when you went travelling to Switzerland with Mr.
Will'um Cadogan you must have loved him.”

“Maybe! but 1n taking a bold course I performed a blessed act, if
ever one was done; for who'd have tended the poor dying gentleman
if I hadn’t gone with him? After ’twas all over his father thanked me
with tears in his eyes, and, if I'd taken it, would have rewarded me
with a hundred guineas.”

“Was 1t true, Mam, that Mr. Cadogan wedded you? ”

“A foreign clergyman said some words over us.”

Naturally inclined to compromise, Mary Duggan soon allowed her-
self to be converted into a more lenient frame of mind. “If sweet-
hearts shared a bed for a month before the banns, fewer couples
would go to the altar,” she philosophically observed, “similarly if
you lie with Mr. Charles now, you may feel less fond by the time
Sir Harry comes back.”

“T shall love Mr. Greville always,” Emily emphatically rcsponded.

Mrs. Duggan chuckled indulgently: “ There’s bold you are to make
such a vow at sixteen.”

The next day began inauspiciously by bringing a letter from Sir
Harry posted 1n Dresden, the farthest point of his tour. Affectionate



212 BRIDE OF GLORY

in tone, it promused reunion in the first week of September, Saxony
having supplied “ no belle amie comparable with the lovely Emily ”.
The recipient of this praise had not recovered from the depression 1t
created when her spirits were further subdued by the news of Maria
Macklin’s death, poignantly announced by a gloomy funeral ticket.
The card was a reproduction of an old but stll popular design by
Hogarth, depicting corpulent mourners 1n cloaks and crépe streamers
keeping pace with a massive escutcheoned coffin that appeared to
float towards a colonnaded church. A copperplate inscription had
been supplemented to read: “ You are desired to accompany ye corps
of Maria Mackhn from her late dwelling 1n Tavistock Row zo St.
Paul’s, Covent Garden, on Friday nexz at ten of the clock in the
evening.”

Small rain fell all morning; towards the late afternoon it cleared
sufficiently to entice the playhouse women from their lodgings for
a gossip before repairing to the theatres. As she crossed the market,
Emily was eagerly accosted, the interest of a common bereavement
temporarily assuaging jealousy. Good fortune 1n securing a rich pro-
tector and a neat house had estranged many acquaintances made by
Emuly 1n her unassuming days. Gratified by friendly overtures, she
joined first one group and then another; everyone extolled Maria, as
was only fitting, now she was dead. How well she had acted as Lady
Townley! And her performance as Jane Shore was as good as Mrs.
Crawford’s. It was recalled, less charitably, that Miss Macklin had
appeared as the Duke of York in Richard III as long ago as 1742. . . .

Encouraged by friendliness, Emily confided her decision not to go
to the funeral, although she had promised Maria. She had not bar-
gained for the strictures her admuission called forth. Didn’t she know
how unlucky ’twas to break a vow made to the dead? A man had
once done so, and the corpse got out of 1its coffin and followed the
man until he drowned himself. And there was the woman who, hav-
ing promised her dying child to place birthday flowers on hus grave,
went instead to a fair and broke her leg. Everyone knew the widow
of Carey Street, who pledged herself to be faithful, but took a fancy
man and bore a monster. Punishment always resulted from cheating
the departed. . . .

The warnings threw Emily mto the utmost disturbance. Torn
between superstitious fears and the real danger of alienating Greville
by failing to receive him, they caused her two sleepless nights and har-
assed days. On the morning of the funeral she sought advice from
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Mr. Romney. The artist reviewed the problem coldly and declared
for the dead. “’Tis the last tribute you can pay Maria Macklin; there
will be many opportumities for homage to Mr. Greville.”

“But if he knocks and gets no answer, he’ll go and not come
again.”

Mr. Romney’s face twisted into a queer, pained grimace. “You
under-estimate your powers,” he said huskily.

That evening Emily’s performance of Dr. Graham’s cantata fell
flat and earned her dark looks from the composer. Determined to
evade more active censure until better able to support it, she hurried
in her Grecian dress from Schomberg House, and was lucky enough
to find a chair standing disengaged outside Christie’s auction-rooms.
Reluctant to claim Mrs. Montizambia’s hospitality, Emily directed the
porters to carry her straight to the church.

A full moon, riding high 1n the summer sky, flooded the town with
eerie light. It revealed drunken men of fashion lurching from taverns,
and women of no quality staggering out of gin shops; 1t showed
lean dogs routing in refuse-heaps and furtive figures skulking in
doorways. In Southampton Street a creaking night-cart diffusing its
strong reek caused the porters to break into a trot; escaping one
stench only to meet another in Covent Garden.

A couple of torches, burning in the portico of St. Paul’s, cast upon
the cobbled pavement a wavering shadowgraph of the four Tuscan
pillars. Emily was delighted that the gloom was so handsomely miti-
gated. Her satisfaction was brief; inside the empty church a dozen
candles, impaled on a cruciform frame, merely pricked the stuffy
darkness. She hurried out again to the portico, a victim of intangible
fears begotten of love-sickness, insomnia and fasting.

She looked across the market, blanched by the moonlight. In the
centre of the gravel square the Corinthian sun dial stood forth in
livid significance, 1ts long shadow blacker than the marble steps at
its base. Brickwork and the red-tiled roofs of the Piazzas shrank into
the shadowy background; Inigo Jones’s stone arches and pilasters
alone emerged as skeleton fagades. Illuminated windows of the
‘Bedford’ Coffee-house and the ‘Hummums’ failed to establish
comfortable liaison with the ghostly scene; only the poor, exercising
nocturnal privileges as scavengers, were in accord with a spectral
setting.

Emily’s eyes were attracted by a shaft of mellow light flowing from
the ‘ Bedford’ as the door opened to emit a bulky figure, who im-
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mediately took a diagonal path across the market enclosure. A wide,
sprawling gait, jerky motions and a habit of stopping to lay his hands
on any projecting board of post, told Emily she watched Dr. Samuel
Johnson. She lost sight of him behind some wooden sheds; when
he reappeared he was so close to the church that torchlight fell on
his face, illuminating heavy brows, sleepy eyes, broad nose, enor-
mously thick lips and wide double chin. The great man had made
no concessions for the funeral, and wore his usual mulberry-coloyred
coat, black waistcoat, small-clothes and thick, ribbed stockings. His
stock was as liberally sprinkled with rappee, and his busby wig as
illiberally supplied with powder, as was their common condition.
Crossing the portico, he entered the church, but, ke Emily, he
quickly came out again.

Standing between Tuscan pillars with torchlight playing upon her
Grecian robe, Emuly startlingly conformed to her setting. Her won-
derful beauty had no effect upon the doctor, who, acting as if he
were alone, produced a heavy pocket knife wherewith to scrape his
reddened fingerjoints and pare his nails, already cut to the quck.
This cruel habit, coupled with perpetually convulsive movements of
his hands, lips, feet and knees, set Emuly’s nerves on edge.

Her endurance was at breaking point when a distant clatter of
hoofs caused Dr. Johnson to move 1nto a position affording an early
view of the funeral procession. The shadow of a beadle, pompously
carrying a muffled mace, strutted on a fan of torchlight through the
opemng of Southampton Row. The matrix followed on the heels of
the reflection; the beadle being the superior of his shadow in possess-
ing a fat belly and a round, oily face. In the same sequence the pro-
cession mamifested itself, first the flat counterpart and then the
original, until white and black horses, the hearse with its quivering
ostrich feathers, and veiled girls carrying white garlands, emerged a
complete cavalcade symbolizing virtue—for Maria had died a maid.
Behind came the mourners, bringing torches to light the living and
rosemary to speed the dead, who, as they walked, kicked from their
feet long, black cloaks that dipped in the dust.

Emily and Dr. Johnson withdrew behind opposite pillars as the
coffin was borne over the threshold. When the mourners filed past,
Samuel Johnson fell into hne with Dr. Burney, ousting Richard
Tickell, who, with Brinsley Sheridan and Mr. Linley, represented
Drury Lane Theatre.

After Mrs. Montizambia had swept majestically across the portico,
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Emily took a modest place among ballet-girls and dressers bringing
up the rear. It was light enough now in the church: in iron sconces
the mourners’ torches made rippling lines of flame. Covered by a
white pall, Maria’s coffin floated like a raft on uneasy waves of light
and shade, faces became masks tweaked into curious grimaces,
shadows painted caricatures that leapt to the roof.

“We brought nothing into the world, and it is certain we can carry
nothing out. The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed
be the Name of the Lord.” The voice of the Rev. James Tattersall
soared up and down with the dancing shadows and kept time with
the conflicung sounds that surged in Emuly’s head. Never had she
felt so strange—not even when she had typhus last summer. . . .

For a moment her senses left her, but she caught them again as
the clerygman’s voice thundered in her ears: “ Lord, let he know mine
end and the number of my days. . . .” Resolutely she fixed her eyes
and her thoughts on the shadowgraph heads trembling on the walls.
Mrs. Montizambia’s nose had a blob at the end; her head-dress,
covered by a calash, looked for all the world like a hay-rick. ...
Mr. Macklin’s undershot jaw made the poor man resemble a cod
dressed for boiling. . . . Dr. Johnson was own cousin to a hog. . . .
M. Sheridan. . . . Good God! to what was Emy Lyon comung that
she could think so wicked 1n a church? . ..

Moment by moment the temperature rose and the atmosphere
thickened with the stench of hot tallow. Despite the torridity, Emy
was victimized by mysterious cold winds that blew first on one side
and then on the other and by icy air rising from the floor. She
glanced at the torches, but the plumes of light were steady; she
looked at her neighbours, and saw them shiny with sweat and trickles
of pomade: no ghostly breezes played upon their flushed faces. The
evidence that she alone was singled out had a ternfying effect.
Stealthily she moved nearer to the torches, the heat, scorching her
bare arm, rendered her more susceptive to the play of chilly draughts.
Her eyes followed wisps of white mist floating like smoke above the
bier; fear caused her heart to beat in sickening thumps against her
ribs; her limbs were numb.

“Behold I show you a mystery,” intoned the Rev. James Tattersall,
“We do not all sleep, but we shall all be changed. .. .”

Emily watched the mist gather into a spiral and fold itself round
and round until it formed a cloudy, white bale. Ever moving and
twisting, it assumed shape and tenuous substance. A hand formed, 2
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face showed within a veil of gauze; Maria’s face, Maria looking young,
radiant, beautiful. Smiling, the apparition floated forward.

A scream rang through the church; Emuly fell senseless to the
ground.

On struggling back to consciousness, she found herself on the
pavement of the portico with her head supported in Jane Farmer’s
lap. Confused by her situation, she stared at Dr. Johnson, believing
herself to have fallen while waiting in his company for the funeral
cortége.

“I trust you find yourself recovered, Ma’am,” the great man said,
fixing Emuly with a searching look.

“What o’clock is it? * she inquired by way of answer.

Rocking his body backwards and forwards, he shook his head in an
angry, palsied manner. “Time should be of no importance, Ma'am,
to one granted a glimpse into eternity, which, to judge by expression,
has been your privilege.”

Shuddering, Emily struggled to her knees and shuffled away from
him. “I don’t want to remember what I saw.”

While ruminating on a method of inquiry, Dr. Johnson blew out
his breath like a whale, and by protruding his tongue against his
upper gums contrived a sound like steam puffing from a kettle.
“Madam, after five thousand years the evidence of supernatural
visitation is still not proven. If you have been used as an instrument
to throw light upon this momentous matter, it 1s your duty to divulge
what you saw.”

“TIl tell you naught,” Emuly cried hysterically. “Good God! if I
only knew the time!” Standing up, she looked distractedly at the
cluster of people who had brought her out of church. “ Has nobody
got a watch? ”

As she spoke the clock overhead bronchially struck the hour. The
moon illuminated her anxious, lovely face as her lips counted the
strokes. “ *Tis but eleven! ” she whispered. “If I can run I'll be there
in time.” Swaying and stumbling, she started to cross the pavement.

In a moment Jane Farmer was beside her. “ You can’t walk, Emy! ”

“] must, or I’'m undone! ”

Holding Emily round the waist, Jane considered with her usual
air of calm detachment. “Richard Tickell has a coach waiting n
Henrietta Street. I'll borrow it, and if the funeral is over before I get
back, *twill do him no harm to cool his heels.”
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Accompanying Jane to the square, Emily waited on an upturned
market basket while her friend fetched the coach. She felt sick, fright-
ened and wretched, but her determination to reach Greville never
faltered. When the borrowed vehicle appeared, it proved no gentle-
man’s stylish carriage, but a hackney-coach of a dilapidated descrip-
tion. Emily subsided thankfully upon the hard seat, a situation eased
by Jane’s comfortable shoulder.

“The Tickells are badly off,” the actress explained, “and Mary
has been exiled at Wells ever since her wedding a year ago. Sherry’s
trying to get Dick a Commissionership of Stamps, then they’ll do
better, and the Linleys can be together again in town.”

“Once I rode in Mr. Sheridan’s private chair; "twas the finest thing
[ ever saw.” Weak as she felt, Emily was determined to be conver-
sational in order to avoid being questioned.

Jane warmed to her subject: “The brothers-inlaw resemble each
sther, but Tickell will never own a fine carriage unless Sheridan gets
it for him.”

The hackney-coach was rattling up the narrow street connecting
the market with Great and Little Hart Street; danger being nearly
over, Emily could relax. “Dear Janie, in a minute we must part;
I'll never forget your kindness to me this night.”

“ My poor lamb, d’you think I would leave you in the state you are?
The coachman must tell the Linleys I won’t be back till morning;
they mayn’t like it, but I'm too valuable to be dented.”

Emily wearily faced a fresh dilemma. “I'm as well as possible now,”
she declared, “and Mary Mudge is at home.”

“I'm spending the night with you, whatever you say.”

The coach turned the corner; Emily poked her head through the
window and looked anxiously towards her door. Did an empty street
mean that Greville had not come? or did 1t mean he had come and
gone? . ..

“I'll make you a cordial—there’s nothing so good as mulled port
for dispelling the vapours.”

“Oh, Jante, you're kind, but I don’t expect to be alone.”

“ Another man?”

“I—I hope so.”

The wheels of the hackney-coach ground to a standstill, but
neither Emily nor Jane Farmer got out.

“You're a fool, Emy, to take on so many; only a lady of quality can
afford a fresh lover every night.”
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“Unfair you are, for I've had but two, and my new friend is quite
different from either.”

“When is he comuing?”

“Now, I hope.”

Opening the door, Emuly stumbled from the vehucle, followed by
Jane, who promptly dismissed the driver. Nonplussed, Emily saw
the coach rumble along the street and turn the corner.

“Jane, what can you be thinking of? for I cannot have you to sleep.”

The actress laughed indulgently. “I've no notion of acting the du-
enna! If your gentleman comes, I'll go, but I've seen more than one
fond woman awaiting a lover who did not remember. Should that
happen you'll be glad enough of my company.”

It was decided that Jane should watch events from the doorway of
an oppostte house while Emuly kept vigil 1n the parlour window of
No. 7, a plan that seemed excellent until Emuly unlocked her front
door and faced the black passage that separated her from the tinder-
box and candle left by Mary at the foot of the stairs. If she entered,
*twas certain Maria Macklin’s gleaming white form would glde from
the darkness. . . .

Trembling and overwrought, she remained on the threshold, ready
to go in or out as crcumstances dictated. In a grudging way she
began to appreciate Jane Farmer’s proximuty, but was ever a girl so
cruelly used that she must feel grateful to a friend who spied at a
tryst? . . . Time dragged on leaden heels, yet 1t raced, carrying hope
farther and farther away. Greville had said: “ Well before midnight,”
which might have meant eleven or even half-past ten. . . . Indeed,
what a fool she was to believe his kisses co