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THE
MARQUIS OF PUTNEY

CHAPTER 1
THE STORY OF THE TWO WOMEN

HE duke was incredulous. He stared at the in-

offensive Joynson as if he suspected him of an

attempt to make him the victim of some disreputable
practical joke, He demanded—

“ What infernal nonsense are you talking ?”

As he replied, Joynson’s tone and manner suggested the
concentrated essence of humility.

“I am afraid it is not nonsense, your grace. I fear you
will find that it is only too true.”

“ Kidnapped |—in broad daylight!—in the middle of
Hyde Park!—my son!-—and heir!—the Marquis of
Putney! Joynson, you're a fool!”

Apparently Joynson was willing to admit the soft im-
peachment—to admit anything, indeed, except the one
thing the duke desired. He stuck to his tale.

“1 fear, your grace, it is only too true,” he persisted in
repeating.

His grace waxed warm. So far he had not taken the
man’s statement seriously. He had exhibited no symptoms
of concern. His attitude was expressive of a half angry,
half amazed conviction that, for no reason at all so far as
he knew, Joynson was talking nonsense. Now he began
to stride about the room as if with growing irritation.

B e . - .



2 THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY

“I have to leave for the House immediately ; I have a
speech to make on this confounded crofter question,—as
you are very well aware. In any case, I can only spare five
minutes. If you wish me to believe what you have said,
where are those two women? They may have humbugged
you ;—they won’t find it so easy with me.”

“ Mrs. Olive and Sarah Barnes are both outside.”

“Then bring them in.”

Joynson brought them in. Mrs. Olive, the head nurse,
was a woman of about forty ; brown-haired, pleasant-faced,
softly spoken. Her usual comfortable self-possession had
given place to a discomposure which was almost tragic.
As the duke eyed her, she trembled.

“Where’s my son?”

The inquiry, which was by no means gently uttered,
seemed to frighten her into speechlessness. She fingered
the folds of her dress; her lips moved, but no words
came from them. He repeated his inquiry, with variations,
louder than before.

“Do you hear me? Where's the Marquis of Putney ?”

Then she answered, with tremulous tones, “ Your—your
grace, I—I don’t know.”

It was an answer which was hardly calculated to appease
him.

“What the devil d6 you mean by ‘you don’t know’?
Aren’t you responsible for him? Aren't you his nurse ?
Where is he?”

“ He’s—he’s gone.”

“Gone! Woman, you'd better be careful! Where can
a child, not yet ten months old, have gone—without the
knowledge of his nurse? Answer me,—where’s my son ?”

Mrs. Olive tried to answer, and failed ; instead, she put
her hands up to her face and burst into a flood of hysterical
tears, The duke stared at her with an expression of

‘countenance which hinted at anything but sympathy.

- .o
.
Xy . .



THE STORY OF THE TWO WOMEN 3

“You're a nice sort of person, upon my word! To
think that my child should have been entrusted to the care
of a woman like you!” He turned to Sarah Barnes.
“ Perhaps you have more sense than she has; you can
hardly have less. Will you be so good as to inform me
where my son is ?”

Sarah Barnes was a squarely built, stolid-faced young
woman, country bred, with about her still something of the
atmosphere of the fields. Possibly because she was
conscious that her actual responsibility was less, she proved
to be more at her ease than her senior. Her answers to
the questions which were showered on her, if brief, were to
the point, and came readily enough ; though the tale she
had to tell was as unsatisfactory as it very well could be
—strange, also, to the verge of the incredible.

“His lordship, your grace, was taken out of his peram-
bulator.”

The duke was to be excused if he indulged in what
seemed a vain repetition of the girl’s words.

-%Taken out of his perambulator? Of course he was
taken out of his perambulator. Isn’t he in the habit of
being taken out of his perambulator? Do you imagine
that I suppose he takes himself out of his perambulator ?
The point of interest, to me, is—who took him ?”

“I don’t know, your grace.”

“ Where was he taken ?”

“In the park, up by the Serpentine.”

“ And where were you—and Mrs, Olive ?”

“I was with my aunt.”

“ And where was your aunt?”

For the first time the girl showed signs of hesitation.
“She—she was talking to her husband.”

“Talking to her husband! I thought she hadn’t one;
—1I thought she was a widow : it was on that understand-
ing she was engaged.”
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The girl looked furtively at her still sobbing aunt;
apparently her desire was, while telling the truth, to do the
other as little harm as she possibly could.

“If you please, your grace, her husband hasn’t treated
her very well ; I think that's why she doesn’t wish any one
to know she has one. We came upon him unexpected.
He would speak to her. She thought if I was there he'd
behave himself. So I went with her.”

“ And left my child without a custodian? ”

“ We left his lordship asleep in his perambulator under
a tree.”

“ How long did you leave him ?”

“I don’t quite know, your grace ;—only a few minutes.”

“ What does that mean ?—half an hour?”

“I couldn’t quite say ; but I shouldn’t think it was so
long as that. Then I said to aunt, ‘Hadn’t I better go
back and see if his lordship’s awake?’ So we all three of
us went back. And when we got back the perambulator
was empty.”

“ How far away from his perambulator had you been—
you, and your precious aunt, and her delectable husband ?

“I couldn’t quite say, your grace. Not very far. Just
a little way under the trees.”

“What do you call a little way —a hundred yards ?”

“About that.”

“ Two hundred yards ?”

“I couldn’t exactly say, but I shouldn’t think we went
as far as that.”

“You could point out the exact point to which you
went, and the exact spot on which you left the perambu-
lator?” :

“Oh yes, your grace.”

“During your absence did neither of you keep, say,
one eye on it?—did neither of you observe what was
taking place?”
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Sarah glanced at her aunt, with an air of increased con-
fusion.

“Part of the time we did ; but part of the time it wasn’t
in sight.”

“ Indeed l—and that’s what you call going a little way !
On my word, you deserve a whipping! So, when you did
come back to it, the perambulator was empty? "

“Yes, your grace.”

“My son had disappeared ? ”

“Yes, your grace.” _

The first affirmative was uttered meekly ; the second
was meeker still. Evidently Sarah was becoming more
and more depressed by a consciousness of her delin-
quency.

- “Then, when you found that my son had vanished, what
did you do?”

“If you please, your grace, at first we were so surprised
and frightened that we didn't know what to do. We
thought some one had been playing us a trick; perhaps
some other nurse.”

“Who attends to her duties better than you do.
Well 2”

“We turned the bassinet inside out, thinking he
might have been hidden under the cushions. Then we
searched the grass, and behind trees; then we asked
every one we saw if they had seen any one carrying a
baby ; then—then we came home.”

“It did not occur to you to ask the husband of your
widowed aunt what finger he had had in the matter?”

Mrs. Olive’s tears grew more pronounced ; the girl only
replied after an interval of silence.

“No, your grace.”

“Though I perceive that you both suspect him ?”

In the midst of her sobs Mrs. Olive broke into audible
speech.



6 THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY

“He’s not a good man, your grace, but I don’t think
he’s so bad as that. Besides, why should he do it ?”

“It doesn’t occur to you that the infant son and heir of
the Duke of Datchet might be an article worth stealing ?
Being the kind of character you suggest, it might, however,
occur to him. He might reason that I should be willing
to give, say, a five-pound note for the return of my only
child. Didn’t you put any question to him on the subject
atall?”

“When we returned to the bassinet, and found it
empty, he had already gone.”

“Had he? Then it’s possible that, being a man of
resource, he reached the bassinet first, and emptied it.”

“It's not possible. He went in the opposite direction ;
we watched him go.”

“But it is possible that, close at hand, he had a friend,
unknown to you, who watched over the bassinet while
you were absent ?”

“Your grace, I can’t think it. Cruelly though he’s
treated me, and bad though he’s been, I cannot believe that
he would be so wicked as that.”

“You mean that you would rather not believe it. Since
it is plain that, with the best will in the world, you cannot
succeed in persuading yourself, it’s hardly likely that you
will succeed in persuading me. Is your husband’s name
Olive ?”

The woman’s glance fell; her voice was scarcely
audible,

“No, your grace.”

“I see ;—it’s like that. What is his name?”

“He married me as James Sully; but—I'm not sure
that was his real name. I've never known what his real
name was.”

“He being a man of so many aliases? To think that
the wife of such a man should have been introduced into
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my family as the custodian of my son and heir !—the
irony of it! What is your husband’s trade and profession ? ”

“He calls himself a plumber.” '

“ But in reality—?"

“He's a very bad man.”

“ Professional criminal, perhaps?”

If anything, the woman was weeping more profusely,
if more quietly, than before.

“I—I'm afraid he is something of the kind.”

“Good God! and my child was at the mercy of this
man'’s wife! Been in prison?”

“ He's only just come out.”

“For what was he sentenced ?”

“Burglary.”

“Nice man! Where is he living now ?”

“I don’t know.”

“You are sure you don’t know?”

“I'm sure I don't know. Your grace, I will be frank
with you.”

“It might be as well ; and surely it is almost time.”

“] am myself an honest woman ; I always have been
honest’; I come from decent folk : of this I can give you
all the proof you can possibly require. When I was in a
situation I met this man ; I believed what he said. It was
only after I had become his wife that I discovered what
kind of person he really was. When he was sent to prison
I gave up using the name under which he had married me,
and tried to start afresh. I have succeeded very well, until
to-day. For more than five years I have seen and heard
nothing of him. When he came up to me in the park I
was so startled and upset that I lost my head. I tried to
shake him off ; but he wouldn’t go. He said that he had
something to say to me, and insisted on saying it then and
there. I didn’t want to have a scene, and, knowing what
he was like, I thought it would be better for me to listen.
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"But, as I was afraid of what he might say or do, I took
Sarah with me as a sort of protection ; thinking that the
fact of her presence would induce him to keep his language
and his conduct within bounds. I see now how wrong I
was.”

“It was bad enough to desert my child yourself ; it was
almost worse to constrain this young woman to desert him
also, and so leave him wholly without protection.”

“I see that now; I didn't then. I was in such a state.
Besides, I never thought that any harm would come of it.”

“ That, quite possibly, was what you were meant to see.
Pray what pleasant confidence did your husband repose
in you?”

“ He wanted money, as I expected. When I told him
I wouldn’t give him any—and, indeed, I'd none with me to
give,—he was very angry.”

“Didn’t he give you an address to which you were to
send him money ?”

The answer came with marked hesitation. “No—o.
But he said if I didn’t bring him at least ten pounds to-night
he’d send her grace a letter which would result in my
being discharged from my situation.”

“ Where are you to take it ?”

“In the park at half-past nine.”

“ Whereabouts ?

“Between Albert Gate and the Serpentine Bridge.”

“ A convenient rendezvous. Did you say you would be

. there?”

“I said I wouldn’t ; but—I don’t know.”

“I know you will be there: with some one else quite
close at hand.” He turned to the man, who had remained
quietly by : “ Joynson, telephone to them at Scotland Yard
to send me at once some one who's not altogether an idiot.
And telephone to Lord Carrick in the House, to let him
know that circumstances over which I have no control will
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prevent my speaking.—Tell them at Scotland Yard that I
must have their best man here inside fifteen minutes.”

Joynson left the room. The duke stood by the window,
looking out into the courtyard. The two women continued
motionless : the girl white-cheeked, with tightly closed lips,
anxious eyes; her aunt cried unceasingly, as it were,
under her breath. Her emotion was making a piteous
sight of her. Presently the duke faced round to them,
wholly oblivious of their distress.

“God knows what mischief you women have done to-
day. Ifitis as bad as it seems, you need expect no mercy
from me ; no punishment can be too great for your deserts.
It comes, too, at a most inopportune moment. Notonly am
I so pressed by many matters that I have hardly a moment
which I can legitimately call my own, but, as you are well
aware, there is the ball to-night, to which the prince is coming.
What am I to do,—if my son is lost? Am I to receive
my future sovereign, as if nothing had happened ; or, at the
eleventh hour, am I to shut my doors against my future
king, and against my friends,—because of your misconduct ?
There is also my wife. You know how delicate is the state
of her health. When to-night’s ball is over she leaves
London for the country, to remain there for an indefinite
period ; and, as you are again aware, my son goes with her.
I shall be afraid to tell her the tale which you have told me.
She is lunching out, but, so soon as she comes back, she
will have to be told. I am not sure that I ought not to tell
her at once, across the telephone, though Heaven only knows
what the result will be. If it could be kept from her it
should be—the doctor has warned me that any sudden
strain might have the most serious consequences,—but how
can it? The moment she returns she will ask for her boy ;
when he is not forthcoming, what am I to tell her?” His
voice was charged with passion. “If any harm comes to
her because of you I shall feel like taking the law into my
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own hands, and treating you—both of you !—as cruelly as
you have treated me.”

The man, Joynson, returned to the room. “Your
grace, I have explained to Lord Carrick that you will
probably be prevented from attending in your place in
the House ; and somebody is already on his way from
Scotland Yard.”

The duke drew him aside into the window, where he
put to him a question.

“What do you think of that woman'’s story ?”

Joynson seemed to be debating within himself. “ Your
grace wishes me to be quite candid ?”

“Of course I do.”

“Then your grace places me in an invidious position.
Because, while I distrust the woman, and still more her so-
called husband, I doubt if either of them has had anything
to do with his lordship’s disappearance.”

“ What on earth do you mean?”

Again Joynson paused, as if for self-communion. “Your
grace will laugh at me.”

“If I do, what then? It will not be for the first time.
Out with it, man: I have often found you to be not so
great a fool as you seemed.”

“I have been warned of his lordship’s disappearance,
three times, in a dream.”

“ A dream! Come, Joynson, that’s too much,—even for
you. Do you expect me to take stock of dreams? What
was your dream ?” -

“Three times I dreamt ; but the first warning came to
me when I was wide awake.”

“What are you talking about? You were ever a man
of mystery; don’t torment me at such a moment.”

“On the day after his lordship was born, I received an
envelope in which was a sheet of paper on which these
words were typewritten : ‘Don’t imagine that the Marquis
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of Putney will be left either to your master or to
you.) »

“Are you joking?”

“I have both the envelope and its contents in my
pocket. Here they are.”

The duke scanned attentively what the other handed
to him. For some seconds he was silent.

“Why did you not tell me of this before ? ”

“What good would have been gained ?”

“I might have been on my guard.”

“I know your grace better than that. You would only
have laughed, torn it up, thrown it into the fire, and
cared nothing.”

“That is true enough.” The duke rustled the envelope
between his finger and thumb. “Have you any idea from
whom this came?”

“I have no more idea than your grace has.”

For a moment the two men’s eyes met. Then both
looked hurriedly away, as if each was desirous of not
seeing what was on the other’s face.



CHAPTER II
THE RECONSTITUTION OF THE DRAMA

HE name of the person who came from Scotland Yard
was Wainford, Inspector Thomas Wainford. He
was big and bulky ; over six feet high, and broad in pro-
portion ; with a heavy black moustache and a brusque
manner. Towards the duke he was sufficiently deferential
—though occasionally, even with him, he was more than
a trifle curt; with the two nurses he was abrupt and
harsh, almost to the point of brutality. So soon as he was
in possession of the outlines of their story, he demanded,
and obtained, a minute description of the missing child,
together with a full and particular inventory of every-
thing he had on. When he had it all written down, he
observed— '

“His lordship, your grace, would have been worth
stealing for the sake of the clothes he was wearing ; he
must have had lace on him to the value of more than a
hundred pounds. That sort of thing can be easily turned
into money. We'll see if we can trace it as a clue. I
should like to have a photograph of him in that robe: it
might be useful.”

“My wife has several photographs of him ; quite
possibly she has one in that robe. I will inquire, if you
like.”

“1 should be very much obliged to your grace if you

would. In the mean time, I'll send the description over the
12
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telephone. In a few minutes every policeman in London
will be on the lookout with his eyes wide open.—You two
women had better wait here till I come back ; I've a good
deal more to say to you.”

On his return he subjected them to a severe cross-
examination ; with Mrs. Olive especially he was unsparing.

“You say this man married you as James Sully : under
what name was he convicted ?”

“ Benjamin Cooper.”

“Cooper? That was for the St. John’s Wood bur-
glaries ; I had the case. That’s the man we know as
the Prowler—as big a blackguard as there is in town.
And you must be the woman we were looking for, who
passed as his wife, and was supposed to have got off with
the spoil.”

“I was his wife; at least, I was married to him in
church. I don’t believe you have been looking for me;
and if by ‘spoil’ you mean the proceeds of his dishonesty,
I have had nothing to do with it. I never touched a
penny of his money ; he always lived on mine.”

“That's your story ; we'll look into it a little ilater on.
So he’s out again, is he? And you had a rendezvous with
him this morning in Hyde Park ?”

“I had nothing of the kind. I would go to the other
end of England to avoid seeing him. My constant prayer
is that I may never see him again.”

“Just so. Then you had no idea he would be there ?”

“I had not. I would have taken care to keep away if
I had known.”

“ And he had no expectation of seeing you ?”

“That I cannot say.”

“He said something which showed that he did expect
to see you?” She hesitated. He urged her. “Come,
out with it! You'll only make matters worse for yourself
by trying to screen him.”
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“I'm not trying to screen him, And as for making
matters worse for myself, if his lordship, of whom I was as
fond as if he were my own child, has really been stolen,
I don’t care what happens to me.”

“No doubt. Remarks of that sort are not invited.
What did he say which showed that he expected to see
you this morning in Hyde Park ?”

“ He's found out where I was in service ; and it seems
that some one told him that most fine mornings I was in
the park.”

“Who gave him that information ? ”

“I can’t say. It was no friend of mine.”

“ How can you say that, if you don’t know? No doubt
it was a matter of common notoriety that generally in fine
weather the Marquis of Putney was taken for an airing in
Hyde Park by his two nurses. He had only to become
aware of the fact that you were his head nurse, and the
thing became quite simple. A word or two to another
lady friend—a hint to her to keep herself handy while he
engaged your attention,—and the thing was done. The
only difficulty in his way you yourself removed when you
persuaded this young woman to keep you company ; that
was a stroke of luck on which he could hardly have
counted. Indeed, so curious a stroke of luck was it for
him that it makes me wonder if, by any possibility, you
were standing in with him.” _

Mrs. Olive flamed up. “How dare you say such a
thing? It’s a lie!—and you know it’s a lie!”

“] am only pointing out what construction certain
persons might put upon your action; and not without
reason. You yourself must perceive how, unwittingly or
not, you assisted your husband in carrying out his little
arrangements.”

.~ “You're taking it for granted that he’s guilty. I don’t
believe it ;—I don’t believe he’s had anything to do with
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his lordship’s disappearance. I can’t think that he’s so bad
as that”

“You didn’t think that he was so:bad as he was after-
wards proved to be : you're possibly the sort of woman who
never believes anything till it hits them in the face, and then
it knocks them down. You can take it from me—if you
don’t know it already—that the man to whom you are
married is capable of any iniquity he can lay his hand to.
What'’s his address ?”

“I tell you again, I haven’t a notion.”

“But he'll be in Hyde Park to-night to receive from
you that ten pounds?”

“ He said he would be.”

“He said he would be; but he probably won’t. I
understand. At any rate, we'll be there to see.” The
inspector, crossing to the duke, drew him aside. “I fancy
there’s little doubt about it. That fellow has had a hand
of some sort in the disappearance of your son: whether the
woman is in with him I don’t know. I must look up her
- record. Nor do I know whether the object is robbery or
blackmail. That remains to be seen.”

“You arrive at rapid conclusions.”

“Given what has happened, and such a man as the
Prowler close at hand, at what other conclusion can one
arrive? What I propose to do now is to go with these
two women to the park, and learn from them exactly how
the land was lying. We shall then be able to understand
better how the whole affair was managed.”

Five persons went to Hyde Park: the duke, Joynson,
the inspector, and the two women. Then took place what
is called in France a “reconstitution of the drama.” The
five passed up the Row till they reached the precise point at
which Mrs, Olive first became conscious of the presence of
the man with many aliases. She described how she had
seen him leaning against the railings ; and how, hoping she
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was still unobserved, in sudden alarm she had instructed
her niece to turn the perambulator round, and beat a
hurried retreat. Sarah interposed a remark to the effect
that she could not think what her aunt meant by her
unexpected action, as they had previously arranged to go
to the end of the park, right up to the railings of Kensing-
ton Gardens, and back. Mrs. Olive’s hopes were vain.
Her manceuvre was noted. Before the perambulator had
been turned right round her husband was upon her.

The woman’s plight was pitiful.  Sully made it
instantly clear that, until he had had his say, escape was out
of the question. It was not surprising that his wife lost
her head and became bewildered. Conscious that the
ducal baby-carriage was familiar to many of those around—
that curious eyes were noticing her association with the
not particularly prepossessing looking scamp,—fearful of
what, at any moment, he might say or do,—anxious,
before all else, to avoid a scene, a scandal,—it seemed to
her, in her confusion and distress, that the only thing she
could do was to grant him the interview which he
demanded. Hurrying along, they came to where the path
branches off from the main road between two lines of
trees towards the police-station—a neighbourhood which
one would have thought that James Sully, alias Benjamin
Cooper, alias the Prowler, would have shunned. It is pos-
sible, however, that all parties were oblivious of the nature
of the building which stood among the trees. Anyhow, at
this point, Sully had insisted on his wife giving him an
opportunity to unburden his marital mind ; declining, at
the same time, to be bothered any more by the close
company of the ducal bassinet. The wife had remon-
strated ; but he so raised his tones, and used such language,
that the frightened woman thought it better to comply.

“If you don’t do as I tell you, and let me have a chance
of talking to you without having that —— perambulator

\
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hanging about my heels, you'll be sorry. Besides, what'’s
the harm ? It doesn’t take two to look after a kid and a
pram. This young lady can look after it as well as you,
and perhaps better.”

Both women were firm in asserting that his proposal
was that Sarah Barnes should remain in charge of the
Marquis of Putney. The suggestion to the contrary came
from Mrs. Olive: she admitted it.

“1 was afraid of him,” she declared. “I wouldn’t have
gone alone with him up that path for all the gold of the
Indies.”

“That you were,” corroborated Sarah. “I never saw
you in such a state. You were trembling so that every
moment I thought you were going to faint.”

“So I said,” continued Mrs. Olive, “‘Sarah, if I go
with him you must come too, because go with him alone
I won’t” ‘That’s all right,’ he said ; ‘a fine girl like that
I don’t object to, but I won’t have the kid,’—that’s how
he spoke of his lordship. ‘Don’t you think,’ I said, ‘that
I'm going out of sight of this bassinet, or that I'm going
to leave it for more than two minutes, either’ ‘Don’t you
worry about the bassinet’ said Sarah; ‘that’ll be all
right, aunt.” Didn’t you say that, Sarah ?”

The girl admitted that she did. “So I stood the
bassinet under this tree, in the shade, right out of the glare
of the sun.”

“You're sure that this is the tree?” interpolated the
inspector.

“Quite ; I'm not likely to forget. There was scarcely
any one about.”

“You looked to see?”

“I did.”

“Who was about?”

“ An elderly lady and gentleman were walking away
from us along the path there ; there was a nurse with a

c
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child in a mail-cart down by the water ; some people were
looking over the bridge,—I saw them move off as I stood
watching : but quite close to us there was no one at all.”

“Were you suspicious that you observed so care-
fully ?”

“I was conscious that I was doing what I ought not to
do, in leaving the bassinet under the tree, so I looked to
see if any suspicious characters were in sight. If there had
been I wouldn’t have left it ; nothing would have induced
me.”

“ But you did leave it,—both of you.”

“ We did ; we went up this path with Jim,—that’s what
I used to call the man I married. I'll show you how far
we went.”

The five of them proceeded up the path which wound
among the trees.

“The moment we started he began to ask for money.
When I told him I hadn’t any with me, his language was
frightful. I clung to Sarah as tight as I could, feeling
sure that it was only her being there that kept him from
striking me. This is about as far as we went.”

“You can’t see the tree under which you say you left
the bassinet from here.”

“I know that, now; I didn’t then. I was in such a
state of mind that all I could think of was what he was
going to say and do next.”

“ How long did you remain here ? ”

“1T couldn’t say.”

“ Half an hour ?”

“I shouldn’t think it was as much ; but it might have
been. I wanted to get away again and again, but he
wouldn’t let me.”

The duke interposed. “You two women deserve penal
servitude ; it'll be no fault of mine if you don’t get it.
That you should have left my child, for whose safety you
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were responsible—for half an hour—or anything approach-
ing it!—alone and unprotected in a public place, while
you allowed that scoundrel to rant and bully,—I never
heard of anything so monstrous. Even granting that your
own statements are literally true, no words can express the
contempt I feel for you. You are despicable creatures.”

The inspector followed, rousing Mrs, Olive out of the
dismal silence into which the duke had cast her.

“ Afterwards—when the man you called your husband
did let you go—what did you do then?”

“We went back to the bassinet.”

“Yes; and then?” )

“1 was afraid that his lordship might have woke up,
and be crying ; but—all was still.”

“Did you see any one about as you returned ?

“Not a soul, But I was too anxious to get back to
notice, I was all of a flutter. When I reached the
bassinet it was empty.”

“ Empty "

“Empty. His lordship had gone, and everything else
had gone. His bottle ; his pacifier; his coral ; the lamb
which her grace gave him ?e_sfe’rgfy-;’ the lace cover which
I had placed over the bassinet to keep the flies from
troubling his sleep ; his rug ; even the cushions on which
he had been lying. Nothing was left except the frame of
the bassinet.”



CHAPTER III
THE DUCHESS

T HE Duchess of Datchet was lunching with Lady Mary
Murray,—her husband’s sister. The fact was that
Datchet House being in the hands of an eminent firm of
decorators, who were transforming it into a fairy palace for
that night only, it was desirable that the duchess should
lunch out. Sir Frank Murray, Lady Mary's husband,
being otherwise engaged, the women were #fe-d-téte. The
topics of conversation were four; the ball which was to
take place that night at Datchet House ; the clothes which
were to be worn there; the duchess’s health; and the
Marquis of Putney. The duchess was old-fashioned ;
inasmuch as her husband and her child were to her quite
objects of importance. She was of opinion that, taking
him all in all, she had the finest thing in husbands that a
woman was ever plagued with ; she was quite sure she had
the sweetest child. The Marquis of Putney was her
especial cult No middle-class mother could have made a
greater fuss about her baby. She adored him for a variety
of reasons; some of them she kept to herself. Lady
Mary made fun of her.
“Wait till number two comes along; Putney’s nose
will be put out of joint.”
“Never. Mary, how can you say such things? I trust
that I shall always love my children, however many God

may give me; and I should like the next to be a girl.
20



THE DUCHESS 21

But Putney will always be Putney ; nothing ever can alter
that. I realize—if you don’t—that, next to the Royal
children, Putney is the most important baby in England.
Sometimes, when I am undressing him—I undress him
whenever I can—1I find the consciousness of his importance
a little overwhelming. It really is a very serious matter to
undress the heir of Datchet.”

Lady Mary laughed, glancing at the speaker out of the
corners of her eyes. Socially, and indeed financially, the
duchess had been nothing and no one—the third daughter
of a Sussex squire. Her personal beauty, grace, and
charm had been, practically, her only assets. Tales were
told of there having been something between her and Ivor
Dacre ;—the duke’s cousin, and, at that time, his heir. It
was certainly he who introduced her to the duke ; whom she
saw and conquered. Scandal had it that she threw over
the heir to the dukedom to marry the actual holder.
Certainly, of late, relations between the cousins had not
been so intimate as they used to be; but had the duke
married any one else that would have probably resulted ;—
a wife does make a difference to a man in the matter of his
friendships. Society was entertained by the spectacle of
Mr. Dacre’s bearing towards his new cousin ; and of hers
towards him. It was whispered that he had sworn to be
revenged on her ; but even the most credulous treated that
as absurd. One incident gave colour to the hints of the
gossips ; but that might have been an accident. The day
after the Marquis of Putney was born Ivor Dacre went
abroad—unexpectedly.  Scandalmongers said to avoid
acting as godfather ; but, as the other godfather was the
prince, that seemed ridiculous. It is true that he did
remain away till after the christening, and that no one
seemed to know his address; but, as has been said, that
might have been an accident.

It was stated that the duchess resented his absence very
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bitterly. But while that might have been the merest
rumour it is an undoubted fact that when Mr. Dacre was
present she seemed to take a malicious pleasure in rubbing
in the fact that her baby was heir to the Datchet glories.
This was the more singular, since, as a rule, she was one
of those rare women who seem incapable of saying or
doing an unkind thing. The exception became so marked
that Lady Mary, half in earnest, half in joke, ventured on
remonstrance.

“Do you know, Mabel, that I think you're inclined to
be a little rough on Ivor; and it’s so queer, because you're
the very soul of sweetness. If you don’t look out he’ll
be minus that affection which he ought to have for his
cousin.”

“ He’s minus it now. He hates him.”

“Mabel! What nonsense! Ivor never hated any one
in his life.”

“ All the same he hates Putney; I have the best of
reasons for knowing it. That is entirely between ourselves ;
and I know I can trust you ; but I have.”

Lady Mary looked at her as if asking herself if she
could be in earnest. A few days afterwards she remarked
to Mr. Dacre—

“Ivor, what have you said or done to Mabel that she
should have come to regard you as a surviving example of
the wild ogre ? ”

He contemplated her with his dark-blue eyes in silence,
as if he were endeavouring to perceive, from the expression
of her countenance, what was the meaning which was
behind her words, He returned her question for question.

“Does she regard me as an ogre ?”

“Very nearly, I'm afraid. She says that you hate
Putney ; she seems to believe it too.”

All he said was, “Well ?”

“It's not well; it's very far from well. Can’t you
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perceive what mischief may come from her being allowed
to continue in such a belief unchecked ? What misunder-
standings may arise ?”

“What do you wish me to say or do?”

“I wish you to show her, by word and deed, that
she’s altogether wrong.”

“I'm not so sure that she is wrong.”

“Ivor!”

“ That, from your point of view, constitutes a difficulty.”

“Don’t be absurd.”

“I don’t go so far as to say that I hate his lordship.”

“I should think not.”

“But, at the same time, under the circumstances, you
would hardly expect me to clothe myself in sackcloth and
ashes if the Marquis of Putney were to die—in infancy.”

At that moment, so luck would have it, her Grace of
Datchet came into the room. Dacre had not been speaking
in a whisper. It was instantly plain, from the lady’s
bearing, that his speech had been overheard ; indeed, she
made prompt proclamation of the fact.

“I heard what you said, Mr. Dacre. I am not surprised.
It is just the sort of thing I expected you would say. But
I warn you that I shall not forget.”

Before either of the others could reply she had left the
room again. Lady Mary was for going after her ; Mr.
Dacre held her by the arm.

“Let her go. You will do no good by talking to her.
Even if you succeed in patching up a peace it will only
be make-believe ; neither of us is likely to forgive the
other, There is more between us than you suppose.”

Lady Mary acquiesced, unwillingly ; she saw something
on the man’s face which startled her. Thenceforward,
when the ladies were together, Mr. Dacre’s name was never
mentioned.

When, that afternoon, the duchess left Lady Mary after
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lunch, on her return to Datchet House, before removing
her hat or her gloves, she ran straight upstairs to the
nursery. She was full of a desire to snatch her baby up
in her arms, and kiss him ; to bear him away to her own
room ; to have him all to herself. Her mood was all
tenderness, pride, love. She would have liked to fondle
both her husband and her child ; because, that warm July
afternoon, she loved them both, and was so proud of them ;
she would have liked them to have fondled her. As
regards her husband, she knew that this was an impossi-
bility, being aware that political duties called him to the
House. Then there were a dozen other calls upon his time,
which would leave him without a moment for her. But
with her baby it was different. She could have him all to
herself, and he could have her.

It was, therefore, with a little shock of disappointment
that she found the nursery was empty. She rang the bell.
Instead of the maid, whose duty it was to attend to the
requirements of the nursery, the butler, Twyford, appeared
at the door. The duchess stared at him.

“ Where is Clifford ? I rang for Clifford.”

If she had been on the alert, she would have perceived
that there was something unusual in the butler’s bearing.

“Is there anything I can do for your grace ?”

“You? What have you to do with the nursery ? Send
Clifford here.” Then, as if with a sudden change of
purpose, she asked, “Is his lordship out ?” The moment
she had spoken her keen maternal instinct caused her to
note the singularity of the man’s manner ; to realize that it
was strange that he, of all people, should have answered
her ring. “ What has happened? Why do you look at
me like that? Why are you here ?”

The change in her demeanour caused him to falter,
“I am afraid, your grace, that something has occurred
which is in the nature of an incident.”
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Twyford’s fashions of speech, his perverted phrases, his
congenital incapacity to give a simple answer to a simple
question—these things were a standing joke. He was an
excellent servant, and not the less excellent because he was
unconsciously so amusing; the duke and she had often
laughed at him when his back was turned. It was not the
amusing side of him which appealed to her then ; she
resented his sesquipedalian utterance.

“ Speak plainly, can’t you? What has happened ? ”

Twyford made a visible effort to do as he was told.
“I have been given to understand that his lordship has
unfortunately disappeared.”

“ His lordship—disappeared? What do you mean?”

“From what I can gather, it would appear that his
lordship has been removed from his bassinet.”

“Removed from his bassinet ?” The duchess glanced
about the room, as if in search of the bassinet in question.
She moved—imperiously—towards the perturbed butler.
“Will you tell me what you mean? Twyford, if you don’t
speak plainly I shall feel disposed to shake you.”

She looked as if she could do it. She was tall and
straight ; physically, as fine a type of a young woman as
one could wish to see. Twyford was big, but he was also
portly ; not so young as he had been five and forty years
ago. One felt that one had only to take him by the
shoulders, and move him briskly to and fro, to shake the
breath right out of him. Whether his dignity would ever
recover from such a shock was another question. He had
arrived at that time of life, and at that style of figure,
when his dignity was his most cherished possession ; with-
out it he would be bereft indeed. And the duchess was
actually—almost |—threatening to shake him. His first
feeling was one of thankfulness that none of the other
servants were close enough to hear. Although he was not
aware of the fact, nothing was easier than to shatter
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what he flattered himself was the natural majesty of his
demeanour ; he was at once reduced to stammering.

“I—I can only assure your grace that I am in possession
of no particulars.”

“No particulars of what? Speak up!—and talk sense,
if you can! What do you mean by saying that his lord-
ship has disappeared—that he has been removed from his
bassinet? What has happened to my boy ?”

“Your grace, I can only repeat that I am credibly
informed that his lordship has—has gone.”

“Gone? Gone where? Where can a baby of ten months
go? How can a child of that age go anywhere, by himself ?
What do you mean? What are you trying to conceal?
Can’t you tell me the truth? Ishe hurt? Isheill? Has
he had an accident? What has happened to him? Do
you hear? Tell me! tell me! Where is he? Where is
Mrs. Olive? Where is Barnes? Send Clifford to me! You
are no use! Don’t you see how you are torturing me?
Why can’t you tell me what I want to know? Oh where
is there some one with some sense? If you are not
careful you will make me ill, and then what will the duke
say ?”

A reflection of the kind was occurring to Twyford. He
had imagined that self-possession and the duchess were
inseparable associates. This feverish woman was a
revelation. He was becoming alarmed ; beginning to wish
that he had allowed Clifford to answer the bell. It had
been a mistake of his to regard it as appertaining to the
dignity of his office to be a breaker of bad news. He had
cast himself for a 7d/e which it was extremely uncomfortable
to sustain. Yet if he did not sustain it properly her grace
might become unduly agitated ;—even hysterical. Then
what would happen to him? Would she ever forgive him
for driving her into hysterics? Pulling himself together
with an effort, he blundered into a statement of the truth.
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“I am afraid, your grace, that, from what I have been
told, his lordship has been kidnapped in Hyde Park.”

The effect upon the lady was unexpected. “Kid-
napped? In Hyde Park?” She drew herself up and
looked at him, as if he were a curiosity. All at once
she was calm again. Then she laughed,—quite naturally.
“ Twyford, what a silly thing you are. You always were
an unconscious humorist. What foolish tales have they
been telling you?”

Twyford was hurt. That she should laugh at him;
when, with an effort, he had brought himself to the
sticking-point, and spoken plainly !

“I can only assure your grace that that is what I have
gathered. It is true that no authoritative statement has
been made; but that is what is generally understood in
the house, that his lordship has been kidnapped in Hyde
Park.”

She regarded him' with curious eyes, and laughed
again ;—this time a little weakly, as if she were not quite
sure of her ground.

“ It sounds very funny, and quite incredible, like one of
the silly stories. How could the Marquis of Putney be
kidnapped—as you call it; the word in itself sounds

" ridiculous|—in Hyde Park, in broad daylight, when he
was being watched over by a couple of nurses—guaranteed
good characters—and all the police of London?”

“That I cannot inform your grace. I am in posses-
sion of no particulars. I can only repeat what I have
gathered.”

“ Gathered? From whom?”

Twyford fidgeted. “It is certainly a fact that Mrs.
Olive and Barnes returned without his lordship, and that
the bassinet was empty.”

“Empty! Twyford! Be careful! Did you yourself
see that it was empty ?”
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“I cannot say that, your grace; but I am credibly
informed that it was empty. The two women were in a
state of extreme excitement; indeed, I am advised that
Mrs. Olive was in a condition bordering on hysteria. They
both rushed off to Mr. Joynson and the duke ; and shortly
afterwards an individual who was understood to be of the
nature of a detective arrived in the house. He gave his
name as Inspector Wainford, of Scotland Yard.”

“Scotland Yard? A detective? Twyford, are you
really in earnest? If you have been made the victim of
some cock-and-bull story, and are passing it on to me, I will
never forgive you—never!”

Fortunately for Twyford, the tension was removed by the
entrance of the duke ; to whom the lady ran with complete
disregard of the butler’s presence.

“Hereward! thank God you've come! What does
this stupid person mean with his detectives and his
kidnapped in Hyde Park ? He has been talking the greatest
nonsense ; is he mad ?”

The duke looked at Twyford, not too genially; that
functionary tried to look as if he were not uncomfortable,
and failed.

“Mabel, come into my room ; I wish to speak to you.”

“Speak to me here! at once! Where is Putney? Tell
me what it all means?”

“If you will come to my room I will tell you all there
is to tell. I prefer to speak to you there.”

The duchess, who knew her man, understood, despite
her agitation, that time would be gained by doing as he
wished. So, without remonstrance, she obeyed. The
duke and the duchess passed together, arm-in-arm, to his
grace’s own room, on the first floor. There they found
Joynson, who, at a glance from his master, immediately
vanished. The duchess, still gloved and hatted, confronted
her lord with that in her mien which, to his thinking, added
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to her beauty ; and he had always esteemed her the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen.

“Now, Hereward, tell me—in one word l—where is my
son ?”

The “one word” was not forthcoming.

“My dear Mabel, there is no cause for you to be
distressed.”

“Isn’t there? I shall be able to judge for myself upon
that matter when you have told me what it is which you
hold to be no cause. Hereward, you know I am not very
well, and how essential it is that I should do my best to
keep myself sound and fit for to-night. You have noidea to
what tortures Twyford has been subjecting me ; don’t you
continue them, or—I may break down. If there is any
bad news, tell me—the worst; better that than this
circumlocution. I perceive that something has happened
to Putney ; please tell me—at once—what it is.”

“That is just the point. I can hardly be said to know
myself ; but I can give you my honest assurance that I
believe that, in a very short time, you will have him safe
and sound again in your arms.”

“In the mean time, what has happened? You must
know what has happened to my baby ?”

“I feel convinced that nothing has happened, that
nothing can have happened. His description has been
circulated all over the town ; every policeman in London is
on the look-out for him ; he may be restored to you at any
moment; indeed I expected to find him awaiting my
return.”

“Then—he is lost ?”

“For the moment, yes ; I am afraid that is so. But, I
repeat, there is no necessity why you should distress
yourself ; children are lost every day in London; it is a
commonplace occurrence ; you may confidently anticipate
his being found in a very short time.”
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“Where is Mrs. Olive ?”

“I don’t think any good can result from your interviewing
her just now. The woman has behaved very badly, and
is conscious that she has behaved badly; in consequence she
is very much distressed. I give you my word that every-
thing has been done—and is being done—that can be done.
Before you see that wretched woman you had better give
her an opportunity of recovering her senses ; as it is, she is
nearly out of them.”

“Where is Mrs. Olive ?”

“My dear! I presume that she is in her room; but
don’t you hear what I say? I beg that you will be guided
by me.”

“ Hereward, I trusted my child to Mrs. Olive. I want
to hear from her exactly what has happened ; and I will
hear.”

He made a little gesture with his hands. “If you
insist l—but I tell you nothing can be gained ; I can give
you all the information you can possibly require.”

“I do insist. I want to hear her speak with her own
lips. She is a woman ; I shall understand her better than
you. Send for her this instant ; don’t you see what I am
suffering ? that it is as much as I can bear?”

The duke rang a handbell ; Joynson appeared.

“Request Mrs, Olive to come here at once ;-and see
that she comes.”

There ensued an interval of waiting, during which her
grace’s outward calmness was in conspicuous contrast tother
husband’s obvious uneasiness. Yet even a superficial
observer would have understood that the woman'’s feelings
were deeper than the man’s ; that it needed but a touch to
lay bare her inward agony. The duke, realizing this, talked
glibly on, endeavouring by a flood of truisms to bring her
back into the region of the commonplace. But for all the
effect his glibness had on her he might as well have held
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his peace ; she never spoke. Until at last she asked a
question.

“Why doesn’t Mrs. Olive come ?”

As if by way of a reply to her inquiry, the door was
flung wide open, with a violence and an abruptness to
which the lady and the gentleman were unaccustomed.
The girl Barnes came rushing in.

“ Oh, your grace |” shecried. “My aunt isdead! She
has killed herself! She has committed suicide.”



CHAPTER 1V
THE DUCHESS ACCUSES

UDGING from her appearance, Sarah Barnes was hardly
in her right mind. She seemed possessed by some
variety of St. Vitus’ dance. The muscles of her face were
continually twitching, as if involuntarily. She held out her
hands on either side of her ; her fingers opened and shut.
Her whole body seemed to be in a state of muscular excita-
tion. She did not present an agreeable spectacle. She
seemed to be trembling on the border of an epileptic fit.

The duke and the duchess were so taken aback that,
on the instant, they did not realize what it was that she
meant. They stared at her as if they had no notion of what
it was she said ; the duchess gazed at her as a child might
have done, open-eyed, wondering, Then, a gleam of com-
prehension coming to the duke, he crossed quickly towards
her, speaking angrily.

“ What nonsense are you talking? Are you an utter
idiot? How dare you rush into my room .as if you were
insane?”

The girl mechanically repeated her own words. “ Oh,
your grace! My aunt is dead! She has committed
suicide | ”

Joynson came past her, through the open door. The
duke turned to him—still angry. :

“Is the girl stark mad? What rubbish is she talk-
ing?”

32
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Joynson’s face seemed a shade graver than usual ; his
tone was almost bitter.
“ Unfortunately, what she says is true. Mrs. Olive is
d ea ”
“ My son ! ” cried the duchess. “What has she done to
my son ?”
Presently the great house was all in confusion. Every
one was in a state of agitation. The servants, crowding
out of their offices, were much in evidence. Their superiors,
as excited as themselves, did little or nothing to keep them
in check. Joynson went up with the duke to Mrs. Olive’s
room ; and the duchess went with them. In spite of her
husband’s entreaties she would go; she would not stay
behind. She reiterated her determination to learn what
that woman had done to her son ; as if anything could be
learnt from the dead. Fearful of what might result from
too insistent opposition, the duke yielded. He felt con-
vinced that she was hovering about the regions of hysteria ;
in her then state, Heaven only knew what the result might
be. Mrs. Olive was a sufficiently gruesome object to look
upon. She lay, fully dressed, all twisted up, across a couch,
as if death had come upon her with sudden agony. On her
face there was a look of curious rigidity, as if some dread-
ful fear had overtaken her at the very last. It would have
been difficult for a stranger to have recognized in her the
pleasant-faced woman of but a few hours ago. One could
not but suspect that, though she had chosen to die, she had
regretted her choice almost as soon as it was made, But
* the vehicle she had preferred moved so rapidly that she had
had no time to change her mind ; while she repented, it
whisked her through the portals which close for ever on
those who have passed, so that repentance had but added
to her agony. The twisted fingers of her right hand gripped
a little blue bottle, so tightly that force would have been
needed to take it from her.

»
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“ Better touch nothing,” said Mr. Joynson, “till the doctor
comes, and the police. We can do no good ; she is quite
dead. Better let them see her exactly as we found her.”

The duchess’s attitude was singular. She stood staring
down at the dead woman with an impassivity which was
scarcely human ; regarding her as if she had been some lay
figure. The tragedy of her sordid ending seemed not to
touch her at all.

“She was a wicked woman. She killed herself to escape
the consequences of what she did to my son.”

The duke was shocked. He remonstrated with her in a
half whisper.

“ Mabel, you must not say that.”

“I shall say it ; I do say it. What did she do to my
son ?"”

Some one entered who proved to be a doctor. It
appeared that the alert Joynson had sent for one the
moment the discovery had been made; he had come
hastening from round the corner. The room was promptly
cleared. The duchess was sent downstairs in charge of the
duke ; whereupon the deferred explanation took place
between them,

He found her attitude a little trying. She listened
almost without interruption, but with something in her
manner which both puzzled and irritated him. Her out-
ward bearing was as placid as if she were reconciling
herself to an irrevocable decree of fate. He would much
rather she had stormed and wept, instead of sitting so
straight and still. To his thinking, a touch of hysterics
would have been better than that. When he had finished,
he did his best to comfort her, making out that the matter
was of less importance than he feared that it might prove
to be. Even while he was speaking, he was conscious that
his efforts were vain ; for all the heed she paid to them, his
words might have remained unuttered.

T et R
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“As I have told you before, I don’t think there is any
cause for concern; that is, for undue concern. There
ought to be no reasonable doubt that within a very short
time our boy will be restored to us.”

The lady had been sitting perfectly still, leaning a little
back ; her gloved hands lying over each other in her lap ;
her eyes fixed on the carpet just in front of her shoes;
her whole bearing expressive of a mood which to him was
both new and painful.

When he reiterated what, after all, was but an empty
assurance of his belief that things were not so bad as they
seemed, she did show signs of life. Rising from her chair,
she said, in a tone of voice which suggested almost fatalistic
resignation—

“You are quite wrong. Our son will never be restored
to us, never.”

He stared at her in amazement. “Mabel! What do
you mean? What are you saying ?”

“J mean what I say, and I say what I mean. Our son
will never be restored to us—if Mr. Dacre can help it.”

While she spoke the door had opened. Turning to see
who had entered, the duke perceived that the new-comer
was Mr. Dacre himself. Apparently his wife’s words had
been addressed to him,

Ivor Dacre’s good looks were proverbial At that
period he was not quite so young as he had been; but, in
putting his boyhood behind him, if anything his beauty—
it was nothing less—had mellowed, so that at thirty-three he
was really better worth looking at than he had been when
he was ten years younger. At least the women said so,
and on such matters they are supposed to be judges. He
was tall and slender, with that slenderness which denotes
endurance and agility. He was grace itself; his every
attitude, his every movement, was a delight to the eye.
When he danced even the men liked to watch him ; many
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a ball had become a glorious memory to a woman, because
his name had figured once upon her programme. Those
with whom he danced twice or thrice, long after-
wards pleasant thrills came to them when they recalled
those moments of rapture. He was smooth-cheeked as a
girl, but his face was a man’s. There was a glint of
laughter about his lips; an eloquence in his violet eyes
which was unintentional ; no man could have meant the
things he—unconsciously—looked at every woman. His
hair was a dark shade of chestnut, curling all over his head
in little clusters of curls which were his despair ; however
close he kept it cut, the curls in embryo were always
there. Not the least of his charms was his total absence of
self-consciousness ; never a less conceited man than Ivor
Dacre. And he had such a pleasant humour, such a ready
sympathy.

Now he came quickly into the room, surprise and concern
written large all over him.

“Hereward! What is this I hear? That Putney has
been kidnapped? It can't be true!”

The duke made a little movement with his body.
“ Unfortunately, I fear it is only too true ; at least I know
of no explanation which can adequately account for his
disappearance.”

“But it's inconceivable! incredible! The thing can't
be l 2]

The duchess interposed. “ However, no one knows
better than you do that the thing not only can be, but
that it is.”

Ivor regarded her as if puzzled. “No one knows better
than Ido? But I assure you that I know nothing at all
about it. I was passing, and Twyford came out and told
me. It was the first intimation I had had; or, of course,
I should have been here before.”

“Twyford came out and told you? Did he indeed?
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How extremely kind of him! And so unnecessary,
wasn't it ?”

“Unnecessary ? I don’t understand. Oughtn’t he to
have told me? Wasn't I meant to know?” He glanced
from the wife to the husband. “ Hereward, are you—are
you trying to keep it a secret?”

It was the duchess who replied. “Ohdear no. On the
contrary, we propose to publish it from the housetops, if it
should become necessary. But before we reach that stage,
while we three are together alone—we three who are the
only persons in the world to whom this little baby’s—shall
we call it disappearance ?—it is of the least real importance ;
while to us it is of capital importance—the most important
thing in the world. To me, because this is my child ; to
my husband, because this is his heir ; to you, because his
coming meant the loss of so much on which—shall we
say possibly >—you had already counted. Let us under-
stand each other before misunderstanding becomes too
hideously dangerous. You and I understand each other
very well already ; it is my husband who understands
nothing. This is a moment when it becomes necessary
that he should be made to understand—for my sake,
Therefore let me beg you voluntarily to lay aside the
hypocrisy which clothes you as with a garment, else I
shall have to tear it off—which would involve a loss of
dignity both to you and to me ; and be as frank, in my
husband’s presence, as you would be were we alone, say, in
the woods at home, where you and I learnt to know each
other so well.”

While she was speaking, both men observed her with
what seemed to be a complete lack of comprehension;
judging from appearances, which of the pair was the more
perplexed it would have been difficult to say.

The Duchess of Datchet had been the loveliest bride of
her year. Since she had been a wife, scarcely more than
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two happy years, it was hardly likely that her loveliness
had dimmed; it emphatically had not. In years the
merest girl—she had been married when she had just
turned eighteen, and was not yet twenty-one—in some
respects she was already an accomplished woman of the
world. A taste—or even a capacity—for melodrama was
almost the last thing one would have suspected her of.
Rather one would have written her down as among those
who, smiling on the rack, would have murmured polite
nothings to the chief torturer. All that the duke under-
stood was that, without a moment’s warning, she had
sloughed the skin of the penny plain and donned the lurid
hues of the twopence coloured. In his astonishment he
supposed that she had lost her wits ; failing to realize that,
after all, when one is not twenty-one, there are times when
the girl will out, even though she is a duchess, and acts the
part as if to the manner born.

What Ivor Dacre understood he alone could tell ; he
looked as if he understood nothing at all—a fact on which
she candidly commented.

“Don’t try to look as if you are a dullard. Whatever
else you are, you are not that ; you cannot even pretend
to be successfully. And you can pretend most things.”

Ivor seemed to stammer. “My dear Mabel—"

She cut him short. “There was a time when I per-
mitted—possibly even encouraged—you to call me your
dear Mabel. That time has gone for ever. Now, and
henceforward, I am to you, merely—the Duchess of
Datchet.”

The duke eyed her with a tendency to be opened-
mouthed.

“Mabel, what are you talking about? This worry

has been too much for you. Hadn't you better go and lie
down?”
In all cases of feminine trouble the duke’s universal

.




THE DUCHESS ACCUSES 39

panacea was “lying down.” The lady slightly inclined her
dainty head.

“I thank your grace; not yet. There are one or two
remarks I have to make to Mr. Dacre, and I intend to
make them. Mr. Dacre, if my son is restored to me by
six o'clock this afternoon no inquiries will be made. That
is one remark I have to make. You follow me ?”

“I do not, except—if you will pardon my saying so—to
the extent of sharing Hereward's feeling that you had better
lie down.”

She flushed, and held herself—if the thing were
possible—a little straighter.

“You are insolent! Thank you. That removes the
last shadow of a shade of compunction I may have felt.
Hereward, our son has been kidnapped by Mr. Dacre.”

She said it quietly, yet with a slight, almost childish,
touch of braggadocio, as if she defied contradiction. It
was, perhaps, the monstrous nature of the charge which held
both men dumb ; at least, for some seconds neither of them
spoke. Then the duke said, with an air which suggested
that he was chiding some froward girl—

“You are talking very foolishly, Mabel. I quite grant
that there is much to be said in your excuse ; still, I would
ask you to remember that there are things which are not
to be excused, under any circumstances whatever.”

“Do I not know it? Mr. Dacre has been guilty of one
of them. Have you ever had cause to suspect me of being
untruthful ? I say again, our son has been kidnapped by
your cousin, Mr. Ivor Dacre. If, for the first time since I
have been honoured by your acquaintance, you doubt me,
ask him. I do not think that, in my presence, he will
deny it.”

“1 shall do nothing so absurd. Mabel, I am ashamed
of you.”

“1 shall begin to be ashamed of you if, now that I have
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removed the handkerchief which blindfolded you, you per-
sist in keeping your eyes shut. I am not so foolish as to
mean that Mr. Dacre stole our boy with his own two hands,
or that he was anywhere in the neighbourhood when he
was being stolen. To suggest that were indeed to be
absurd. He is far too prudent a diplomatist. But I do
say that it is he who has supplied the motive power ; that
it is he who has put the machinery in motion. It is by his
instructions that our son has been kidnapped. That is to
state the position more exactly ; and I will put it that way
if you like it better. I presume you credit your wife with
honour. I give you my word of honour that that is true,
and that I have good reason for knowing it to be true.”

“Mabel, I can only hope that you don't realize the
meaning of your own words. To speak of nothing else, you
make Ivor out to be a raving lunatic. Ivor, don’t stand
there motionless. Tell this foolish girl she’s dreaming.”

“Do you believe the charge which the Duchess of
Datchet has just made against me ?”

“Do I believe it! What a question to ask!”

“If you do not believe it, I trust I may say nothing
which may imply contradiction of a lady, especially of
one who is so much my social superior.”

“Ivor! Mabel! What is the matter between you? I
thought you were the best of friends.”

The lady spoke. “We may touch upon that point
later. Meanwhile let us keep to the point. I have heard
women accused of being illogical ; I trust 'you will not
become in that respect like unto a woman. In the sight
of God our son is more mine than yours, since it was by
my agony that he was born of me. If you are against
him, to cover your kinsman, then he has none left but me ;
I'll not flinch from fighting for him, not having the fear
of your kinsman in my eyes. I say, for the third time,
that Mr. Dacre has kidnapped our son. If, though he does
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not condescend to go through the farce of a denial, you
take it for granted that I am lying, I am prepared to give
you the reasons on which my charge is based in his
presence—if he cares to hear them.”

Ivor turned to the duke. “If it is any satisfaction to
the duchess, Hereward, let me give you my assurance that
she is labouring under an entire misapprehension ; and
that I have not only had no sort of finger in the kidnapping
of the Marquis of Putney, if he has been kidnapped, but
that I had nonotion that anything untoward had happened
to him, until I was informed by your own servant outside
your own door. I trust that her grace will accept this
assurance in the spirit in which it is made, and that she
will not touch upon matters with which this issue is not
concerned.”



CHAPTER V
COUSINS

HE duke listened to his cousin’s words with a counte-
nance which, if it was not exactly beaming, was
probably intended to be expressive of much goodwill. He
turned to the duchess with what was meant to be an affec-
tionate gesture,

“You hear, Mabel !—and are now quite satisfied! My
dear, I understand your trouble perhaps better than you
suppose ; but please remember that it is also mine. I
cannot tell you too often that I am convinced that this is
but a passing cloud, that at any moment the sun may
shine through; so don’t let worry get the better of our
common sense because it's a dark one while it lasts.”

There was a pause before the lady answered, during
which she observed her husband with an odd little smile,
as if her feeling towards him was one of infinite pity.

“I heard you speaking the other day of some one who
was living in a fool's paradise. How queer it is that, often,
we can see others so much plainer than we can see our-
selves ;—surely no one was ever in quite such a fool’s
paradise as you are at the present moment. You have
grown up in a sort of cult of Mr. Dacre—the sort of
admiration which comes of ignorance, because I doubt if
you have ever known him intimately. Now, I have ; very
intimately indeed—ask him. I place not the slightest
reliance on the statement he has just now made, and that
for the very simple reason that about two years ago he told

42
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me, with the utmost distinctness, that if we ever did have
a child he’d have it kidnapped.”

“I deny it.”

“Then what, precisely, was your threat ? Possibly, now
and then, your memory plays you tricks. This happens
to be a point on which mine is perfectly clear. I'm
prepared to go into the witness-box and swear that you
told me, in so many words, that if Hereward and I ever
had a man child you'd cause it to be kidnapped.”

“I may have talked wild nonsense in a moment of
temper ; you know perfectly well that nothing I may have
said of the kind was ever seriously meant.”

“So far as I am able to judge, you were in no worse
temper then than you are now. You' have always struck
me as being a person who had his temper very much under
control.”

“Then I have been able to conceal from you my sensa-
tions better than I imagined.”

“I think not. On the contrary, I fancy I have under-
stood you better than you suspected. Under a careless
front you hide a will of steel. You stick at nothing to
carry out your aims. Having once sworn to be revenged,
neither time nor changing circumstance will ever turn
you from your purpose.”

“I trust—and believe—that your diagnosis of my
character is incorrect.”

“I know better ; and so do you. By the way, before
we go any farther, are you aware that your tool, Mrs. Olive,
is dead?”

“Dead !—Mrs. Olive |—It can’t be! I saw her in the
park only an hour or two ago.”

“Oh, you did see her in the park? Indeed! Was
that before the kidnapping ? or afterwards? or about the
time that it was taking place ? In any case, now she’s dead ;
she has committed suicide.”
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“ Committed suicide! Impossible!”

“But not inconvenient—for you! Extraordinary how
fortune sometimes assists us to cover up that which we
most ardently desire to keep concealed.”

“Your insinuations become more and more monstrous.”

“Insinuations? They are intended to be plain state-
ments.” '

“You are more unfair than even I thought you could
be.” :
“Do you deny that it was through your machinations
that Mrs. Olive was introduced into my house, as the
custodian of my child? Before you answer, let me inform
you that she told me that it was so with her own lips. - I
ought to have known then that her presence threatened
danger. I did suspect it; but, to be frank, I underrated
your capacity for crime.”

The duke asked a question. “Is it a fact, Ivor, that this
woman was introduced into my house by you ?”

“It is. I have known her for years ; though she had
made a most unfortunate marriage, she was a woman in
whom I had entire confidence.”

“No doubt,” This was the duchess; he went on as if
unheeding.

“I had reason to be aware that she was just the person
you required ; I thought I should be doing you both a
good turn by putting her into the way of becoming nurse
to your baby.”

“You might have advised us of our indebtedness to

you.”
“Why should I? "Hereward, be reasonable, There
were circumstances in her life which she wished to keep
quiet ; I might have had to talk of them. Wishing to
avoid the risk of doing that I said nothing, being satisfied
with the knowledge that you couldn’t have had a better
person.”
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“ With such a husband ?”

“ The husband was a drawback. But as, at that time,
he was in prison, and bade fair to stay there, all that was
necessary was to keep him in ignorance of her whereabouts,
and he was as good as non-existent.”

“Your reasoning, Ivor, was imperfect. It is owing to
this woman'’s criminal negligence that Putney has been
stolen ; while it is more than possible that her husband is
1mmedlately responsible for his disappearance.”

“The scoundrel! Ifheis!”

“He is not.” This was the duchess. “Don’t try to
head us off on that bad scent, Mr. Dacre. It is of course
possible that Mr. and Mrs. Olive were doing your bidding ;
but that they were carrying out your instructions, if, between
them, they stole Putney, that the responsibility is imme-
diately yours, I have no more doubt than you have, I
won’t detain you much longer, Hereward, or Mt. Dacre ;
I—I have other things to think of. So I will endeavour
to crowd into one sentence some of the reasons why I know
that it is Mr. Dacre who has stolen our child. To begin
at the beginning. He was very disappointed when you
married. He thought you were the sort of man who would
never marry ; he told me so himselff He took it for
granted that he would be the next Duke of Datchet——

The duke interrupted her, almost sternly. “ Mabel, I
beg you will not say such things ; I forbid it.”

She turned her face a little to look at him, still with
the same old smile.

“Indeed? Of course if you forbid, I obey—within
limits. I will not say such things to you, if you forbid it ;
but I will, and shall, say them to my lawyer, and to the
police. If there is justice, I will compel Mr, Dacre to
return to me the child he has stolen.”

She moved towards the door; the duke interposed
himself.
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“Mabel, I implore you——"

She stood, confronting him. There was that on her
face which silenced him ; his sentence remained unfinished.

“Be so good as to let me pass; be advised, lest you
place too great a strain on my obedience.”

She spoke almost in a whisper; but he did as she
requested, holding the door wide open as she passed, very
straight, head in the air. He continued to hold it open for
a moment or two after she had gone, his countenance
changing as he did so, till it seemed drawn with anguish.
The expression was still there when he returned across the
room, so transforming him that his cousin noted it with a
certain curious surprise.

There was an interval of silence, during which Ivor
Dacre remained erect, watching his cousin, brushing the
crown of his silk hat lightly with the fingers of his right
hand. There was that in his attitude which suggested that
he was on his guard, prepared for attack, for anything ;
resolved that the first blow should come from the other.
Nothing, on the other hand, in the giuke’s bearing hinted
at a bellicose purpose. Indeed, as Dacre continued to
observe him he gradually became conscious of a sense of
being puzzled. Usually the most self-possessed of men,
the duke’s uneasiness was so obvious, and so peculiar, that
Ivor began to wonder if, by any chance, he could be
physically unwell. He stood, his back to Ivor, with bowed
head, leaning with one hand upon a writing-table, as if he
needed its support to help him to stand. Then, with
tremulous steps, very different from his characteristic stride,
passing to the fireplace, still with his back to Ivor, he
clung—it amounted to clinging—to the mantelpiece with
both his hands ; continuing there so long that Dacre was
inclined to ask himself if he had forgotten he was present.
When he did turn there was a drawn look upon his face
which positively startled Ivor; it made him look so
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unnaturally old. He spoke with a wan and crooked
smile.

“Well, Ivor, she takes it badly.”

Dacre was so amazed by the appearance he presented
that, for the moment, he was at a loss as to his meaning.

“1 beg your pardon ?”

“I say that Mabel takes it badly; the loss of her
child.”

In his turn Dacre smiled ; a very different smile to
that which distorted the other’s visage.

“Is that surprising? You could hardly expect her not
to be affected ; you don’t look as if you were unconcerned.”

There was something in the other’s tone which seemed
to act on the duke like a cold douche. He perceptibly
shuddered, drew himself up, looked at Ivor as if he had
been suddenly roused out of sleep.

“I? Of course I am not unconcerned ; that would be
to ask too much. But I trust that I don’t take it so
seriously as Mabel seems disposed to do.”

“You must pardon my bluntness, Hereward ; but, from
the look of you, I should have thought that you took it
worse. You look positively ill.”

“Ill? Nonsense! I am no more ill than you are;
and I don't suppose I look it ; it is your imagination.”

He glanced about him, from side to side, as if searching
for something which he expected to see, and was surprised
to find was missing ; a small piece of by-play which had
on Mr. Dacre a somewhat disconcerting effect—it was so
unlike his cousin. Suddenly the duke threw his head a
little back, as if he was listening.

“ Isn't that a child’s voice ? ” he asked.

The other echoed his words. “ A child’s voice ?”

“Yes; isn’t—isn’t it a baby crying 2 ”

Mr. Dacre’'s amazement seemed to grow. “I hear
nothing. Even if a baby was crying you would hardly
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hear it, in a room of this size, with the door closed.
Datchet House is too well built.”

As if persuaded by his cousin’s words, the duke ceased
to listen.

“1 suppose so; it is my imagination which is this time
at fault. But I certainly thought it was curiously like a
child’s cry. Strange how easily one can delude one’s self
into the half belief that one hears what one desires to hear.
The fact is, I am so confident that the whole affair is but
an incident, that the child will be restored to usin a very
short time, that, unconsciously, I suppose, my nerves are
in a state of tension. To change the subject, I had no
idea that Mabel and you were on the terms you seem
to be.”

“So far as I am concerned, the duchess and I are on
the best of terms.”

“She hardly seems to be upon the best of terms with
you.”

“That is my misfortune.”

The duke eyed his cousin with some appearance of
returning to his wonted self. His tone became a trifle dry.

“] need not, I presume, tell you that I am aware that
there was something between Mabel and you before she
did me the honour to promise to be my wife. What,
exactly, there was I do not know, and I do not desire to
know ; but I regret to find that it has left in Mabel’s mind
so unpleasant an impression of your character.”

“1 repeat that that, again, is my misfortune. I assure
you that the fact is quite the other way with me. No one
could have a higher opinion of the duchess’s character than
I have.”

“] presume you make an exception in my favour?”

“I am not sure that I do. I am inclined to reiterate
that no one could have a higher opinion of the duchess
than I have ; not even her husband.”
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“ It becomes, therefore, the more unfortunate that she
should have got this unfortunate idea into her head that
you can have had anything to do with the disappearance of
our boy.”

“ If, as you so confidently anticipate, Putney is presently
returned to you, that idea will vanish.”

“If he is not, what then?”

“Is the thing supposable ? ”

“Let us suppose it. If she persists in her idea the
position will become one of extreme delicacy. She is not
a woman who is always easy to mﬂuence

“That I can believe.”

“ Speaking for myself, I do not quite understand the
part you played in introducing to the house that woman
Olive.”

“Yet nothing could be simpler.”

“What was the nature of the interest you had in
her?”

“I merely wished to do her a good turn.”

“And us a bad one ?”

“Not at all. You could not have found a better nurse
had you searched England, or a better woman.”

“With such a husband?”

“The husband was a drawback. But when she told
me of the precautions she was taking to prevent his
finding out her whereabouts I confess that I thought them
adequate.”

“Yet he found her.”

“ Apparently—the blackguard | ”

“It is not at all unlikely that we owe what has hap-
pened to him ; I fear, in the light of her subsequent self-
destruction, that I am disposed to suspect her of being his
accomplice. I think a jury will suspect her also,”

“1 am sure she was nothing of the kind.”

“How can you be sure? What other motive could she
E
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have, except a guilty conscience, and the desire to avoid
discovery ?”

“Why do people commit suicide ? It is not necessarily
a sign of guilt. I can fancy her saying to herself, ‘ Rather
than live with him again, rather than admit, in the face of
the whole world, that such a villain is my husband, I will
kill myself ;’ and she did.”

“And in so doing rendered him an excellent service,
in removing from his path—presuming her to have been
innocent—the one witness from whom he had most to
fear.”

“ At such moments people are not logicians, especially
women. When they take the arbitrament of life or death
into their own hands they do not stay to think. Personally
I am convinced that she was innocent—blameless.”

“Not blameless; she had no right to leave the child
unguarded.”

“You must remember that I am ignorant of all the
details, If she was guilty of an error of judgment that was
all she did. The scoundrel she believed she married »

“Believed? Didn’t she marry him?”

“It is extremely likely that he was a bigamist, to say
the least. In his cheerful moments he used to entertain
her by declaring that he had several other wives still living ;
and it is possible that, for once in a way, he was telling the
truth. He’s quite a pleasant character. There is no doubt
that he’s a blackguard of the finest water. If he has got
hold of Putney, I know enough of him and of his haunts to
be pretty sure that, with the aid of the police and, perhaps,
a little money, the boy will be restored to you, sound and
well.”

“You think it is a case of blackmail ?”

“I think nothing, because I know nothing. But, if that
gentleman has got him, I should say it certainly is. The
point is, has he ?”
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“Why do you doubt it ? All the evidence goes to show
that, in some degree or other, he is the criminal.”

“1 neither doubt nor believe. The impression made
upon my mind is that you doubt it.”

“Why do you say that ?”

“Because it is true. Are you prepared to assure me
that you believe that man has kidnapped your child—or
his wife ?”

“I should be a very foolish person if I were. I draw
my deductions from the facts which are before me. Every-
thing at present is the merest surmise. All we know is
that the child is lost.”

“Precisely. That is all we know.”

“Children are constantly being lost; and, almost in-
variably, are very quickly found again. I echo my own
words when I say that I am convinced that the whole
affair is but an incident, and that presently the boy will,
in the ordinary course of events in such cases, be restored
to his parents.”

“We will hope so.”

The two men looked at each other.

When Mr. Dacre had gone, Joynson entered the room,
in answer to the ducal figg. At the moment of his entry
the duke seemed to be so absorbed in his own meditations
that, after a decent interval, the man thought it desirable
to call attention to his presence.

“ Your grace rang?”

The duke glanced up with a start. “ Oh yes—yes.
Joynson, you will see that announcements are sent out
that the ball is postponed ; Mr. Gregory has the list. The
exact facts must be stated to the Prince ; but with the
others let there be a little vagueness. Even if, as is
probable, his lordship is found within the next two or
three hours the duchess will hardly be in a condition to
receive her guests. And then, in any case, there is the
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unfortunate business of that wretched woman's suicide.
See that every one is told not to come.”

“Your grace’s instructions shall be carried out.”

“ And, Joynson.” The duke hesitated ; then suddenly
asked a question, in quite a different tone of voice, and with
quite a different air, “ Have you any idea where she is?”

Joynson hesitated in his turn, but apparently it was not
because he had any doubt as to whom the personal pronoun
referred to. Presently he said, very curtly—

“She is dead ! ”

The duke half rose from his seat. “Dead? Joynson,
you don’t mean it?”

“She died the week that you were married.”

“You knew it? And you never told me?”

“If your grace will reflect, why should I tell you? I
was aware that it was a connection which you wished to
forget. You have never referred to it until this hour.”

“That is true. But—is it possible ?—what an extra-
ordinary thing! Then—then there is nothing to fear.”



CHAPTER VI
THE PROWLER'S HOMING

A VERY curious thing happened to Mr. Benjamin

Cooper ; there was nothing to show absolutely that
that was his name ; and, as a matter of fact, although it was
the style and title by which he had last been known to the
police, he was now prepared to take his Bible oath that his
name was something altogether different. This thing which
happened to him was one of those things which turn out to
be double-edged ; at first sight it seemed to be a stroke of
luck, in its way, almost a brilliant stroke of luck ; later, it
assumed quite another guise.

As he was going away from that momentous interview
in Hyde Park with the unhappy woman to whom he had
united himself in the bonds of holy matrimony, he struck
off in the direction of the Marble Arch. On his way he
saw—not on the path along which he was walking, but on
one which branched off to the left—something lying on the
ground, something white. His first impression was that it
was a pocket-handkerchief. It not being his habit to leave
any loose property lying about which he could possibly
appropriate, he made a strategic movement in the direction
of the distant object. When he reached it he saw that his
first impression had been an erroneous one; it was not a
pocket-handkerchief. As he picked it up he glanced around
to see who was in sight. In the more or less near distance
there were several people ; in his immediate neighbourhood

53
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there was no one ; particularly was there no one on the path
on which he stood. It was within a hundred and fifty yards
of where he had quitted his wife, and led in the direction of
the public roadway. As his fingers closed about the article,
and his greedy eyes fell on it, he was at a loss to make out
what it was. It seemed to be a strip of lace; possibly, he
decided, some sort of fichu, or whatever the women called
it, and some careless female had allowed it to slip unnoticed
from her shoulders. Whatever it was it certainly was
nothing masculine, and therefore not the sort of thing of
which a man of his appearance would be likely to be the
owner. With instinctive quickness, crushing it into a small
compass between his fingers, he thrust it inside his jacket,
and returned to pursue his original direction.

His temporary residence—all his residences were tem-
porary—was in the purlieus of Lisson Grove. On his way
home he had an adventure ; indeed, he had more than one ;
or, as he might have phrased it, he did one or two bits of
business. The first was in connection with a gold cigarette-
case; at least, he hoped it was gold. There are so many
imitations of that sort of thing about nowadays ; they entail
such disappointments to men of his profession. A couple
of elegant youths were in front of him. One of them took
out what looked like a gold cigarette-case. Having helped
himself and handed it to his companion, he returned it to
the bottom left-hand pocket of his jacket ;—his companion
being on the right, and his jacket unbuttoned. Brushing
past them along the narrow path, slipping his nimble fingers
into the pocket, he withdrew the case. It was a pretty
impudent thing to do, since there was no one near to act
as cover ; and the owner had only to put his hand into his
pocket to learn his loss, when a very delicate situation
would arise for Mr. Cooper. But the Prowler—to give him
the name by which he was generally known to his natural
foes—prided himself upon the fashion in which he could—
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and did—do that kind of thing. He held that if your skill
was sufficient, the more impudence—which he called nerve
—you had the better. Certainly on that occasion he was
justified, for he walked away with the cigarette-case in his
pocket without meeting with the slightest interference.

As he neared the Arch he saw—again in front of him
—a lady; middle-aged, stout, over-dressed. He was a
man of critical tastes; as he observed her he said to
himself—

“That old girl's got it all on, and a bit more. She
wouldn’t look any the worse if some of it came off.”

Among other adornments she wore that absurdity
affected by women who are vulgar and silly, which they
call a “chatelaine.” Attached to her waistbelt was a hook,
from which was suspended divers chains, to which was
fastened the most ridiculous collection of rubbish—a pencil,
a penknife, a note-book, a match-box, a mirror, a puff-box,
smelling salts, sweet-box, and, to crown all, a large chain
purse ; the whole collection, hook, chains, and all, being
made of what looked like solid gold.

“If that’s real,” commented to himself the judicious Mr.
Cooper, “and by the look of it I should say it was, the old
dear’s offering to the first dona-fide bidder a goodly number
of quids, even if it's only fourteen carat ; and a solid lump
like her ought to wear nothing under eighteen carat, if only
that she might show the hall-mark to her friends, and crush
}em'”

Mr. Cooper paid her the most flattering attention, from
a respectful distance, The wide open space about the
Marble Arch renders it easy for a person to keep another
person in sight, without attracting the attention of the
person shadowed, or of anybody else. One can dawdle
and loiter, look this way and that, gravitate first in one
direction then another, without seeming to be anything
unusual. When the woman with the chatelaine passed out
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of the park Mr. Cooper was within six feet of her, and she
still had not the faintest suspicion of his existence.

Once outside the park she did what—having some
acquaintance with her species—he thought it probable she
would do ; she crossed over to the corner of the Edgware
Road and waited for a ’bus. Why women bedecked in
such fashion should, for the sake of saving a cab fare,
ride in an omnibus, it is difficult for the merely masculine
mind to understand. One would suppose that the spirit
of economy would have moved them before they reached
that point. One would also have thought that they
might have realized that it is unsafe to make a display of
gewgaws of that description in a public conveyance. But,
as Mr. Cooper was aware, women of that type never seem
to realize anything clearly ; probably most omnibuses and
tramcars contain at least one example of the species.

As it is not unusual, several persons were waiting at the
corner of Edgware Road for the 'bus they wanted ; and,
among them, as chance would have it, was not only the
woman with the chatelaine, but, also, Mr. Benjamin Cooper.
At the last moment, however, it seemed that Mr. Cooper,
changing his mind, decided to choose some other form of
conveyance ; because, just as the omnibus started with the
lady, he turned right round, and went off—rapidly—in quite
a different direction.

When the omnibus had gone two or three hundred
yards the lady woke to the position with a sudden excla-
mation.

“Good gracious |—I've lost my chatelaine |”

The other passengers stared ; the conductor looked in
at the door. The lady, in a state of the extremest agitation,
was floundering about in an attempt to preserve her balance
in the shaky vehicle, as, rising from her seat, she was
endeavouring to look round herself, and behind herself, and
over herself, and under herself, all at the same time.
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“Conductor!” she cried. “Stop the omnibus!—I've
lost my gold chatelaine | ”

“What have you lost ? ” placidly inquired the conductor,
who was used to lady passengers,

“My gold chatelaine! Stop the ’bus at once! I must
get down |”

“You never had no chatelaine on when you got in,” he
remarked, as he rang the bell ; adding, as she descended,
“Seems to me that people who can afford to wear gold
chatelaines out in the street didn’t ought to ride in
omnibuses.”

“ ,Don’t be impertinent,” she snapped, “ or I shall report
you.”

Then she had quite a thrilling time, with unsympathetlc
policemen and equally unsympathetic passers-by, receiving
cordial assurances from all sides that she would never see
or hear anything again of the chatelaine which she had
lost. And she never did.

But Mr. Cooper returned to his humble home with a
contented mind ; his morning stroll had been productive
of the most satisfactory results—for him.

At that period of his life he was a lonely bachelor,
occupying a single top-floor room. Having secured himself
against interruption by turning the key, he proceeded to
subject his spoils to a more intimate examination than
circumstances had hitherto permitted—beginning with the
chatelaine, and starting by looking for the hall-mark on
that. Luck was on his side.

“ Eighteen carat ! ” he told himself with glee. “That’s
a bit of all right! I thought she looked it.” The fact
was ostentatiously announced on every article ; apparently
on each of the links on all the chains. Even the purse was
eighteen carat ; and, in a different sense, the contents were
eighteen carat too, consisting of a five-pound Bank of
England note, eight pounds in gold, fourteen shillings in
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silver, and—actually |—another little eighteen-carat gold
case, containing hairpins,

“That's a jewel of a woman,” chuckled Mr. Cooper,
jingling the sovereigns between his palms. “I wonder if
she was eighteen carat all over. She would have been
worth taking if she was; she’d have made a fine lot of
stuff for the melting-pot.”

The cigarette-case proved disappointing. It was gold,
of a kind—of the nine-carat kind ; when you come to turn
a nine-carat gold cigarette-case into sovereigns, the number
you receive in exchange is hardly even plural. Mr. Cooper
sampled the contents with the relish of a connoisseur.

“ They are Turkish, and decent Turkish ; I will say that
for him. If they’d been American, hang me if it wouldn’t
have been too much.”

There remained the article he had found in the park.
Of that he could make neither head nor tail. It was a
piece of lace, about four feet long and twenty inches wide.

“ That’s no fichu, or whatever they call’em. Nowoman
—not even our dotty dear of the chatelaine—would wear a
thing like that, It looks to me more like a window curtain
of some sort ; one of those small ones you fasten across the
middle. And yet I don’t know. What'’s a window curtain
of any sort doing right out in the middle of the park, all
on its lonesome. It might be a veil, of sorts ; only it’s not
likely, that shape, and with edges like that. I do believe
it's a curtain of some kind ; though I'm blowed if I know
what kind. Anyhow, although I don’t pretend to be a
judge of this kind of thing, it does look to me as if it were
a handsome piece of stuff; out of the way handsome.
What's this in the centre? And in the corners?” He
took it to the window, so as to be able to examine it
to better advantage. “Is it a coat of arms, or a crest, or
what is it? There's a swagger look about it, as if it
belonged to some one who'd taken a fancy to himself,
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And what’s this in the corners ? ‘ P—P—P—P’—in each
of the four, Now, what's that stand for ?2—the name of the
party who lost it ? Is it his monogram? ¢P’—all over the
place. Crests and coats of arms aren’t much in my line;
but I wonder who the deuce ‘P’ is!—I dare say that
little bit of stuff’s worth money.”

In daring to say that, he was not daring to say too much.
He was holding in his hands a piece of lace which had a
history ; an heirloom of one of England’s greatest families,
worth the gold chatelaine, and the contents of the purse,
many times over.

He arrived at a decision. “I know what I'll do, It's
no good giving in a thing like this at any of the usual
cribs ; they're sure to do me. If it's worth anything
there'll be more offered for its recovery than what they’ll give
me; and there was nothing crooked about the way it
came to me. I’ll take it with me to-night when I go to
have that little chat with my old girl ; and I'll show it
her. She knows all about these sort of things; she'll
soon give me some idea of what it's worth; and perhaps
she’ll be able to give me a hint as to where it came from.”

He took it with him that night; and that was the
cause of the trouble.



CHAPTER VII
SLIGHTLY INFORMAL

HEN Mr. Cooper strolled across the park that night,

to keep his appointment with his wife, it was with

a mind at ease. He had no idea of what awaited him, so
blind are the sharpest-sighted mortals. He had fed well ;
he had drunk well. There was money in his pockets; at
home there was that which promised to produce a great
deal more. The night was fine ; out there in the park it
was delicious. The band was still playing ; he paid a penny
for a chair and sat and listened. Quite a nice girl was on
the chair next his, disposed to be friendly. Something in
the lady’s-maid line, from what he could gather. He had a
natural fondness for female servants of the superior class;
he had had relations with several of them, which had turned
out very well—for him. Very well they got on together,
and remarkably fast, advancing more towards intimacy in
a very few minutes than some people would have done in
many weeks. But then Mr. Cooper was a skilled practi-
tioner in matters of the kind, and, where a feminine fool of
a certain sort was concerned, moved more rapidly than she
—until afterwards—had any notion of. He would have
liked to have stopped, and played the game to a finish,
right there and then ; only he was conscious that time was
passing, and that it might not be wise to strain too much
the patience of the lady with whom his appointment was

already overdue. So, with his new acquaintance he made
60
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an appointment for her next night out, which he was
destined not to keep, and, pleading pressing business, con-
tinued his stroll towards the rendezvous he had made in
the morning.

The spot he had named was not far from the bandstand,
on the path which branched off from the road through the
trees —the same spot, indeed, on which there had been
the meeting of the morning. Directly he quitted the
roadway he found himself in comparative darkness; the
lamps had gone, the branches meeting overhead obscured
the sky. It was difficult, especially at first, to make out
his surroundings ; to see who wasabout. As he progressed,
his eyes becoming more accustomed to the gloom, he was
able to .distinguish objects better. So far as he could
make out he was the only person on the path. It dawned
on him more and more clearly that there were chairs under
some of the trees, and that some of them were occupied—
by couples ; but on the path itself there appeared to be no
one.

“ Perhaps, because I happen to be a trifle late, she’s put
on frills, and taken herself off. She ought to know me
better than that ; I'll teach her something if she has, If
she’s not there——" The threat remained in embryo. All
at once some one came out from under the trees on to the
path a little way in front of him. *“Hallol—there she is!
I've.been doing her an injustice; probably some rude
fellow has been trying to introduce himself ; so she’s been
keeping under cover until I came.” The figure on the path
was that of a female, who moved leisurely forward.
Quickening his steps, he caught her up, addressing her
from behind as he did so. “Well, my dear; little late,
aren’t I? Sorry to have kept you waiting.”

When he spoke she turned; and as she turned he
perceived that he had made a mistake—that the woman
was not his wife, There was that about her demeanour which
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he did not understand. She stood, in perfect silence,
regarding him, through the gloom, with an insistent scrutiny.
A little taken by surprise, he was about to take off his hat
and apologize for the error he had made, when he heard
the sound of persons moving behind him among the trees
on his right, and before he could move or speak, a hand
was laid on his shoulder, and a voice said—

“I want you.”

His instinct was to twist himself loose; or, if that
failed, then to turn upon his captor and assail him with
that injurious violence for which he had more than once
been famed. Conscious, however, that several persons
were about him, he realized that to struggle would be vain
and might be dangerous. With perfect samg froid he
looked round at the man who still held him by the
shoulder.

“And pray who may you be ?”

“I'm Inspector Wainford, of Scotland Yard ; and you're
Benjamin Cooper, alias James Sully, alias the Prowler ;
so now we've introduced ourselves to each other perhaps
you'll hold out your hands for the darbies. It’sa clean cop,
my lad.”

Recognizing that the inspector spoke the truth, he did
as he was bid with an admirable docility which suggested
the well-trained thief. In his voice, as he put a question,
there was more than a touch of irony.

“Would it be troubling you too much, inspector, to tell
me what you've copped me for, as I'm a perfectly innocent
man”

“You'll be told that soon enough. Meanwhile here’s a
gentleman who would like to speak to you.”

The inspector withdrew ; apparently behind a free.
The Prowler became aware that two other men were stand-
ing in front of him, one of whom said, in a voice which
was unmistakably a gentleman’s—
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“You know me, Sully.”

The man addressed stared, conscious of a sense of
growing bewilderment. There was something about these
proceedings which was beyond his comprehension, con-
siderable though his experience had been.

“I’ll be damned if I do.”

“ Don'’t lie to me, James Sully ; you know me perfectly
well.”

A light burst in upon the other’s brain. “ By God, it's
Mr. Dacre. And what might you want with me? What’s
the meaning of this littlegame? Interfering again between
husband and wife—is that it ?”

“You'll understand what I want with you, Sully, when
I tell you—if you were not aware of the fact before—that
I'm the cousin of the Duke of Datchet.”

“The cousin of—"

“This is the Duke of Datchet.”

Mr. Dacre motioned to the man at his side. More and
more puzzled, Sully glanced from one to the other.

“Well 2—and if he is the Duke of Datchet, what then ?
I'm the Duke of Windsor, that’s who I am—and what'’s
the odds if I'm not? I've done nothing to any duke, that
I’'m aware of, that he should want to make himself nasty
to me.”

“Oh yes, you have. Don’t try that line ; it won’t do.”

If there had only been light enough it would have been
seen that the man’s stare grew more pronounced.

“1 don’t know what you're driving at, Mr. Dacre;
straight, I don’t.”

“Do you mean that?”

“Certainly I mean it. Perhaps if you was to tell me
what you’re driving at, perhaps then I might understand.
I want to treat you squarely.”

“You'll find it worth your while to do so; well worth
.your while.”
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The speaker’s tone was pregnant with a significance
which the other vainly tried to fathom. Mr. Dacre went
on.

“Without any beating about the bush, you'll tell us
plainly, and at once, what you know about the Marquis of
Putney.”

“The Marquis of Putney? What lark is it you're
trying to have with me, Mr. Dacre? Who's the Marquis
of Putney? I really am not used to being in such high
company.”

It was the man standing by Mr. Dacre’s side who spoke
next.

“The Marquis of Putney is my infant son, as I
believe you are aware.” .

“So help me——" began Mr. Sully ; but the other cut
him short, with a cold severity which, to Mr. Sully, seemed
uncalled for.

“Don’t trouble yourself to commit perjury ; at least,
till you are aware what the position %actually is. I repeat
that the Marquis of Putney is my infant son, as you are
aware ; the woman who called herself your wife, and who
was known to me as Mrs. Olive, was my son’s nurse, as
you are also aware ; this girl, standing here, is her niece,
Sarah Barnes—as she is acquainted with many of the facts
of the case I advise you to take care what statements you
may make. This morning, while you engaged your wife,
and this girl, in conversation, my son, the Marquis of
Putney, was taken out of his perambulator, and—to be
brief—kidnapped. Your wife has since committed suicide.”

“My wife has committed suicide l—my wife !”

“ Therefore, whether or not she was your accomplice
probably you alone can tell. However, circumstances
have arisen which render it practically certain that you
were associated with the disappearance of my child. I
say nothing of the degree of your guilt ; that is for you to
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make plain. Your part may have been a minor one ; you
may even have been the tool of others. What I ask from
you is frankness ; if you tell me the truth you shall have
no cause to regret it.”

“ Excuse me, but are you the Duke of Datchet ? ”

“Iam.”

“Then all I can say is, your grace, that, although I
supposed you had a child, since my wife was nurse in your
house, I didn’t know it was a son ; I never heard of the
Marquis of Putney; and as for kidnapping—if there has
been any kidnapping—I know no more about it than a
babe unborn. And if that’s not the truth may I never
speak again.”

Mr. Cooper made a mistake common with men of his
class; he protested too much. To the thinking of both
his hearers his words had about them the ring of insin-
cerity. When he spoke again the duke’s tone was cold—
measured.

“Is that the position you have finally decided to take
“p ?"

Again Mr. Cooper was a trifle too emphatic. “I can't
tell you anything if I don’t know anything—how can I?
Ask yourself the question.”

“ Then, in that case, you leave me no option. I shall
have to make a formal charge against you, and leave you
to the law.”

“If you make charges against me from now to never it
won’t make any difference ; you'll be doing yourself no
good ; you'll only be locking up an innocent man.”

Mr. Dacre interposed. “ Unfortunately, Sully, I have
the best of reasons for knowing that you're an irredeem-
able scoundrel and a thorough-paced liar, and that not the
slightest reliance is to be placed on anything you say.”

The gentleman referred to became pathetic. “That’s
what comes of getting a bad character. Guilty or not

F
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guilty, everything’s put down to you. It's hard; bitter
hard.”

Mr. Dacre showed no sign of being touched. “ Officer,”
he observed, “ take your prisoner.”

The prisoner was taken, and conveyed to Vine Street
police station, where he was formally charged with being
concerned in the kidnapping of the Marquis of Putney.
His pockets were turned out there and then. One of the
first things discovered was the strip of lace he had picked
up in the park. At sight of it Sarah Barnes, who had
accompanied the party to the station, exclaimed—

“ Why, there’s his lace coverlet! It wasover him when
we left him asleep in his pram.”

The inspector addressed the duke. “Your grace:
recognizes the article ? "

The duke was regarding it with mingled feelings.
“I do; I know it well. It is of great value, and has
been in the family for generations; indeed, it is an heir-
loom, and is only used for the head of the house.—May I”
he hesitated—“may I say a few words to this man in
private ?” ‘

The request might not have been granted in every
case, but it was granted in this; the prisoner being taken
to a cell, and the duke shut in with him. During the
brief interview which followed the gaol-bird carried off the
palm for self-possession—the peer being so affected by his
emotions as to be almost inarticulate.

“Do you still persist in your denial after the evidence
of your guilt which has just been found upon you ?”

“ Evidence! Blow me if calling that evidence isn’t
good —Why, I don’t know any more about it than what
I've heard you say. I picked it up in the middle of Hyde
Park, same as you might have done a pocket-handkerchief.”

“Man, it’s useless your piling lie upon lie, I will not
give you an opportunity to commit further perjuries, but I
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will make you a proposition. Tell me where my son is,
or set me on the way of finding him for myself, and not
only will I make no charge against you, but I will give you
One Hundred Guineas.”

“ How many more times am I to tell you that I can’t
doit?”

“Is it that the amount I offer is too small? Name your
own sum.”

“If you were to offer me the contents of the Mint it
would make no difference. What's the use of talking ? ”

“We shall find him ; don’t imagine that your silence
will prevent our doing that. It may cause delay, but it
will do no more—it will not even serve to screen your
accomplices.”

“ Accomplices!” interjected the prisoner. “Oh, Lord!”

“ For yourself, the consequences will be most serious.
You have already a record of crime; when this most
heinous offence is added to the others I do not think I
exaggerate in anticipating for you a sentence of penal
servitude for life. Your present attitude makes the matter
worse. For the last time I ask you, on what terms will
you enable me to restore an innocent babe to his heart-
broken mother?”

The prisoner threw up his arms with a groan. “And
all this comes of picking up a bit of lace in the middle of
Hyde Park!”
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CHAPTER VIII
“AND WOULD NOT BE COMFORTED.”

HAT night, at Datchet House, the lights were to have
shone on “fair women and brave men;”—not
improbably the hostess would have been the fairest woman
there. For weeks the preparations for that ball had
occupied her thoughts; everything that money and taste
could do had been done to do honour to her Royal guests,
Girl-like she had dreamed of the success which she herself
would make. She would be the admired of all admirers; a
vision of loveliness whom royalty itself would be delighted
to honour ; an enchantress whose sway for the night would
be unchallenged. That ball would be historical, if only
because she, the hostess of all London, was at the zenith of
her still girlish beauty. Everything went to show it. The
dress she had had made was a triumph of the dressmaker’s
art ; she fell in love with herself as she moved among the
mirrors when she tried it on. She was to wear the Datchet
diamonds—those glorious lumps of light which would
gleam in her hair, against her smooth white skin, with fairy
radiance. Beyond the slightest doubt, that night she
would be a creature of infinite charm, and all the world
would willingly admit it, while the music, and the laughter,
and happy voices, filled the air, and the men and the women
danced.
That was the picture as she had painted it ; an attempt

at prophecy which the Fates had laughed to scorn.
68
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For that night the house, which was to have been
thronged by all who in London were worth knowing, was
like a house of the dead. The rooms which were to have
been a blaze of lights were all in darkness ; there was not
so much as a glimmer of light in any one of all those grand
reception-rooms. Where the people were to have thronged
was utter solitude ; where the music was to have crashed
and swelled was silence ; where the dancers were to have
made night gay was desolation. A blight seemed to have
fallen on the place. Servants spoke in whispers, moving
softly, with anxious feet. Every now and then people
came to the door to make inquiries, which were invariably
answered with mournful words, in tones of grief. Worse
still, as the night grew later, guests arrived, ignorant of the
fact that the festivities had been postponed ; on such an
occasion it is impossible to make sure that announcements,
sent out on isuch short notice, reach every one who is
expected. These unfortunate people, on arriving, looked,
one and all, bewildered ; wondering why the street was so
quiet, the house in darkness. To each had to be repeated
the same dreary explanation : one which, for the most part,
they seemed to find it difficult to understand. As each, in
turn, retired, it was generally with the same puzzled air, as
if he, or she, had been baulked of an expected pleasure for
some reason which was not clearly apprehended.

Meanwhile, up in her own room, wrestling with her own
- imaginings, was the Duchess of Datchet. Her mood had
given, and still was giving, much anxiety to those who were
most concerned for her. She had had no dinner ; nothing
had passed her lips since she had returned from Lady
Mary’s lunch, she angrily refusing all suggestions that she
should either eat or drink. There had been an unpleasant
scene between her and the duke, when he had come up to
urge her to be reasonable. For the first time since they
had known each other bitter words had been spoken ; the
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mental strain which she was undergoing seemed temporarily
to have unhinged her reason. When he tried to comfort
her she accused him of being cold and callous ; indifferent
to what had happened to their son ; when he offered her
tenderness, she spurned him from her, crying that if he had
any feeling for her of that kind, he would go out into the
streets, and search every room in every house in London,
till he had found her boy. Indeed, she bade him not to let
her see his face again, unless he was bearing in his arms
her son. When, disturbed by her vehemence, the duke
departed, she rang the bell, and summoned Twyford, and
actually bade him muster all the servants, male and female,
and send them out into the streets of London, to search
and search, until the boy was found.

The decorous Twyford, startled out of his wits, afraid
to refuse to carry out her orders, still more frightened of
obedience, was, with his humming and hahing, producing
in her a state of excitement which threatened to become
hysterics, when, much to his.relief, Lady Mary Murray,
coming bustling into the room, requested him to retire.

Lady Mary was the duke’s elder sister; not only the
wife of a diplomatist, but a diplomatist herself. It was
understood that in a difficult place no one’s touch was more
efficacious than hers; that she had a great gift for making
the rough ways smooth. For the rdle of general pacifier
she had one capital qualification ; she herself believed that
it was one which she was eminently adapted to fill. In
probably the majority of instances her faith was justified ;
but, in dealing with her Grace of Datchet in her present
mood, she was encountering a factor of an altogether novel
kind. She struck a wrong note at the beginning.

“My dearest Mabel,” she exclaimed, “what have you
been doing to make yourself look such a guy?”

Her notion was that if she could only bring the duchess
to think of her own personal appearance she would lessen
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the strain in other directions; just then she would have
much preferred to talk about chiffons instead of missing
heirs, she having been informed downstairs that the one
thing needful was to keep the duchess from worrying.
Unfortunately, however, her grace took what was a really
innocent remark in quite a wrong spirit.

“Don’t be impertinent, Mary ; even if you have come
from him.”

There was such an unusual intonation in the duchess’s
voice that her visitor regarded her with a slight sensation of
discomfiture.

“I was not aware that I was impertinent ; I certainly
did not mean to be. And pray from whom do you think I
have come?”

The duchess’s rejoinder seemed to take it for granted
that the other’s question answered itself.

“Then, if you have not come from him, might I ask you
to leave me. I prefer to be alone.”

Lady Mary, who had been requested, over the telephone,
to keep the duchess company for an indefinite period, in
order to divert her thoughts, ignored the lady’s request.
Sitting down she proceeded to divest herself of the wrap
which she had thrown over her dinner dress.

“How warm it is! In the brougham I was nearly
stiflied ; I wished I'd taken something which would open
properly ; on a night like this a brougham’s a hearse.”

In her turn the duchess ignored Lady Mary’s remarks.
“If you won't go,then I suppose I must, since I intend to
be alone.”

Lady Mary tried the effect of what she intended to be
a little judicious scolding.

“Mabel! How can you be so utterly ridiculous! I
see you haven't even changed your frock; and I thought
you one of the most sensible persons of my acquaintance.”

The effect was not at all what the speaker wished. The
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duchess eyed her for a moment or two, as if she was some-
thing novel and curious, and not altogether nice. Then
she moved towards the door.

“I will leave you in possession of my room, Lady
Mary."

The other started up, “Mabell What do you
mean ?”

“Since, as I have told you, I intend to be alone, if you
won’t leave me I must leave you.”

And she did. Before the other could stop her, she was
gone. Lady Mary was left alone to make the best of a
rather awkward situation. She did not take the matter
quite so good-naturedly as she might have done. Gathering
her wrap about her, she, too, went out of the room, de-
scending the stairs to her brougham, which was waiting at
the door. She said to herself, as she took her seat in it—

“The little savage! Even a bereaved mother ought
not to quite forget her manners. There are things which
I won't stand even from Hereward's wife.”

The duchess passed from Lady Mary Murray to the
day nursery. There she found Clifford, the maid, whose
special charge the room was, arranging a particularly fine
collection of toys—considering that their owner was a ten-
months’-old baby—in what she called order. The duchess
stopped her.

“I don’t think you need trouble to do that, Clifford.
They will never be wanted again. At least, by my boy.”

The girl, who had known the duchess all her life, being
the daughter of one of her father’s tenants, looked at the
speaker with eyes which were wet with tears.

“You mustn’t say that, Miss Mabel—I beg your pardon;
I mean, your grace.”

“You needn’t beg my pardon ; and you may say ‘ Miss
Mabel’ If I had married in the rank in which I was, as
I ought to have done, and become plain Mrs., instead
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of the Duchess of Datchet, I should never have lost my
boy.”

“You mustn’t say that either,” cried the girl. “ Because
it isn’t so. Leastways—you mind my sister, Rose ? ”

“Of course; do you think I so soon forget? She
married Joe Varley, the keeper ; old Sam’s son.”

“That's so. They've got a baby; at least, now he's
getting on for four.”

“Do you think I don’t remember? You must think
I'm very silly. Didn’t I go and see him the day after he
was born ? and didn’t I make him a cap?”

“I'd clean forgotten, your grace, but to be sure you
did. But it seems so long ago, and things all seem so
different.”

“ They not only seem, they are different.”

“That they are, your grace. Well, I was going to tell
your grace about that boy of Rose’s—what happened to
him a while ago. You mind the lane that runs outside
their cottage, Friar's Lane, some call it.”

“As if I didn’'t know every inch of it.”

“It’'s about a month ago, or maybe six weeks, young
Joe was playing all alone by his little self in the lane,
just outside the gate. Rose, she went to fetch him in to
dinner, and though she looked everywhere she could think
of, there was not a sight of him to be seen ; only there was
his little cloth cap lying on the ground. A nice state she
was in; Joe was out—she didn’t rightly know where ; as
you know, the nearest cottage is a good mile, and scarcely
anybody ever passes down the lane. For three whole days
they heard nothing of the child ; they’d given him up for
dead, or lost for ever ; they thought that he was drowned,
and all sorts of things. And then, on the fourth day, if he
didn’t turn up, without so much as a scratch upon him.”

“ Where had the young gentleman been ?”

“ The afternoon of the day he was lost he was found
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just outside Patcham, nearly twenty miles from their place.
He was crying in the high road. The woman who found
him, she took him home with her; and it wasn’t till the
fourth day that it was found out who he was, or anything
at all about him.”

“How did a child of that age get to Patcham?”

“That's the mystery. It's believed that a higgler,
named Bunce, with whom Joe had had a few words, came
along the lane with his cart and saw the boy all by his
little self. Whether he’d had a drop or two to drink, or
whether he meant to play a trick off on Joe, isn’t known ;
but it's believed that he took him up in his cart, and drove
right off with him, and then left him in the road outside
Patcham.”

“The wretch! I hope he was properly punished.”

“Well, in a manner of speaking, your grace, though
nothing has been proved against him. When Joe taxed
him with it he denied it ; but Joe, he picked a quarrel
with him, and by the time he’d done, Bunce, he took to
his bed for the best part of a week. I'm just telling you
this, your grace, because it shows that though a child may
be missing for so much as three whole days, it doesn’t
need. to follow that there’s anything wrong with him, after
all”

“I don’t think the cases are quite the same, are they ?
Unfortunately my boy is the Marquis of Putney.”

“T don't see that there’s anything unfortunate about that,
begging your grace’s pardon. It'll make it all the more
sure that he’ll be found, and that no one won’t dare to do
any harm to him.”

Her grace’s features were twisted into what was possibly
meant for a smile,

“I wish that I could be of your opinion, Clifford.”

The girl was dismissed, the duchess being in no mood
for even homely sympathy, and apparently determined
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to despair. She passed into the night-nursery ; now un-
tenanted. His lordship’s bassinet—a royal gift—suspended
by silver rods to a silver frame, glorious with lace and
ribbons, was empty. His mother stood beside it.

“I wonder,” she asked herself, “where he sleeps to-
night?” The fashion of her face was changed as her eyes
passed to the bed on which the late head nurse had been
wont to slumber. “And where she sleeps? his tool.”
Her young face seemed to grow older as she put to herself
a third interrogatory. “Will he sleep at all? Does
conscience keep men wakeful; such men as he? Not
likely. It is just those men who have dreamless nights.
But my little baby ; God send him sleep wherever he may
be!” Turning, she looked about the room with fevered
glances. “If I only knew where he was! If I could only
guess where he has hidden him! IfI could only do some-
thing to find out! Instead of having nothing to do but
wait. Is it strange that I keep thinking that I hear him
calling? And I believe I do; I believe that he keeps
calling to me all the time. I feel sure that that’s his voice,
only—it seems to come from such a long way off; it
frightens me. If I tried to follow it I shouldn’t know
which way to go: and yet—he may be nearer than I think.
Sometimes he sounds—he sounds quite .near. Oh, if I
could only find out!” She seemed to arrive at a sudden
resolution. “I’ll go and ask him. Perhaps—perhaps if
we're alone together—as we used to be—he won’t refuse to
tell me; for the sake——" Her sentence remained
unfinished. Putting her hands up to her face a shiver
seemed to go all over her. “Was I wicked, or just a
fool 7—I was only a girl, and he was a grown man,
Perhaps, if we are alone together, he might tell me. He
might be revenged—some other way. I'll change my
dress, and I'll try. I can’t stay here, just waiting.”



CHAPTER IX
SWEETHEARTS ONCE

WHEN Ivor Dacre returned to his rooms in Clarges

Street, having left Mr. Benjamin Cooper in Vine
Street police station, he was greeted in the hall by his man
Peters, in whose very air of discretion there was something
which he instinctively resented.

“The Duchess of Datchet is here, sir.”

Mr. Dacre did his best not to appear surpnsed though
his self-repression was as obvious as Peters’ air of discretion.

“ Has she been waiting long ?”

“Only a few minutes; not five. She gave instruc-
tions that the brougham was to return for her in twenty
minutes.”

Nodding lightly, Mr. Dacre passed into his bedroom.
So soon as he was covered by the door his manner changed
completely. So far from showing any symptoms of being
flattered by the compliment which, to some men’s thinking,
such a call would have implied, he seemed disturbed to an
almost unreasonable degree.

“Now I'm in for a bad half-hour. I might have guessed
she’d do it ; it's exactly the sort of thing she would do;
but what does she suppose she’ll gain by coming to me like
this? Does she imagine that I'm like a glove, which, at
her pleasure, she can turn inside out. It was her turn
once ; why shouldn’t it be mine now? It's going to be,

let her say or do exactly what she pleases.”
76
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His countenance was black enough, as he indulged in
self-communion ; yet it was with a sunny smile that he
entered to the lady in the adjacent room.

There was between these two that somewhat singular
thing, perfect physical sympathy. Whatever their mood,
so soon as they were together both recognized that each
had that which the other desired ; a state of affairs which
had resulted in some odd situations, One came about
then. While his foot was on the threshold Ivor Dacre had
firmly resolved that, at its warmest, a frigid courtesy should
mark his bearing towards the lady: although, as a rule,
having once resolved, he was sufficiently unbending, on
that occasion no sooner was he in the room itself than he
felt his resolution melting ; whether he would or would not,
the lady appealed to him so strenuously, for so many
reasons, in so many ways. He could not look at her as he
looked at other women. When she spoke, or moved, her
voice and motions had for him the strangest, subtlest
charm. He had been content to sit and watch for the new
point of view which each little gesture suggested ; the play
of the sunshine on her hair; and so soon as he saw her
then, standing, so straight and so disdainful, beside his own
particular armchair, he knew quite well that if she would
only sit in it, and let him look at her, she would entertain
him in the fashion in which his soul delighted.

And as he was affected, so was she. She had meant
to be cruel to him as the grave ; hard as the callous flint,
As she heard him coming her intention had grown stronger ;
yet, when he came, it was a pleasure to her to feel that his
eyes were on her. He had proposed to greet her with a
superficial smile, and that ancient formula, “This is an
unexpected pleasure.” She had determined not to greet
him at all, but to treat him with a scorn which should cut
him like a whip of scorpions. But, when they saw each
other, though neither spoke, their glances met in a silence
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which was eloquent—a silence which was curiously per-
sistent, and which, at last the lady broke.

“Ivor!” she said.

“Mabel|” he rejoined. Then added, with sudden
recollection, “I beg your pardon; ‘your grace’ I should
have said.”

“You—you may call me ‘ Mabel.’”

He looked at her with burning eyes; and nothing
could have been less like the words he meant to say
than those he actually uttered ; to which there ensued
a conversation which was grotesquely different from
anything they had either of them intended.

“You were the loveliest girl I ever saw, even as a child ;
but since you have been a woman you have grown still
more beautiful.” _

“Do you really think that I am beautiful ?” :

He closed his eyes, as St. Antony might have done
in his desire to shut out too dangerous a vision.

“Whenever I look at you I see all those things which
in a woman are most to be desired. It is very odd. I can
understand how it was that I felt it once ; but that I should
feel it still, that’s the marvel.”

“ Haven’t you forgiven me ? ”

“ Have you forgiven yourself ? "

“I've been happy.”

“] haven’t; there’s the difference, Sometimes I've
doubted if you were.”

“ I have been.”

“ After a fashion ; not as I'd have made you happy.”

Her voice dropped almost to a whisper. “I'm the
Duchess of Datchet.”

“There’s the rub ; that you should have sold yourself
for a mess of pottage; or, rather, that you should have
sold me, and, in selling me, should have robbed me of
my pottage, for it was my pottage. I was the heir, You'd
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have been the Duchess of Datchet if you'd married me.
I’'m convinced that Datchet would have married no one if
he hadn’t married you.”

“ He did marry me.”

“Or you married him—which was it ?”

She smiled, maliciously. “ What does it matter ?”

“ As you say, what does it? I suppose all good women
are like you; one fears to think what the bad ones are
like.”

“That’s one point of view ; there’s another one. Why
should women be different from men ?”

“Qr even girls.”

“Or even girls? Why should a girl be necessarily an
idiot 2”

“ Why shouldn’t she be a rogue instead ?”

“For a girl to be ambitious is, according to the standard
which you use for women, but not for men, to be a rogue.
As things are there is only one way by which a girl can
attain to the goal of her ambition : and that is by the gate
of marriage. If I had married you I might have been
physically happy, but I should always have been regretting
that I wasn’t the Duchess of Datchet.”

“You would have been—in God’s good time.”

“When ? After how many years ?”

“You are not yet twenty-one; you could afford to
wait.”

“ And Hereward is not yet fifty. He will live another
thirty years, and more—at least, I hope so.”

“Do you ?” -

“I do. If I had been your wife you'd have dreamed
murder ; every time you looked at him, every time you
thought of him, you'd have hoped that he’d be quick and
die. It isn’t as though I didn’t love him. I did. I
wouldn’t have married him if I hadn’t loved him. I
married him for love.”
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“ That’s not true, and you know I know it. You loved
me with a strength of love of which, as a child, you were
afraid ; and you still love me with a love of which you're
still afraid ; while I love you with a love which will only die
as my manhood dies. It is only a point of honour which
keeps us at arm’s length. I dare not come too near to you,
and you dare not come too near to me, lest we enter that
land of delights where honour is not.”

She turned away. When she spoke again her voice
was tremulous.

“Ivor, give me back my boy.”

“Why should I?”

“ Because—you love me.”

“And you love me ; yet what have you done for love
of me?”

“I'll do anything, if you'll give me back my boy.”

“ What will you do?”

“ Whatever you want.”

There was a pause, during which she stood with her
back to him, while he devoured her with looks of longing.
Presently he gave himself a shake, as if he were shaking off
a devil which perched upon his shoulder, and whispered in
his ear. Again he closed his eyes, as if again to shut the
vision out. And he twisted himself round, and picked up
a book which was lying on a table.

“Mabel, have you always thought I was that kind of
man ?” :

“What kind of man?”

“ Have you always thought I was a blackguard ?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Oh yes, you do.”

“I don’t. I never thought you were a blackguard.”
Then she added, as if by way of an afterthought, and one
could fancy she was smiling— ‘

“It depends on what you call a blackguard.”
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“I see. I suppose it does depend. Let me give you
my positive assurance, at this somewhat late hour of the
day, that I'm not that kind.”

“Not what kind ?”

Again, although one could not see her face, one sus-
pected a smile.

“I am not at all the sort of person you appear to
imagine I am.” *

A further pause, Then she turned, so that now he had
his back to her.

“Does that mean that you won’t give me back my
boy ? »

“ It does.”

“You—you coward!”

“Why am I a coward ?”

“Because you have done in the darkness what you
dare not do in the light. Had you come and taken my
boy out of my arms, that would have been an act which
required some courage. You have preferred to act like a
contemptible cur. You are right ; I did not imagine you
were that sort of person.”

“Isee. This is rather droll.” Then he turned so that
they were face to face. “Do you seriously wish me to
believe that you think that I have kidnapped your boy, or
that I know who has?”

“I will give you question for question. Is it to be war
between us? Do you wish me to tell our story to the
lawyers, and to the police ; and so provide some excellent
entertainment to the public ?”

“I give you my word of honour that I know no more
what has happened to the Marquis of Putney than you do;
and that I have had no more hand in his disappearance.”

“Your word of honour! You gave me your word of
honour once before, and something stronger than your

word of honour. When I told you that I was going to
G
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marry Hereward you said that you would make it the
endeavour of your life to give me cause to regret it; and
you swore that if I bore him a son he should never live to
be the Duke of Datchet.”

“When a man is treated by a girl as I was treated by
you, in the first flush of his resentment he says anything.
It all came as such a surprise—such a shock. I trusted
you so implicitly ; had such faith in your truth. You, who
had been my promised wife for months, came and told me
that you were going to marry the man whose heir I was,
because I was his heir, and he had great possessions. It
would not have been strange if I had taken you by the
throat and strangled you. In any other country than this
I should have made him answer for his conduct with his
life.”

“ He knew nothing of what was between us.”

“No. That I believed ; and so I spared him.”

“And swore to be revenged on me—and you have been
revenged. I own I deserved to be punished. And yet,
miserable wretch that I am, I have come to appeal to you
for mercy, because my punishment is more than I can bear.
Ivor, have mercy! I have used you badly ; I deserve all
that you choose to do to me ; use me as you will. I have
come here, of my own accord, so that you can use me as
you will! Only—give me back my boy ; give me back my
boy ! ”

The duchess, suddenly possessed by a storm of emotion,
dropped on to her knees, all tears. Dacre stared at her,
bewildered ; then tried to assuage her grief. |

“ Mabel, you mustn’t cry! I do entreat you to
believe—"

She renewed her petition, without suffering him to
finish.

“Oh, Ivor, give me back my child! give me back my
child!”
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While she still was wailing, her husband came into the
. room, with the most matter-of-fact air in the world. To
judge from his demeanour, nothing in the situation struck
him as being in the least unusual. He nodded to his
cousin.

“Oh, Ivor, your man told me that Mabel was here.”
He crossed to his wife, as if it were the merest common-
place to find her crying on her knges in some one else’s
rooms. ’

“Mabel, I've good news for you. I believe that we're
on the track of that boy of ours.”

She looked up, with tear-dimmed eyes; her breath
coming in little gasps.

“On his track? What do you mean ?”

“I believe we've caught the rascal who was at least
partly concerned in his disappearance ; and that, when he’s
been brought to see the matter in its proper light, we shall
soon have our darling restored to us.”

The duchess availed herself of the hand which her
husband extended to enable her to rise to her feet.

“ Who is this man ? ” she asked.

“What his real name is I don’t know ; he’s the supposi-
titious husband of the wretched woman we knew as Olive,
He was in possession of Putney’s lace coverlet; so that
there is no doubt that he knows something, if he can be
induced to speak ; probably the reflections born of a night’s
confinement will be inducement enough. But, come ; your
brougham is at the door ; we’ll relieve Ivor of your presence.
I'll tell you all there is to tell as we are driving home.”



CHAPTER X
THE BOX

HE duke fulfilled his promise, telling her all that
there was to tell as the carriage bore them through

the lamp-lit streets. For the most part she listened in
silence ; that is, if she was listening—which, occasionally,
he doubted. She sat in the corner, as far away from him
as she could get. When he put out his hand to touch her,
as if desirous of extending to her that affectionate sympathy
which is born by the touch of a loving hand, she repelled
him, drawing herself closer into her corner. He showed no
sign of resenting her apparent disinclination for his too near
neighbourhood. His attitude towards her was a blend of
humility and gentleness; during the last few hours his
bearing seemed to have undergone a curious change.
Ordinarily, he moved and spoke—even where trifles were
concerned—as one who had authority ; a man could hardly
live for fifty years within the shadow of the Datchet purple
without showing some consciousness of a sense of his own
importance ; and, consciously or not, more than ever of late
that sense had become written large on him. Physically a
big man, it had made him seem even bigger than he was,
His deportment towards the world in general had become
almost too dignified for ordinary life ; in the family circle,
when he unbent, he was suave rather than simple. He
had no intimates ; he was not a man of friendships; but
by those who saw most of him it had been said that his

marriage had made of him a man, and paternity a duke.
8
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Now, on a sudden, this ducal side of him seemed—at
least, temporarily—to have vanished. He had become, not
only human, but very human; almost unnaturally meek
and mild. He bore himself towards the duchess as one
who, having done her an injury, was conscious of his guilt,
and who, therefore, since he had merited her displeasure,
was incapable of resenting her strange whims. The point
.of the jest being that she herself was in such an unreason-
able mood that she was oblivious, apparently, of there being
anything strange about him; the result being that, for
some more or less unknown reason, each seemed to be
afraid of the other.

She sat in her corner and sulked—for that was what her
bearing amounted to—while, with laboured timidity, he
expounded his views on the subject of Mr. Benjamin
Cooper, and the lace coverlet which had been found upon
him. When he had finished both were still—until they
were nearing Datchet House, when he said—

“I trust, Mabel, that, after what I have been telling you,
you will accept my assurances that the boy will shortly be
restored to us, and that, therefore, you will not allow your-
self to worry. You know how essential it is that you should
not worry.”

As he spoke she was looking through the opposite
window. :

“ Whether I worry or do not worry, I presume it will
make no difference to the issue. I know that my son will
never be restored to me—never!”

He moved in his seat with a start. “Mabel! how can
you permit yourself to say such monstrous things !”

“ Whether the thing is monstrous or not, it's true ; and
I believe you know it's true. I'm sure that Mr. Dacre
does.”

In the half light he stared at her with a very odd expres-
sion on his face, as the carriage rolled into the courtyard
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in front of Datchet House. The duke asked Twyford, who
met them in the hall—

“Any news?”

For once the butler was monosyllabic. “ None, your
grace.”

The duchess was smiling as they crossed the hall ; and
as they ascended the stairs. On the landing she paused.

“I will wish you good night; I shall not see you
again.”

“You are going to bed ? That’s right. A good night’s
rest will do you good.”

“1did not say I was going to bed. I said I should not
see you again. Good night.”

Turning, she moved off in the direction of her own
apartments. He looked after her, anxiously ; doubtfully ;
as if, if he had dared, he would have followed. He had
not been wont to part from her in such a manner, at night,
She, the merriest, lightest-hearted, most debonair of wives,
had always had for him a sunny smile, or something sweeter,
This serious person, with her dark sayings, her air of
kismet, above all, with her aloofness, was a revelation,
and one which troubled him in a manner, in a degree, he
would have found it hard to explain. He had never
thought that the girl he had married—that deliciously fair
and fresh young country maiden !—could, on a sudden,
have become like this; that, all at once, an impenetrable
wall should have sprung up between them, to sunder them,
—as if they never had been joined. That a woman should
mourn for her babe, than that nothing could be more
natural. But, in the hour of her mourning, might she not
be expected to turn to the husband whom she loved for
comfort >—to seek for consolation in his arms, while she
wept against his breast ? Especially would one have antici-
pated such behaviour from one who, though both wife and
mother, was but a child.
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With what seemed weary footsteps the duke moved to
his own sitting-room. As he entered Joynson appeared
through an opposite door. This man and the duke were of
about the same age. Joynson was the son of a long line
of Datchet retainers. For nearly a hundred and fifty years
there had been one of his name attached as personal
attendant to the head of the house. When the present
duke, as Marquis of Putney, obtained, as was the family
custom, his commission in the Guards, the present Joynson
was entered on the strength of the same regiment as a
private. During the whole of his military service he acted
as his lordship’s orderly ; when, in due course, the Marquis
handed in his papers, the man went with him, and had
stayed with him ever since. Neither could have been
better suited than in his relation with the other. No
doubt the man knew more about the master than the
master knew about the man, since there was more to know ;
but the master knew enough about the man to understand
him better than he had ever understood anybody else—
or ever would.

In person, Joynson was tall, and slight, and looked a
little older than the duke, though there was not six months
between them ; but that was principally because his dark
hair was getting grizzled, while the duke’s brown locks
were still untouched by time. While his bearing was
soldierly, it was easy, though respectful and reserved. It
was the latter quality which struck those most who knew
him least. They said that Mr. Joynson was a deep one;
that he always knew a great deal more about everything
than he let you think. The duke, who knew him best, was
aware that he had a gift of silence which was almost super-
human ; and since he himself was—especially when occa-
sion required—by way of being a silent man, that suited
him exceedingly well. He had the best of reasons for
knowing that he could trust his man-servant with what
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was dearer to him than his life ; and, since circumstances,
more than once, had forced him to trust some one, that was
lucky.

Without speaking a word, moving to an armchair, the
duke extended his feet; Joynson proceeded to remove
his boots. When the process was nearly completed the
duke said—

“ Nothing transpired ?”

“Nothing, your grace. There are some letters.”

“ From whom?”

“There is a package marked private. The rest are of
no importance.”

“A package?”

“ A package, your grace.”

When Joynson had withdrawn, the duke remained for
some minutes in his armchair, still with his legs extended.
He seemed tired, listless, worn, as if many things were
against him ; not at all like a man who has everything the
world has to offer at his finger-ends. When he rose it was
with a sigh. He went and stood before a portrait which
occupied the whole of the wall above his mantel; the
portrait of a girl—of the girl he had married. Her face,
indeed, was the prevailing feature of the room; it was
everywhere ; in photographs, miniatures, pastels ; on tables,
bookcases, shelves. But this portrait was the work of the
painter who, beyond all others, was the vogue, and who
deserved to be the vogue ; since, as a painter of portraits,
he was very near to the greatest of the great—when his
subject moved him. It had been begun—and finished—
within three months of her marriage, and had been the
Academy portrait of last year. The duke had never been
quite sure if he liked it. The likeness was wonderful ;
the face seemed to speak to him out of the canvas, and
laugh. Yet the artist had seen something on the girl’s face
which the duke assured himself was certainly not there.

!
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What, precisely, it was, he had never been able to define ;
he only knew that this was not the face of his wife as he
would have had it painted. The artist was a person who,
when he had once condescended to execute acommission—he
had the whole English-speaking world knocking at his door
—would endure no cavilling ; what he had done he had
done, and there was an end. So when the duke ventured
mildly to insinuate that, while he admitted its artistic
excellence, there was something about the expression of
the countenance which he did not altogether like, the
painter, with a laugh, turned to the lady, who joined him
in laughing at the duke, protesting that, for her part, it
was exactly as she would like to be, and hoped she was.

It dawned upon his grace, as, that night, he looked up
at the pictured features, that the painter’s had been the
prophetic vision ; he had himself seen, for the first time
- that day, the something on his wife’s face which the painter
had seen—last year. As he recognized the fact his weari-
ness, for some reason, seemed to increase. Turning from
the lovely face, he sat down to examine the letters which
awaited him upon a table.

As Joynson had said, they were unimportant. Unless
otherwise instructed, Joynson opened all the letters which
were addressed to the duke ; and, having sorted them, left
for his inspection only those which were of personal interest.
One communication remained unopened—the one which
Joynson had alluded to, marked *“Private.” The duke
drew it towards him. It was an oblong packet, perhaps a
foot long, and six inches broad, done up in brown paper,
secured by what seemed to be an unnecessary quantity of
string. It had been registered ; on the string and on the
paper were great dabs of sealing-wax—many more than
were required by the post-office .regulations. The duke
glanced at the thing with languid amusement.

“What rubbish does this contain? and to what foolish
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person am I indebted for its despatch ? It is light enough ;
perhaps the contents are valuable, out of all proportion to
their weight. How many seals are there?” Counting
them, he found that there were twelve ; he smiled still more.
“ This comes from some one who has both time and wax to
spare. What's the device upon the seal ?”

With careless curiosity he looked to see ; holding the
packet well under the electric lamp which stood at his
elbow, to enable him to see it to better advantage. As he
looked something on his face was altered. First, the smile
grew less, then faded altogether, while the careless curiosity
gave place to puzzled interest.

“That's odd! I seem to have seen that seal before.
There’s nothing unusual about it and yet, it's very odd.”
Something seemed to strike him as being odd. Lowering
the packet he stared at the lamp as if he were searching in
it for some lost memory ; then, as if he failed to find what
he sought he resumed his examination of the device upon
the seal. “A hand—a right hand—feminine—holding a
signet, palm downwards. Nothing could be more common-
place ; it’s not a crest, it's the sort of trumpery which can
be bought at any shop ; why should it seem to try back to
some forgotten chord of memory ? I'm fanciful, that’s all.”

He studied the address. “ To the Duke of Datchet,
K.G., Datchet House, W.” It had been typed on an
ordinary gummed label and then affixed to the wrapper.
Taking up a penknife, he proceeded to cut the string ; of
which there was such a quantity that the process was quite
an operation ; pausing each time he came to the device
upon the seal, as if he were still endeavouring to connect
it with some bygone association. When, at last, all the
string was cut he removed the wrapper, disclosing an
ordinary card-board box, such as is used nowadays to
enclose a thousand and one commercial products, from
boots to bonbons, It proved to be full, for the most part,
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of cotton wool. In the heart of this was something
wrapped in thin white tissue-paper. He thrust in his
fingers to take this out, and, withdrew them hurriedly. So
hurriedly, indeed, that the action was almost grotesque ;
like that of the person who inadvertently touches some-
thing which is hotter than he supposed. What was the
cause of his haste there was nothing to show. It was
not that what was within was hot ; nor that it was alive ;
nor sharp-edged; nor prickly; there were none of the
ordinary reasons which induce a man to withdraw his
fingers from contact with an object in a hurry. The cause
of his action was so obscure that he himself was in doubt
as to what had prompted it. He only knew that some-
thing had—the word startled hardly described it; that
something had sent a thrill right up his arm, until it
reached his heart; and that his heart had all at once
turned cold. It was too absurd, but, he sat there shiver-
ing, motionless, hardly breathing, like a man whose
nervous system had suddenly collapsed. For fully a
minute he sat perfectly quiescent. Then his glance fell on
the hand-bell which he used to summon Joynson ; for
some moments it seemed as if he were about to ring it;
then he changed his mind.

“No. I won't ring. I won’t ring. I can—I can get it
myself.”

What it was that he could get for himself was presently
made plain by the fact of his rising from his chair and
going to a sideboard which stood in a corner. He opened
a cupboard in which there were glasses and decanters. He
looked at these as if he were in doubt which he would
have ; then, selecting one, poured out some of the contents
into a tumbler, and sipped, and sipped.

“ The strain has been too much for me,” he told himself,
between the sips. “I've been overdoing it; I want a rest. I'll
go down to Mallow as soon—as soon as I can.,” He drew
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himself up straighter, as if the liquor was strengthening
his backbone. “It’s absurd that I should be so easily
upset, without—without any cause—any cause whatever.
I haven't been taken like this since I was married.”
Although he had finished the contents he seemed un-
willing to relinquish his hold on the tumbler. “I mustn’t
take any more. It'll do me no good. Besides, what—what
am I taking it for? It's most ridiculous—positively
laughable,”

His bearing hardly suggested the laughable side of the
situation to which his words pointed. When he did put
down the tumbler he walked across the room away from
instead of towards, the table on which the packet lay. He
glanced at his watch.

“I think I'll go to bed. A good night’s sleep will do
me good, if—if I can sleep. As for the box, Joynson can
attend to that. Joynson ? why Joynson? He'll draw quite
erroneous conclusions, if I don't take care, It’s all the
merest nonsense. I'm allowing my imagination to run
away with me. The box contains nothing of the least
importance. There’s no reason whatever why I shouldn’t
turn it out upon the table, and when I see what it does
contain I shan’t dare to tell Joynson what a fool I've been.
So now to put my rubbishing fancies to the test.”

With an air of decision he moved towards the table, on
which the package was reposing, with rapid steps, which
grew less rapid, and less decided, as he advanced, until,
when he was within two feet of the table, he paused
abruptly.

“ I'll ring for Joynson ; I'll not touch the thing. What
does it matter what it contains? Why should I touch it
if I'd rather not? And I'd much rather not. I'll ring.”

When he perceived that the hand-bell stood on the
table beside the package, again hesitation overcame him ;
it seemed as if his reluctance to approach the table was
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greater than he had supposed. And then what, under the
circumstances, was a really strange thing happened. The
communicating door was opened, and Joynson, coming
through, stood in silence, as if expecting to receive his
master’s orders. The duke, on his part, stared at him as if
he were some strange being, which Joynson perceiving, said—

“Your grace rang ?”

“Rang! No, I didn’t ring.”

“I beg your grace’s pardon; I thought I heard the
bell.”

“Bell? What bell ?”

“Your grace’s bell.”

“My bell? You couldn’t have heard my bell ; I never
rang.”

Joynson bowed ; then, as if struck by something unusual
in the duke’s manner, inquired—

“Is there anything that I can do for your grace, now
that I am here?”

The duke appeared to be in doubt; then, swinging
round upon his heels, said, almost harshly—

“ No, nothing—nothing whatever. When I do want you,
I will ring in such a manner that there will be no mistake
about your hearing it, I'll take care of that. But, until I
do ring, be so good as to understand that I don’t wish to
be disturbed.” \

Joynson withdrew with something in his impassivity
which, so soon as his back was turned, moved his master
to self-reproach. He made as if to recall him; then
checked himself.

“ He couldn’t have heard me ring—he couldn’t. Yet
I meant to ring ; I wonder what he heard. It must have
been simply his fancy, which is perhaps more active than
usual, like mine, The probability is that he dropped
asleep, and then, suddenly waking, in a conscience-stricken
moment, thought he heard my bell.”
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He moved, as if by accident, towards the sideboard on
which stood the decanter and the empty glass.

“We're a little off our mental balance, both Joynson
and I.”

He poured something out into the tumbler, and had
already raised it more than halfway to his lips when,
apparently, for the first time, he realized what it was that
he was doing. His manner changed, his form stiffened,
his face grew sterner.

“Drinking to steady my nerves? Am I reduced to
that? Are they in such a state that I must resort to neat
brandy as a pick-me-up? I think not” He replaced the
tumbler, with its contents untouched, upon the sideboard.
“I and myself must have had a serious misunderstanding
if, all at once, I am becoming frightened by shadows.”
Turning, he glanced towards the table, and he smiled;
perhaps a little wanly, but still he smiled. “And all about
a box!” Even as he spoke, his right hand strayed, as if
without his knowledge, towards the abandoned tumbler ;
which, when he perceived its purpose, caused him to so
flush with indignation, that on the moment he banished
hesitation, and strode angrily to where the package was
upon the table. He took the box, and turned it upside
down.

Such a heap of cotton wool stood on the table that one
wondered how it had ever been crammed into the box.
The contents proper—or improper—still were unrevealed.
There returned to him a touch of hesitation; when it
passed he took the wool in both his hands, dividing it in
the centre, and there, in the very heart of it, reposed
something wrapped in a sheet of tissue-paper. At sight
of it all the duke’s strange qualms came back again. He
glared, rather than stared, at it; as before, he began
shivering as with cold. Apparently obsessed by some
sudden paroxysm, snatching up the hand-bell, he began to
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ring it vigorously ; and, as if not content with the noise it
made, commenced calling, almost at the top of his voice—

“Joynson! Joynson! Joynson!”

When, on the instant, the man came into the room, he
found himself confronted by his master, who, as if uncon-
sciously, continued to agitate the bell, while he gazed at
him with eyes which seemed to wonder what it was he
looked upon.

“Your grace! What is wrong ?”

Recalled to himself, the duke pointed the bell towards
the table.

“ Joynson, what’s in that paper?”

The man approached the table, to see what paper was
referred to. When he saw, some slight change took place
on his well-trained visage.

“It appears to be—"

“I didn’t ask you what it appeared to be, I asked you
what it was. Open it and see. Do you hear what I tell
you? Open it and see.”

The duke’s agitation was as unusual as was the servant’s
tardy obedience, which almost amounted—if it did not
quite—to unwillingness to carry out orders. He glanced
up at his master with that on his face which suggested an
unspoken appeal, on which the duke flamed out.—

“Do you hear what I say? Will you, or will you not,
do as I tell you, and see what is in that paper?”

Then the man obeyed, with something cold and self-
~ contained in his bearing which was in striking contrast to
his master’s strange excitement. He picked up the sheet
of tissue-paper gingerly, as if it were something which he
would have preferred to handle with a pair of tongs; yet
resolutely as if, since needs must, it was a matter about
which he'was disposed to make no bones, and with delicate,
but unfaltering fingers, unfolded it, until what it contained
was disclosed ; whereupon, he deposited the contents, still
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lying on the tissue-paper, but now uncovered, on the table,
And he stared, and his master stared ; and both of them
were still.

On the table lay a hand, a human hand; at least
unless appearances singularly belied it, it was a human
hand. A woman’s hand, not over small, yet shapely,
with long, slender fingers, which tapered to a point. It was
in a state of perfect preservation, so perfect that it con-
veyed an uncanny suggestion of actual life. One felt
as if one was being the victim of a trick; and that the
woman who owned it must herself be there, although she,
and the arm to which it was attached, were both invisible,

The hand lay palm downwards, gripping something
with the partially extended fingers. On the middle finger
were three rings ; it was at them the duke was staring, as
if he stared at a ghost. Laced between the third finger
and the fourth, and the first finger and the thumb, so that
it was drawn right across the hand at the base of the
fingers, was a piece of paper on which there were type-
written words.

How long the master and the man continued silent
probably neither of them ever knew. Both seemed to
grow older as they gazed, with eyes which never left it,
at the hand upon the table. It was the duke who broke
the silence, in a voice which he would not have recognized
as his own.

“ It is her hand ; she has my rings upon her finger!”
Joynson did not speak. “ What's—what's on the paper ?”

The man bent down, and read aloud, “The Dead
Hand!”

The words were echoed by his master. “The dead
hand! her hand!” After a pause he asked, “ What—
what is it, she’s holding ?”

Very deliberately Joynson turned the hand right over.
In the arched palm was crushed a piece of materiak
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Joynson opened it out—so far as the gripping fingers
would permit—to see what it was. The man seemed at a
loss, the master recognized it on the instant.

“It's a piece of one of Putney’s robes, probably the one
he wore this morning. There’s the crest, and the

monogram—*P.”



CHAPTER XI
LORD CECIL'S PROPOSAL

HERE is, after its fashion, probably no finer hall in
any of England’s ancestral homes than the inner
hall at Mallow ; nor any nobler double staircase than that
which rises from it. The sun, that fine September after-
noon, streaming through the stained-glass windows, lit the
somewhat sombre interior with glorious radiance; in
particular it shone on a girl in a riding-habit, who came
running down the stairs, as if she was well worth shining
on. And she was. When she was halfway down, as if
surprised, she stopped, crying to some one in the hall
below.

“So you've returned !”

“Yes,” rejoined a voice, which had a flavour of acidity ;
“I have returned.”

The girl came down a few more steps, then stopped
again. She put her hands—with her riding-whip in one
and her gloves in another—behind her back, and her head
a little upon one side.

“ And pray what’s the matter with you now ?”

Although the reply was but a single word the acidity
was more pronounced than before.

“ Nothing.”

“Then what's the matter with you, anyhow? Cecil,
you're a trial.”

“ So other people seem to think.”
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There was something in the tone in which the words
were spoken which seemed to move the girl to thought.
The air of levity grew less. She came down the remaining
stairs with sedater steps, and went and stood on one side of
the large open fireplace, in which a fire was blazing—in
the hall at Mallow, at the first approach of autumn, on the
finest day a fire was welcome, if only for the sake of its
friendly glow. Where she was, the dancing flames gleamed
on her, as she switched her skirt with the toy she called
a whip. :

“Qld boy, what’s wrong ?”

The person she addressed leaned back in the armchair,
in whose capacious recesses he seemed lost, and pressed
together the tips of his unnaturally slender fingers.

“Now that you're there there’s nothing wrong; but
when you're absent, why—there’s everything.”

“I’'m afraid you're rather silly.”

“I'm afraid I am; indeed, I'm sure I'm worse than
that.”

He was still, while she observed him. It was odd how,
apparently with the completest unconcern, they observed
each other.

Presently he said, “I've been to Lady Mary’s, as you
know.”

“ How is she ?”

“She’s all right; that is, she’s about as right as she
generally is—to me. I've always the feeling strong upon
me that I'm not a nephew whom she regards with pride, or
affection either.”

“You're not over fond of her.”

“I'm not. But then, of whom am I over fond, except
you? And, considering what your sentiments are towards
me, you're a standing example of what a mistake it is for
me to be over fond of any one.”

“Cecil, why are you such a silly ?”

AAIVTTD
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“I don’t know. Why am I anything? if I am any-
thing. There’s a crowd at the Mount ; the sort of crowd
there always is when there is a crowd—an injudicious
mixture of the very old and the very young. Just as a
move was being made for lunch, a child—a small imp of
a girl—came running into the room, blundering upon my
toes. When she had almost knocked me down, she looked
up at me—she hadn’t very far to look—and cried, I presume
by way of an apology, ‘ Why, you're crooked !’ Pretty way
of introducing herself, in a room full of people, wasn’t it ?”

The girl by the fireplace was silent for a moment.
Then she said, still eyeing him intently—

“So that’s it, is it? I thought there was something.”

“Yes, there’s generally something ; though, really, that
is nothing. The thing’s one of those truths which are
being so constantly proclaimed that I ought to have grown
indurated yearsago. But I haven’t. I never hear a person
say it to my face, or—what is more common—suspect them
of whispering it behind my back, but that, if I had more
courage, I should feel like murder, or, if I'd less, like
suicide. As it is, being betwixt and between, I just indulge
in a general curse, and I turn sour within.”

“] wish, with all my heart and soul, that I was what
you call crooked instead of you!”

“Oh no, you don’t. You may think you do ; but if your
wish were granted, even for a moment, you'd cry aloud to
God Almighty to let you off. It isn't only that I'm
personally what I call crooked, but that everything is
crooked. I'm the only child of my father, and yet I've
an elder brother somewhere in the world, whose shadow is
always over me. It’s because his shadow has been always
over me that I am what I am.”

He shuffled out of the great armchair, and one could
see what he was: not exactly a hunchback, but thin, under-
sized, ill-shaped, his body seeming twisted from his thighs
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upward. As is not unusual in such cases, his head was not
only larger than the average, but out of all reason big in
proportion to his body, giving him the appearance of being
top-heavy. To add to his misfortunes, he was club-footed ;
the left leg being shorter than the right, and the foot not
fully developed. While he had remained in the chair
these deficiencies had not been so noticeable, for his
features were by no means bad, and there was a haunting
beauty in his large black eyes which was pathetic. They
seemed saturated with unshed tears. But when he began
to hobble about with the aid of a stick, there was a crab-like
clumsiness about his manner of progression which was
almost painfully grotesque. As he moved he proclaimed
his grievances in a voice which, always sufficiently shrill, as
his excitement grew, became an ear-trying falsetto.

“ His shadow was on me before I was born. I suppose
it was because my mother used to dream of him of nights,
bad dreams, that she brought me, prematurely, into the
world, a thing to laugh at. Why they didn’t destroy such
a thing as I must have been at birth, I can’t conceive.
My mother’s told me that it cost thousands of pounds to
keep me alive. Was ever such monstrous folly—such
waste of money? I've told her, again and again, that she’d
better have let me die. I think she’s come to believe it
now. I'll soon be twenty ; so that for nearly twenty years,
although I've been the only child, I've had a brother
somewhere in the world—and he’s the heir. The Marquis
of Putney is his style and title, and on the twenty-sixth of
next October will be his coming of age—he'll be twenty-
one. All the members of the family have their eyes fixed
on that date as if it was a sort of Anno Domini. If he’s
fulfilled the promise of his infancy he must be a perfect
Admirable Crichton of a man. It’s the oddest thing in the
world to have a phantom brother. He’s with me all the
time. I've pictured him a million times—what he looks
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. like ; how he walks; how he talks; the things he can do,
and the things he can’t ; the eyes with which he looks out
-on to the world ; the look with which he’ll greet me; ye
gods and little fishes | how proud of his brother he will be !
He haunts my father day and night, sleeping and waking,
although the good old gentleman would rather you'd not
guess it. I know! I know! I've observed him, and
enjoyed the tragi-comedy. He watches for his footsteps
all the time; listens for his voice. In every stranger he
thinks that he may see his son, and searches him with his
poor old eyes, to make quite sure. Every letter-bag may
contain the epistle which tells of his return. To this hour
he sighs each time he discovers that it is still delayed. By
all accounts, what men well-to-do would consider a fortune
has been spent in endeavours to discover his lordship’s
whereabouts, and spent in vain. Nothing to show for all
those golden sovereigns but lies, false scents, make-believes,
enough tales of swindler’s wiles to pack a library. It seems
that his lordship rode out in his perambulator one July
morning in Hyde Park ; Heaven knows where he’s been to
since, and only Heaven. Sometimes I ask myself if the
whole story of his ever having been is not a myth. There’s
nothing but tradition to support it. It’s certain that—after
a fashion of her own—my mother regards him as but a
mere tradition. She does not share my father’s faith in his
return. Quite the other way. While she declines to
commit herself to any statement as to whether he’s alive
or dead, she’s perfectly convinced that he is dead to us.
What's more, she always has been. Her statement to
me to that effect was one of her earliest utterances I
can remember. What ground she has to go upon she
alone can tell. She seems to be the only person who
clearly understands, and I doubt if her understanding’s
very clear. At any rate, it’s cryptic. It’s something to do
with Cousin Ivor, but I never could make out just what,
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though I've diligently inquired of all the principals con-
cerned. It's with some quaint intention of spiting him
that, lately, she’s persisted in desiring that I should be
proclaimed the heir—I, the crooked one |—and swears that
if Putney is not to hand by the time I'm twenty-one, I shall
be. Conceive me as heritor to the dukedom of Datchet,
with all the dignities and vast possessions which appertain
to it. Wouldn’t that be irony in the highest? Dolly, can
you picture me as the Duke of Datchet?”

All the time he had been speaking the girl had stood
looking down into the fire ; now, looking round to him,
she gave her head a little upward jerk ; as if she were
jerking off a burden.

“Cecil, I can’t think why you talk like this. You do it
on an average about once a week. It does you no good ;
it does me none : and you must excuse my saying that it’s
not in the best of taste.”

“Is there anything about me which is in the best of
taste? If so I'll be obliged if you'll tell me precisely what
it is. I'd like to know. I hope, Dolly, that you're not
forgetting that I'm your husband that is to be; and that
therefore it is much to be desired that you should not set
yourself up as being in any way my superior; even in
matters of taste.”

“I wish you wouldn’t say such things!”

“Why not? Are we children, that we should refuse
to look facts in the face? Aren’t you to be my
wife 2”

“Cecil |”

“To exclaim ¢ Cecil’ is no answer. Let us be practical.
My mother promised your mother that you should marry
her only remaining son, meaning me; it being her belief
that I'm all in the son line that remains to her. When
your mother died, she promised you that you should be
my wife. You know she did.”
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“How many times have I told you that I didn’t
understand ? ”

“No; but you've understood since; over and over
again—you've had opportunities enough. You've -been
brought up in the bosom of the family on the distinct
understanding, repeated, on an average, more than once a
week, that one day, you and I are to be married. Can
you deny it 2"

“ 1 neither deny nor admlt.”

“You're a feminine casuist of unripened years. Are
you fourteen, Dolly ?”

“You know very well that I'm eighteen next
Christmas.”

“ Maturity approaches. You don’t look it.”

“Don’t be so absurd. Constance Grainger told me
only the other day that I looked twenty-one.”

“And I suppose you told her that she looked twenty-
two. It's only when the weather's breezy that you tell
each other the candid truth. Together you look about
thirty—two sweet fifteens.”

“I feel—ancient.”

“Do you? Then what do you imagine I feel? By
the way, you've never told me how old you think I look.”

“Can’t you ever get away from the personal equation ? *

“ What'’s that ? That's rather a good sentence. I don’t
believe you know what it means; but you might let us
have it again.”

“ Perhaps you're not aware that I promised to ride
over to Constance about some important business, and
that my horse is waiting at the door.”

“ What's the business ? ”

“ It has nothing to do with you?”

“Civil. Will you give her a message ?”

“That depends on what the message is. Not if it's
any rubbish.”
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“It is not rubbish. I wish you to give my kind
regards to Constance, and to tell her that our wedding-
day—yours and mine—is nearly fixed ; and that I trust
that she, and her family, are taking into earnest considera-
tion the subject of the presents.”

“Cecil, I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that! I
don’t believe you'd do it if you understood how seriously
I dislike it.”

“That's a pity; because facts are facts. And my
mother's been giving me what, I fancy, she calls hints,
but what struck me as being more like orders, that, under
what she styles the circumstances, I ought to be married
as soon as I'm twenty-one ; and I fancy she’s been giving
you similar hints, Hasn’t she ?”

“We'll talk about it when you are twenty-one.”

“Is that what you said to her?”

“ Has she commissioned you to speak to me upon the
subject ?

“Well—in a way—she has ; or, of course, I shouldn’t
venture. She’s desperately anxious that the matter should
be on a definite basis. She knows—in a general way—
that we’re going to be married ; but she’d like to know in
a particular way. You see, she’s brought you up to be my
wife ; and now she kind of feels that it's about time a
public announcement was made. I fancy that’s about the
size of it. I'm sure she’d like us to arrive at a clear and
final understanding, you and I ; because, after all, we're
two of the principals. So—Dolly, will you be my wife ?”

“I'm going! If I don’t start at once it'll be dark
before I'm back again.”

“Think it over as you go. You'll do me the justice to
admit that I never have put the question before ; and that
therefore I do deserve some sort of an answer—for my
own sake, as well as my mother’s. The disadvantages are
so obvious that I needn’t allude to them; but I do beg
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you'll keep at least one eye on the advantages.. I'm aware
that I'm a person no woman would care to live with.”

“I’'m not so sure of that.”

“Aren’t you? That's nice of you—even to say it. I
dare say I might be bearable as a brother.”

¢ I meant as a brother.”

“You see the suggestion isn’'t—exactly—a brother.”

“Cecil, I really must be going.”

“I'm not detaining you. I shouldn’t think of doing so
with such a mere triviality as an offer of marriage—with
me. I'm only asking you, as you go, to keep at least
part of an eye on the advantages. To begin at the very
beginning—if you’ll only authorize me to advise her that
you've formally answered yes, I fancy you'd find that she’d
behave handsomely—to you.”

“ She always does do that.”

“I fancy, on that occasion, her behaviour would be
especially handsome—I only, what she calls, hint at it.
Then, of course, there is something in being Lady Cecil
Dacre.”

“I cannot wait another second—I'm off!”

“ One moment more! While you're riding, remember
that, should my phantom brother prove to be a phantom,
there’s always the eventual possibility of your becoming
the Duchess of Datchet ; and on the desirability of being
that I needn’'t——"

But the girl had gone.



CHAPTER XII
THE CUTTING

VEN a plain woman, if she can ride, looks well on horse-
back. Miss Barber was very far from being plain,
while her seat and hands, where a horse was concerned,
were a byword. She had been put on a horse so soon as
she was “shortened ” ; by the time she could walk she could
ride ; and she had been a well-known figure in the hunting-
field long before she was in her teens. Not only could she
ride anything, she could ride it anywhere: with a daring
that was only equalled by her skill. It was her laughing
boast that no horse came down when she was up; and
never tired. Now, though she was five feet ten in her
stockings, and scaled close upon ten stone in her riding kit,
it certainly was a fact that a horse went farther, and better,
under her than under women—as well as men—who had
nothing like her ounces.

She was riding a bay mare, who had been a birthday
present from the duchess: nearly all the things she had
worth having were by way of being presents from the
duchess ; not impossibly that fact was in her mind as she
rode. The mare was a beauty, and, as is sometimes the
case with horses, she seemed to be conscious of the fact
that, as regards good looks, she and her rider made a pair.
They made a perfect picture as the mare cantered over the

grass bordering the road which wound its way through the
107
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home farm. Presently Miss Barber reduced the pace to a
walk, stroking her steed’s neck as she did so.

“ Steady, Lady, steady ! You'll make me excited if you
move like that. In a few minutes you shall go as fast as you
please ; but, to begin with, I must do some thinking—I
really must.”

The Lady tossed her head and whinnied ; as if, while
desiring to explain that she quite understood, she did
venture to express a hope, in a friendly spirit, that the
thinking would not last too long—it was such a day for a
gallop, and the going so delightful. The girl, laughing,
whispered in The Lady’s ear that she would get her
thinking over and done with as soon as she possibly could,
since she sincerely shared the hope that it would not take
her long.

Yet it occupied her longer than she had meant it should.
So much was hanging in the balance. Cecil Dacre had
given her such food for thought. Things were so tangled.
She did so want to please every one : especially the duchess.
No one could have done more for her than the duchess;
she owed her everything. And yet she was no kin of hers ;
her mother was merely the dear friend of her childhood,
that was all. Mrs. Barber had married a soldier, who had
been killed in India; when, soon after his death, she
followed him, her only child, Dorothy, then a small gir],
would have been left friendless and almost penniless if it had
not been for the amazing goodness of the duchess, on whom
she really had no claim whatever. No fairy godmother
could have treated her better. She not only took her to
her beautiful home—or, rather, homes,—but she gave her
all that her girlish heart could possibly desire. And now,
in return, she not exactly asked, it would be more correct
to say that she took it for granted, that she would marry,
her son.

Cecil had his points, Since the girl and the boy had

[ 4
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grown up together—the girl with her governesses, the boy
with his tutors—no one was in a position to know him
better than she did ; and she knew he had his points. No
one could be gentler, pleasanter, more amusing, when he
chose. And, where she was concerned, he was the very
soul of generosity. If he could have had his way he would
have shared everything he had ever had with her ; in fact,
no one could have made a greater fuss of her, in every
possible way. And, of course, she was very fond of him.
But, whether fortunately or not she could not say, it was a
fact that she was fond—passionately fond—of every sort of
athletic pursuit: in that respect she was a modern of
moderns. She was, essentially, an out-of-doors girl ; while
he was, emphatically, an indoors young man. Read,
write, dream, that was his idea of life ; while hers—if she
was conscious of it or not—was constant physical exercise,
She was always wanting to be up and doing ; inaction to
her meant misery: while he was perfectly content to
remain quite still. Therefore, since they had no tastes in
common, in the real sense of the word, they were never
likely to be companions.

She was aware that there were sufficient reasons why
he should desire physical quiescence: since, occasionally,
even slight exertion made him ill ; while, at his best, a
gentle stroll was sufficient exercise. As a rule, he had fair
health, so long as he kept his temper, was not worried, and
took things easy. Not the least trying thing about him
was that, often, it was positive pain to him to see others
doing what he could not do: bringing keenly home to him
his own condition, it filled him with a frenzy of envy. For
instance, he never showed himself at a dance ; and, if he
could have had his way, would have inhabited a country
where there was no dancing. He would not, willingly, look
on at a game of tennis, or cricket. In his presence it was
desirable not to talk about hunting or shooting; lest,

*
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without any apparent provocation, he should suddenly say
something which would make things unpleasant for
everybody there.

Since Miss Barber loved all sports and pastimes, it was
rather trying, when he was about, to have to keep off all
her favourite topics of conversation; as for practising
them, if he saw her play so much as a game of tennis he
would be disagreeable to her for the rest of the day. She
was sorry for him. The knowledge that she was, did not
make him any better; but, at the same time, it was a
little uncomfortable to be brought so constantly into contact
with a person with whom one had so little in common. As
for marrying him——!

To begin with, Miss Barber did not want to marry.
She had a sort of dim suspicion that marriage was not all
that some people supposed it was ; she was almost convinced
that, at any rate, matrimony was not suited to her ; at least,
just yet. Say, in five or six years’ time, when she was
growing elderly, and tired of life, she might bring herself to
face the prospect with something approaching to equanimity ;
but, in the meantime, the association of the idea of marriage
with her was really too absurd. :

The trouble was that the absurdity of the thing did not
strike other persons—and, among them, the duchess—so
forcibly as it did her. It was true that the duchess had
told her, over and over again, that she hoped before long to
have her, not only as a make-believe, but as a real daughter ;
but though she had known what she had meant, her meaning
had never been brought really home to her till lately.
Twice, within the last fortnight, she had told her clearly, in
so many words, that she hoped,Cecil and she would be
married as soon as possible aftéer he was twenty-one, and
had rather more than hinted that it was time that matters
were placed on a definite footing, settlements arranged,
and even the trousseau thought of. And now here was
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Cecil—acting, as he admitted, on his mother’s suggestion—
making her a formal offer of marriage: at least, she sup-
posed it was meant to be formal offer ; it was so difficult,
sometimes, to tell if he was in earnest.

If he was serious, she would have to give him an
answer ; and pretty soon. She knew him well enough to
be aware that he would worry her until she did. Circum-
stanced as she was, it was impossible to avoid him. If he
chose, he could worry some sort of an answer from her in
four and twenty hours ; or make her life a burden. Then,
behind him, was the duchess. Even supposing she was able
to arrange an armistice with him—the thing was possible—
she would still have to tackle his mother. The girl was
conscious that, with her, no subterfuges would prevail ; that,
in her hands, she would be helpless.

No; an answer, of some sort, she would have to give,
and quickly. It was only honest, besides, that she should
answer. What should she say? If she said “Yes”—she
shuddered at the notion of saying “ Yes,” and urged The
Lady to move a little faster. On the other hand, if she
said “No”—she was afraid to think of what the result would
be if she said “No.” Cecil might be managed. At the back
of her head she had a kind of doubt whether he was very
anxious either one way or the other. On the subject of
his mother she had no doubt at all. Where the lady was
concerned she had always been conscious of the iron hand
under the silken glove. Quite why she wanted her to
marry Cecil she did not know, though she had suspicions
which were not altogether flattering to herself. That she
had set her heart upon the marriage she did know, and
Dolly was haunted bya dreadful fear that, if she threw any
obstacles in the way, the lady would not hesitate to sever
the connection which existed between them as if it had
never been, and cast her with taunts and reproaches out
into the world. That the duchess was fond of her the girl
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had cause to believe ; but that her fondness for her was as
nothing compared to the affection she had for her son she
was equally sure. That she would resent, to the utmost of her
capacity—which was great—what she would regard, in the
first place, as a slight upon her boy, and, in the second, as
crass ingratitude towards herself, Dolly felt convinced. And
it was so nice to be the duchess’s daughter ; it was, from all
points of view, such an enviable position. And the girl was
woman enough to appreciate the fact that it was something
to be Lady Cecil Dacre; especially as with the position
went the possibility of becoming Duchess of Datchet.

What a bother the whole thing was! Why could not
one continue to be just a girl, and just eighteen?

All at once, without the slightest notice, the mare gave
a sideways jump, which, had not Dolly been an expert
rider, would have jerked her out of the saddle,

“Lady!” she exclaimed. “What is the matter?”

Then stopped short, because she perceived that a man
was standing between her and the hedge, who had sprung
she hardly knew from where. The hasty glance with which
she favoured him did not cause her to be prepossessed by
his appearance, though he was not ill-looking ; but there
was a penetrating twinkle in his bold, black eyes which-
annoyed her. He was middle-aged—possibly somewhere
in the forties—slight, and fairly tall. He was dressed in a
dark grey lounge suit, with a grey bowler hat to match,
and he carried a leather bag. Somehow Dolly was not
sure that he was a gentleman ; directly he spoke she was
sure that he was not. On such points there is nothing to
equal the rapidity with which excessive youth arrives at its
decisions.

“You did that uncommonly well. You looked as if
you were glued there.”

“I beg your pardon?”

He addressed her as easily as if he had known her for
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years, and, though her manner was frigidity itself, he showed
no sign of being chilled.

“I was alluding to the way in which you stuck to your
saddle. Ninety-nine women out of a hundred would have
been out of it, and some of them good riders.”

“You frightened my mare.”

“I beg her pardon, and yours. She’s a beauty. May
I make her acquaintance? I generally find that good
horses are as fond of me as I am of them.”

He moved a little closer. Instructed by Dolly, The
Lady moved away. With an almost imperceptible move-
ment of her head the girl prepared to continue her ride,
when the stranger checked her.

“One moment ; we appear to misunderstand each other.
My excuse for startling your mare is that I'm a stranger
hereabouts, and wanted to ask if this is the road to
Mallow ?”

“This is the private road to the house.”

“It’s the private road to the house I want, since it’s a
private visit I'm going to pay. Is the duke in?”

“I believe he was just now.”

“You've come from Mallow?"”

“I have.”

“Then you're Miss Barber?”

Dolly was conscious that he was eyeing her with a keen
scrutiny which did not plea.se her.

“That is my name.”

She did not condescend to ask him what his name was,
although she wondered. As if he read her thoughts, he
volunteered the information.

“My name is Harvey Willis, Although it's one with
which the duke is intimately acquainted, it's not one which
you are likely to have heard pronounced at Mallow, though
probably it will be better known there soon. Good after-

noon, Miss Barber. A pleasant ride, and may no one else
I
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give your mare the jumps, We shall probably meet on
your return—at Mallow.”

Lifting his hat, he moved off at a pace which suggested
an excellent pedestrian, whilst The Lady went off at a
gallop in the opposite direction. Dolly could not have said
why, but the brief interview had left on her a distinctly
disagreeable impression. Who Mr. Harvey Willis was, or
what his business might be at Mallow, she had no notion ;
more, she preferred to have no notion. He was a kind of
person whom—instinctively, rather than judiciously—she
associated with unpleasant things. He had on her the
effect which some people’seem to have oa cats: he made
her feel disposed, without apparent reason, to scratch.
Bending forward, she whispered in her horse’s ear—

“Now, Lady, for a burst! Let’s get away from him as
far, and as fast, as we can! Did he dare to say that I
could ride, and that you were a beauty? As if we didn't
know both those things without being told them by
impertinent strangers!”

Miss Barber was destined to have another adventure
before she reached her journey’s end, and this time when
she was already nearly there. Avoiding the roads, she
went across country, taking, as far as it was possible, a
bee-line towards the goal at which she was aiming. This
involved her traversing some very rough country, and it
was while she was passing over some of the very roughest
parts that the second adventure occurred.

She had reached a point at which she was undecided.
Choosing one of the recognized paths involved a journey of
probably a couple of miles; while, if she cut through the
wood by a way she knew, it would mean not more than a
quarter of the distance. Of course, there were reasons why
she should not go through the wood, or there would have
been no necessity for her hesitation. First of all, there
were the birds. Colonel Grainger’s pheasants were not
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creatures to be lightly disturbed. But then, need she
disturb them? She knew the wood almost as well as the
keepers, and was persuaded that the way she proposed to
go there were no birds. It was true that, if she met a
keeper, he might be of a different opinion; while, if she
encountered Colonel Grainger, he might possibly say some-
thing rude. She was inclined to think, however, that the
chances of seeing any one were so remote as to be scarcely
worth considering. She had the best of reasons for knowing
that, at that time of day, that part of the wood was—
practically always—deserted. A much more solid reason
why she should keep out of the wood was that, in places,
the going was really very bad. The path she desired to
follow—which was not a path—degenerated, at one part,
into a narrow passage between an expanse of bracken on
one side, and a lofty bank upon the other. Riding through
the bracken was out of the question. Not only did it rise
to seven or eight feet, but the stems were so stout that
forcing a way through would occasion The Lady something
beyond inconvenience ; she might be cut to ribbons. The
only thing was to hug the bank, and to give the bracken
as wide a berth as possible. Even then, not only was the
ground itself loose and friable, but the bank was practically
one continuous rabbit warren. Here and there the burrows
extended under the level. Experience had taught her that
it was by no means difficult for The Lady to thrust her feet
right into them.

Ordinary people would have decided that this was a
case of the shortest way there being the longest way round,
and would have unhesitatingly preferred the two miles to
the half one. In such matters Miss Barber was a rule unto
herself; and it pleased her to think that she and The
Lady were one. The truth is that she had originally been
shown the way that she ought not to go, by Colonel
Grainger's own dearest daughter, her most particular
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friend. Constance Grainger it was who had first initiated
her in the mysteries of what she called “the cutting.”

“Of course,” she frankly admitted, “if the pater knew
I rode this way he’d have a fit; but it’s such-a saving that
when I am alone I nearly always do.”

It is to be feared that, on her frequent visits to the
Abbey, Miss Barber nearly always did so too.

Entrance to the wood was gained by a jump over what,
in summer, was a dry ditch, with a low bank beyond—
which was in itself an act of trespass. Whenever they
reached the well-known spot The Lady would prick up her
ears, and glance inquiringly at her mistress. It is not
impossible that, while she realized the impropriety of
negotiating that jump, she was yet perfectly willing to take
it, as her mistress put it, “like a bird.” Indeed, Miss
Barber assured herself that The Lady loved the cutting ;
and even went so far as to give a sop to her conscience by
pretending that she went that way,as much to please The
Lady as herself. It certainly was the fact that the mare
generally showed signs of the liveliest interest when it was
decided to try the cutting; and—so Dolly declared—
delighted in exhibiting the dainty skill with which, hemmed
in on either hand, she could pass over the heads of those
treacherous bunnies,

They were at a point where the poor apology for a
path was at its very worst when, something happened
which all but brought the mare and her rider to lamentable
grief. The bracken was at its highest, and so was the
bank ; between the two there was a space not more than
three feet wide. They could hear the rabbits scurrying
through the undergrowth, and, now and then, could see
them ; but The Lady was used to rabbits, they went
unheeded even when they ran between her legs. What
was worse than rabbits, they heard the birds: to do her
justice, Miss Barber heard them with a sense of guilt; a
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feeling which, it seemed, was shared by her steed. Each
time a bird got up, with the whir-r-ring sound with which
a startled pheasant sometimes will rise, The Lady gave a
sort of shiver, as if she knew she was in part responsible
for proceedings which were distinctly improper. That
afternoon Miss Barber's prognostications that there would
be no birds in that part of the wood were falsified. For
once in a way an undesirable number seemed to have fore-
gathered where she least wished them to be. At one
point more than a dozen had risen together, with a whirl
and tumult which made her seriously consider whether it
would be better to go forward or back ; apparently, from
the pricking of her ears, The Lady shared her rider’s
doubts. This sort of thing was more than she quite liked ;
the whole air seemed to be alive with whirling wings. It
was only after momentary hesitation that Dolly, having
decided that, since they had come more than halfway, the
best thing to do was #b advance, proceeded to press The
Lady forward. The mare quickened her pace, as if, follow-
ing Dolly’s reasoning, she recognized that the best thing to
be done was to get out of an awkward situation as fast as
she possibly could ; when, without the slightest warning,
or notice of any kind, something happened which tried
The Lady's nervous system—already sufficiently strained—
more than it had been tried for many a day, so that she
not only forgot her manners, but almost lost her head, out
of sheer fright.

The birds were raising a hullaballoo; the ground
afforded but uncertain footing ; the bracken soared on the
left : Dolly was wishing, heartily, that, for once, she had
preferred the longer road, when some one, or something,
scrambled on to the lofty bank on the right, and sprang
down in front of them within a dozen feet of The Lady'’s
nose, The thing was so unexpected that it was not strange
that The Lady, in sheer alarm, leapt almost her own height
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from the ground; jerking Miss Barber from her saddle in
a style which only something like a miracle prevented from
being an ugly fall. Once back again on solid ground both
the mare and her rider stared to see who—or what—had
been the occasion of such a nerve-shocking experience.
Miss Barber anticipated that, at the least, it would prove to
be a keeper; or, what would be a much more serious
apparition, Colonel Grainger himself. She was perfectly
well aware that, in creating such a disturbance among the
pheasants, with the shooting season already close at hand,
she had been guilty of a cardinal offence. A keeper
would be justified in addressing to her some very out-
spoken remarks on the subject of “his” birds; to which
she was prepared to listen with a bearing of the utmost
meekness : while the irate owner—who, where his game
was concerned, was no respecter of persons, either male
or female—in his righteous wrath might be expected
to talk to her in a manner which would make her
tingle, if he did not inform her, in uncomfortably plain
language, that she was trespassing where she was, and
send her back, with orders to approach his premises by
the proper roads. That would have been humiliation
indeed.

Her relief, therefore, was as great as her surprise when
she perceived that the individual who had been the cause
of so much agitation, both to her and to The Lady, was
neither the colonel nor a keeper, but a strange young man,
—what was more, an apparently inoffensive and decidedly
good-looking young man. He stood, cap in hand, all
contrition for the untoward results of his unlooked-for
entry on the scene.

“I beg your pardon, but—I had really no idea that it
was anybody riding.”

Miss Barber, conscious of her bad behaviour, relieved to
escape well-merited punishment, in the sudden revulsion of
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her feelings, was, of course, disposed to be as merciless as
circumstances permitted.

“If my horse had not behaved wonderfully well you
might have been the cause of a serious accident; my mare
is trembling even now.” '

She might have added that she herself was just a little
tremulous ; but not for worlds would she have allowed this
intrusive person to guess the state to which well-founded
fears had brought her.

“I saw how excellently your horse behaved.” She
noticed that he said nothing about her own behaviour,
in the saddle, as the other man had done. “But I assure
you that, until I was in the very act of leaping down, I
never, for a moment, guessed that it could be any one on
horseback. Indeed, even now I don’t understand how it is
that you can have got here, with all this bracken about,
and not a vestige of a path.”

“Possibly I know the wood better than you do.”

“That’s true enough. It's because I don’t know it at
all that I gave you such a start. The fact is, I'm going to
Colonel Grainger's. Have you heard of a Colonel Grainger,
hereabouts ?”

“Oh yes, I've heard of him.”

“ He lives at a place called the Abbey. Do you know
where that is ?”

“Very well.”

Although this young man suddenly became almost
confidential, Miss Barber evinced no such signs of resent-
ment as she had done in the case of Mr. Harvey Willis,
She sat quite still ; while The Lady smoothed her ruffled
plumes.

“It's like this. It seems that I got out at the wrong
station. The station for the Abbey is——"

“ Densham.”

“Yes, Densham. I found that out when it was too
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late. I've some muddled idea in my head that their station
was Wargate.”

“That’s our station.”

“Your station ?”

“The one we use.”

“Is that so? You see, The Abbey, Wargate, is the
Grainger’s postal address, and I suppose that’s how the
muddle arose. Anyhow, I got out there.”

“Why, it's miles away.”

“So I discovered, after the train had gone. .But the

weather was so fine, and the country seemed so beauti-
ful——"

“The country is lovely.”

“Isn’t it? People talk about the Continent, such places
as the Schwarz-Wald, when they have such woodland
scenery as this at home. Some of the country I have
come through couldn’t be beaten anywhere. Still, it's a
pretty long way. I suppose I've been a good ten miles.”

“Quite; probably more. It depends upon the way
you've come.”

“You may be sure I've come the longest ; I always do
make a mess of things like that. I was beginning to fear
that the people at the Abbey would be wondering what had
become of me. So I asked a man I met on the road if
there wasn’t a short cut to the house. He sent me into
the forest—I've been in the forest ever since. I believe
that in the forest I should have stayed if it hadn’t been for
you. It's a regular maze; I haven’t the slightest notion
whereabouts I am. I'm hoping you'll give me some very
clear and easy directions, which will enable me to find the
house.”

“I'm going there.”

“Are you? That's splendid! Then perhaps you won't
mind my following at your horse’s tail ? ”

“Not a bit. I shan't even mind your walking in front
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of her nose. There’s not room here for you to walk
alongside, but there will be presently.”

When the procession started, he remarked, “I suppose
you know Jack Grainger?”

“I do.”

Mr. Jack Grainger, who was a feather-headed young
gentleman, had asked her to be his wife only a week ago,
but that was by the way.

“He’s at New—New College, Oxford, you know.”

“I do know. I have other acquaintances who are also
there.”

“Have you? I'm there. Perhaps you know my name?
My name’s Sheldon, Lawrence Sheldon.”

“ Jack has spoken to me of you. He told me you were
coming.”

“Did he? That was awfully good of him. I’'m his
tutor, you know. I'm supposed to be coaching him for all
sorts of things. I've come over to see if we can’t get in a
little reading before term begins.”

“1 shouldn’t think that Jack Grainger was very fond of

reading.”
“Oh, well, he’s not ; not over and above fond. Still, I
hope that we shall do something.”

The young lady had been observing him more attentively
than he perhaps suspected. Presently she dehvered herself
of the fruit of her observation.

“Do you know, Mr. Sheldon, that you’re uncom-
monly like—as far as appearance goes—some one I know
extremely well. Indeed, the resemblance is so marked
that I've been wondering if you can be a relation of
his.”

“Indeed? I hope so. What's his name?”

“Dacre.”

“Dacre? Dacre? No relation of mine. Indeed, I
don’t remember ever to have heard the name, except, of
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course, in connection with the Datchet crowd. Isn’t that
the Duke of Datchet's family name ?”

“It is. This Mr. Dacre is the duke's cousin, the Hon.
Ivor Dacre.”

“I'm fearfully flattered, but I'm afraid I can’t claim the
connection. I'm nothing and nobody.”

“In a house I know there hangs a portrait, which might
be yours.”

“Js that so? Are you in earnest?”

“Of course I'm in earnest.”

“ But—how very odd !”

“ The oddest part of it is that there are other portraits
in this house, and you might—almost—have sat for more
than one of them. Indeed, if I were to take you to it, and
you looked about you, I feel convinced that you’d have an
odd sort of feeling that you'd wandered, unawares, among
your family portraits.”

“ And, pray, what is the name of this mysterious house?”

“ Mallow.”

“Mallow? Isn’t that one of the seats of the Duke of
Datchet ?”

“That's just the point. It's the headquarters of the
Dacres, and yours is the Dacre face. I'm afraid you'll
think it rather rude of me to be so outspoken on so very
personal a subject, but I happen to live at Mallow, and am
intimately acquainted with every picture which hangs upon
its walls; though that’s rather a rash boast, for they are
many, so perhaps I'd better say, almost every one. But I
do assure you, when I saw you first of all, standing, with
your cap in your hand, as if you had fallen, I couldn’t think
from where, I wondered if, by any possible chance, you
could have been precipitated—I believe that’s the proper
word—out of one of the frames at Mallow.”




CHAPTER XIII

MR. HARVEY WILLIS GAINS ACCESS TO .
THE DUKE

HEN Mr. Harvey Willis inquired, on his arrival at
Mallow, for the duke, he was asked for his name.

“Never mind my name. You tell him that it's some
one who particularly wishes to see him, and whom he’ll
be very glad to see.”

“His grace does not see strangers, unless they give
their names.”

“I'm no stranger. He'll see me. He'll be the sorriest
man if he doesn’t. You give him my message. It'll be a
sufficient passport to his presence.”

Lord Cecil, sauntering out of the great hall to see who
had arrived, heard the speaker’s words.

“This man is quite right. The duke does not see
anonymous strangers. It’s a necessary rule.”

Mr. Willis looked him up and down, completely at
his ease.

“You're Lord Cecil Dacre?”

“I am.”

“I thought so, though you're singularly unlike your
brother.”

“My brother?”

“I said your brother.”

A trifle startled, Cecil eyed him as if he was endeavouring
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to find out what manner of man he was. Then he returned
into the great hall.

“Come inside,” he said. The other followed him. “I
don’t know what you meant by your reference to my
brother ; if you meant anything. I haven’t one.”

“Haven't you?—no brother? is that so? Well, my
information is different. But you'll excuse me, I haven't
come to see you, in the first place ; I've come to see your
father. Be so good as to let him know that there’s
somebody who particularly wishes to see him—some one
for whom he’s been looking for twenty years; and that
he'll be a very sorry old gentleman if he doesn’t give me a
hearty welcome. Never mind my name: he'll know my
name when he sees me; he'll see it painted on my face.
You let him have my message, and a chance to digest it,
while I'm warming myself before that comfortable-looking
fire. It strikes colder in here than it does outside.”

Mr. Willis, moving to the fireplace, placed himself so
that, from where Cecil stood, the flames played upon his
profile. This was a type of person with whom his lord-
ship was unfamiliar. Scarcely—surely—a gentleman ; and
yet there was about him an air of self-possession which
suggested that, at any rate, he was a man who knew his
world, and was assured of his own right to a place in it.
For a few brief moments a wild thought crossed Cecil’s
mind, but, when he perceived that the stranger was certainly
forty he dismissed it, though with a fluttering of the heart
which surprised himself. He summoned a footman.

“ Let the duke know that a gentleman wishes to see
him on business of importance, and tell him I sent you.”

When the servant had gone, Lord Cecil, depositing
himself in one of the huge armchairs, in which he appeared
to so much greater advantage than on his feet, regarded
the stranger for some seconds in quizzical silence ; which
he broke by saying—
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“] presume, from the hint you dropped just now—I
take it was intended for a hint—that you’re the bearer of
still another cock-and-bull story ; we have had so many.”

The stranger, settling himself on the stuffed seat which
ran all round the fireplace as a sort of guard, eyed the
other in his turn,

“You do presume, Lord Cecil; and, I'm afraid, you
mean to be rude. Never be rude, unless you are quite
certain you have cause; and be civil even then. It’s so
much more effective. This advice is offered to you in the
friendliest spirit.” The speaker glanced around. “A fine
place you have here ; one can understand how it is that a
man should desire to be its possessor. For me, personally,
a huge house offers no attractions ; but—other men, other
tastes. And if one must have miles of passages, and
acres of floor space, one would like them to be contained
within such walls as these, This is my first visit to
Mallow.”

“Is it, indeed? I am glad—speaking for the family—
that it meets with your approval ; even though that
approval’s qualified.”

“It’s very good of the family to be glad—through their
mouthpiece, Are you a humorist, Lord Cecil—or there-
abouts ?”

Before Cecil could reply to this somewhat ambiguous
question, the footman, returning, conveyed to him in an
undertone a message of which, presently, he gave an
audible rendition.

“The duke is not feeling very well this afternoon, and
he is much occupied. He wishes to know what is the
nature of the business on which you wish to see him ; and,
especially, if you cannot regard me as his substitute. He
would prefer that you should do so. Any communication
you might make to me would be as if it were made to
him.”
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“ Does that mean that the duke declines to see me?”

“That is not what I understand. He merely expresses
a wish that you should treat me as his deputy, for reasons
which I have mentioned.”

“I regret that I am unable to comply with his wish.”
The stranger addressed himself to the footman : “ Did you
give the duke my message ? "’

“I delivered his lordship’s message, in accordance with
his lordship’s instructions.”

“Then, this time, give him my message ; so far as you
are able, word for word as I give it you. Now pay atten-
tion. Tell the duke that I am the person for whom he has
been looking for twenty years ; and that he will be sorry
- if I say what I have to say to any one but himself, in
private. You have that clearly ?”

The man glanced at Cecil; who observed, curtly
enough—

“ Give the duke this gentleman’s message,” When the
man had vanished again, his lordship remarked to the
stranger : “ You must understand, sir, that my father is not
only an old man, but that, lately, he has been ailing. I'm
not sure that I ought to subject him to the risk of an
interview which, from your tone, threatens to be of an
unpleasant nature.”

The other smiled—a smile which, for some cause, made
Cecil tingle from the crown of his head to the sole of his
feet.

“ Let me reassure your lordship. Although I have not
seen the duke for more than twenty years, he has been
under my constant observation ; there is nothing you can
tell me about him which I do not know already, perhaps
better than you. Indeed, I think I use no figure of speech
when I say that, compared to my knowledge of the Duke
of Datchet, yours is the merest ignorance.”

There was that in the speaker’s tone which moved the
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lad to exclaim, with sudden heat, yet not without some
boyish dignity—

“ 1 trust, sir, that you recollect that you are speaking
of my father, to his son.”

“To one of his sons; oh dear yes, I'm not likely to
forget it.”

Cecil began to scramble out of the chair; it was a
process which, with him, always took some time.

“That’s the second hint you've dropped of the same
kind. Do you mean—"

The stranger held up his hand ; the footman was seen
approaching.

“Hush! The messenger returns. Well, what says
the duke this time 2”

“ His grace is willing to see you.”

The stranger nodded to Cecil as he rose to his feet.
“You perceive? It is as I told you. We will continue,
you and I, to chop phrases together later on. I fancy we
shall have opportunities.”

He followed the footman with a smile for which the lad
could have hit him. Cecil, moving to the fire, occupying
almost the identical place which the other had just now
quitted, indulged himself with cheerless meditations.

“He’s some bounder ; it's written large all over him.
What an idiot I was to send his message, and so give him
a chance of bothering the pater. Of course, what he hints
at is simply putrid nonsense. Yet, what a difference it
would make, to me, if it wasn't! And what would Dolly
say ? I wonder.”



CHAPTER XIV
THE DEAD HAND

INCE we met him last, the Duke of Datchet had aged.
He was by way of being an old man, even in this

age of old men who are still accounted young. He was
within sight of his seventieth birthday. And in some
respects he was almost older than his years. Nowadays
some men of three score and ten are comparatively
juvenile; there was little of the juvenile about him. Not
that he was decrepit ; or that he had lost the use either of
his limbs or his faculties. Though he could no longer walk
any great distance, nor sustain any excessive or prolonged
exertion, still, in that respect, he was not far from a match
for his weakling son. Age had pressed him hardest on
another point—his nerves had gone. To what extent he
only knew, and Joynson. It was not exactly that his
courage, in the ordinary sense of the word, had grown less ;
or that he was not prepared to meet, with equanimity,
most of the ills of life which the slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune might direct against him. It was in a
particular direction only that his nervous system had been
shaken to its foundations—on the side, it would seem, of
his imagination. He had strange imaginings. Sometimes
Joynson would be summoned to him in the middle of the
night, to find him trembling and crying like a child ; some-
times he would find him in the same condition in the middle

of the day. Fond, as a rule, of solitude—almost, his
128
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medical men hinted, injuriously fond—at these times the
one thing he could not endure was being left alone.

Some curious scenes were enacted on those occasions.
Joynson would come into the room to find his master in a
condition of what looked very like hysterics. Apparently
paying no heed to him, the man would set about some
ordinary task in an ordinary way; presently, perhaps,
addressing some relevant remark to him in ordinary tones.
His master’s proceedings he utterly ignored. Sometimes,
for instance, the duke would solemnly assure him, in
agonizing tones, that his eldest son’s blood was on his
hands ; he would repeat this, in different words, over and
over again. Joynson might incidentally remark that he
had dropped a spark on the pair of trousers he had been
wearing, and it had burnt a hole; or that a book, about
which he had been making inquiries, had got itself mislaid.
Never, if he could help it, would he enter into conversation
with his master about the things which haunted him.
Presently the mental stress and strain would grow less;
and the duke, with or without cause, would begin to
reproach his servant. Then Joynson knew that the actual
need for his services was beginning to cease. So long as
his master’s mind could be diverted from the one absorbing
topic—absorbing to the point of mental and physical
danger—all might be well.

Mr. Harvey Willis was shown into what was known as
the Duke’s Room ; which, at Mallow, was an apartment of
magnificent proportions. The footman withdrew, and he
found himself alone with a white-haired man, who was
seated at a table, writing. For some seconds his presence
seemed to go unheeded ; then the writer, ceasing to write,
turning in his chair, glanced round in his direction.

“Well, sir? To what do I owe this pleasure? My
servant brought me a somewhat singular, and wholly in-
comprehensible message ; what is it you wish to say to

K
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me? I must ask you to be brief, as, this afternoon, I am
much engaged ; there are several letters which I must finish
for the post.”

Mr. Willis had remained planted within a few feet of
the door, hat in one hand, bag in the other, looking about
him with an air of curious amusement ; as the other spoke
his amusement seemed to increase.

“I must be brief, must I? That is unfortunate ; for, I
fear, if I am as brief as is possible, I shall still be long.”

As if struck by the peculiar quality of his tone, as well
as by the singularity of his words, the duke turned farther
round, so that he could get a better look at him.

“I find your language somewhat strange, sir, Who are
you? What is your name?”

“Isn’t it written on my face ?”

“ If you will come a little closer, perhaps I shall be able
to see.”

“Your sight is not so good as it was ?”

“No, sir, it is not. At my age it seldom is.”

“I suppose that is so. In your case it was not good
even when you were younger.”

“You are mistaken if you imagine that I ever was short-
sighted.”

“Is that so? It is curious how a man can delude him-
self about such a thing as that. If you hadn’t been the
most short-sighted man I ever knew you wouldn’t be sitting
there now, and I shouldn’t be standing here ; we shouldn’t
be about to have the little talk we’re going to have.”

“Who are you? What do you mean? Didn't you
hear me tell you to come a little closer?”

“I heard you. And I noticed that you spoke as one
who is used to command ; there was an I-take-it-for-
granted-that-he'll-do-as-I-tell-him air about you which did
you credit. The trouble is that I'm not used to obey—
especially the Duke of Datchet. He may be a big man
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in some folks’ eyes; he’s a small one in mine ;—about the
very smallest man I know. But perhaps you'll say that
this is a case of youth and age. I admit that, in all senses,
you're a much older man than I am ; and so—I'll humour
the sere and yellow.”

Still holding his hat and bag, the speaker strode jauntily
across the room. As he approached, the duke stood up;
impelled, apparently, by the desire to get, from a perpen-
dicular position, a better view of him :—even going to the
extent of putting on his glasses to assist his vision; a
process which the other seemed to enjoy. When the
inspection had continued in silence for a perceptible period,
the stranger asked—

“Well, do you see my name upon my face ?”

As he replied, the duke’s tone was emphatic. “ No, sir,
I do not.”

“Look again ; make quite sure: don’t confess that age
has got hold of you to that degree.”

“] have looked as long as I desire.” As a matter of
fact, the duke was removing his glasses. “It is possible
that, as you affirm, I have seen you before ; if so, the meet-
ing does not linger in my memory : it may have made
more impression on you than it did on me. Therefore I
must again request you to be so good as to enlighten my
ignorance.”

The other’s smile became more pronounced ; indeed,
his enjoyment of the situation appeared to be growing
greater and greater.

“This is droll,—really droll. So you think that our
last meeting made a greater impression on me than it did
on you. That, if correct, does strike me as by way of
being a psychological curiosity; yet you seem to be in
earnest. I should have known you anywhere; I should
have recognized your little mannerisms, the tones of your
voice : yet surely you have altered more than I have done—
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I'll swear you have. The years can’t have marked me as
they have marked you— I'll swear they haven’t. There
is in your face a look of age which has nothing to do with
the mere tale of your years. I once knew a man who,
afterwards, long afterwards, was hung. Years and years
before that came, I could see, in his eyes, that it was
coming ;—as if he were standing in the shadow of the
gallows and was aware of it, even though a little dimly.
On your face there is what 1 saw on his—a conscious-
ness, more or less vague, that the shadow of the gallows
is all about you, that you can’t step out of it; into the
clear, unshadowed sunshine, I am certain that nothing
has occurred which has produced such a change in
me as that has done in you. Has your faculty of
memory forsaken you altogether? Do you remember
nothing ?”

“I believe that my memory is about as good as ever
it was.”

“That, also, is written on your face. You only live in
the past.”

“You seem to see a great deal more on my face than I
do on yours, or wish to. 1 am not accustomed to have
such remarks addressed to me by strangers, or, indeed, by
any one. The people with whom I come into contact are
generally sane. If you propose to continue your con-
versation upon such lines, I am afraid I must ring the bell,
and ask my servant to show you to the door.”

“Ring, by all means; I shall be glad to see Joynson
again.”

For the first time the duke showed signs of being
interested. He had seemed dull and languid, as if ill-
health, or fatigue, rendered him impervious to the other’s
somewhat melodramatic methods. Now he glanced quickly
round ; his eyes seemed to open wider.

“Joynson? What do you know of Joynson?”
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“This much. That I'm willing to have a little bet that
Joynson remembers me.”

“Why should he? What have you had to do with him,
or he with you?”

“Nothing, except as your servant. He illustrates a
theory which I have always held, that the relation of master
and servant is a dangerous one. Had Joynson served you
less faithfully he would have served you better: he might
have made you understand what manner of man you have
been, and still are, and so have saved you from the painful
operation I have presently to perform—that of letting in
light upon your darkness.”

The duke sank back upon his chair with an air of
weariness. He all at once became a querulous old man.

“You talk! talk! talk! What is it you're talking
about? Is there meaning in anything you say? If so,
let’s have it! Or are you what you sound, some impudent
mountebank, that thinks he can play the fool with me? If
so, don’t think you can insult me with impunity, my man.
I'll have you thrown down the steps!” ,

“I don’t fancy you'll have me thrown down the
steps.”

“Then tell me what'’s your business, and who you are,
and be quick about it!”

“T’ll tell you what my business is, and who I am, after
my own fashion. And, first, as to who I am. You say you
don’t see my name written on my face?”

The duke struck the table impatiently with his open
palm.

“No, I don’t! I don’t! I tell you again, I don't!
How do you suppose I'm going to carry in my mind the
faces of the hordes of people I am always meeting? I
forget them the moment their backs are turned, and it's
lucky for me I can. I don’t want to have my memory
burdened with a lot of useless lumber.”
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“Is that so? Well, I'm going to show you a face on
which I believe you will see the name, written clearly.”

The speaker drew a chair close to the table in front of
which the duke was sitting, and sat on it. He placed his
grey bowler hat on the floor, and the leather bag, which he
had never relinquished, on his knee. Unlocking the bag,
he took out of it a large envelope, and out of the envelope
a panel photograph. This he handed to the duke.

“T think you'll see the name on that.”

The duke showed no eagerness to take what was offered.
“What's that? What have you got there? I don’t want
to waste my time looking at all sorts of rubbish.”

“You won't waste your time looking at this. Look,
and see.”

The duke took the proffered photograph with a hand
which seemed sufficiently unwilling. He laid it on the
blotting pad in front of him, arranged his glasses on his
nose, fussily, till they were exactly to his liking, then picked
it up for purposes of examination. It was the portrait of
a woman, young and beautiful. He eyed it, at first, with
ostentatious indifference, but when he began to grasp what
he was looking at, all show of indifference vanished. His
look became a concentrated, continuous stare. )

It was curious how his grace’s manner had suddenly
changed. There ensued a striking little scene. For
probably three or four minutes, neither man either moved
or spoke. Mr. Willis sat, leaning a little forward over his
still open bag, watching the duke very much as a cat might
watch a mouse, observing the other’s features with a keen
eagerness which suggested some predatory animal. The
duke, on his side, seemed unconscious that he was being
watched, so engrossed was he in contemplating the woman’s
photograph. The contemplation had, or seemed to have,
on him a really singular effect—that of rejuvenescence. As
. he gazed he seemed to be growing younger. He certainly
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sat up straight ; held his head more erect ; when he spoke
it was in more virile tones. His language showed a tendency
to be almost too virile, Beyond doubt he had become
more of a man.

“It's very like her! very like her! By God, it's her
living image!” He turned to Willis. “I'll—I'll buy it
of you.”

“It’s not for sale.”

“Not for sale? I tell you I'll buy it of you; and if I
say I'll buy it of you, I will. I'll give you anything you
like to ask.”

“What I should ask, if I asked anything—which I don't
—would be beyond even your capacity.”

“What do you mean? Who are you? Where did you
get it from ?”

“You see the name written on her face? You know
who it is?”

“Of course I do.”

“Her name was Margaret Willis.”

“1 probably know that better than you do.”

“I think not. Now don’t you see the name written on
my face?”

“What are you driving at? What is the name I'm
supposed to see ?”

““Don’t you see the likeness ?”

“The likeness—to whom ?”

“And I used to be so like her! I must have changed
much more than I supposed, or even you would see it. This
is really droll. One day I shall have to tell this story
against myself. I'm her brother. I'm Harvey Willis.”

“Her brother? I remember she had a brother. I did
meet him. But—is that why you expected me to recognize
you on the spot? Why, man, so far as I'm aware, I only
saw you once, and that’s more than twenty years ago.”

“I only saw you once. I recognized you.”
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The duke laughed — an uncomplimentary laugh.
“Possibly. More men know the Duke of Datchet than
the Duke of Datchet knows; and some of them, I've
found, have uncommonly good memories. Let me think.
Some of it begins to come back to me. Why, damn it,
man, if my memory serves me right, I was given to
understand that you were an infernal scamp!”

“Then, in that case, we made a pair: we were two
infernal scamps. But, in my case, I'm something more
than a scamp.” He stretched out his arm, so that his hand
rested in front of the duke, upon the table, “I'm the dead
hand.”



CHAPTER XV
BREAD UPON THE WATERS

T seemed, from the duke’s manner, that the words con-
veyed to him no meaning : he said as much.

“The dead hand? Your style of conversation seems
to me to be founded on my recollections of the transpontine
stage. Pray, what do you wish me to apprehend, when
you say that you're the dead hand ?”

“You have forgotten—the dead hand ? That, too ?”

His grace, as he eyed the other fixedly, seemed to be
considering ; then he slightly altered his position on his
chair, and glanced down.

“Mr. Willis, you seem desirous to divert my thoughts
into channels which could hardly have a creditable issue—
for you.”

“Creditable? Who are you, that you talk of creditable,
—you, her murderer ?”

Mr. Willis pointed to the portrait which the duke still
held. For some seconds the duke was still continuing to
regard the woman'’s face ; then he said, curtly—

“I'll not have you say that!”

“ Why not—when your conscience has been saying it
to you, over and over again, through all these years? You
have not been able to silence that.”

“You use the language of gross exaggeration.”

“1 speak the plain truth, baldly. It’s because it is the
plain truth that—I'm the dead hand.”

137
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“ Again that phrase. Is it merely a phrase, or does it
signify something which redounds to your discredit ? ”

“ By way of prologue to my answer I'll show you another
photograph on which I think you'll also see that the name
is written plainly.” From his bag Mr. Willis took a second
envelope, and, from it, another portrait. “You see the
name inscribed upon that countenance ?”

The duke examined the second photograph. It was
that of a young man, still apparently in his teens, If the
duke observed it with interest he did not reveal the fact as
he had done in the case of the woman’s likeness. His
tone was dry.

“Who's this ?”

“Your son.”

“ Her son ?”

“I said, your son.”

“ Precisely, that is what I mean. I will say our son, if
you prefer it.”

“Her son died when she did ; she died in giving him
birth.”

There was a pause ; when the duke spoke again his
voice was harsher.

“ Have you proof of that?”

“I have ; haven't you ?”

“If I had I shouldn’t require it of you.”

“ Joynson has proof; at least, he had it. He was in
the house when she died. He saw her after she was dead,
with her dead babe beside her.”

There was a longer pause than before. Then the duke
shut his eyes, behind his glasses.

“Was he? Damn him!”

“It was you who, in that house, was damned, for ever.
When she knew that she was only to be your light-o’-love,
and your cast off light-o’-love at that—that, in spite of all
your vows and protestations, your lovers’ perjuries, she was
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never to be your wife, she swore that she would never live
to bring your bastard into the world ; so, as soon as, in her
agony, she had been delivered of him, she died : you had
killed her—both the mother and the child.”

A still longer pause that time, and, all the while, the
duke kept his eyes shut fast. When he spoke again it was
slowly, as if he were measuring each word before he used it.

“You appear, still, to be unable to understand that a

man, situated as I was then, was not his own master.”
" “He was master of his own passions.”

“ No, no ; not even that.”

“Is that the rule that you lay down for others? The
man who robs a bank; do you excuse him because he is
not master of his passion for other men’s gold?”

“I am not excusing myself, even to you. I loved this
woman ; fashioned as I was, I could not help but love
her : yet, placed as I was, I could not make of her my
wife.”

“Then, if you'd been a white man, instead of the black
thing you were, you'd not have dishonoured her with what
you call your love.”

“ She did not hold herself dishonoured, then ; nor did I
mean that she should be.”

“When you talk like that, my fingers tingle to strike
you, as they tingled, all those years ago, to kill you : and,
do you know, the same itch has been in them ever since.”

“You never understood. It was easy, in your position,
to judge ; had you been in mine, you would have found, as
I found, that I was helpless.”

“ A man like you—yes: but don't write me down as if
I were a man like you; I'm not. A woman is to me a
woman ; and I'll not leave one worse than I found her.
You only thought of yourself, and not of her.”

“You are mistaken.”

“1 am not mistaken : she lies in her grave, to prove it ;
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while you still lie out of it. The mischief is, with a man
in your position, that he never gets to know himself ; unless
he’s stronger than the average, which you are not. He’s
so surrounded with the artificial that he mistakes it for
reality ; unless, again, he's unusually clear-sighted, which
you are not. He thinks, because he knows who his great-
grandfather was, and is the possessor of what that more or
less blackguard old person held to be his, that, in some
fashion, which he doesn’t pretend to describe, even to
himself, he's set apart from other men, and is not as
they are. My lord duke, that attitude is merely a relic of
medizval stupidity. England is one of the few places in
which it is still to be found ; and there, nowadays, it's only
to be found among the blackguards of your sort. There
are clean dukes, just as there are clean chimney-sweepers.
Your point seems to be that you were born unclean. Now
that I hear you spouting the same old rotten lies that I
heard you spouting years ago, I begin to think that you
must have been; only—don’t set it down to the discredit
of your family. Blackguards are born even to butchers;
they’re not the exclusive perquisites of peers.”

“ When you have finished, sir.”

“When I have finished, yes ; what then ?”

“Very little, I'm afraid. I admitted, years ago, my
fault ; and I offered to atone for it.”

“What did you offer?”

“ All that was in my power.”

“Liar! liar! liar! I called you that more than twenty
years ago. I should have thought you would have re-
membered me, just because of it; but—your memory is
peculiar. That I should be calling it you again after all
that water has gone over the mill, isn’t it odd ?”

“ Have you come here to do so—for that only ? ”

“Not such a fool! To call such a man as you a liar,
why, it's paying you a compliment.”

———
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“I'm an old man, sir.” _

“ You were not an old man then ; yet I don’ t remember
that you showed any symptoms of the sort of resentment
at which you hint. I take it that you had some hot blood
in your veins then, if you haven’t now. But your memory
seems to be such a curious chaos, that I'll do something to
give it shape and form. If I recall certain other words I
used it may be that you'll recall them too ; at least, I'll
try. At the time we speak of, I not only called you liar,
several times ; I said something which was much more to
the purpose, for I was ever a practical man. I warned you
that if you killed my sister I'd kill you: not quickly, nor
violently, nor as you killed her; but in such a way that
you'd never even guess that you, and all that you esteemed,
were dying, worse than a merely physical death, until it
suited me to advise you of the fact; and then—you'd
learn it. You thought, probably, in your aristocratic
light-heartedness—though you never struck me, I must
admit, as light-hearted, even when you played the lover;
and, though you were a duke, what my sister saw in you I
never understood—that I was using, what you would have
called, the language of melodrama, of gross exaggeration ;
you being one of those sort of persons who—unconsciously
—suppose all other men to be their own equivalents. But
I’m not your sort of man at all, at all! And, through the
years, I've been doing what I said I would: I've been
killing you—you, and all your breed. The catastrophe
which you slew my sister to avert is upon you—because
you slew her. It's a case of an eye for an eye, a tooth for
a tooth ; or, as the scriptures have it in another place, the
bread you cast upon the waters has returned to you, after
many days. That's alll”

“Qh, that'’s all, is it? Well, Mr. Willis, you interest
me, after an unintentional fashion. I remember now that,
on the one occasion of our previous meeting, you did use
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what, you rightly suppose, I held to be the language of
melodrama. If it had been less lurid I might have given
it more serious attention. For good or ill, I fancy I am
constitutionally incapable of paying much heed to men who
use big words when small ones would serve them equally
well. If, therefore, you are about to prove to me that
fustian seeds have borne solid fruits, some of my most
cherished theories will have to be reconsidered. Pray
consider me to be all attention.”

“That’s the way you look at it?”

“That is.”

“You sneer at me?”

“Not at all. I merely wait.”

“Very well ; then don’t you ask for mercy later on.”

“I promise you I won’t. I have never asked for mercy
from man or woman, and I never will. You misapprehend
my character. I believe that I am not one who is likely,
under any circumstances, to flinch from the consequences
of my own actions, whatever those consequences may be.”

“You believe that ?”

“I do.”

“Then I fancy you'll find that your belief is built upon
the sand. But we shall see.”

“We shall. Really, Mr. Willis, you whet my curiosity,
Don’t let me hurry you, but, at your leisure, perhaps, you’ll
explain. And might I ask you, since you've so piqued my
appetite for marvels, to make your explanation as clear as
possible ; and, remembering my constitutional dulness, to
avoid as many decorative words as you conveniently can.”

“I promise you that, at any rate, my explanation shall
be clear. You hold it in your hand.”



CHAPTER XVI
A YOUNG MAN'S GUARDIAN

’I‘HE duke was still holding in his hand the photograph
of a young man ; at which, when the other spoke, he
glanced.

“ I'm afraid I don’t quite follow.”

“ And yet it's simple—that’s the likeness of your son.”

“Of my—son ?”

“ Of your son—and heir—the Marquis of Putney.”

The duke showed no sign of being moved. He
examined the photograph with an air which was im-
personal rather than critical.

“] hear what you say, Mr. Willis.”

“ But you don’t believe me?”

“I don’t go as far as that. As you may imagine, I
have seen other portraits of my son, in which he is not at
all like this. I have, also, on two or three occasions, seen
my son himself. Once he had red hair, and once he had
no hair at all. He struck me, that time, as being rather
odd-looking.”

“You don’t recognize your son in that portrait ? ”

“Is it likely ? Last time I saw my son he was a baby
ten months old. I don’t remember what he looked like
° then; fathers seldom do have a very clear impression of
what their infant sons really do look like ; what he may
have become I have not the faintest notion.” |

“ Then I have here a pictorial record which I think you
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may find interesting ; it will give you a vivid impression of
what your son looked like at various stages of his exist-
ence.” Mr. Willis took out of his bag a good-sized volume
which he laid in front of the duke. “Let us begin at the
beginning. We have here a photograph of the Marquis of
Putney on the day on which he was stolen.”

“ He was stolen?”

“ Oh yes, I stole him.”

“You—stole him ?”

“I did.”

“You make that assertion, Mr. Willis, clearly un-
derstanding the consequences which such a confession
entails ?

“We'll come to that sort of thing later: I give you my
word that we shall come to a close understanding upon
that point ; in the meanwhile let's get on. Within an hour
of his coming into my possession I had him photographed ;
that's the photograph at which you're looking. You'll
observe that he’s wearing the clothes he had on at the
time I stole him. On the next two pages you will find
photographs, not only of each article of clothing he was
wearing, but also of certain other articles which I conveyed
when I took him. They are still in my possession. Some,
or all of them, will undoubtedly be recognized by you ; by
Joynson ; by the duchess; by the woman who then was
Sarah Barnes, and who is still in your service ; as well as
by certain other persons whom I need not now particularize.
Here are two portraits of him, taken at the same time,
with his clothes off : here is a front view, and this is a back
view. Rather curious those. I have had them enlarged to
more than life scale. They show certain marks of which,
probably, his mother, or some one, has kept a record : you
will see them recurring in the photographs which follow ;
some of them have faded or vanished, others he has not
sloughed until the present day. Here you have him,
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clothed, a year afterwards—you will observe that each
photograph is dated—and here, on the same day, naked,
again back and front: you will see that the marks recur.
Thenceforward, there is at least one photograph taken
every year, clothed and unclothed, until the series culmi-
nates in the one I gave you, which is his most recent
likenéss. To you, his father, that should be a volume
replete with interest, since it gives you, with the most
intimate details, your son’s pictorial history from his
infancy to the present day ; though it will probably interest
his mother more than you, since women are fonder of
photographs than men—especially photographs of their
own children.”

The duke methodically turned page after page, seeming
to find something of interest on each.

“Whatever else it is, this volume of yours is at least
a curiosity. By whom were those photographs taken ?”

“By me.”

“All of them?”

“All of them.”

“Then you are the only witness as to their genuine-
ness?”

“On that point no evidence is required.”

“You rely on their being able to speak for themselves?”

“I rely upon nothing. I merely state the facts.”

“Has this young gentleman been a member of your
household all this time ? ”

“He has.”

“ Subsisting on your bounty ?”

“That'’s so.”

“Enjoying good health ?”

“ Excellent ; he’s never had a day’s illness.”

“That's good. Then his constitution’s sound ?”

“ Magnificent. Never known a finer.”

“ Has he received some sort of education ?”

L
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“No young man living has received a finer—of its
kind.”

“Of its kind. I note the reservation. Does that mean
within the limits of your resources ?”

“ Exactly ; within the limits of my resources.”

“I trust they have been ample.”

“They’ve been sufficient—with management.”

“I fear that he has been somewhat of a tax on them.”

“Not at all; not a bit. He’s been a source, to me, of
perpetual interest and amusement.”

“ Amusement. Indeed. And your object has been—
blackmail ?”

“No ; you stole my sister, I stole your son ; that’s alL”

“With the idea of inflicting on me that long agony
which is born of doubt, ignorance, suspense ?”

“ Well,—not exactly that.”

“Then, Mr. Willis, what was it,—exactly? Do you
propose to keep him from me still longer—for a further
indefinite period ? ”

“ Emphatically no; that's what’s brought me here.
He's nearly of age; on the twenty-sixth of next month
he'll be twenty-one. I thought it about time that he should
enter into the possession of those rights and privileges
which are appurtenances of his position ; is that the proper
phrase? In other words, that he should return to the home
of his fathers.”

“Is he acquainted with the facts ?”

“What facts?”

“Of his position ; does he know who he is?”

“Not he ; I've been able to do one or two things with
him, but if ever an even dim glimmer of who he is had
entered his head I don’t think that even I should have
been able to keep him from returning, on the instant, to
the home of his fathers.”

“Then who does he believe that he is?”
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“ An orphan.”

“The son of what father?”

“ The son of an old friend of mine—a dear old friend,
a very remarkable old friend.”

“Mr. Willis, there is, about your words and manner,
even to my dull old ears, a sinister ring ; as if there was
another meaning behind everything you said. You under-
took to make yourself quite clear. Don’t you think that the
time has come for you to do so? Where is this young man
at the present moment ? ”

“In jail.”

“ Where ? "

“In jail”

“In jail? What do you mean ?

“I mean that, at the present moment, the Marquis of
Putney is serving a term of imprisonment in one of His
Majesty’s jails.”

The duke eyed the speaker for a moment ; then glanced
about him around the room as if looking for some one who,
he thought, might possibly be there. Taking off his glasses,
he began to tap with the rims against the still open book
of photographs.

“Are you in earnest, Mr. Willis?”

“I am.”

“Do you wish me to understand that this young man
‘is—eh—actually in prison ?”

“He is ; whether you understand it or not.”

“Which prison ?”

“ That's my secret.”

“For what offence ?

“That, again, is my secret.”

“ And I am asked to believe that this young man who,
it is asserted, is at the present moment in an anonymous
prison, is my son, and heir, the Marquis of Putney ?”

“I ask you nothing ; don't let there be any misunder-
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standing on that point—it would be a pity. Sofar asI am
concerned, your attitude, whether of doubt or faith, matters
nothing. I state the facts, accurately ; whether you accept,
or reject, them is your affair, not mine.”

“Your attitude is one of malicious neutrality ?”

“ If you like to put it so.”

“Let me understand you on one point, Mr. Willis.
You have stood towards this young man in a parental
relation ?

“To the best of my ability.”

“You are responsible for his training. What sort of
training can you have given him if, at the age of twenty, he
is an inmate of a jail ? ”

“ Excellent—of its kind.”

“Of its kind? You have used that phrase before.
What kind of training have you given him ?”

“1 have trained him to be a thief.”

“A thief?”

“A thief. You made my sister a prostitute; I have
made your son a thief. That’s why I took him ; because
I proposed to make of him a thief. I'm the dead hand.”

“Are you using the language of sobriety, Mr. Willis?
Am I to understand that you mean exactly what you
say ?”

“Let me give you that clear exposition of the matter
which I promised you. You're one kind of a scamp: the
kind who lies to a woman ; takes advantage of her
innocence ; robs her of all she has; and then, having
shovelled her into her grave, walks on. To my mind that’s
the worst sort of scamp there is. If justice were justice
your bones would have been bleached long ago, and your
name would stink. But justice isn’t justice ; and—that’s -
where the human element comes in. Now I'm a scamp of
another kind ; I live—and always have lived—by what are
euphoniously called my wits. You know what that means.
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Since I have been your son’s guardian, I have done my
best to instil my principles into him—as a parent always
does do. I have taught him, morning, noon, and night,
that when a man has no property of his own it's his
business to get hold of the property of others—somehow.
And I've given him some capital object-lessons in how to
do it. And I do assure you that a more delightful pupil a
man couldn’t wish to have. For quickness of perception
there never was his superior. And he’s not superficial—
never has been ; the way he gets at the root of a matter by
intuitive processes of his own is amazing, simply amazing.
Within a couple of years of his being in knickerbockers he
earned his own keep—I give you my word of honour. He
was such a pretty boy, strange ladies liked to take him on
their laps to kiss him ; when he came away he left with the
best things they had about them in his little pockets. And
if they found him out it was only a childish prank; you
couldn’t be hard upon a child. When he got to trousers
we brought off some wonderful coups together—wonderful |
He was a game kid, if ever there was one, yours was: a
regular chip of the old block. When he was in his first
Etons I've known him walk out of a West End shop
with five hundred pounds’ worth of things about him : he’s
done that, mind you, both at home and abroad ; because
we've travelled a bit, he and I have. You know what an
Eton suit is—there’s nothing of it. You wouldn’t think
that a little lad, in his first one, could carry five hundred
pounds’ worth of stuff about with him, without anybody
being a ha'porth the wiser. But he did, many a time ; he
was a marvel, that lad of yours.”

Mr. Willis sat back in his chair, and smiled, genially.
" The duke sat and watched him with a sort of fascination
with which certain creatures are supposed to regard a snake,
—speechless, motionless.

“Don’t think that his education was neglected ; it



150 THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY

wasn’t—that wouldn’t have suited my book at all. It's
true that he’s never been to a public school, or any school ;
but then you know what sort of education they deal out
at schools. Your son’s been educated in the school of
the world. We've never wanted for money, either of us;
we've lived like fighting-cocks,—often at the rate of more
than five thousand a year: he'll tell you all about it when
you see him ; I tell you, he’s had a high old time. There’s
hardly a corner of the earth—worth knowing—he doesn’t
know. He'd teach your Foreign Office folks a thing or
two: at the interpreter game he’d beat them hollow.
There isn't a young man of your acquaintance who, as a
linguist, is within a thousand miles of him ; he's got the
gift—I've got it myself, so I know what I'm talking about.
There's not a tongue worth talking—east or west—that
he’s not good at; and, mind you, almost supernaturally
good. I can’t repeat it too often,—he’s a marvel, your son
is, just a marvel.”

Again Mr. Willis paused to smile; while still the duke
sat grimly silent.

“We've been Frenchmen, Germans, Dutch, all sorts,
and the aboriginals have never found us out. As a French
vicomte and his motherless son, he and I worked a Russian
princess—who was as good as French herself—to the tune-
of over thirteen thousand pounds, and to this hour she
believes that we both of us were born and bred in fair
Touraine. I tell you this, so as to let you know that he
has been used to high society ; it won’t be his first introduc-
tion to it when he enters his father’s halls, not by any
manner of means. He’s moved in the company of princes,
as well as plebeians, since the day I put him into knickers.
I have always made it a rule to take him where there
was money to be made. He's got a list of titled acquaints
ance as long as you have, and they all love him, he’s and
she’s ; he’s a very nice lad, that boy of yours. In all the
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little details which go to make a gentleman he’s a don.
Take games—bridge, for instance, of which you're all just
now very fond; he can play bridge, that boy of yours,
my word! And he’s so young, that’s the charm of it; he
takes the whole lot in, every time. Why, not long ago, at
Newport—the American village, you know—we taught
them a thing or two at bridge : well, I'd be ashamed to say
how much we took away—you’d think we were hard upon
our hosts ; and they never spotted us, not once ; they never
even smelt us. They'd be glad to see us again if we
went back to-morrow, and have another game. As far as
character goes we have kept our end up more than you
might think ; but then, the boy’s a marvel | ”

This time Mr. Willis laughed outright, as if the jest
were really too good for a mere grin ; but the duke never
moved.

“You'll smile,”—any one who looked less like smiling
than the duke did just then one could hardly conceive ;
but perhaps Mr. Willis was only using a figure of speech—
“when I tell you that my twenty years’ guardianship of
your son has done more to inoculate me with what I’ll call
the aristocratic virus than I should have thought was
possible. It has taught me to believe that there may be
something after all in blood ; that the cant phrase, ‘Breeding
will tell,’ may not be all cant. If that boy of yours wasn’t
the hope of a great family, the offspring of a hundred sires,
the heir to a great inheritance, I doubt if he would have
turned out to be the marvel he has done—I seriously doubt
it. It has compelled me to believe that blood will tell.
And that makes it so unfortunate that there should be
such an uncomfortable climax to this biographical sketch
of mine, It can’t sound pretty to a father’s ears, when he
first has news of his long-lost son, to be told that he’s in
Yail ; and there’s the trouble. But really he brought it on
himself—I will say that ; and he'll be the first to admit it
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if you ask him. He would try something I warned him
not to try, taking a quite unnecessary risk, and—the result
was he was pinched in the act. Most unfortunate, most
unfortunate! Butthen, men in his profession, and mine, will
have misfortunes ; it’s the chance of the game! though,
considering all things, we've both of us had wonderfully
few—wonderfully few. And there's this to be said, his
time's nearly up ; he'll soon be on his own again, and then
you'll find he won't be a penny the worse for his little
accident. He'll come back to me, have a hearty welcome,
find plenty of pieces—I'm well off for a man in my walk
of life; much better off than some imagine—he'll soon
forget compulsory attendance at morning chapel. It's
remarkable how soon you do forget—remarkable.”



CHAPTER XVII
MR. WILLIS EXPLAINS HIS INTENTIONS

R. WILLIS, tilting his chair back on its hind legs,
thrusting his hands into his trouser pockets, surveyed
the duke with an air of benevolence, as if he was modestly
conscious that his deserts were great. The duke said
nothing. He looked at Mr. Willis with something in his
glance the meaning of which it was not easy to determine.
Then he picked up the photograph of the young man, and
looked at that; still in his glance that same odd quality.
From the one photograph he returned to the book of
‘photographs, examining those at the end, and comparing
them one with the other. Then, leaning back in his chair,
he transferred his attention to Mr. Willis.

“ You will observe, sir, that I have not asked for mercy
—yet.”

“ As you say, not yet.”

“ hope you will not be shocked when I tell you that I
found your story rather amusing.”

“ Not at all—glad to have amused you.”

“It has had what possibly you may consider rather an
unexpected result: it has filled me with feelings of devout
thankfulness that, all these years ago, I managed to get the
better of my natural inclinations, and did not make this
young lady my wife,”—he held up the photograph of the
girl—“ fond though I was of her.”

“ Has it, indeed ?”

153
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4 Think of what my position would have been if, for
more than twenty years, I had had you for a brother-in-
law. Angels and ministers of grace defend me! I should
have needed all the assistance they could render.”

“You think so?”

“I do. Long ere this my grey hairs would have gone
down in sorrow, and shame, to the grave, if I had been
related, though only by marriage, to such a man as
you.”

“We appear to have a high opinion of each other. I
know you to be a seducer of women, a cad, a hypocrite, a
traitor, and a liar; and you think me——"

“I should be sorry to trouble you with my opinion, Mr,
Willis.”

“Rather than have me as a brother-in-law you prefer
me in the #d/e of your son’s guardian.”

“We now approach that question. Have you ever
heard of the process of pulling a man’s leg ? ”

“I've played the game.”

“ And are once more taking a hand in it >—You place
me in a delicate position. I've no doubt that part, pro-
bably the larger part, of what you've been telling me is
false ; the difficulty is to say which part, if any, is true.
However, if you place me in possession of the necessary
details—you have so far only favoured me with vague
generalities—I will have inquiries made, and, in due
course, you shall be advised of the result.”

“I shall do nothing of the kind. I shall give you no
more details than I have done already.”

“Then what do you propose to do? What is the pur-
port of your visit here? You don’t suppose that, on such
a matter, I'm going to accept your #pse dixit—your bare
assertion ?”

“I don’t care what you accept. I've stated the facts;
that’s all I'm going to do.”
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“Your knowledge of the facts may satisfy you—I also
have to be satisfied.”

‘% “That you never will be ; not by me—if only for the

ason, that the more you do know of the facts the more
dissatisfied they’ll make you. Now I'll tell you how the
position appears to me. I take it that, in the ordinary
course of things, you're not very far from the grave. The
one thing you want to do, before you get there, is to find
your son. Isn’t thatso?”

“Well 2”

“Either he’s dead or living. So long as you even
suspect he’s living, but don’t know where he is, you’re
hung up—the family coach is stuck fast. Suppose you die
without knowing, where will that crooked son of yours be—
not to speak of his mother?”

“You may take it that these points have occurred to
me on previous occasions—all that you can say on them
you may consider as admitted.”

“Very well, then—I've kept your boy dark for twenty
years ; if I like I can keep him for another twenty, or
ever—you’ll never lay your finger on him unless I guide it.
There’s another point, which perhaps you haven’t con-
sidered—suppose he marries? He nearly did it once—a
fly girl, only she was a bit too fly ; she’d seen too much
trouble, of all sorts—though she was as fine a girl as ever
you saw—and clever ! It was her cleverness did for her;
he found out, in time, that she might prove to be a bit too
clever, even for him. But suppose I was to get him
married—I might easily do it ; he’s quite a lady’s man—
to a young lady who was both a prostitute and a thief—
many a time ; many a time! And she was to present him
. with a large family, ready made and otherwise—how would
that stock do to gamble in for a Duke of Datchet ? ”

“ Mr. Willis, these inquiries of yours hardly demand an
answer, although you appear to look for one.”
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The duke rose from his chair, wearily. The other
checked him.

“Don’t get up.”

“Thank you ; I'm a little tired of sitting.”

“I tell you, don’t get up; sit down. We're very
comfortable where we are, and I can talk to you as I
please. If you start fidgeting about this great room I
shall have to shout at you ; so, until you do sit down, I'm
dumb.”

Mr. Willis took a cigar-case from his pocket; and,
from it, a cigar which he proceeded to light. His grace
regarded him with an air partly of surprise, partly of
amusement, and, also, partly of something else.

“I am not aware that you have much more to say
which I care to listen to ; but, if you prefer that I should
listen sitting I am at your service.”

He resumed his seat. Mr. Willis, puffing at his cigar,
smiled pleasantly at him.

“You asked me what is the purport of my visit here,
what I propose to do; by way of concluding my few
remarks I'll tell you. I, of course, hold myself at liberty
to change my mind, and to do anything else I please ; but,
as at present advised, my intention is to tell your son—so
soon as he comes out of jail—that he’s the Marquis of
Putney ; and, from my knowledge of the young gentleman,
I should say that within the shortest possible space of time
after the receipt of that information he'll be knocking at
your front door ; and that if he can’t get in that way he’ll
get in at one of the windows—at which method of entering
a family mansion he’s one of the greatest experts living.”

“And am I to receive him on the terms that no
inquiries are to be made ?”

“That’s as you choose ; please yourself and you please
me. Take him to your bosom, or take him by the scruff
of his neck, and throw him down the steps, as you- hinted

*
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at throwing me, you'll please me either way. While if you
catch him getting through the window, and have him
pinched, that’ll amuse me more than I can tell you. I can
fancy how the papers will have it on the placards, ‘The
Marquis of Putney charged by his father the Duke of
Datchet with burglary’ Oh, that'll be great! But it
appears to me that you're looking at this in rather a lop-
sided sort of way, as if you were the only person on in this
scene ; and, you know, you're not. This boy has not only
got a father, of a sort, he has also got a mother, of another
sort.”

“Don’t introduce that lady’s name, sir!”

“ Not introduce that lady’s name ? But I shall; I shall
introduce any name I choose, and you'll sit tight and
listen. You know almost as well as I do that the Duchess
of Datchet would welcome the restitution of her long-lost
son for so many reasons that I haven’t time to touch upon
them all; and that I've only got to show her the pictures
which are in that book and she’ll need to have no inquiries
made—she’ll strain that lad to her aching breast; if I'll
let her, she'll go with me to him, without waiting for him
to fome to her.”

“I give you my personal assurance that all you have
said shall have my most careful attention ; and, in the
mean time, I must beg you to have no communication with
the duchess except with my express permission.”

“Goodness sakes alivel—the dear old man! I've
never asked permission yet for anything I ever did ; and I
should as soon think of asking your permission as you
would of asking mine. I assure you it's my intention to
have a short interview with the Duchess of Datchet before
I leave these premises ; that is, unless you take me by the
neck and throw me down the steps, an operation for which
I've been waiting all this time.”

“I beg you, Mr. Willis——"

.
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“Now, duke, don't forget—there’s to be no mercy
asked.”

“Mercy! Do you imagine I was going to ask for
mercy ? You use very strong language about the grievance
you profess to have against me; I .was merely going to
remind you that you don’t even pretend to have a grievance
against the duchess, who is an unfortunate lady.”

“As for her being an unfortunate lady, I've known
many of them ; the market’s overdone with ’em. As for
not having a grievance against her, I'm not so sure,
She occupies my sister’s place; and perhaps that’s one
of the things I might be going to tell her.”

“You dare!”

“Dare! Don't talk about what I dare do or you may
have more music than I intended. If I were to tell her,
what would be the harm? You've done each other. She
occupies my sister’s place, while you're where she meant
that Mr. Ivor Dacre should be; and I'm more than
inclined to suspect that she’s been sorry ever since that
she didn’t carry out her original intention.”

The duke again started up. “You go too far, sir!”

“ Sit down, or you'll go too far.”

“You are under a misapprehension if you imagine
that I will sit still to listen to such remarks.”

“Very well, then; ring the bell and let the duchess
know that I'm here; I fancy she’s expecting me.”

“ Expecting you ? ”

“I just let her have a line advising her that she might
possibly receive news of her long-lost son during the course
of to-day; I didn't want it to come upon her with too
much of a shock.”

“You—you!” :

“Don’t finish ; you might be sorry ; at your age.”

“Mr. Willis, without imputing motives, if you will give
me your undertaking to have no communication with the



MR. WILLIS EXPLAINS HIS INTENTIONS 159

duchess until this matter has been duly sifted I will make
it well worth your while to carry that undertaking out.”

“You couldn’t.”

“I couldn’t what ?”

“Make it worth my while.”

“ Unless your demands are too outrageous.”

“What I should demand would be this: that you
should raise my sister up out of the grave into which you
bundled her, and install her here at Mallow as the Duchess
of Datchet. That is the only thing which would make it
worth my while.”

“You are absurd !

“It struck me that in thinking you could make it
worth my while, to keep off the duchess—if I might use
such a figure of speech—you were absurd.”

“ Since you adopt that tone, sir, I have to inform you
that steps will be taken which will effectually prevent you
from causing annoyance to the Duchess of Datchet.”

“Oh, I shouldn’t annoy her, not at all; I might annoy
you, but I shouldn't annoy her. At the same time, don’t
let me keep you from taking steps. You talked about
throwing me down some a while ago; is that the sort of
steps you mean? Once more, might I ask you to ring the
bell and let the duchess be informed that I am at her
service.”

“Dismiss that idea from your mind, Mr. Willis; you
will not see the Duchess of Datchet.”

“It appears that there you really are mistaken ; because
here she is.”

While the duke was still in the act of announcing that,
under no circumstances, would his visitor be allowed to see
her grace, the door opened, and, before the duke could
move, or say a word to keep her out, the duchess entered,
with—of all people in the world—Mr. Ivor Dacre at her
heels.



CHAPTER XVIII
A MOTHER'S INSTINCT

HE Duchess of Datchet was, at forty-one, in the
opinion of many persons who believed themselves—

not without reason—to be well qualified to judge, even
more lovely than she had been at twenty-one ; and then
she was a reigning beauty. Hers was that type of beauty
which, if circumstances are only kindly, becomes mellowed
by the efflux of time ; she would still be lovely at seventy.
And, though she would probably have been most unwilling
to admit it, fortune had meted out to her just that treat-
ment which was suited to the preservation, and even the
enhancement of her charms. For the last twenty years
she had, so far as it was possible for a woman in her
position, lived out of the social tumult the clear, sweet,
simple life of a great country lady. She had become
religious ; the feeling having grown upon her, although she
might not have uttered it even to herself, that, since it
seemed that there was only God to whom she could look
for help, it became her to cause continually to arise a
mother’s prayers, and the incense of her good deeds. A
religious life means, at any rate, an orderly life ; and, for a
woman, an orderly life is, not infrequently, a royal road
to health. She had grown to be known as one of the
most religious women in England; a friend of all good
causes; a shining example for the rest of the peerage ;

and that was much better than a reputation for, say, playing
160
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bridge seven nights a week until three in the morning—
or its social equivalent !—if she desired, as all properly con-
stituted women do desire, to keep her looks. Only women
themselves know how late hours do try them.

And then another preservative she had stumbled on by
chance ; and that was a sentimental attachment. She had
owned—to herself—rather late in the day, that in throwing
over Ivor Dacre, to marry his cousin, she had behaved—
not altogether as she might have done. And so, since she
had been false to him, she decided to be true; she would

"be true to him—as true that is, as the conditions permitted
—and yet not false to her husband ; the result being that
for many years she had, practically, been either a widow or
a spinster, whichever way you choose to take it. And
that, since giving Cecil to the world had nearly killed her,
had probably also been good for her health. Her way of
treating the position was droll. She kept Ivor in one
shrine, the door of which she occasionally opened ; and her
husband in another, whose door she, also, occasionally
opened : the dual habit ended in giving her the air of a
contemplative saint ; people said that there was something
about her ethereal beauty which reminded them of the
Madonna. Not the least odd part of it was that she still
professed to believe that Ivor had kidnapped her boy ; and
at rare intervals, she favoured him with interviews in which,
while she acknowledged her guilt, and that she merited
punishment, she implored him, with exquisite, and always
graceful, pathos, not to make her punishment unending—
which interviews, while they seemed to do her good, were
hard on Ivor. He was still a bachelor; which was
probably one reasom why she opened the door of his
shrine rather oftener than that of the other.

This was the lady who had entered the duke’s room
just as his grace had refused to allow Mr. Willis to have
an opportunity of seeing her; Mr. Dacre, still a very

M
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handsome man, closing the door behind her, and following in
her train. As she advanced, Mr. Willis bowed. It was to
be noted that so soon as she appeared his demeanour
changed ; nothing could have been more courteous, or in
better taste, than the language he used, and the manner in
which he addressed her.

“Mr. Dacre informs me that my son, Lord Cecil, told
him that you profess to be the bearer of some news of "—
her lip was a little tremulous—* of the Marquis of Putney.
Are you the person from whom I received a note? Are
you Mr. Harvey Willis ? ”

“1 am that most unworthy person.”

Before she could speak again Ivor Dacre interposed.
“ Excuse me ; haven’t you and I met before, sir ?”

“ We have ; on more than one occasion.”

“ Among other occasions at Nice, at the Princess
Antoniadi’s?”

“1 remember you very well, Mr. Dacre; I am hardly
likely to forget.”

“ Nor am I ; though, at that time, you were not known to
me as Mr. Harvey Willis. I understood that you were a
Frenchman, and that your name was the Vicomte de St.
Symphorien ; you had a young Frenchman with you whom
you called your son.”

“Precisely! Only that young Frenchman was as English
as I am. Your grace, Mr. Dacre has an excellent memory ;
I always found it so. It is most fortunate that he should
be here at the present moment. I make you my acknow-
ledgments, Mr. Dacre. The young man to whom he refers
was—nay, is—the Marquis of Putney.”

The duchess looked from one to the other. “I—I
don’t understand——"

“ And yet, when you have received an explanation, you
will find that nothing is more simple. For particulars as
to how I became associated with the marquis at a very
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early period of his career, I refer you to the duke. No story
could be more romantic ; you will learn everything from
your husband. Let me show you what I know you will
agree with me in thinking is an extremely interesting
series of photographs.”

The duke laid his hand on the book of photographs
just as Mr. Willis was about to pick it up.

“You shall do nothing of the kind, sir.”

Mr. Willis appeared to be surprised. “I beg your
pardon? Will you be so good as to remove your hand?
I want my book ; my book.”

Either the emphasis which he laid upon the personal
pronoun or something which he saw in his eyes, induced
the duke to withdraw his hand. He turned to the duchess,
a little feebly.

“ Mabel, I must ask you to suspend your judgment till
I have had a little private conversation with you. Eh—
Mr. Willis is not to be taken altogether seriously.”

Mr. Willis assumed an air of injured virtue ; and did it
fairly well.

“Duke, how can you say that? Duchess, I leave you
to pronounce or to suspend judgment exactly as you
please. Do you know who that is?”

He held out to her the book open at the first page,
on which was the portrait of a baby. She glanced at it
casually, as if doubtful of his meaning. Then, snatching
it from him, she stared at it with an eagerness which
seemed momentarily to increase. Then, fervently, she
exclaimed—

“It's my boyl—my baby! Hereward, it's—it's
Putney!” She turned to Mr. Willis; her eagerness
making her stammer. “ How—how did you get it ?”

“You recognize the likeness ? ”

“Recognize it? Why, it's perfect !—it's my boy him-
self! Hereward, isn’t it—isn’t it wonderful 2 ”
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The lady’s sudden excitement seemed to have a dis-
turbing influence upon her husband.

“Mabel, I must beg you to consider what you say.
How can you be sure that you recognize, in—in a photo-
graphic representation, a ten-months’-old baby, whom you
have not seen for more than twenty years?”

“ Because I'm his mother, I suppose that’s why. And
you talk about not having seen him for twenty years!—
why, I've never lost sight of him—never |—he has been
continually before me! I've seen him every hour of every
day and night! I know him as well as if I'd had him in
my arms ten minutes ago! I'd pick him out among ten
million—just as though a mother can forget her baby |—a
father, perhaps ; but a mother, never! never! Besides,
haven’t I his photographs? Aren’t they with me wherever
I go? [I've one life-size of him ; we’ll compare this with
that ; and then you'll see if I am wrong. And then there
are his clothes, they come out splendidly.”

“If your grace will turn the page you will find that
there is a separate photograph of each.”

Her grace did turn the page, and burst into a string of
half-tearful, half-laughing exclamations,

“Why, so there is! how good they are! all the things
that he was wearing! here’s the little cap I made for him |
and—actually !—the lamb I’d given him that morning | and
the coral father gave him! and there—there he’s naked !
My little naked baby! Hereward! Hereward! don’t you
know your son without his clothes on? Why, I've some-
thing here.” Laying down the book, she began fumbling
with her bodice, taking from it a locket attached to a fine
gold chain. “There is his likeness, in my locket; now,
you compare this with that and see if they are not the
same.” : .

“If your grace will turn the other pages you will find
that the book contains a complete pictorial record of that
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young gentleman from his infancy to the present day, each
photograph being dated.”

She did as he suggested, each page yielding her fresh
delights. It was pretty, as well as pathetic, to watch the
ecstasy with which she devoured—with her eyes—each
photograph in turn.

“I could spend days looking at these ; and—and I
will! Oh, sir, how can I ever thank you? It's really
like a miracle. For twenty years I've lost him ; but here
-—here he is in every one of them ; so that—so that I'll be
able to know him after all. It's—it’s God’s hand has done
it. He moves in a mysterious way—it's—it’s very wonder-
ful” The tears were steaming down her cheeks ; her voice
was broken by her sobs. “ Hereward, do you——do you
mean to tell me that you—you doubt that this—this is our
boy ? »

She was resting her fingers on the book of photographs.
The duke was also moved, but in a different fashion ; he
seemed desirous of keeping his glance averted from her
face.

“I am free to admit that there may be—eh—points of
resemblance ; but, at the same time, Mabel, I must ask you
to accept my assurance that there are reasons which render
it advisable that, at any rate, for the present, we should
avoid anything in the shape of a final decision. Nor, of
course, under any conditions, could a book of photographs
be accepted as sufficient evidence of identity. In a matter
of this sort we must not allow—eh—we must not allow our
impulses to rule us.”

“That is what you say ; then this is what I say. As
you are aware, I have had innumerable photographs sub-
mitted to me, which claimed to be likenesses of my boy ;
and, on several occasions, I have seen the originals. But
never once have I doubted ; never once have I seen cause
to hesitate ; even for a moment. They were pretenders;
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impostors, one and all; both the photographs and the
originals. Nor in the case of these photographs do 1
hesitate ; they carry conviction to my mind, and to my
heart, as clearly, as instantly, as they did. Just as certainly
as those were not protraits of my son, these are. God, in
Whose presence we are standing, has, in His infinite
wisdom, made a mother's instinct infallible on such a
matter. I know nothing of how they were procured ; but
I do know that it is my son who looks at me out of them.
And, knowing that, all that I desire farther is to meet him,
and to—to hear his voice. Sir, when can I see my boy ?”

Mr. Willis, stroking his chin, seemed to be reflecting ;
his reply might have been described as diplomatic.

“Owing to a combination of circumstances, for details
of which I refer you to your husband, at the moment I
cannot be said to be—eh—exactly in touch with him ; and
there is another point ; at present he does not know his
own position, who he is.”

“He does not know—he does not know he has a
mother?”

“Indeed no; were he in possession of that knowledge
he would come rushing to you on the wings of the wind.”

“ Then—then how soon can you let him know where
—where is he ?”

The latter part of the question went unanswered.

“I cannot venture to say with absolute certainty ; and
I would not buoy you up with an expectation which may
not be fulfilled ; but I think that you may expect to hear
from him, personally, in about a week.”

“Sir, place yourself in communication with him as soon
as you possibly can; and—and request him not to keep
me waiting longer than he can help. One—one grows
impatient—after twenty years.”



CHAPTER XIX
THE DUKE, THE DUCHESS, AND IVOR DACRE

R. WILLIS did not remain at Mallow, although the
duchess pressed him to stay at least the night.
Possibly he noticed that her invitation was not seconded
by the duke with any undue show of warmth. Possibly,
also, he was aware that there was that in the attitude of
Mr. Ivor Dacre which was hardly suggestive of the friendliest
feelings. Being a sensitive person, these considerations
might have induced him to decline, gracefully, regretfully,
to avail himself of the duchess’s proffered hospitality. His
attitude towards Mr. Dacre, at parting, was delicately civil,
“It gives me sincere pleasure, Mr. Dacre, to have
encountered you again; especially as I find myself in a
position which enables me to render a service to your
family.”

Mr. Dacre’s bearing was neither delicate nor civil. He
bestowed on Mr. Willis the curtest of nods, and let him go
without a word.

When the duthess was left alone with the two men, her
demeanour towards them was scarcely redolent of the
essential sweetness of the Christian spirit. Her tone at
the very beginning was one of acerbity.

“You neither of you seem disposed to rejoice with me
because my son that was lost is found. As for you,
Mr. Dacre, I am not surprised. I will not, now, inquire
what part you have taken in the concealment of wy son

167
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during all these years. I will merely remark that your
manner, when Mr. Willis was speaking to you, suggests
one of two things—a guilty knowledge, or a mind which
is ill at ease. Later, I promise you, that all necessary
inquiries shall be made. But, in any case, I can hardly
expect you to be radiant with satisfaction when confronted
by even the possibility of the return of my son, the Marquis
of Putney. So you I excuse.”

Mr. Dacre bowed. He could not trust himself to speak,
though he was used to similar gibes from the same quarter;
the strange fact of it being that, though this woman still
continued to mete out to him injurious usage, he still
continued to love her. Men do not necessarily love best
the women who treat them best.

Having made herself disagreeable to Ivor, the lady
addressed herself to her husband.

“Hereward, you are a mystery to me; but that, of
course, you always have been. Still, one would have
imagined that you might have shown some vestige of
personal satisfaction at the discovery of your son and heir.
And, also, that you might have shown some sort of civility
to the man who had brought you news of him. Although
he may not be a person of whom you altogether approve,
gratitude might have prompted you to do so much. Well,”
she persisted, when the duke remained silent, “is that all
you have to say to me?”

His grace was fidgeting, as, nowadays, he generally was
when he lacked words which would enable him to give
adequate expression to his feelings.

“I—I regret that you—you should misjudge me ; but,
at the risk of appearing unsympathetic, I must request you
to allow me an opportunity for private reflection before—
eh—entering into the matter at any length. The position
is by no means so simple as you seem to suppose.”

“Not to you, perhaps. But, to me, it is simplicity
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itself.” Judging from the expression of his countenance,
the duke mentally writhed. “I am concerned with one
issue, and with one issue only. Is this, or is this not, my
son?” She held out the book of photographs, with which
Mr. Willis had presented her; to her a priceless gift for
which, so great was her emotion, she had only been able to
render him the baldest thanks. “ Hereward, do you, or do
you not believe, that this child, this lad, who is portrayed
here, is my son—and yours? Answer me plainly, if you
please.”

“Mabel, I—I—"

“Don’t try to frame an empty form of words. I'll have
a plain answer.”

“T think it—it is possible he may be.”

“You admit so much. I should have thought that even
a possibility of our son being restored to us would have
filled you with pleasurable emotion. It makes me so—so
glad that I'm afraid to think of it lest—Ilest I should behave
foolishly. I—I want to be alone, that I may pour out my
heart in thankfulness to God.”

“I quite share your feelings there. I think that a little
quiet reflection might do both of us much good.”

“But you—you, my husband—you, the father of my
son—I ought to know you, what you mean by this or that
way of expressing yourself ; but, if I do know you, then I
should say that your dominant feeling is one of annoyance.
Hereward, why should you be annoyed by the prospect of
our son’s being restored to us?”

“Mabel, you misjudge me utterly—wholly. You have
there a book of portraits ; but that is all you have, They
may, or may not be, portraits of our son——"

“They are!l”

“Well, if you will have it so, they are. I have already
told you that I think it's possible ; but until you hear from
the boy himself, until you have met him face to face, and
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have learnt his story from his own lips, let me entreat you
not to build what may prove, after all, to be but a castle in
Spain. I repeat that what I ask you to do is to suspend
judgment.”

“But why—why? I know that this is my son! I
know it!”

“ At most you know that you have there his portrait,
and that is all you know.”

“But you know more. Mr. Willis explicitly referred
me to you for particulars, having, I presume, placed you in
possession of them. Had you endorsed my invitation to
him to become our guest, I should have learned them from
him. Having, for reasons of your own, withheld your
endorsement, I must learn them from you. Tell me first,
please, how he came to be associated with our boy.”

“Mabel, on two points I am not able to give you
information. The first is, what reliance is to be placed upon
his statements. The second is, how he himself wished me
to regard them—whether as serious utterances or as mere
impertinences.”

“Tell me what he told you. I will draw my own
conclusions. What is his explanation of how he first
became associated with our boy ?”

“ He says he stole him.”

“Stole him! Then”—she turned to Mr. Dacre—“is
that the meaning of your rudeness to him? Was he your
accomplice, your tool? And have you now fallen out with
him, or he with you?”

The duke looked amazed; his cousin only smiled.
“Duchess, you have imputed to me so many monstrous
things that one more or less makes little difference. I was
not this man’s accomplice, nor was he my tool. I saw him
for the first time in my life only a short time ago, and then
I'had not the faintest notion that he had ever had anything
to do with the Marquis of Putney.”
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The lady returned to her husband. “Then is his object,
after all, blackmail ?”

“ He says no.”

“Then what can have been his motive ?”

“He says”—the duke plainly hesitated—* mind you, I
say he says that, in what he did, he was actuated by a
personal grudge he had against me.”

The lady started. “A personal grudge against you!
What—what grudge can he have had against you?”

In his answer the duke trifled with truth in a fashion
which was hardly ducal,

“That’s the question. From what I was able to gather
from his somewhat mixed metaphors, he wishes it to be
believed that he has been the victim of a singular halluci-
nation.”

The lady read into her husband’s words a meaning of
her own.

“ I suppose that I am to understand, from that, that this
man was associated with incidents in your career which
were not altogether to your credit?”

“ My dear,” rejoined her husband, with ominous placidity,
“ in your life, as well as in mine, there have, no doubt, been
incidents which you have regretted ; else you were more,
or less, than human.”

The lady flushed, Ivor moved a little farther off;
whether it was fair or unfair, the thrust had evidently
gone home. The lady’s tone was dignity itself.

“I have not the slightest desire, Hereward, to inquire
too closely into your history, though I begin to understand
how it is that your feelings at the prospective restoration
of our son may be flavoured with acidity. May I ask if
there is any part of Mr. Willis's story with which you think
it advisable to acquaint me—now ?”

“ Mabel, you persist in misunderstanding me.”

“Is not the fault yours ?—since, having dismissed Wx.
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Willis, on a subject of which I am entitled to know at
least as much as you, you maintain such an attitude of
reserve.”

“I will tell you this much, that man told me such an
amazing story that I hold myself justified, and, indeed,
bound, to make, at any rate, certain elementary inquiries
into its truth, before I even hint at its nature.”

“Very well, now I understand—possibly much more
than you imagine. So I need not trouble you with my
presence any longer; you two men will be able to discuss
my son better in his mother’s absence.”

When the lady had gone—with the precious book of-
photographs pressed to her breast with both her hands—the
duke raised his hands with a gesture which was eloquent.

“Now I've offended her! She believes I'm a heartless
wretch! A nice position that man has placed me in!”

“You don’t appear to be particularly comfortable.” As
he said this Ivor was eyeing his cousin closely ; when he
spoke again he turned aside, ostensibly to light a cigarette
which he took out of a box which was on a shelf behind.
“ Hereward, do you really think that this young fellow’s
Putney?”

“How am I to know what to think? The whole thing
has come upon me like a bombshell. You know that I
can’t go at my fences blindfold ; I must look at 'em |—if a
woman doesn’t.”

“Exactly. Still I perceive that you think that the
thing is possible.””

“If the story that scoundrel tells is true, it’s certain the
youngster’s Putney.”

“ He is a scoundrel ?”

“On his own confession,”

“ Hereward, I think I ought to tell you something.”

“What's coming now ?”

“I'm afraid it isn’t pleasant.”
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“It won’t be the only unpleasant thing I've heard this
afternoon. Let’s have it.”

“You heard him say that the youngster I saw him with
at Nice was Putney ?” The duke nodded. “I took him
for a Frenchman.”

“The fellow says the boy speaks all sorts of languages
as if he was to the manner born ; indeed he claims to be
able to do the same thing himself.”

“ He's right enough there, at any rate, so far as French
is concerned. They passed themselves off as a French
father and his son ; as you’re aware, I know something of
France and the French, but they certainly took me in.
Between them they fleeced a foolish woman of some quite
surprising sums, and, I'm afraid, that the chief actor in the
swindle was—the young man. Indeed, I was forced to the
conclusion that he was the most thorough-paced young
scoundrel I ever had encountered. I could tell you some
curious tales about him. But then, you see, I took him for
a Frenchman, as well as his father.”

“You are sure this Willis is the man?”

“ Absolutely. You heard him admit it. The fellow
must be an amazing actor. I had no idea that he even
knew a word of English ; he denied that he did—he took
me in all round. Looking back I am inclined to think that,
in their way, they must have been a pair of geniuses. In
view of this story of his about Putney, I think it is only
right that I should let you know.”

“ Thank you, Ivor. You have done me a service.”

Leaning back in his chair the duke looked up into the
vacant air with a smile which was hardly suggestive of
gaiety of heart,



CHAPTER XX
FOR FUN

IFE at Mallow was transformed. Had the duke had
his way he would have held his peace ; he would have
said nothing about the new candidate for the Marquisate.
But the duchess was of another mind. So soon as Miss
Barber had returned from her visit to Constance Grainger
she told her. She gave instructions that the young lady
was to be sent up to her directly she entered the house.
When Dolly, clad still in her habit, entered the duchess’s
room she found her grace kneeling on the prie-dieu in front
of the tiny altar which she had erected against the western
wall. Seeing how she was engaged, the girl drew back.

“I hope I have not interrupted you.”

The duchess instantly rose. “No ; I am glad you have
come, I was waiting for you. I was thanking God, and
praying also. Dolly, a miracle has happened since I saw
you—TI have found my son.” Miss Barber eyed the great
lady shrewdly ; being conscious that now and then she
was visited by curious moods, s.ie wondered if one of them
was on her now. Apparently the duchess perceived the
interrogation which was on the girl's face ; $he repeated her
statement in another form. ¢ Dolly, I have found Putney.”

Dolly’s eyes opened very wide. “You have found—
the Marquis of Putney ?”

“I have. I was thanking God for His infinite mercy,
and—and praying that He may make my son a blessing to
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his mother, who has been praying for him all these years;
there is something within which tells me that my prayers
will be answered. Oh, Dolly, I have been like a child for
silliness, I have been crying nearly all the time ; you cannot
think how I long to see him, and—and to kiss him, Dolly—
to kiss my boy. See here!” The duchess led her to a
book of photographs which was lying on a table, drawing
her attention to the portrait of a baby. “Isn’t that like
him ? Isn’t that his very image ?”

“How can I tell? You know I never saw him.”

“ But there he is—you've seen that hundreds of times.”
The duchess pointed to a life-size photograph of an infant
which was hung against the wall. “ And here he is again;
and here, and here ; these are my own photographs ; you
have seen him often. Compare these with that ; isn’t it his
very image ?”

“It's very like him ?”

“Isn’t it?—exactly! And, see, here’s at least one
portrait of him for every year of his life—isn’t it won-
derful ?”

“But—I don’t understand—where did you get these
from?”

“ Mr. Willis brought them with him.”

“Mr.—who?”

“ Mr. Willis; it is he who brought us the good news.
Dolly, he knows my boy quite well; and—and soon
Putney’ll be coming home—perhaps in a week. Think of
it, Dolly—think of it!”

The girl was thinking of the man who had startled her
on the road through the farm, who had told her that his
name was Harvey Willis, and to whom she had taken an
instant dislike. She was thinking, also, of that other man,
that younger man, who had also startled her, who had told
her that his name was Lawrence Sheldon, and by whose
striking resemblance to certain of the Mallow portraits she
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had been so particularly struck. Could it be possible that
he—-?

“] wonder,” she began, then stopped.

“You wonder what ? ” asked the duchess, who was still
feasting her eyes on the portraits in the book.

The girl hesitated ; it was certainly almost inconceivable
that it could be. And yet—the Marquis of Putney had
been found ; the one thing was hardly stranger than the
other.

“1 wonder if—this afternoon—I can have seen him?”

“Seen him? Seen whom ?”

“ Seen your son—the Marquis of Putney.”

“ Dolly l—what do you mean? Where have you seen
my boy?” '

“I'm not sure it was he; he said his name was
Sheldon.”

“Sheldon ? That can’t be Putney! Where was he?”

“ At—at the Abbey ; he's Jack Grainger’s tutor.”

“ Jack Grainger’s tutor ? What nonsense are you talk-
ing? My son is abroad; at least, I gather that he is
abroad. Mr. Willis gave me to understand that it would
take some little time to communicate with him ; and that,
therefore, it will be perhaps—perhaps a week before I can
see him.”

“Jt was the likeness which made me wonder; it's
quite uncanny. Do you_know that Mr. Sheldon is the
living image of Mr. Ivor Dacre ;—and I dare say he’s like
what the duke was when the duke was younger; but he
really is just like Mr. Dacre.”

Her grace smiled indulgently.

“] don’t fancy that my son resembles either his father,
or Mr. Dacre; it's just possible—don’t you think it is 2—
that he may resemble his mother; though I must confess
that, in his later portraits, I don’t see much likeness to me.
If he’s like his portraits he’s extremely handsome, that's
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plain. But, in about a week, we shall be able to determine
all these nice points for ourselves, My dear, I want you to
do something for me.”

“Yes? What is it?”

The girl glanced at the lady inquiringly ; for the tone of
her voice had changed.

“I want you to break the news to Cecil” The girl
was still. Presently the duchess added, while she con-
tinued her examination of the portraits, “ Of course I
will tell him all about it afterwards; but, in the first place,
I should like the news to come from you. Do you
mind ?”

“Not a bit. I don’t suppose it matters who tells him.
He will have to know.”

“Of course he will have to know. And”—there was
a perceptible pause—*1I want you to promise that it will
make no difference.”

“How can I help its making a difference ? It must
make a difference to him if the Marquis of Putney does
come home.”

“ Of course, that I understand. But I don’t think he'll
mind ; I know he won't; his joy at his brother’s return
will blot out all other feelings.” The girl's lip slightly
curled ; she was beginning to wonder. “ But that is not
what I want. I want you to promise that it shall make
no difference between you two.”

“Why should it? The Marquis of Putney is not my
brother.” ~

“Dolly, you must promise me that you will be Cecil’s
wife.”

It was a second or two before the girl spoke again.

“The point is, does Cecil want me?”

“ He does ; I know he does.”

“Can't you let us settle it between us? If he really
wants me he’ll tell me so. But surely you must understand

N
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that I should really and truly like to know, quite clearly,
from his own lips, if he does want me.”

“Dolly, you're not behaving quite fairly. When I made
my home yours I made it quite clear to you that I intended
that you should be Cecil's wife ; it was only with that
intention that I brought you home.”

“ That—that’s not quite a nice way of putting it, for
”

“It’s the truth ; with which you have been acquainted
from the first. As you know, Cecil is, in some respects,
not altogether as some young men are. It is, on that
account, my duty to provide him with a wife ;—a suitable
wife. I know him. Where he is himself concerned he is
morbidly sensitive ; he depreciates himself. He will never
ask a girl to be his wife ; not as other men do. He will
always be afraid—though they mayn’t show it—that they
are making fun of him; that, at the best, they are marry-
ing him for anything but himself. He loves you ; and you
know it ;—do you not know it ?”

“I believe he likes me.”

“Likes you! Pray don’t imagine that I am unaware
that you are a very clever girl—as well as a very dear girl ;
I love you, Dolly—and don't know when a young man
loves you, and when he merely likes you. Cecil loves you,
and you know it. What is more, you know that he loves
you so much that at a word or a sign from you, he'll
pretend he doesn’t. If he suspects that you're not very
fond of him, or that you're in two minds about it, he’ll not
worry you with offers of his affection :—he'd rather die a
bachelor, for your sweet sake. Don't you know as well as
I do that Cecil is that kind of boy ? "

«] think he may be.”

“While there was a possibility of his being the prospec-
- tive Duke of Datchet he could not but be conscious that
he was a good match even for the dearest girl in the world

me.
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—and that you are the dearest girl in the world I freely
own.”

“You ought not to say such things.” .

“Why not?—-when I think them ?>—when I so often
make it the subject of my prayers that God will give you
me to be my daughter? But now—now that Putney is
coming home, Cecil will feel—well, you know what Cecil
will feel. I entreat you to make him feel that Putney's
home-coming will make no difference to you; in short, I
want you to make love to him if he’s afraid of making love
to you—so now you understand.”

“It’s rather an awkward thing for a girl to have to do,
isn't it ?”

“ That, I take it, depends on how it's done. It's for my
sake you will do it—for my sake, Dolly!-—as well as
Cecil's. Promise, here and now, that you'll be his wife,
whatever happens.”

“If he wants me I—I will.”

“No, that won't do. You know he wants you ; you
must let him know that you want him. You're perfectly
aware that you can be his wife if you choose. I want you
to promise that you will choose.—Now, Dolly.”

“I'll putitthis way ; if he shows an inclination to choose
me, I'll—choose him ; but I'm not going to do all the woo-
ing."”

“No. I don't ask you to do all of it ; do part. If you
give him a lead he'll not be slow to follow.”

They looked into each other's eyes; and then the
duchess kissed her.

Presently Dolly went in search of Cecil, to break the
news. She found him in what he called his “den,” reading
a novel. Hergreeting was of the unceremonious kind ; she
knew with whom she had to deal ;—indeed, as his mother
had more than hinted, she knew him better than he knew
himself.
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“ Hallo, Cecil ; heard the news?"

He lowered his book and looked at her. She was still
in her habit, and had her skirt in one hand and her whip
in the other ; he could hardly have had a prettier picture
to look at.

“Goose turned out to be a swan?”

“Putney’s been found.”

He closed the book, leaving his finger in to mark the
place.

“No? Hashe? At last? Truly and really?”

“Truly and really.”

“ Mr. Harvey Willis his discoverer?”

“ It seems so.”

“I saw it in his eye, not to mention that he hit out at
me with it on his tongue. The mother know ?”

“Rather. I've just come from her. She’s in raptures.”

“ She would be ; especially as she had always announced
that he never would be found. I suppose now she’ll give
us all to understand that she knew it from the first, and
very nearly said so. How does the duke seem to take it,
and Mr. Ivor Dacre?”

“Is Mr. Dacre here?”

“Rather. He turned up as the tale was being told. I
tipped him the wink which Mr. Willis had previously
tipped me.”

“I haven't seen him or the duke. I've only seen the
duchess. Do you know, when she told me that Putney
had been found, I wondered if I'd seen him.”

“How'’s that? Are there many of him about ?”

She told him the story of her encounter with Mr.
Lawrence Sheldon, at somewhat greater length than she
had told his mother. Apparently it had made a consider-
able impression on her mind. Cecil's comment was
characteristic.

“And in spite of his carrying about with him the more
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distinguished portions of the Dacre physiognomy, he isn’t
Putney? I must see this Mr. Sheldon and congratulate
him. He’'ll never know the hardships which attend the lot
of a Duke of Datchet. And whereabouts may the actual
Putney be?”

“Your mother says that he’s abroad. She seems to
think that he may appear upon the scene in about a week.”

“May he? Mallow will feel honoured. We must get
our best clothes out, and darn them. It’s to be hoped that
he’s been living a respectable life. These long-lost heirs
are apt to be such curiosities ; at least, so I've learnt from
my fictional studies. I say, wouldn't it be a shock to them
if he turned out to be like me?”

“They'll be in luck if he turns out to be half as nice.
Cecil, I've been thinking about what you said to me this
afternoon.”

“To which of my words of wisdom do you especially
refer?”

“Didn’t you say something—about asking me to be
your wife?”

“I said ‘Will you marry me?’ and then you went
away ; which was just the kind of answer I expected.”

“Well, would you like me to—to——"

“Not too many ‘to’s’ To what?”

“Don't be silly ! You know—what you said.”

“Dolly, did you say that you'd just come from my
mother?” She nodded. “Then that's it. She’s been
putting you up to this.”

“Cecil, what do you mean?”

“She’s been saying, ¢ That poor, dear Cecil was in a bad
enough way before; he’s in a much worse way now that
Putney’s coming home. Do marry him and see if you can’t
make things up for him a little, Dolly dear.’ Now, hasn’t
she?”

“ Cecil, will you pay attention to me?”
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“I've been paying attention to you for ever such a time
—urged by my mother.”

“Is that the only reason? Thank you.”

“Dolly, I would like to marry you. I really would.”

“Would you? Then you shall.”

“Shall I? It takes two to make a marriage. You
wait a bit. Would the idea of marrying me ever have
entered your head if my mother hadn’t put it there? Now,
tell me honestly.”

“You know, Cecil, that sometimes people don’t know
how fond they are of people until other people point it out
to them.”

“That is rather neatly put, though it might have been
more elegantly expressed. I understand. You'd never
have known how fond you were of me if my mother hadn’t
told you—which only shows what a thing it is to have a
mother.”

“I don’t mean anything of the kind ; you know I don’t.
I don’t need any one to tell me that I'm fond of you. You
know I'm fond of you. 1 like you better than any one in
the world, except: ”

She hesitated, and stopped.

“Yes! except?”

“I was going to say except Constance Grainger ; but I
do like you better than her.”

“Thank you. I also like you better than any one else
in the world, and I always shall ; and that's the difference
between you and me.”

“You have no right to say such things.”

“What's the matter with that particular thing? If my
mother hadn’t brought you up to the profession of marrying
me, you'd never have chosen it of your own accord. I
know it, if you don’t. You like me. Of course I know you
like me—I should be an ass if I didn’t. I know you
regard me as your dearest chum, with the possible exception
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of Constance Grainger. But, you see, I love you, and there
again’s the difference. Perhaps that's what makes me see
the position more clearly than you do, or than the mother
does.”

“Cecil ! ”

“You see, also, that the mother, who is a wise mother,
as mothers always are, has taken care—although you may
not have noticed it ; that’s her artfulness—that you should
know as few young male things as possible. Indeed, I
believe I'm the only eligible of the kind with whom you
are on anything like terms.”

“There’s Jack Grainger.”

“That child” :

“He’s as old as you are. Last week he asked me to
marry him,”

“The imp! And did you thank him ?”

“I told him that I was going to marry you.”

“No? Dolly!”

“Of course I didn’t know at that time that you didn’t
want to marry me.”

“One thing being plain that, at any rate, you didn't
want to marry him.”

“I certainly didn’t! The ideal Why, he’s absolutely
no good at anything—absolutely no good. He'd just been
my partner in a four-handed set at tennis, and had let me
down most frightfully. He seemed to think that asking
me to be his wife made up for it.”

“Did he? The impertinence of the wretch! You
know, Dolly, that no one in this world is a greater in-
competent than I am, at anything and everything.”

“It’s different with you.”

“Exactly ; that's just it. There’s no excuse for Jack.
If he liked he could do things. There’s every excuse for
me. No matter how I liked I never could.”

“Cecil, I do wish you wouldn’t talk like that.”
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“I must, Dolly, I must—if for this occasion only. On
the eve of this great change in the family fortunes, since,
henceforward, we are destined to take two very back seats
in the Datchet household, let us arrive at a perfect under-
standing, if the thing is possible. Dolly, let it be this way.
I’m conscious of your consciousness that the mother mightn’t
behave quite prettily if things didn’t turn out exactly as
she wished, so—we’ll let her think they’re going to. It will
do the poor dear no harm.”

“Cecil |7

“Dolly! Therefore, you'll be engaged, shall I say gowr
rive —for fun?”

“You'd better not.”

“Then I won’t. We'll be engaged most seriously ; and
I'll tell her so. She'll bestow on us her blessing. And
should she be disposed to bestow on us anything else worth
having, I'm sure I'm willing. Only it's understood
between us that should either of us discover, later, that a
mistake’s been made—"

“You're pretty sure to make that discovery.”

“I think I probably am; quite probably. It's by no
means an ascertained fact that you're all you set yourself
up to be.”

“ Cecil ! ”

“You pretend to be a vixen ; but it's quite possible
that you're the sweetest, and meekest, and softest of her sex.”

“ How dare you say such things!”

“On the other hand the discovery might be yours ; it
might dawn on you that you'd prefer Jack Grainger.”

“I certainly never should discover that.”

“You never know—you never know.”

“ As it happens, in this case I do know.”

“Do you? Then that's something. However, by
whxchever party the discovery of the mistake was made,
the other party would take it as a matter of course—and be
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thankful—and the engagement would melt as the mists
away. Well, on those terms are we to be engaged ?”

“If you call that being engaged.”

“What do you regard as completing an engagement—
a.ring?”

He took from his waistcoat pocket a little leather case ;
and from the case .a hoop of gold, which was alive with
brilliants,

“Oh, Cecil, you haven’t—you haven’t got a ring!”

“I have ; I'm sorry to have to contradict you at this
early stage of our engagement, but I have. What's more,
I've been carrying it about some days.”

“ Cecil, how—how could you?”

“That's it—how could I? It's pretty decent—for a
ring.”

“It's a beauty.”

“ I wonder—do you think it fits ?”

“How can I tell 2”

“Of course, you couldn’t—unless you tried it on.”

“Cecil I”

“Which is the finger on which it's supposed to go?”

“That's—that’s the engagement finger.”

“Isit? You seem to know.”

“Cecil |”

“It goes over the top quite easily—doesn’t it? Is it
supposed to go farther on ?”

“It's supposed to go right down to the bottom ; you
know it is.”

“Is it? And it does go right down to the bottom:
actually --and fits! Really, Dolly, your finger, with
that ring upon it, looks uncommonly well. We must show
it to the mother.”



CHAPTER XXI
A MESSAGE FROM THE MARQUIS

FIVE days afterwards there came a telegram for the

duchess. It had only been discovered after Mr. Willis
had gone that he had left no address behind ; actually
nothing which would enable any onhe to trace his where-
abouts. This somewhat surprising fact was the occasion of
some friction. The duke rather more than hinted that he
was just about to ask the man for his address when inter-
rupted by the duchess; and had it not been for her grace’s
emotional excesses that he would have asked for it while
she was there. The duchess suggested that, as he was
presumed to be a man of affairs, it was his business to see
that everything was in due form and proper order; and
that the idea of suffering the man to depart without leaving
his address was truly monstrous. As this was admitted by
all parties it benefited no one ; the only point at issue being,
Who was to blame? During four whole days there was
something like chaos at Mallow. Urged by the anxious
lady, and also, in a less degree, by his own sense of what
was fitting, the duke telegraphed here, there, and every-
where, in search of information which he altogether failed to
obtain ; sent for his solicitors, and other persons; begged
her grace not to put advertisements in the -agony
columns, but try to keep calm ; so that there began to be a
feeling in the air that, unless something happened soon,
the duchess—and, quite possibly, also the duke—would

186
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become seriously ill. Her grace refused to come down to
meals, or to have them in her own apartment ; declined to
see the doctor, who ought always to be a refuge for ladies
in distress ; though she saw the rector of the parish, who,
after the interview, came down the staircase looking
surprised ; altogether matters were becoming really serious
when, on the fifth day, there came that telegram.

It happened that that morning the duke had gone to
town. Although the duchess had practically driven him
there, by announcing that if he did not go and do some-
thing she would, it is possible that he was content to get
away, for a period, from the atmosphere of Mallow. The
morning was far advanced, but nothing had been seen of
the duchess, who, it was understood, was keeping her bed ;
and Dolly was contemplating taking Cecil for a spin in one
of the motors—since there was no one else to take, when—
it came.

Dolly and Cecil were in the hall. It was not very nice
weather, and Cecil was not in the best of tempers; nor for
that matter, was the lady either. As she put it to him, in
her elegant English—

“You know how I hate being stuck in the house,
especially when it is so frightfully dull, and there isn’t a
soul to speak to ; because I might as well try to carry on a
conversation with one of those suits of armour as with you.
I've been talking for I don’t know how long, and you
haven’t paid the slightest attention.”

Cecil, not over fond of the open air at the best of times,
positively objected to it when the elements were
unpropitious ; and, just then, there was a drizzling rain and
a coolish breeze—the notion of motoring through that sort
of thing did not appeal to him at all.

“I thought you said that the mother might probably
want you, and that you'd stay in on the off-chance.”

“She evidently doesn’t want me ; but I suppose that
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makes no difference. I'll stay in ; since it’s plain that you
don’t want to goout. Thank goodness, here is some one;
though it’s only a telegraph boy.” She was standing at
the door which divided the outer hall from the inner.
Seeing, through the window, the boy hand an envelope
to the man in waiting, she made inquiries. “Who's it
for?”

“ For the duchess.”

“Then let it be sent up to her at once. Let’s hope
that something’s going to happen at last ; though I don’t
suppose for a moment that anything is.”

In the latter part of the observation, Miss Barber was
wrong ; something was going to happen. The telegram
ascended.

When it reached her room the duchess was sitting up
in bed reading a volume of sermons ; it was her habit to
resort to a volume of sermons when—so it would seem—
she desired to inform Providence that she was in the
deepest depths of the dumps; her remaining in bed was
another sign of the dumps—there was nothing whatever
the matter with her health. She looked very pretty as she
reclined against the pillows ; and the garment she wore
over her robe de nust was most becoming. -

When her maid came to her bedside with the yellow
envelope upon a salver, she picked .it up with an air of
languor which seemed to say that nothing in this world
interested her—or ever could interest her again. But
when she had opened it, and had read the contents, the
volume of sermons went in one direction, and the bed-
clothes in another, and there she was, kneeling on the
mattress, all excitement and flurry.

“ Holden! Holden! He’s coming !—he'’s coming!”

Holden, the maid, who had not the least idea who was
coming, behaved as if she knew quite well.

“Indeed, your grace ; when?” she asked.
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“When? To-morrow! Holden! Holden! listen to
this!” The duchess, still kneeling on that mattress, and
looking prettier even than before, read the telegram aloud.
“‘To the Duchess of Datchet, Mallow. The Marquis of
Putney, who has only just learnt that he is the Marquis of
Putney, trusts to arrive at Mallow to-morrow, Wednesday,
by the train due at two-thirty.’” She lowered the tele-
gram, looked up at the ceiling, possibly with an eye to the
heavens beyond, and drew a long, long breath. “So, after
all, my prayers have been heard—he’s coming |”

The whole performance was uncommonly attractive.
So was all that followed. No more bed for her, and no
more sermons ; she was out of one, and rid of the other,
in a twinkling. She bathed, and was dressed by Holden
—all radiant with tears and laughter; those tears which
are born of the happiest laughter. She sent for Dolly, who
found her trembling with ecstatic agitation.

“Dolly ! he’s coming!”

Miss Barber had not Holden’s diplomacy ; she stared
to see how the lady was transformed.

“Coming ? Who is coming ?”

There was reproach in her grace’s beautiful eyes.
“Who? Whose coming can be of the slightest interest to
me except my boy’s ?—Dolly, he is coming ! ”

She thrust the pink slip of paper into the girl’s hand.
Dolly read what was on it with eyes which were more
critical than the elder woman'’s.

“ What—what a very curious telegram!”

“Curious? How is it curious? What strange things
you say ! Don’t you see that he has only just learnt that
he is the Marquis of Putney—that he has a mother?
What must he be thinking >—and feeling ? If he’s feeling
anything like I am I don't know whether I envy him or
whether I don’t—my boy! Where’s Cecil? 1 told them
to send him to me ; oh, Cecil, there you are,” His lordship

~
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came stumping into the room, looking a trifle sour ; as she
went fluttering towards him, in her almost youthful grace
and beauty, the contrast between the mother and child
was striking. “Oh, Cecil, my darling son, your brother’s
coming!”

He glanced at the telegram she gave him. “It’s very
good of him to let you have a wire to say so ; very good.”

“ Oh, Cecil, is that all you have to say? ”

“What else is there to say, except that I hope he'll
have a pleasant journey.”

She laughed, a trifle oddly. Indeed there was that
about her which neither the boy nor the girl had seen
before, she was overflowing with such an exuberant
vitality that she seemed incapable of remaining for a
moment still ; though generally repose was one of her
strongest points, sometimes to an exasperating degree.

“You naughty boy! But I know you mean more than
that ; of course you do! But, Cecil, Cecil, you must
help me in making all the preparations.”

“What preparations are there to be made? Do the
beds want airing ? ”

“ Cecil, you are not to talk like thatt We must have
one arch at the gate; and—and I think we ought to
manage a second ; I must set them all moving, and you
must help me. We won’t go to the station to meet him ;
no, we won't ; I—I should probably make a goose of myself
if we did; but we'll send a carriage, and the tenants
shall be lined up on either side of the drive, and—and we’ll
receive him on the steps.”

“Don’t you think you'd better communicate the
contents of this telegram to the duke, and give him a hint
of what it is that you're proposing ?”

“Certainly ; you can do that Frankly, I think it’s
just as well your father did go to town ; because I tell you
quite candidly—just as candidly as I should have told him
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—that, in this matter, I intend to do exactly as I please.
It's my holy day; I mean to do what I can to keep it
holy. I feel in an especial sense that it is my son who is
coming home.”

“I see. I hope you won’t find me in the way.”

“Cecil! how can you speak to me like that? As if it
would make any difference in my love for you! If I
thought that you thought it would, I—I should never be
happy again.”

“My dear mother, do let me preserve the family from
that catastrophe. But, seriously, don’t you think that if
you were to take matters a little more coolly than you
seem disposed to take them it would do no harm ; let this
first home-coming be a strictly domestic event. Putney
will be coming of age very soon, and then you might have
the cocoanut shies and the swings ; but, to begin with, let
him just come home. I expect you'll find he'll like it
better.”

“ No,” she said, “I'll have at least one arch.” And
she had.



CHAPTER XXII
THE DUKE AND THE YOUNG PRETENDER

HE weather was not altogether what it might have
been ; the arch had to be erected under unfortunate
climatic conditions ; nothing had been heard of the duke,
from what Cecil could learn, he and Joynson had not
alighted at Park Lane, but had deposited themselves
nobody seemed to know where. As a matter of fact Cecil’s
telegrams only reached his grace on the Wednesday
morning ; when, dawdling over a late breakfast, he was
expecting Mr. Charter, his own particular solicitor, and the
man of business in whom he reposed most confidence,
Joynson came in with a small pile of telegrams on a waiter.
“ These have been sent on from Datchet House; it
appears that they have been looking for us all over
London.”

His grace opened the first one. It was from Cecil;
containing the telegram which had reached his mother,
together with some voluminous, and outspoken, additions
of his own. The duke read it and re-read it with feelings
of which amazement was apparently not the least
conspicuous.

“ Joynson, here—here’s a pretty kettle of fish! What—
what on earth is to be done ?”

He snatched up the other envelopes; they contained
more or less emphatic variations of Cecil’s desire to know
why he had received no answer. The duke, staring at
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Joynson, who had studied each telegram when his master
had done with it, repeated his previous inquiry —

“ What—what on earth is to be done?”

“It seems that the marquis is to travel by the train
which reaches Wargrave Station at two-thirty, and leaves
London at twelve-five ; I think your grace ought to travel
by it also.”

“ Twelve-five | but it’s after half-past eleven now ; and
I'm not dressed ; and Charter’s coming ! ”

“If Mr. Charter comes before we leave he might go
with us.”

“That’s true.”

“ If he doesn’t we might leave word for him to follow ;
his presence may be required.”

“ That's true again.”

“Your grace can finish dressing in five minutes ; a good
horse ought to get us to the station in time.”

A good horse did, but only just in time. Master and
man—Mr. Charter had not arrived ; word had been left for
him to follow—were bundled into the same compartment,
which would have been all right if they had it to them-
selves ; but they hadn’t. A young man and woman were
at the other end ; and it rapidly dawned on the duke and
Joynson that, from their point of view, they were matter in
the wrong place. Whether the young man had paid the
guard to treat that compartment as reserved did not
transpire ; but from the way he glared it was plain that
resentment was smouldering in his breast.

“When is our first stoppage?” inquired the young
woman, in a manner which was marked.

The young man explained in a fashion of his own.
“Not till we get to Wargrave, and then only by signal.
Wargrave, in a sort of way, is the Duke of Datchet’s
private station ; I believe Mallow is the only place within
miles of it; so, as there isn’'t likely to be any of the

o
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Mallow people on board, we probably shan’t stop even
then.”

The young woman laughed ; the duke and Joynson
looked at each other in silence—they did not even smile.

None the less the train did stop at Wargrave, and
Joynson and the duke descended. Moreover, the fact that
several other people were on the platform seemed to suggest
that the neighbourhood was not so sparsely populated as
the young man supposed. Besides the master and his man
the only other passenger who alighted was a young gentle-
man who got out of a carriage at the other end of the
train. Joynson descended first; as the duke followed he
remarked—

“ Mr. Robbins is here.”

Mr. Robbins was the Mallow steward, who had been
deputed by the duchess to meet the heir. Seeing the duke
come out of one end of the train, and an individual, who
was probably the marquis, come out of the other end, he
was for a moment rather at a loss ; then, hat in hand, he
approached the duke.

“ I was not aware that your grace was expected.”

“1 wasn't—who is?”

“Your grace has not heard? The Marquis of Putney
is expected ; her grace has instructed me to meet him. I
fancy that must be he.”

Mr. Robbins looked towards the individual who was
standing on the platform, with a gladstone bag at his feet ;
the duke followed the steward’s gaze.

“ Joynson, go and inquire.”

Joynson traversed the length of the platform, and raised
his hat.

“May I ask your name?”

“My name?” The stranger, who had stood and
watched him coming, regarded him with a smile which was
a little impertinent. “ What'’s yours ? ”
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“My name is Joynson ; I'm the Duke of Datchet’s own
man. That is his grace, standing there.”

“Are you? I'm the Marquis of Putney. If that’s the
duke you'd better take me to him; or I can take myself.
How about my luggage? I've only got this bag.”

“That will be attended to.”

Joynson led the way, the young man followed. When
he reached the old man who stood awaiting him, he bowed.

“The Duke of Datchet?” The old man nodded ;
whatever may have been his feelings his face was an
expressionless mask. “I'm the Marquis of Putney; at
least, so I have been told.”

“If you're the Marquis of Putney, I'm your father.”

Neither offered to shake hands ; each kept his hands in
his overcoat pockets. Without another word the duke led
the way to a carriage. Both got in. As a footman was
with the coachman on the box, Joynson was left to follow
in a second carriage. The pair drove off, the duke drawing
back in his corner, the better to observe the young man at
his side, who, he was conscious, was a young man who was
very much at his ease. He was looking about him with an
air of amusement, and was the first to speak.

“This is very odd.”

“How odd ?”

“That I should be driving with you, and that you
should be the Duke of Datchet.”

“There’s nothing odd about my being the Duke of
Datchet.”

“No ; but there’s something odd about my being the
Marquis of Putney. When I got up yesterday morning I
was not even aware that there was supposed to be such a
person.”

“You learned the facts from Mr. Harvey Willis ? ”

“What he calls the facts.”

“You don't place much reliance on his word ? ”
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The young man glanced quickly round; then away
again.

“ Oh yes, but I do.”

“You are aware that I have only his word, of whose
value I know nothing ; and that beyond that I have no
proof whatever that you are the Marquis of Putney ? ”

Again the young man glanced round.

“But I am.”

This time he kept his eyes fixed steadily on the duke,
who had an opportunity of realizing what sort of eyes they
were., There was something in them which made the old
man conscious of a curious sensation ; something with which
he was familiar, which moved him in a fashion he would
have found it difficult to explain. He was silent ; possibly
he was endeavouring to decide what it was in them which
was familiar. This was a handsome lad, already every inch
a man ; tall, well-built, head well set upon his shoulders,
wide-browed, square-jawed ; a son who, so far as looks went,
would disgrace no father. The duke mentally compared
him with Cecil ; it seemed hard to believe that those two
could be the sons of the same father, and the same mother
—they were so utterly unlike.

While the older man observed the younger, the youth
returned him glance for glance, with an unwavering fixity
of gaze which the duke found a trifle disconcerting. There
was also an assurance, almost a touch of patronage, about
his manner, for which the other was unprepared ; this young
man was both frank and critical.

“You are rather older than I expected.”

“I am nearly seventy ; do I look-older than that ?”

“I mean—to be my father.”

“It is by no means certain that I am your father.”

“You are.”

“ How do you know ?”

“For one thing we are so like each other ; you have my
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eyes, and nose, and mouth, and chin ; and there are other
points of resemblance. As I was coming down in the
train I was wondering if, after all, you were ; but, now that
I have seen you, I have no doubt whatever.”

“Either you have very keen perceptions, or you arrive
very rapidly at conclusions.” :

“Don’t you care for me to have keen perceptions ?
Isn’t it a family trait ?”

“I am not sure.”

“I perceive that you are also not sure if you will like to
have me as a son.”

“I am not.”

The lad laughed. “And I'm not sure that I shall like
to have you as a father. It's odd. I suppose there are
fathers and sons who are not in sympathy.”

“1 believe you have had experience ; haven’t you come
across such instances ? ”

“Oh yes, many; that’s true. But, in my case, I have
always said that if I had had a father, I should have got on
with him ; so, if we don’t get on, it will seem odd, to me.
Of course you understand that if you feel you'd rather be
without me, you can.”

“I'm afraid I don’t understand.”

“I mean, practically, this is the first time we have ever
met ; if you would like it should be the last I don’t mind
a bit.”

“I fancy you don’t appreciate the situation.”

“I think I do. I am your son and heir; you are the
Duke of Datchet and I am the Marquis of Putney; I
inherit the family title and estates, automatically, at your
decease. I understand, also, that I at once enter into
possession of certain properties which are the appanage of
the marquisate. Isn’t that the situation ?”

“You appear to have assimilated certain facts—you had
them from Mr. Willis? ”
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“In part.”

“Let me explain to you what the position is. I have
come down by this train, at some personal inconvenience,
because, learning that you were travelling by it, I wished to
have some conversation with you before you reached my
house. As you are aware, you are not here at my invita-
tion; you appear to have invited yourself. You would
have received no invitation from me until I had been satis-
fied on two points; one, that you are the Marquis of
Putney ; two, that you are the sort of person I should wish
my son to be. So far I have been satisfied on neither
point; I may add that your behaviour in coming, uninvited,
to my house, does not tend to the furtherance of my
satisfaction. That, exactly, at the present moment, is the
position.”

“You don't believe that I'm your son?”

“Your perceptions are evidently sufficiently keen to
enable you to gather that, at the moment, that is not the
point.”

“] fear that you over-estimate what you call my percep-
tions ; it seems to me that it is the point. If Iam yourson
I am not only entitled, it is my duty, to invite myself to
Mallow.”

“ How do you make that out ?”

“You, as my father, for what you suppose to be suffi-
cient reasons of your own, may be disposed to disown me ;
or, at least, to keep me at arm’s length. Mr. Willis warned
me that such might be the case; but—I also have a
mother.” ’ '

“Let me warn you that I do not allow you to take
advantage of the Duchess of Datchet’s simplicity ; it is for
that special purpose that I am here.”

“Indeed? I am afraid that now I don’t follow.”

“I do not intend to allow you to introduce yourself to
the duchess as her acknowledged son—and mine.”
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“How do you propose to prevent my doing so ?”

“You are going to give me your assurance that you
won't.”

“And if I decline?”

“Then you won’t go to Mallow.”

“But I'm going to Mallow now.”

“You will not go to Mallow till you have given me the
assurance I require.”

The lad looked at the duke ; then he put his head out of
the carriage window and looked about him, exclaiming—

“ Stop, please ! ”

The carriage stopped ; he turned the handle.

“What are you doing ? "

“I’m going to get out to ask a question.” Descending,
he said to the coachman, “ Where are you driving me ?”

The carriage door was snatched out of his hand. The
duke put his head out of the window, commanding—

“Drive on!”

The carriage drove on, leaving the young gentleman
standing in the middle of the road.



CHAPTER XXIII
THE DUCHESS PERSUADES THE DUKE

THE excitement which reigned at Mallow—of a kind !
Such of the tenants as were obtainable were dis-
played on either side of the drive long before the marquis
could by any possibility arrive } with them were the work-
people on the estate, and their women-folks and children,
and all the while it rained and blew. Cecil expressed him-
self forcibly to Dolly.

“It’s a howling shame to keep those poor beggars wait-
ing out there in weather like this ; if I were they I should
cut and run.” '

Miss Barber looked nervously round.

“Cecil, I wish you'd be careful what you say; you
know there’ll only be more unpleasantness. Let your
mother do what she pleases, and say nothing.”

“My dear Dolly, I was saying nothing to any one of the
slightest consequence ; I was only speaking to you; and
as you happen to be nothing and no one, I don’t mind
mentioning, strictly between ourselves, that it's my belief
that my mother’s gone temporarily insane.”

Certainly the duchess was in a singular mood ; some
itch was in her blood which prevented her from keeping
still—or from allowing any one else to keep still either.
Usually the least worrying of women, now she was Worry
with a capital letter. The domestic department was in a
turmoil ; from the scullery-maids and pages to the majestic
heads of the servants’ hall. She had them all marshalled

200
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to receive his lordship, when, at the most, the train could
have only just reached Wargrave Station ; and made things
unpleasant for all concerned because one or two of the
underlings happened to be a few moments behind the
others. Then ensued a bad half-hour; a long one it was.
. There was no sign of any arrival. She would allow no one
to leave the hall, declining to leave herself, snubbing Cecil
severely when he suggested she should lie down till, at any
rate, the carriage should enter the grounds ; indeed, Cecil
found himself in an atmosphere which was charged with
qualities of which he had had no previous experience.
About ten minutes to three the duchess—who kept flutter-
ing from the fireplace to the door, and from the door to the
fireplace—asked him—

“ If the train was punctual isn’t it time that he was here ?
What is the earliest time he could get here ?”

“I should say that depended, in a measure, upon
whether the horses dropped down dead; and also, upon
whether the bottom dropped out of the carriage.”

She looked at him with something on her face, and in
her eyes, which was altogether new to him ; for one dread-
ful moment Dolly, who was sitting at a little distance,
feared that she would snatch him up out of the big chair
in which he was sheltered, and shake him—she might
easily have done it. When she spoke there was a coldness
in her voice which was in uncomfortable contrast to the fire
in her eyes.

“Cecil, I warn you that I am not in a mood to be
laughed at ; especially by you.” She moved again to the
door ; whence, after an interval, she returned. “It's past
three o’'clock ; he ought to be here. Something may have
happened. If anything has happened to keep him from
me much longer, I—I'm afraid that it will be more than
I shall be able to bear. I feel as if something in my head
was going to burst.”
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She put her hands up to her brows. Cecil, silent,
stared up at her with a look upon his face which it was
perhaps as well she did not notice.

“ If—if he doesn’t come soon I'll have a carriage round,
and I'll go and meet him ; I'll find out what has happened.
I'd walk if it wasn’t raining. I wish I'd gone to the
station to meet the train; I should have known. Oh,
Cecil, if he shouldn’t come!”

A footman announced, “ Your grace, the carriage is
coming down the drive.”

She ran to the door. “Cecil, quick! quick! Dolly,
quick !”

Dolly went after her. Cecil, raising himself slowly from
his chair, winking at Miss Barber, murmured—

“ Oh, Ananias, Azarias, and Misael, what it is to have a
brother!"”

The duchess had gone right out of the hall, on to the
steps, in the rain ; the carriage to which the footman had
alluded came bowling towards the house.

“Why don’t they cheer?” she asked, alluding to the
quiescence of the tenants and the rest of the retainers.
“ Why don'’t they cheer?”

The reason was made plain when the vehicle drew up
at the foot of the steps, she hurrying down to meet it,
oblivious of the rain. Joynson got out, followed by Mr.
Robbins. She stared at them—past them, into the empty
carriage, wholly at a loss.

“ Where—-where is my son? Where is the Marquis of
Putney ?”

Joynson removed his hat. “ Has his grace not
arrived ?”

“ His grace ?—the duke? I—I didn't know he was
expected. Mr. Robbins, where is the Marquis of Putney,
whom you went to meet? Did he—has he not come?”

Possibly it was the little break which came in her voice
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which made the steward nervous—something did. He
stammered as he answered, as if her agitation was con-
tagious.

“ Certainly, your grace ; his—his lordship amved by
the train you mentioned.”

She drew a long breath, as if something in her throat
was choking her.

“Then, where ishe ?”

The steward glanced round, as if he himself was slightly
puzzled.

“Has his lordship not come ?”

“ Of course he has not come ; if he had do you suppose
I should ask you where he was? You went to meet him.
Why is this man in the carriage with you instead of my
son?"”

“ His grace met his lordship ; they drove off together.
They started before we did. I do not understand why it is
they have not arrived.”

The lady looked Mr. Robbins very straight in the face.
“The duke met the marquis and drove off with him ?”

“ And drove off with him.”

She turned to Joynson. “ Where has your master
gone? "

“I expected to find him here.”

Her eyes passed from one man to the other; as if
searching for a meaning on their faces which was not
expressed by their words. She looked as if she could say
a great deal—for some moments they thought she was
going to say it ; then, apparently, she changed her mind.

“ Stand there, one on either side of the steps, and wait
until the duke arrives, with his lordship.”

She could not have issued an order to them with more
scathing brevity had they been a pair of scullions who had
misbehaved themselves. She herself retired into the house,
leaving them to await, with the rest of the underlings, his
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lordship’s arrival, in the rain. A footman came down to her
holding open a large umbrella, under whose shelter she
re-entered the hall. Dolly came to her, anxiously.

“Aren't you very wet ?"

The duchess brushed her aside. “ What does it matter ?”
She spoke to Cecil. “If your father is playing me some
trick, he will be sorry.”

“My dear mother, why should you suppose that my
father is playing you a trick 2"

Possibly she realized that the expression on his coun-
tenance was not so sympathetic as it might have been ; her
manner suggested that she had towards him almost a feel-
ing of personal resentment.

“We shall see. I trust, for your own sake, if it is a
trick that he is playing, that you have no part in it.”

The crooked figure was drawn as straight as it could be
drawn.

“ Mother, do you not forget ? "

“On the contrary, for the first time since you have
known me, you will find that I remember. It is possible
that you may shortly have to choose between your father
and me.”

A more injudicious speech she could hardly have made,
in tones which were audible to the entire household, or
one more unlike her. Cecil eyed her as if she were some
strange creature ; Dolly drew herself a little away from him
as if she were afraid of being associated with something
he might say or do. The duchess stood in front of the
fire, as if to dry. There was a prolonged and awkward
silence.

Then a man came in from the outer hall, announcing,
“Your grace, another carriage is coming down the drive.
Mr. Joynson says that this is the one the duke is in.”

Again she moved to the door, down the steps, into the
rain. They saw how pale she was, and how she trembled.
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The carriage drew up; the duke descending. Perceiving
that he was alone—

“ Hereward,” she asked, “ where is my son?”

She looked at him, and he at her. If she was white he
was stern ; in his tone, look, manner, there was an unusual
harshness.

“ In one moment I will give you all the information in my
power.” He turned to Mr. Robbins. “ What are all these
people doing here? What is the meaning of all this non-
sense? Send these people away at once. And have that
rubbish taken down at the gate—immediately. And under-
stand, Mr. Robbins, that,’ on a future occasion, you are not
to allow rubbish of that kind to be erected unless you
receive personal instructions from me.”

His wife's voice repeated, “ Hereward, where is my son ?”

He took off his hat. “If your grace will permit me
to offer you my arm.”

She drew herself away. “ Answer me, where is my
son? Why is he not in the carriage which I sent to meet
him, not you? He came ; where is he?”

“If your grace will permit me to conduct you to my
room I shall have pleasure in placing myself at your
service.”"

“Won't you tell me here ? You had better ; I shan't
leave this spot until you have told me; nor shall you go
either. Tell me, what have you done with him? Where
ishe?”

The duke glanced round. From the look on his face
one wondered if he was considering the advisability of
instructing his retainers to bear the lady bodily from the
spot which she had proclaimed her determination not to
quit ; if such was the case the conclusion at which he
arrived was in the negative. Nothing could have been
more courteous than his bearing.

“Will your grace permit me to observe, first, that I am
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not fond of standing in the rain, at my age ; and, second,
that I am averse to a public discussion of matters which
concern ourselves alone—if you reflect I think you will
recognize that you are also. If, however, you will favour
me with your presence in my own apartment, I shall have
pleasure in placing at your disposal all the information
you can possibly require. May I not offer your grace my
arm?”

“If you'll go first I'll follow you; but I'll not have
your arm.”

The duke bowed, and—thus requested—preceded the
lady up the steps. In the hall the household servants
still stood, waiting to be dismissed. The duke glared
round at them.

“Here, too! What are all these people doing here?
Take them away—the lot of them!”

Without waiting to see his instructions carried out the
duke strode through the throng; and her grace strode
after him. When they were alone together he turned on
her, in anger—it was noticeable that there was a quality
in his anger which gave to his age an appearance of
decrepitude.

“Have I to thank you for these—these ridiculous pro-
ceedings? Why have you taken advantage of my absence
to make of me, and of my house, a laughing-stock ? ”

She also was angry ; but in her wrath there was a tonic
something which seemed to tend to the increase of her
natural force and strength. All her gentleness seemed to
have become swallowed up by an overmastering ferocity,
sprung from some hidden depths of her being. Had not
his own passion blinded him, he would have perceived that,
from some occult cause, this was a woman transformed, and
been warned in time. She replied to his question with a
repetition of the one to which she had received no answer.

“ Where is my son ?”
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He glanced at her; then, as if dimly realizing that
there was something strange about her bearing, glanced
quickly away.

“How am I to know? Dead twenty years ago, for all
that I can tell you! Fortunately I returned when I did ;
you would have made of me a target for the public
laughter | ”

“Hereward, take my advice, pay attention to me, and
answer my question—before I make you.”

Startled, he looked at her. “ Before you—what ?”

“Before I make you. For twenty years I've been
robbed of my child because of you—don’t deny it |—you
told me yourself that that man stole my boy because of
you. What have your sins to do with me, that my child,
and I, should be punished because of your offences? For
more than twenty years I've been your whipping-boy ; I'll
be that no longer. Why you fear this man Willis, what
hold he has on you, I don’t know, nor do I want to know—
I am no prier into your secrets ; but, for no private reasons
of your own, whatever they may be, shall you rob me any
longer of my boy. So, once more, before I make you,
where is he?”

“You talk of your son, as if, in that conjunction, you
were the person of most importance—the essential thing is
that he should be shown to be my son.”

“ Hereward—again—where is he ?”

“ I don’t know.”

“You met him at the station—you drove away with
him—what have you done with him that he was not in the
carriage with you?”

“You allude to that young vagabond ?—that—Mabel,
what are you doing ? Are you mad?”

She had taken him by his shoulders with both her
hands, and held him tight; so tight that, though he
struggled, he could not break loose.
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“1 am going to make you tell me where my son is!”

She shook him as a terrier shakes a rat, showing such
strength of grip that the old man was helpless as a child.
When she had shaken him enough she threw him from her,
so that he dropped into an armchair in a crumpled, gasping
heap. As she did so a voice exclaimed—

“Your grace |”

Looking round she saw that Joynson had entered the
room, and had evidently been a spectator of at least part
of the scene. Snatching up her husband’s malacca cane
she moved towards him—the cane in her hand.

“Leave this room, before I lay your master’s cane
across your back! When I am here, how dare you come
into this room without orders!”

There came two words from the crumpled figure in the
armchair.

“ Joynson, go !”

Joynson went. The lady returned to her husband,
still holding his cane—throughout the scene she preserved
a singular sort of calmness.

“Well, Hereward, am I to use further means of per-
suasion before you will tell me where my son is?”

The duke answered, between his gasps.

“ He got out—of the carriage—on the Densham road—
and there—I left him.”

“You left him on the Densham road? Why did he
get out of the carriage—there ? ” .

¢ Because—I gave him to understand—that he had not
come to Mallow—at my invitation.”

“You gave him—my son, and yours, when seeing him
for the first time after twenty years—to understand that he
had not come home at your invitation—so, being unwilling
to be the uninvited guest, he descended from the carriage—
which I, his mother, had sent to meet him |—so that you
drove home alone, and left him standing in the road. You
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mirror for fathers ! you model for husbands! you prince of
fine gentlemen! Hereward, I am going to send every
man, woman, and child, in the house and on the estate, out
into the country, to search for my boy, with instructions—
when found—to bring him home, in triumph. If, within
the hour, he is not found, I'll set the telegraph in motion ;
and every newspaper in England shall contain an appeal
from me to him. And, when he does come home, if you
don’t treat him with that courtesy—I'll say nothing of
affection, for that’s a word whose meaning you've never
known—which a father owes to his firstborn son, who has
given him no cause of offence—for he can have given you
none—I'll shame you with a shame which shall bring you
on to your knees in the dust, before him, and before me.”

Without another word she left the room—discovering,
just as she was going, that she still retained the malacca
cane, she let it drop from her hand on to the floor.

In the duke’s room all was silent. His grace remained
in the armchair, in the crumpled position in which his wife
had left him, still seeming to experience some difficulty in
breathing. During a space of perhaps five minutes he con-
tinued motionless, undisturbed. Then some one rapped at
the door which was at the other end of the room. As the
duke paid no heed, the rapping was presently repeated ; as
it still went unheeded the door was opened about a couple
of inches, and Joynson’s voice inquired from without—

“Is your grace alone ? ”

The duke vouchsafing no reply, the door was opened
wider, and Joynson entered. He stood for a moment,
glancing round ; the duke was crumpled up so low down in
the chair that from where the servant stood nothing could
be seen of him. It was only when Joynson advanced
farther into the room that he perceived his master, and
the singularity of his attitude.

“Your grace is ill ?”

P
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The duke, with a perceptible effort, placed himself in a
more dignified position, then sat staring into vacancy—
grimly. Some moments elapsed before he replied to the
man’s question.

“Yes, Joynson, I am il. I'm suffering from that worst
of illnesses, old age. I've reached that period in life’s
tragi-comedy when a man ceases to be a man ; and becomes,
instead, but sapless bones. The strange part is that I was
not aware of it—till now.”

Joynson, having crossed the room to pick up the
malacca cane, returned to his master.

“Will your grace take off your overcoat?”

“My overcoat? I've got it on, have I? I didn't
notice it.” He stood up ; Joynson assisted him to remove
the garment, he needed the assistance. “ Joynson, do you
remember the regimental sports, when I threw Sergeant
Baines, and broke his collar-bone ?

“Very well, your grace.”

“ He was two stone heavier than I was.”

“ He was, your grace.”

“Wasn't it the same year I picked up the policeman in
Piccadilly, and threw him halfway across the street ? ”

“It was in May you cross-buttocked Sergeant Baines ;
the policeman was the July following.”

“Was it? He was a heavy man. It cost me a lot of
money to keep that still.”

“So I've understood, your grace.”

“ All that seems a long time ago, doesn’t it ? ”

“It’s nearly fifty years, your grace.”

“ Fifty years? Good God! Fifty years! Wasn’t that
about thetime of—whatwashername?—the red-haired girl?”

“ Miss St. Clair, your grace.”

“Ah yes, St. Clair. She was an uncommonly fine girl ;
yet I don’t think she could have shaken the breath out of
my body, do you ?”
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“I do not, your grace.”

“No, I don’t think she could.”

The duke sat staring at his hands, which he held up in
front of him, as if he was realizing, for the ﬁrst time, what
wizened hands they were,



CHAPTER XXIV
HER GRACE BEGS PARDON

HE duchess, proceeding from the duke’s room, passed
into the hall, prepared to summon the household,
and scatter it over the countryside, in search of the missing
marquis. As she entered the hall a footman opened the
door of the outer hall to admit a young man, who held his
cap in his hand. At sight of him she stopped and stared,
as if wonderstruck ; then went hurrying towards him, with
agitated, anxious movements, which unflatteringly recalled
those of a fluttering hen.

“ Surely you—you are my son? You are—you are
Putney ?”

As the young man came in, Dolly—who, with Cecil,
was the only other occupant of the hall, also advanced to
meet him. As the duchess spoke she paused, seeming
startled.

“ Then—then you are the Marquis of Putney, after all2”

The young gentleman glanced from one to the other,
seeming puzzled. He addressed the duchess.

“I'm afraid there’s some mistake. I am Lawrence
Sheldon, and I come from the Abbey. Miss Grainger
asked me, if I found myself in the neighbourhood of
Mallow, to give a message to Miss Barber.”

Dolly introduced him, informally. “This is the Mr.
Sheldon by whose likeness to the Dacre family I told
you I was so much struck. Mr. Sheldon, this is the
Duchess of Datchet.”

212
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Mr. Sheldon bowed. Her grace kept her eyes upon
his face, with, in them, a curious expression, as if she was
looking at some one in a dream ; and she smiled, oddly.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Sheldon ; I mistook you for
my son, the Marquis of Putney.”

The instant she ceased speaking a voice said, “ Excuse
me, I'm the Marquis of Putney.”

They all turned round. There, in the doorway,
stood another young man, holdmg a bowler hat in his
hand, looking wet and muddy. The duchess stared at him
in his turn, as if these various happenings were getting
beyond her comprehension. The young man, on his part,
advanced towards her with an air of smiling self-possession
which did him credit.

“So, if you are the Duchess of Datchet, I'm afraid it is
I who am your son; and, I hope, it is you who are my
mother.”

She still stood silent ; as if, in that first moment, she
found it occupation enough to look at him. Then, with a
little gasp, she asked—

“ Are you—are you—really, Putney ?”

“I am.”

It was an example of life’s little ironies that now, when
the moment of meeting had actually come, she should find
herself, almost absurdly, at a loss. She had meant it all to
have been so different. During the last four and twenty
hours she had rehearsed, mentally, over and over again,
what she intended should be the fashion of the meeting.
The carriage should come dashing down the drive, between
rows of cheering tenants ; she would meet it at the foot of
the steps; the marquis would spring out, she would fold
him in her arms, and all the world should cry, Amen.

But, in spite of those rehearsals, things had not been at
all like that. There had been untoward incidents, of an
extremely disconcerting kind ; then she had taken a perfect
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stranger to be her son, and, if his manner had not been
positively stand-offish, would have taken him to her
breast ; before she had recovered from her very amazing
error, the veritable Putney had arrived, in a manner which
was not at all suggestive of a triumphal progress, and, to
her own utter bewilderment, she felt herself to be positively
afraid of him. Not only had things been altogether
different, he was also different. He seemed so much older
than she had expected ; so much bigger, in every sense of
the word ; so much more important, so much more at his
ease, so much more of a man. The idea of taking him in
her arms, and crying over him. With a gasp she realized
that to do that would be—to speak of nothing else—to
approach perilously close in the ridiculous. . Her amazement
was almost grotesque when he turned her programme
upside down, and, instead of her taking him in her arms,
he took her in his arms, pressing her to his overcoat,
oblivious of the fact that it was wet, and, kissing her,
not once, or twice, but half a dozen times, observing inci-
dentally—

“Mother, I am glad that I have found you.”

The remark as a remark—was banal, yet the way in
which he uttered it gave it what seemed to her to be a
flavour of actual impropriety. When he released her she
was trembling so that she could scarcely stand ; the blood
had rushed into her face and dyed it crimson. To look at
her.one would have thought that she had been the victim of
an outrage. Without a word she turned right round, and
made as if about to leave the hall. When she had reached
the foot of the staircase the young man cried after her—

“ Mother!”

When she heard him she stopped, as if the sound of the
word had woke in her a consciousness of the strangeness of
her behaviour. For a moment she stood motionless, as if
she struggled for power to enable her to conceal her own
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emotions. Then, facing round, she returned towards the
young man, the colour coming and going in her cheeks,
her eyes shining, her limbs still tremulous, her voice shaky.

“I am very silly ; but, the truth is, I am not very well,
and, this morning, I have had much to try me. So you are
Putney ?”

She seemed to find it difficult to meet the young man’s
eyes, glancing away as soon as she caught them as if there
was something in them which disturbed her. She turned
towards Mr. Sheldon.

“ It was ridiculous of me to make such a mistake ; but—
the fact is, Putney, you don’t look a bit like what I ex-
pected you would do.”

“T hope I don't look very much worse ?”

“ No-o, I don’t know that it’s that; but—somehow—
you're so different. But I'm forgetting. Putney, this is
your brother ; this is Cecil.”

Cecil came stumping forward ; a look on his face the
meaning of which it was not easy to define.

“ But—are you Putney? In this first scene of what
looks like a comedy of errors oné wonders if there are
other scenes to follow.”

“Oh yes, I'm Putney.”

“Then, if you are Putney, I'm your brother ; though I
don’t look much like you.” .

“No, you don’t.”

There was something about the manner in which these
three words were uttered which had an unpleasant effect
on those who heard them; almost as if he had flicked
them across the face with a pocket-handkerchief. There
was a touch of savagery in Cecil’s retort.

“1 don’t know that I want to look like you, either.”

“Don’t you? That's queer.”

Though the words were spoken with a laugh, they stung.
Cecil spoke to Mr. Sheldon.
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“Upon my word, I believe that Dolly’s right, and that
I'm more like you than like him ; I hope that you don't
mind.”

Mr. Sheldon laughed; in his laughter there was a
quality which the other’s lacked.

“Since I've been here it's been discovered that I
resemble all sorts of delightful people ; I wish the likeness
wasn'’t only superficial.”

The duchess said—it was odd how she kept her eyes
upon his face, as if on it she found nothing to disturb
her—

“So you've brought Dolly a message from Constance
Grainger? By the way, Putney, let me introduce you to
Miss Barber.” The two young people bowed. “ How is
Constance ? How did you come ?”

“Oh, I walked.”

“Walked from the Abbey |—in this weather?”

“I don't mind the weather ; and I love walking.”

“But it's been raining hard. That reminds-me; I am
afraid, Putney, that you must be a little damp. Have you
any luggage?”

“One bag ; they told me at the door that that had been
sent upstairs some time ago; a Mr. Joynson brought it.”

“ Joynson ; oh yes. Are you—dampish?”

“I_am—a little.”

“ Would you like to change ?”

“1 should, if you don’t mind.”

“Mind!” She rang a bell; to the servant who
appeared, “Show the Marquis of Putney to his room.”

Soon after the young man had been conducted up the
staircase the duchess ascended also. When she reached
her room, locking the door, going to the prie-dieu which
stood before the altar against the wall, she sank on to her
knees, and, covering her face with her hands, presently
began to cry as if her heart was breaking. She would
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have found it difficult to give a clear definition of what it
was that troubled her, but she had not cried like that for
years. After a while, the violence of her grief abating,
uncovering her face, crossing her hands upon her breast,
she looked up at the crucifix which stood upon the altar,
and she prayed, the tears still rolling down her cheeks.
Then, rising, she sponged her face, doing her best to
remove from it all traces of her weeping. And she went
downstairs to the duke’s room. She knocked at the door
and entered. The duke was sitting at his table, writing.
Without looking round, he asked—

“Who's there?”

“It is I, Hereward.”

When he heard her voice he turned, with a start, and
rose from his chair.

“You! I beg your pardon ; I had no idea. I thought
it was one of the servants.”

“Hereward, I have come to beg your pardon for my
ill-temper ; for my bad behaviour; and for having been
rude to you.”

He stared for a moment, as if at a loss to understand
the situation ; then he smiled, a little whimsically.

“You did shake me, didn’t you?”

“I'm afraid I did ; I know I did. I’'m—sorry.”

“You couldn’t have done it fifty years ago.”

“No; fifty years ago I wasn’t born.”

He seemed to be pondering the point, as if struck
by it.

“ I suppose not, when you come to think of it. So the
moral’s this: that when a man of fifty marries a girl in her
teens, the probability is that, later on, there’ll arrive at least
one moment when he'll learn that they belong to different
ages. That was my moment, when you deposited me in
that armchair.”

“ Hereward, I beg your pardon.”
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“My dear Mabel, from my heart I forgive you; I
forgave you while you were doing it, although—it struck
me as a little droll. It is very good of you to beg my
pardon ; I fancy I ought also to beg yours—you must have
found me most provoking. Only—the next time—please
remember that old bones soon get sore, and keep sore so
long.”

“Hereward!"”

He went to her, and put his arm about her, and kissed
her; and she kissed him, and rested her head upon his
shoulder, and cried a little. She was still crying when, by
her request, he opened the door and let her go.

When he was again alone, he remained standing close
to the door which she had just passed through, stroking his
chin with the rim of his glasses ; endeavouring to solve,
from imperfect premises, the puzzle of her coming and her
going.

“I wonder what has happened now ?—These dear
women!”



CHAPTER XXV
THE FATHER AND HIS SON

DINNER at Mallow that night was rather a curious

meal, There were present the duke and duchess,
Miss Barber, Lord Cecil Dacre, and the young gentleman
who had become known in the house as the Marquis of
Putney. Of these five persons the last was the only one
who seemed quite at his ease—which was rather odd, since
he was the cause of the general uneasiness ; though exactly
for what reason it would have perhaps been difficult to
say. He was undeniably handsome, so far as appearance
went he would have done credit to any table ; his bearing
and manners were as good as they very well could have
been of their kind. Perhaps his faults—from their point
of view—lay rather in the other direction ; if he had not
been quite so good-looking, if his bearing had not been
so assured, his manners less redolent of the article called
polish, it is possible that, though he might have impressed
them less, they would have liked him more.

Of course his position was not an easy one; and,
probably, with the best will in the world, the duchess made
it harder for him than she need have done. She, whose
self-possession was a byword, was in a state of the most
painful nervousness, than which there are few things
more infectious. She did not seem to know whether to
- talk or to be still ; each time she spoke it was with an effort,

and when she was still they had a feeling that tears were
219
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trembling near her eyes. She appeared to desire to be as
friendly towards the stranger as a mother ought to be,
while, at the same time, regarding him with alarm which
was not at all maternal ; the result of which mixture of
feelings was that one minute she was chattering volubly
about things which were not worth chattering about, while
the next she was preserving a silence which was not only
stony, but snubbish also.

They sat at an oblong table. The duchess was at one
end; on her right was the newly found marquis, on her
left was Cecil. It certainly was a fact that Cecil’s treat-
ment of his brother was not all it might have been. He
ignored him when he could ; when he could not, neither
his words nor his tone were just what one brother should
use to another, especially when they were meeting for the
first time in their lives. Next to Cecil sat Dolly ; she was
evidently doing her utmost to behave quite nicely, but
unfortunately, those of them who knew her best were
aware that this nice behaviour of hers was not spontaneous.
At the other end sat the duke ; his demeanour was a study.
Nothing could have been more courteous, nothing could
have been more chilling, and—now and then—nothing
could have been more disagreeable. The effect produced
by his deportment was heightened by the fact that at -all
points he met his match in the Marquis of Putney.

The joke, for the lookers-on, and the tragedy, for the
players, lay in that one fact, that, while this young man
ought to have been crushed and unhappy, he was quite
evidently enjoying himself to a degree which verged on
the insolent. He so plainly found them all amusing—even
his mother. She had a dreadful suspicion that he regarded
her as a delightful woman to look at, but rather a fool ;
and one felt that if she had not been his mother he would
have made love to her in a manner she might have found
it a trifle difficult to resist ; and one had a notion that she
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felt that way herself : hence the alarm with which she quite
obviously regarded him. Cecil he treated as a curiosity.
Ill-tempered as curiosities are apt to be, he bore himself
towards him with a laughing condescension which was
galling. Of Dolly he took but little notice ; there was
nothing in his bearing towards her to which she could take
exception,

He reserved his force for the duke. Though neither
said to the other a discourteous thing, one was conscious
that between these two there was battle. As the meal
progressed one realized that it was a battle in which age
would almost certainly be worsted. There was a calm
assurance about the younger man, born of strength, vigour,
vitality, against which one felt that the old man might
struggle in vain. As he sat a little bent in his chair one
felt that he was very old—as if he had aged during the last
few hours. It was an unpromising preface to the relations
which should exist between a father and his first-born son.
Their meeting in the drawing-room before dinner was an
oddity. The young man was talking to the duchess when
his father entered. They bowed to each other, but the old
man was ominously still. Presently the young man said

“*to him, as easily as if there had been no sort of unpleasant-

- ness between them, and as if there were nothing singular

_ in his father's manner—

[ “Ishould imagine that from where I left you on the

| road it's rather a pleasant walk to the house, in fine
weather.”

The duke’s reply was hardly genial. “ We flatter
ourselves that the country about here is pleasant.”

Just then dinner was announced ; and the duke took
in the duchess.

Throughout the meal the young man persisted in his
refusal to notice anything singular in the old man’s manner,
and to wholly ignore his efforts to snub him—from which
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attitude he evidently derived more entertainment than the
others did. When the meal was ended, and the ladies
gone, the duke said to Cecil—

“I have a few words which I wish to say in private, do
you mind allowing me to say them ?”

Without hesitation Cecil went stumping out of the
room ; the young man and the old one were left alone
together. The young man, lighting a cigar which he had
taken from a box in front of him, said to the duke at the
other end of the table—

“It’s just as well that you sent him away, as I happen
also to have a few words which I wish to say to you.”

“Have you? I think, however, that I'll say my say
first.”

The young man, having lit his cigar, stood up and
moved his chair to within a couple of feet of where the

duke’s was. Leaning forward on the table he regarded Tiim
with a keen attention which possibly the old man found—

at such close quarters—slightly disconcerting ; though if he
did he allowed no sign to escape him.

“Well, sir, I'm waiting.”

The duke suffered him to wait for a moment or two,
while he eyed the wineglass whose stem he was fingering.

“You have possibly found my attitude a little un-
expected ?”

“I have, considering that we have met to-day, as father
and son, practically for the first time in our lives,”

The duke’s lips wrinkled. “We'll leave the ‘ father and
son’ part out of it ; the question of your sonship is a matter
rather for the lawyers than for you and me—a point which,
apparently, you only imperfectly appreciate.” The young
man was silent, keeping his eyes, with the same fixed stare,
on the old man’s face. “The point on which I wish to speak
to you, and which accounts for my attitude, will exist even
if you are shown to be my son. I am possibly doing you

|
|
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an injustice. Ihope I am. If I am you will find me very
willing to ask your forgiveness, I am not fond of apologies ;
but nothing will give me more sincere pleasure than to find
that it is my duty to apologize to you. If I am doing you
an injustice the fault is in your friend Mr. Willis, from
whom I have received all the information concerning you
that I have received. I shall reach the point to which I
am coming perhaps quickest by asking you a question,
point-blank. Is it true that you have recently been in
jail?”

The young man’s gaze did not falter, although the
duke suddenly looked at him as if he would read his soul ;
nor did the fashion of his countenance change.

“Why do you put to me such a question?”

“That is a retort which you are quite entitled to make.
My answer is that when Mr. Willis was here last week he
told me that you were—at that time—in jail.”

“ He told you that—Willis ? ”

“ He did.”

“ But—why ? What was his motive? ”

“‘The question of motive is not one with which we are
immediately concerned. The point is—did he lie? Were
you at that time, in jail ?”

“I was.”

Still the fashion of the young man’s countenance did
not change ; nor were his eyes averted.

“You were?”

“1 was; I was released yesterday morning.”

“Yesterday morning? And how long afterwards did
you despatch a telegram to the Duchess of Datchet ? ”

“Within a few hours. Willis met me shortly after-
wards and told me who I was; so I wired to the duchess.”

“To all intents and purposes, you came straight from a
prison here ?”

“ Exactly.”
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“You are frank. Mr. Willis hinted that that was not
the first time you had been inside a jail”

“ It wasn’t.”

“It wasn't? Indeed. Mr. Willis also informed me
that, young though you are, you have long been an accom-
plished thief, swindler, cheat, and blackguard ; in all respects
an unfit associate for honest men and women.”

“ He told you that also ?”

“ He did.”

“T wonder what his motive can have been.”

“The point is—is what he said true ? "

“Jt is; I am all the things he said I am.”

“You admit it ?

“Since he gave you the information, and can, if he
likes, furnish you with proofs, what have I to gain from a
denial 2”

“You strike me as being an amazing person. At least
you will perceive that, whether you are or are not shown
to be my son, my attitude towards you must always be
peculiar.”

“1 don't see why.”

“Don’t you? Do you imagine that if the Marquis of
Putney is a person of your character I must admit him to
Mallow, and all that it implies, merely because he is the
Marquis of Putney ?”

“I don’t see how you can help it. Pardon me if I seem
to interrupt you ; but I have listened to you, now you listen
to me.”

“I don’t know that I choose to listen to you.”

“You'll have to listen if you choose to or if you
don’t. It's no use your looking about for a bell If
you make any serious attempt to ring a bell, or to leave
your seat, or to summon aid, till I have said what I have
to say, I'll wring your neck. If you look into my eyes,
and consider the information you have received from
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Willis, you will perceive, if you are a perceptive person,
that I am using no empty threat; I will wring your
neck. If I am to hang—as I sometimes fancy—I may
as well hang for you; though I grant that it is unusual
for an acquaintance between father and son to commence
by the son killing his father.” The young man, leaning
back in his seat, blew the smoke of his cigar into the
air; the old man sat still, watching—as if he did see
something in the young man’s eyes which kept him still.
“You’ve retailed the information which you received from
Willis about me ; now I'll tell you what he told me about
you, and, when I've finished, you'll understand how it is
that I don’t recognize your right to assume an attitude
towards me which—as you put it—is peculiar. Willis tells
me that you seduced his sister under a promise of marriage ;
is that true ?”

“Tt is false.”

“ Didn’t you seduce her ?”

“I decline to answer.”

“I see; you admit the seduction, but deny the promise
of marriage ; is that it?”

“T repeat that I decline to answer. You are trench-
ing on matters which are absolutely no concern of yours.”

“Pardon me, but I am going to bring home to your
apparently dull perception that they are very much my
concern. He holds letters of yours to her which contained
expressions which she interpreted as equivalent to a promise
of marriage, and which you meant that she should so
interpret. When, finding herself with child by you, she
learned that you had been practising on her simplicity,
the discovery killed her. Since, if it had not been for you,
she would have lived, and continued happy in the position
of life in which God had placed her, Willis, not unnaturally,
regarded—and still regards—you as her murderer. Since
it was useless to look unto the law for redress, he became

Q
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a law unto himself, He stole me to punish you. You
know what manner of man he is; he has fashioned me in
his own image. I am what I am—having never had a
chance of being anything else—because of what you did,
and were, and are. The responsibility is wholly yours. I
am the fruit of the seed you sowed. Now you perceive
why I decline to admit your right—merely because you
occupy the seat which will presently be mine—to assume
what you call a peculiar attitude towards me ; I being the
natural son of such a father.”

“ There is nothing to show you are my son.”

“You said that, if it is shown that I am your son, it will
make no difference to your attitude.”

“It won’t. T'll not have a person of your sort at
Mallow.”

“Why not—when there is a person of your sort there
already ?”

“I've nothing to add to what I've said ; even though
you wring my neck.”

“But I've a bargain to propose. As you observed, the
question of whether I am or am not your son is one largely
for the lawyers. I undertake, on my part, if it is shown
that I am not your son, to take myself away from Mallow, |
and to trouble you no more ; if you, on your part, under-
take to accord me that treatment, in all respects, which is
proper to your son and heir, if it is shown that I am your
son, or until it is shown that I am not.”

“In other words, if you are proved to be an impostor,
you condescend to promise that you’ll submit to be treated
as one ?”

“The point of course being that I'm not an impostor.
I know that you're my father, just as you know that I'm
your son.”

“I don’t.”

“I regret, my dear father, that I am forced to the
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unpleasant conclusion that you're a liar ; you do know it.
The fact is that if I were proved by all the courts in England
to be your son, you'd not willingly admit it ; you've taken
such a prejudice against me.”

“I'll never admit that a convicted thief’s my son.”

“Exactly ; there you are! My dear father——"

“Don’t call me that!”

The old man gripped the wineglass as if he would
hurl it at the other’s face; a gesture on which the young
man commented.

“I shouldn’t throw it, if I were you. My dear father——"

The old man, leaning forward, struck the young man
with the wineglass on the cheek, shivering it to splinters.
The instant the glass touched his skin the young man
caught the other by the throat, with one hand, and held
him by the throat for perhaps thirty seconds. When he
released him the duke dropped back into his chair in a
much worse condition than when, in the afternoon, the
duchess had finished shaking him ; indeed, his appearance
was so unpleasant, that one wondered how close he had
come to being choked to death. His head hung forward
on his breast, his mouth was open, his tongue protruded,
his eyes were shut, there was a perceptible interval before
he showed any sign of life. Then a shiver went all over
him ; he seemed attacked by some sort of convulsion, as he
fought for breath. When consciousness did return he
seemed such a feeble old man. And all the while the youth
sat, enjoying his cigar, observing him without any show of
either interest or emotion.

“ My dear father,” he continued—the old man glanced
up, but, just then, he was incapable of giving further proofs
of his resentment—“if you decline to give the under-
taking I have asked, I shall go to the duchess, and tell her
what I've just told you, showing how, because you were a
liar and a blackguard, I, a helpless and unoffending lad,
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have been trained to be a thief. Her view of the position
may be different to yours. Now, which is it to be? Your
undertaking, or my tale?”

“ You'll—probably—kill her—if you do—tell her.”

The words were gasped rather than spoken. “You'll
kill her, not I—since nothing can be farther from my wish
than to tell my mother what will redound so little to your
credit, and to mine. My desire is to keep our knowledge
of each other's characters locked in our own breasts. I
shall not tell her unless you compel me.”

“ Have you—any objection—to my having—a glass of
wine ?”

“ None whatever ; let me give you one.”

“ No—you don’t. I'll—help myself.”

“If you prefer it ; I only thought you seemed a trifle
shaky.”

As the duke leaned forward it was all that he could do
to draw the decanter towards him ; but he glanced at the
other’s face with what perhaps was meant for a grin.

“I've cut your face.”

“It’s nothing ; the merest scratch. I nearly wrung your
neck. What a delightful talk we’re having. Well, which
is it to be? Your undertaking, or my tale ?”

“T'll tell you in the morning.”

“Oh no, you don’t! I've seen enough of your methods
to be aware that you'll have had me pitched into the moat
before the morning; if there’s such a thing about the
premises.”

“] wish there were.”

“Just so; I don’t doubt it; which is why I prefer to
have your undertaking to-night.”

“I'll tell you in the morning.”

“Then I shall have to tell the duchess to-night. 1
must look after my own salvation.”

“ What is it you want?”
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“ Nothing which is in the least injurious to your dignity.
I don't ask you to take me to your heart, or anything of
that kind, as some fathers would.”

“Thank you.”

“I do not ask you for your love, as some sons would,
though you have mine. I merely ask you to accord to me
the same treatment you would accord to any other guest
beneath your roof.”

“For how long?”

“ I suppose the lawyers will take some time.”

“ Before it's established, to my satisfaction, that you'’re
my son—years.”

“] see. You mean to fight me?”

The old man said nothing. Lifting his glass with
a shaky hand, he sipped its contents with a grin, which
was a little ghastly, The significance of his silence was
not lost upon the other, although his manner remained
unruffled—it was a peculiarity of this young man, that
nothing seemed to ruffle him. Carefully extinguishing
what remained of his cigar, he laid the stump in an
ash-tray.

“As it's really time that we joined the ladies, it’s just
as well that we're approaching an agreement, as I believe
we are ; because at least we've arrived at a common under-
standing. If years will be required to prove to you that
I'm your son, it would of course be absurd to expect you to
receive me as your guest for an indefinite period. As,
however, certain formal steps will have to be taken by your
lawyers, as well as mine, I am advised that—for my own
interests—it would be desirable that I should remain at
Mallow till they are finished. They ought not to occupy
more than two or three days—four at the outside. I will
put it this way, then; I will undertake to leave Mallow
within, say, four days, if you will promise, during those
four days, to treat me as you would any other guest.”
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“My man, Charter, is coming down to-morrow. I
don’t know what the lawyers who are acting on your behalf
may propose to do. Charter will have something to say to
you, but he'll probably have done with you in a couple of
days. Give me your word that you'll leave Mallow when
Charter's finished with you, and I'll undertake to treat
you, while you're here, as civilly as I can.”

The young man stood up. “ Very well—that’s agreed
—bravo! I'm to stay at Mallow for a couple of days ; and,
during that time, you're to treat me civilly.”

“ As civilly as I can.”

“ Precisely ; I do not ask from you impossibilities. As
civilly as you can. Now, shall we join the ladies? Shall I
assist you to get out of your chair?”

The old man glared up at him ; he said nothing—there
was more eloquence in his look than could have been con-
veyed by any spoken negative.



CHAPTER XXVI

IN THE SMALL DRAWING-ROOM

N the drawing-room—at Mallow, the drawing-rooms
being many, the one in which they sat was known as

the small one—most of the talking which was done was
done by the ladies. Cecil read, and listened, and now
and then put in a word—mostly when he could not help
it. It was rather an odd fact that the Marquis of Putney
was never once mentioned—even by his mother. It was
almost odder that the principal theme should have been
Mr. Sheldon. The duchess seemed to be able to talk of
nothing and no one else. She flooded Dolly with a rain of
questions, of which he was always the subject. Some
young women might not have cared to be questioned, and
cross-questioned, about a strange young man; but Dolly
did not seem to mind. It was surprising what a deal she
appeared to know of him. She had met him on several
occasions since that first meeting in the wood, consider-
ing how short a time ago that was, and how distant was the
Abbey; on some of those occasions under circumstances
which seemed to be a trifle obscure. Evidently Jack
Grainger did not occupy very much of Mr. Sheldon’s time,
apparently, also, Mr. Sheldon was fond of walking consider-
able distances; from what could be gathered from Miss
Barber's remarks she had encountered him--by the
strangest accident—at least twice in the Mallow grounds.

Some persons would have thought it curious. Of those
231
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persons the duchess was quite capable of being one ; but,
just then, so insatiable was her desire for information, that
she seemed to see nothing strange in the fact that this young
lady was in possession of such a fund of it.

Mr. Sheldon was an orphan. Was Dolly sure? Quite ;
he himself had told her so.

“ He has never known either his father or his mother;
doesn’t that seem queer?"”

“Very,” agreed the duchess. “Did he say that he had
never seen either of them ?—not either?"

Oh yes, he had said that ; what was more it seemed
that he knew nothing whatever about them, absolutely
nothing ; wasn’t that remarkable? It appeared that he
had been brought up by a person who was no relation of
his at all—at least she said that she was no relation ; though
that was a statement which he had found so difficult of
credence that more than once he had told her that he
believed she was a relative of his. And each time he had
told her so she cried ; wasn’t that queer? What kind of
person was she? If Mr. Sheldon was to be believed, she
was all that was most perfect in a woman—a sort of feminine
angel without wings. No doubt he exaggerated? Dolly
was not so sure ; she was disinclined to think that it was
his habit to exaggerate. She had certainly done a great
deal for him—devoted her whole life to him, in fact. Mr.
Sheldon could not speak of her too highly. Very far from
rich, she had denied herself for his sake ; she had sent him
to first-rate schools, and, afterwards, to the university,
where he now was. He was quite sure that she had spent
much more on him than on herself. Now that he had
reached man’s estate this troubled him; he had great
difficulty in preventing her continuing to expend what was
practically her all on him ; because he had refused to permit
it, they had almost quarrelled. Perhaps, suggested the
duchess, it was his own money she had been spending.



IN THE SMALL DRAWING-ROOM 233

No ; he had asked her. She had admitted it was not. But
—an admission of that kind—what did it amount to? To
everything, according to Mr. Sheldon. He declared that
she was a woman who was incapable of an untruth; he
believed that she would have liked to say that the money
was his, but—she could not lie. There was a smile about
the duchess’s lips which hinted at incredulity ; but she only
observed that it was very mysterious why a woman should
insist on spending her little all on a young man who was
related to her by no ties of kindred. Yes, agreed Miss
Barber, it was ; and that was why Mr. Sheldon had so often
asked himself if it could be possible that she was not
related to him. She was unmarried ; she was still quite
young, not yet thirty-seven.

“Not yet how much ?” cried her grace.

Not yet thirty-seven, and—Mr. Sheldon said—one of the
most beautiful women he had everseen. Until very recently
he had thought her the most beautiful woman ; but it seemed
that quite lately he had encountered some one else who, ap-
parently, he was inclined to think was even more beautiful.

“ But,” demanded the duchess, “how old is he ?”

“ He's nearly twenty-one.”

“And she’s not more than thirty-six—only fifteen
yearsolder than he is, if that. And, you say, good-looking,

"and not married ; and he's lived alone with her all his
life, and she no relation? It doesn't seem—well, it does
seem most mysterious.”

Miss Barber said nothing ; she was very busily engaged
just then, with a tie which she was knitting. Presently her
grace remarked—

“1 should like to see this Mr. Sheldon, and have a talk
to him.”

“You can quite easily do that. He may be coming
over to-morrow, with an answer to the message I sent to
Constance.”
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Quite unexpectedly Cecil joined the conversation,
without putting down the book which he was reading.

“Isn’t Constance Grainger cognizant of the fact that
there’s such a thing as a postman, that she should employ
this most remarkable person to carry, what she calls her
messages, gratuitously, in all weathers, across all those miles
of country ? ”

Neither of the ladies replied. For some moments they
both of them were stil. Then the Marquis of Putney
entered—which perhaps prevented their giving Cecil the
information he required.

Directly the marquis appeared the duchess rose.

“1 would not go to bed until you came, although I'm
feeling very tired. This hasbeen a very trying time for me.
I have not felt like myself at all. You must not judge me
by what you have seen of me to-day; in the morning I
shall be quite a different person. Yet I could not go with-
out bidding you good night.”

As he bowed over his mother’s extended hand Dolly
thought how handsome he was ; how much older he seemed
than Cecil ; how different, how much more a man of the
world.

“My father has had so much to say to me that I fear
that the time has slipped away without our noticing ; but I
do trust that to-morrow you'll feel rested. I have so many
things I wish to say to you.”

“And I. Do you think there are not many things I
wish to say to you? To-morrow I'll say them all.”

When he raised her hand, and, bending, touched it with
his lips, she blushed ; one wondered if she had expected
something else, and been afraid of it. When he had held
the door open for her to pass through, he came back to
Dolly and Cecil, and laughed.

“1 wonder if you two guess how queer all this seems,to
me?”
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“I suppose it does seem queer,” said Dolly.

“Yesterday I hadn’t a relation in the world, and now
I've not only a father and a mother, but also a brother, and
Heaven knows how many uncles, aunts, and cousins. By
the way, are you a relative of mine ?”

Dolly shook her head.

“No, I'm not ; not even a little bit of one.”

“Don't count me as a brother.” This was Cecil.

“Why not?”

“Because I'm the sort of brother that doesn't count.
Anyhow, I'm only a fraction, not a whole.”

Without answering, the marquis, crossing to the piano,
began to play.

“How beautifully you play,” commented Dolly, when
he stopped.

“That's Chopin ; what he calls a nocturne; he must
have had some very curious nights, that fellow. When
one’s in a mood in which one feels as if one were suspended
between heaven and hell, with glimpses into both places,
it’s then that one plays Chopin ; that’s the mood he under-
stood quite well. Do you mind my singing ?”

Without waiting for an answer he sang something in
German, singing as well as he played; he not only had a
good voice, he used it in a way which was almost startlingly
effective. Though his listeners’ knowledge of German was
rudimentary, both the boy and the girl were more moved
by what he sang than they would have cared to admit.
When he had finished he swung round on the music-
stool.

“ That'’s the story of my life.”

“Is it?” Dolly spoke. “I’'m afraid I don’t under-
stand German so well as I ought to do; but—it's a very
beautiful song.”

“1t’s the story of a man who is alone in the world, with
nothing and no one to care for, or to care for him ; and he
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dreams—as those sort of chaps will dream. He dreams
that he’s no longer alone ; that he has troops of relations
and friends ; heaps of money ; all the things he has never
had, but always desired. The dream is so real, it makes
him so happy, that the very intensity of his happiness
wakes him up, and—he finds that it's nothing but a
dream. So the last state of that man is worse than the
first.”



CHAPTER XXVII
THE DUKE DREAMS

THAT night the Duke of Datchet had a dream ; his
was an even stranger dream than that of which his
newly-found son had been singing, with much charm
and skill. He had been taciturn while Joynson had been
assisting him to make his final preparations for retiring to
rest. Sometimes, when undressing, he would be garrulous ;
master and man would discuss together the incidents of
the day; but that night he scarcely spoke a word, till he
was between the sheets, and his attendant was about to
retire. He raised his head from his pillow and asked—

“ Joynson, how do you sleep at night ?”

As if taken by surprise the man considered for a
moment before he answered.

“It varies, your grace. Sometimes I sleep the whole
night through ; sometimes I lie awake till it’s almost time
for getting up.”

“ Thinking ?”

“Yes, your grace, thinking—mostly.”

“It's a nuisance—isn't it ?—that kind of wakefulness ;
yet, often, I don’t know which is worse, to lie awake and
think, or to go to sleep and dream. I fancy that these
restless nights_are an attribute of old age; it's a malady
to which we’re both becoming victims.”

“1 realize that I am not becoming younger. I don't
know—1I don’t know that I regret it.”

237
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“Don't you, Joynson ; don't you?"”

“We have grown old together, your grace, and—I
don’t think that either of us has much cause for regret.”

“I suppose not, Joynson; I suppose not. You always
were an optimist.”

“Yes, I've always been an optimist ; ever since I knew
the meaning of the word.”

“Ready for either event—heaven or hell.”

“I don't think it matters much.”

“Nor do 1, Joynson, which it is. We've both of us
been gentlemen. I should like you to know, Joynson,
that for many years I've realized, quite clearly, that, in all
essentials, you're every bit as fine a gentleman as I am.”

“] am obliged to your grace for saying so.”

“It's a bald expression of a simple truth. Good night,
Joynson.”

“ Good night, your grace.”

The man went; and, almost as soon as the door was
closed, the master fell asleep. And then came the dream—
a dream which was even more real than that of which the
young man had been singing.

Suddenly-—how long after he had fallen asleep he never
knew—it seemed to him that he was wide awake. For
some moments he could not understand what had woke
him. Then, by degrees, he became conscious that a light
was in hisroom ; it was a peculiarity of his that he never had
been able to sleep with a light in his room. In a state of
pleasant ease he lay and wondered how it could have got
there, and whence it came. Then he heard a sound, as
of the rustling of papers; it came again, and again. He
raised his head from his pillow, and he saw—in his dream.

One of the electric lights was switched on. The door of
the great safe in the corner—a safe which was so large as
to be, to all intents and purposes, a strong room—was
open ; in front of it stood the Marquis of Putney, with
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some papers in his hands. The old man’s sight was too
weak to enable him to see, from that distance, just what
papers they were ; evidently they contained matter which
the young man found of extreme interest, since he regarded
them with close attention. The duke watched, silent ; the
- marquis, apparently unconscious that he was being watched,
continued to study the papers he was holding. It seemed
to the duke to be the strangest dream he had ever had,
and one of which he could not get rid. Presently he
asked, and the sound of his own voice startled him—

“What are you doing there?”

The young man looked round, with the most casual air,
quite at his ease, and looked at the duke, as if not in the
least surprised, and smiled.

“So—you’'ve woke up? I thought you were sleeping
very soundly.”

This did seem to the duke to be the strangest dream
as he repeated his own inquiry—

“ What are you doing there ?”

“Looking through the family papers, and other things ;
isn’t it plain?”

“ How—how did you get that door open ?”

“My dear father !—with your keys.”

“ So—so you're playing the thief—at Mallow.”

“You're uncivil, and inexact. Since it was obvious
that you would not allow me to have access to the family
papers, if you could help it, I had to make my own
opportunity ; in other words, to protect myself against my
own father. I find here many interesting things—things
which I ought to know, with whose existence I ought to
be acquainted. Had you been a natural parent you would
have volunteered to bring them to my notice—to make me
cognizant of their contents. There are also, I admit,
certain documents which I could hardly expect you to
publish, even to your son ; but if I have come upon them,
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unawares, the fault again is yours. Had you behaved
properly I should not have been compelled to resort to a
mode of procedure which has an appearance of irregularity,
and your secrets would have remained inviolate. Now,
here—here, for instance, are what strike me as being some
very interesting photographs.”

He picked up a small portfolio which rested on a chair.
At sight of it the duke exclaimed in his dream—

“Put it down!”

“ Ah !l—you recognize it? Then you know how in-
teresting I must have found its contents. It contains, as
you are aware, a number of charming portraits of a charm-
ing girl—all of the same girl—and all charming, though,
perhaps, a little old-fashioned ; it is odd how quickly
portraits, and especially photographs, do get old-fashioned.
Now, who is the lady? I've been asking myself that
question while you slept. There is something about her
which I have seen before—somewhere ; she reminds me
of some one, something—for the moment, I can't just lay
my finger on the spot. It certainly isn't my mother, the
duchess ; no one could be less like her than this charming
girl. Father, who is she ?”

“Put those things down ; return them to their proper
places ; shut the door of that safe, give me my keys, and go.”

“ My dear father, I haven’t seen half the things I want
to see, and mean to see. How unreasonable you will persist
in being. As for these pretty pictures, of this pretty girl,
I mean to take them with me. I note that they are
accompanied by what seem to be letters—quite a number,
and other articles ; what looks like hair—of a very pretty
shade—and ribbons, and all sorts of curious things. It’s
possible that, when I've had time to read them, the letters,
and the portraits, and the other things, may be brought to
bear upon you in such a manner that you may be induced
to take a more correct view of a father’s duty towards his
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son. Take my advice, and don’t look for a bell. You won’t
be allowed to ring it ; you'll find it pleasanter not to try.”

But the duke was not to be persuaded. Sitting up, he
stretched out his arm towards an ivory push-piece which
was at the side of his bed. Before he could reach it the
young man had him by the throat, it was remarkable with
what swiftness he moved ; the scene in the dining-room
was re-enacted. The strong young hand held the old
throat tight for a quite perceptible period. Then, relaxing
its hold, let the head and body which were joined by the
throat drop back upon the bed, to come back to life
if they could. And the marquis stood looking down at
the duke, addressing him with the unemotional air of
business-like attention which seemed to be his most singular
characteristic.

“That'’s part of one of the exercises of what they call
over here the Japanese art of self-defence; the art con-
sisting in knowing exactly when to stop. If you go on
too long the subject’s dead. If you stop too soon he'll
probably perform the trick on you; there is an answer to
it, if you have a chance of getting it in, and, perhaps, one
day, I'll show you what it is. I've had so much practice at
it, one way or another, that I generally manage to hit the
happy medium; so that the answer would avail you
nothing, even if you knew it. Isn't it effective? Now lie
still, and, when you do get back your breath, keep on lying
still ; do! Because, you know, in the case of an old man
like you, even the most skilful practitioner might perform
the trick once too often ; and then, of course, we should
both of us be sorry.”

The duke did lie still, except for the convulsive
twitchings of his body, as he fought for his breath ; it was
pleasant neither to see nor to hear him. And the marquis
continued his investigations into the contents of the safe—
very thorough they were !—while the old man dreamed.

R



CHAPTER XXVIII
ASLEEP

was Joynson’s custom, if his master had not summoned

him before—which he often did—to take a cup of coffee
into his bedroom at eight o'clock. That morning, the
duke having given no sign of wakefulness, the man, at the
usual hour, took in his coffee. He knocked at the door
and, receiving no answer, entered. It was a common
occurrence for him to receive no answer ; sometimes, when
he went in, the duke declined to notice him ; in which case,
unless he had received special instructions over-night, he
would leave the coffee on a little table, and retire again.
This had happened rather frequently of late; the man
-concluded that his master was acquiring a habit of lying
long awake, and then falling asleep as the morning
approached.

That morning the duke allowed his entry to go un-
noticed. Joynson drew the small table close to the bed ;
placed on it the coffee, and, before retiring, glanced at his
sleeping master. It was plain that he was asleep, and the
servant had been so noiseless that no movement of his
was likely to have roused him. He lay so that his face
was turned the other way ; one hand was outside the bed-
clothes, and Joynson saw that there was something in his
hand. This struck the man as being rather odd ; especially
when he perceived that the something was apparently a
photograph. It was held so that the face was uppermost ;
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Joynson, leaning over, perceived that it was the face of a
woman ; and, when he saw that, it would be incorrect to say
that he changed countenance, because that was a thing he
never did; his countenance had long ago become a mask
which, apparently, could not change. But, when he saw the
face which was on the photograph, something happened to his
countenance ; but whether it was to his eyes, or to his mouth,
or to what part of it, it was difficult to say. His glance,
passing from the photograph, perceived that his master’s

. other hand was stretched above him, on the pillow, and that
there was something in that. The fingers were clenched
upon the object, so that only a part of it was visible ; and
that part was suggestive of a tress of hair.

Launched on the path of observation, all at once
Joynson was struck by his master’s stillness ; he lay so very
still, even for one who was sleeping soundly. The man
moved quickly and quietly round the bed, so that he could
see the sleeper’s face. When he saw it he stared at it for
the space of perhaps half a dozen seconds, fixedly ; then
he dropped on his knees beside the bed, and hid his own
face in the bed-clothes. There he stayed so long, and so
motionless, that one wondered if he could have been
stricken by a stroke of paralysis. But that such was not
the case he showed, when, after an interval of certainly
several minutes, he raised his head, and again regarded
the sleeper's face. Then he did some strange things.
Stooping forward he kissed the duke upon the mouth ; and
stroked his hair, softly, as the mother strokes the hair of
the child she loves ; and the backs of his withered hands.
He even lifted first one, and then the other, to his lips, as
if they were hands from which he had received much
kindness.

And the duke showed no sign of resenting the liberties
his servant took with him, for he was dead.

When Joynson rose to his feet he looked about him,
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shrewdly. Then he made the circuit of the room, slowly ;
passing from object to object, and observing each in turn,
closely, as if in search of something. He took a bunch of
keys, which lay upon a dressing-table ; with one of them
he unlocked the flap of a bureau, which, as it fell back,
disclosed within a nest of drawers. Putting his hand into
an aperture, he pressed a spring ; one of the drawers leapt
open. Out of it he took a leather case, which was locked.
Having re-fastened the bureau, he slipped this case, with
the bunch of keys, into his jacket pocket. Returning to
the bed, he took the photograph from one hand, and the
tress of hair—it proved to be a tress of hair—from the
other ; and then he did the oddest thing of all, he kissed
them both, closing his eyes as he did so as if he prayed.
On the floor was an envelope ; the inference being that it
had contained the portrait, and the tress of hair ; replacing
them in it, he put the envelope into the inside pocket of
his jacket. Then, having given another quick glance about
the room, as if to make sure that everything was in order,
he pressed his finger against the push-piece of the bell
three times, in rapid succession. Almost immediately
there came a rap at the door.

“Come in!”

There entered his understrapper—the man whose duty
it was to perform for the duke those offices which his grace,
or Joynson, required of him. The superior looked the
inferior servant straight in the face.

“ Atkins, the duke is dead !”

There was no doubt that the underling retained the
power to change the fashion of his countenance ; its
expression became a vivid note of exclamation. ’

“Dead !--good Lord! Mr. Joynson, you don’'t mean
it!”

“Of course I mean it. You ass! Do you suppose I
should say a thing like that if I didn’t mean it? I thought
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he was asleep ; but I've just discovered he is dead. Look
for yourself, and see.”

The man came forward, and saw. “He—he does look
as if he was dead, doesn’t he ? ”

“Look! He is dead. He has been dead for hours;
his hands are cold.”

There was a break in the speaker’s voice which the
other did not notice.

“But he was all right last night; how ever can it
have happened ?”

“That's what we have to learn. Pay attention to what
I'm saying. Go, at once, to Mr. Lanning, and tell him
from me that he’s to take you in his fastest car to Dr.
Kirby. Bring Kirby back with you. If he isn’t in, bring
his assistant ; only mind you bring some one. And tell
Lanning to give the car its head. The duke mustn’t be
touched or moved till the doctor’s seen him, so just you
be as quick as ever you can. And—Ilisten to this !|—don’t
you say a word to any one—except to Mr. Lanning and the
doctor—about the duke’s being dead. You understand ?”

Atkins, protesting that he understood quite well, de-
parted.

It chanced that as he was leaving the ante-room, which
led to the duke’s bedroom, and which his grace had
occasionally used as a sitting-room, he encountered the
Marquis of Putney, who was strolling along with his hands
in his pockets, humming a tuune.

At sight of Atkins the young gentleman stopped
short.

“Aren't you,” he asked, “one of my father's body
servants? ”

“Yes, my lord. My name is Atkins; I'm under Mr.
Joynson.”

“1 thought so. How is my father this morning ? ”

It instantly occurred to Mr. Atkins that this young
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man was, at that moment, the Duke of Datchet; the re-
flection so startled him that he became confused.

“I'm sorry to say, my lord—I beg your grace’s pardon
—1I mean " Hestammered, stopped, and then went
on. “I'm sorry to say that his grace is dead.” A

It never struck him that Mr. Joynson’s instructions to
acquaint no one with that fact could have included the
person whom—so it appeared to him—it principally con-
cerned.

“Dead!” The young man started back. “Dead!
My father dead !”

Then it did strike Mr. Atkins that he might have
construed his instructions in a manner which might not
commend itself to Mr. Joynson ; and that caused him to
stammer again. -

“ ]—I’m afraid he is, my lord—I mean—that is——"

The young man did not wait for him to finish; he
darted through the door, across the ante-room, into the
ducal bedchamber. He saw the duke’s man busied with
something at the dressing-table.

“ Joynson,” he exclaimed, “what’s this I'm told? That
my father's"—glancing round he saw the figure lying
between the bed-clothes—*“dead! Father! He—he doesn’t
answer. How can it have happened? He looks as if he
had died in his sleep.” A thought seemed suddenly to
strike him ; he drew himself up straighter. “ Then—
then I'm the Duke of Datchet! Great Casar! What
a turn of fortune’s wheel!” There was a brief interval
of silence, during which he looked at Joynson and
Joynson looked at him. “A doctor must be sent for, at
once.”

“ One has been sent for.”

“Does my mother know ?”’

“No one knows. I have only just discovered that the
duke is dead.”
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“Why did you not send instantly to inform me what
had happened ? ”

“Why should I?”

“Why should you? Your tone, and your manner,
Joynson, hardly suggest that you appreciate the situation.
I am ruler here, and master, no matter who has been. I
feign no sorrow for an old gentleman who—although he
was my father—I only met for the first time yesterday,
and who was not particularly civil to me then ; the king is
dead, long live the king. You will find me willing to be
considerate to old servants, as long as old servants do not
presume, as, I have been informed, they are sometimes
disposed to do. Let everything remain exactly as it is;
let nothing be touched.”

“I am capable of doing all that is required.”

“Areyou?! Your notion of what is required may differ
from mine. Where are my father’'s keys?” He began
pulling out drawer after drawer in the dressing-table as if
in search of them. Out of one of the drawers he took
several small keys which were strung on a slender steel
chain. “Hallo! what’s this? They look as if they were
the keys of a safe, probably that safe over there. An
ivory tablet’s attached to one of them, on which there’s
something written. What is it ? ‘ fermer "—that looks as if
it was the key-word of a letter-lock. Do you know if these
are the keys of my father’s safe—that one in the corner ?”

Joynson was staring at the keys which the young man
was holding, as if bewildered.

“ How did those keys get there?”

“My good man, how am I to know? One might
presume that my father placed them there.”

Joynson’s fingers, in his coat-pocket, were closed about
the leather case which he had taken from the bureau.
Taking it out of his pocket he unlocked it, with one of the
keys which he had found on the dressing-table.
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“It's empty ; this is the box in which those keys are
always kept ; it contains a separate place for each of them.
Who took them out ?”

“ What keys are those which you have there?”

“ They belong to the duchess.”

The young man moved swiftly—as he seemed to have
a knack of doing—towards Joynson ; almost before the
man knew what had happened he had twisted the bunch
of keys from between his fingers.

“If they belong to the duchess, I will give them to her.
But I rather suspect that they belong to the duke; and—
I'm the duke. What are you looking at?"”

Joynson was eyeing the hand which he had raised to
caress his dawning moustache with singular intentness.

“I'm looking at your hand.”

“My hand ?” The young man looked at it himself.
“What's the matter with it? Is there anything extra-
ordinary about my hand ?”

“There is something about your hand which is—
extraordinary.”

The young man was turning it over and over. “What
do you mean? What nonsense are you talking ? ”

Joynson moved away, in silence. Still the young man
was regarding his hand.

“Have you any pretensxons to palmistry? Is that
what it is ?”

“No; I know nothing about palmlstry, nor about
hands elther

“Then what do you mean by saying that there is
something extraordinary about mine ?”

“ Possibly, before long, you may learn.”

“It strikes me, Mr. Joynson, that you're rather an im-
pertinent person. Don't imagine that because my father
allowed you to take liberties with him that I will permit
you to be impertinent to me. I am going to tell my
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mother that the late duke is dead.” He emphasized the
adjective—pausing at the door to give a parting shot.
“Understand that nothing is to be moved or touched.
However it may have been with my father, you will find it
extremely inadvisable to attempt to play tricks with me;
so, for your own sake, be warned in time.”

When he had quitted the ante-room he took the bunch
of keys which he had snatched from Joynson in one hand,
and the keys which he had taken from the dressing-table
drawer in the other, and he laughed, as if there was some-
thing about them which tickled him. So soon as he had
gone, Joynson, returning to the bed, and kneeling by it,
for the second time, again hid his face in the bed-clothes
by the sleeper’s side.



CHAPTER XXIX

A BEARER OF TIDINGS

HE young man, knocking at the duchess’s door, was

informed by her maid that the lady was still in bed.

“I am sorry, but I must see her at once—it is of the
utmost importance, or I would not disturb her.”

Scarcely had the lady realized who was there, and her
maid had time to slip her arms into one of those wonderful
garments in the shape of jackets which women sometimes
wear when it pleases them to sit up in bed, when the
young man'’s voice was heard without, speaking through
the open door.

“ Mother, can I come in? I must!”

“ One moment | ” she cried.

Then he entered—she receiving him all smiles, blushes,
and perturbation. None of which things, apparently, he
noticed. Calm, and serious—though one suspected him,
somehow, of a quizzical inclination to smile—without the
least preamble, or even an exchange of morning greetings,
he came straight to the point.

“ Mother, my father is dead ! ”

Smiles and blushes vanished ; the lady looked up at
him with startled eyes.

“Dead! Putney, what—what do you mean?”

“ It seems, mother, that he died in his sleep.”

“Putney | ”

That was all she said ; but on her face, and in her eyes,
250
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was eloquence. The young man went on—and still one
felt that behind his quiet, even tones there was something
very like a smile.

“It is probable that he knew no pain; but that he
passed away in profound and dreamless slumber. Every-
thing has been done that can be done ; there is nothing
you can do. I must try, mother, to take his place—to be
to you something of what he was.”

“You |—take his place |—you!” She shuddered.
“ Where is Joynson ?”

“He is in my father’s room. A doctor has been sent
for; and Joynson agrees with me in thinking that you
had better not go to the duke till the doctor has seen him
first. You know, mother, that I am the Duke of Datchet
now. You must help me to try and bear my burden. I
shall want your help—so badly.”

“You |—thie Duke of Datchet !—you!” She shuddered
again. “Will you please go? I must get up.”

He went—but, before going, he kissed her on the brow,
stooping so suddenly that his lips had touched her fore-
head before she perceived his intention, or, judging from
her manner, it was possible she might have resisted. She
turned and looked after him, as he was leaving the room,
with something on her face which was very strange ; and,
when he had gone, she covered her face with her hands,
and shuddered again.

In the hall he found Dolly and Cecil, with whom he
adopted the same method of going straight to the point.

“ I think, Miss Barber, that my mother may be wanting
you. Cecil, our father is dead.”

The same word came from the lips of both the girl and
boy, as if it were an echo.

“Dead!”

“Yes, dead. Joynson found him dead in his bed; it
seems that he died in his sleep. I have just come from
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my mother, Miss Barber, and I fancy she may be wanting
you, if you don’t mind.”

“Mind | ” she cried, and went running up the staircase.
Cecil stumped after her as fast as he could stump, without
a word. The young man, left alone, held out his hands
to the blaze of the fire. There had been a touch of frost
in the night; the autumn air was still keen. A footman
came to attend to the fire. The young man addressed him.

“ Where does one breakfast ?—and when ?”

“The family breakfast in the oak room—there is no
particular time—breakfast is waiting to be served now, my
lord.”

“ And where is the oak room?”

“ I will show your lordship.”

“QOne moment. What'’s your name?”

“Martin, my lord.”

“Martin, my father, the duke, is dead. His man,
Joynson, found him dead in his bed—he died in his sleep.
Which means that I am now the Duke of Datchet—you
understand? Let the household be informed. When I
ring it will be for some one to show me to the oak room.”

The footman departed to inform the household.

Again alone, the young man turned, and looked about
him. Realizing, perhaps more clearly than he had done
before, that the hall at Mallow was a really fine example
of what a hall might be, he stretched out his arms, as if he
would take to his breast all that what he saw represented,
and hold it tight ; and to himself he said—

“It's mine; all this is mine. How very, very curious!
And, also, how very, very delightful! To think that all
those things which the soul of a man can desire should
have tumbled into my hands all at once! What a time
I'll have! What a time!l”

A door swung open. Some one came from the outer
hall into the inner one. A voice exclaimed—
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“Hallo! You're the very person I want to see.”

The young man, roused from his reverie, perceived
that the new-comer was Mr. Harvey Willis. He looked
at him for a moment, in silence, rather oddly.

“Now I come to think of it, you also are just the
person I want to see, which is by way of being a
coincidence.”

Mr. Willis was glancing round. “This is a bit too
public here ; isn't there some place where I can talk to
you, where we can be quite private, at once?”

“T1 agree with you that it's too public here. There is
somewhere where we can be quite private, and where you
can talk to me at once. Follow me.”

Mr. Harvey Willis followed the young man.



CHAPTER XXX
THE IMPENDING SWORD

« 7T HIS,” explained the young man, as he admitted Mr.

Willis into a room of comfortable proportions, “is
my own private apartment. We do things well at
Mallow; there is space to burn. This is my sitting-
room ; on the other side of that door is my bedroom ;
beyond is my bathroom. These, therefore, are, for the
moment, my own particular quarters, in which we shall be
quite private, and for which I won’t apologize ; though,
between ourselves, I shall be in very different quarters
shortly.”

“That, I think, is extremely possible.”

There was a dryness about the speaker’s tone which
the other did not seem to notice. It was the young man
who continued—

“Before you favour me, there are one or two remarks
with which I should like to favour you. Aud, in the first
place, let me present you with a piece of information. I'm
the Duke of Datchet, Willis.”

Mr. Willis started, and stared. “ What!”

“The late duke, my respected, and venerable father,
died in the night; peace to his ashes! I occupy the
position he has just vacated.”

Mr. Willis stared still harder. “You don’t say!”

“I do say. At this moment he lies in his bed, dead.
It is unfortunate that Providence did not spare him longer

254
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to enjoy his son’s society. So, I repeat, I am now the
Duke of Datchet ; and will you be so good, Willis, as to
address me as ‘your grace.’”

“It looks as if that feminine jade, Fortune, were doing
her best to act up to her reputation.”

“How do you mean? Showering her favours where
and when least expected ?”

“ Exactly ; you’ve hit it.”

Again there was that odd dryness in the speaker’s tone.
“I notice that you don’t congratulate me.”

“Oh, I'll congratulate you. Give me a moment or two
to get my bearings ; then I'll give you all the congratula-
tions you can possibly desire.”

- “Thank you very much.” The young man was
regarding his companion with something very curious in
his eyes. “ Willis, you've always played me fair.”

“It’s very good of you to say so.”

“Therefore I'm at a loss to understand why you should
have played me such a very dirty trick, in giving me away
to my late respected father.“

“ Explain yourself, your grace.”

“No explanation is required. You understand quite
well ; you've got the gift of understanding.”

“ Still, I should like you to explain just what you mean
by ‘giving you away.’ ”

“Why was it necessary to place the late duke in
possession of my record ?”

“Oh, I see ; that's it, is it ? I thought I explained that
it wasn’t only your game I was playing.”

“ That I understand without an explanation.”

“ Still, you've got to bear it well in mind ; because it
was part of my game to let the old gentleman know just
what kind of son I'd got for him. I knew it would
please him to learn that you were that kind of son; and
my chief desire was to give him pleasure.”
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“Willis, if my father had continued to live, you
wouldn’t.”

“No? How’s that?”

“Because I should have killed you.”

“You're a silly young fool, your grace!”

“No doubt. We're all fools; but why, in this especial
instance ? ”

“You talk about being the Duke of Datchet as if
you'd only got to talk and be. You'll find that a few
trifles in the way of proof will be wanted ; where are you
going to get them, if not through me?”

“I shall get them through you.”

“Shall you? Before you've killed me ?—or after?”

“] don’t fancy that the accident of your being alive or
dead would make much difference.”

“You simple-minded youth! I do like to hear you
talking.”

“You've said that on previous occasions.” N\

“If you'd listened to me you wouldn’t be in the damned
fine hole you now are.”

“T rather like the hole I'm in, thank you.”

“Do you? You wait! Suppose you were able to
establish yourself as Duke of Datchet beyond possibility
of cavil, I should still hold you between my finger and
thumb. I've only got to publish your record, especially one
or two parts of it which you and me know only—then
where’d you be?”

“Where I was, and am; to me the question seems
rather, where would you be, by the time I'd finished. Do
you seriously think that I'm afraid of you? or care one
snap of the fingers for anything you can do or say ?”

“1 think you’'ve sense enough to know that, duke or no
duke, I can work you very serious mischief.”

“Since the early moments of my life you've worked
me all the mischief you could work me ; you did me more
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when you gave me away to my father; you’re doing me
still more by coming here.”

“ When you talk like that I feel like going straight off,
and leaving you to face the music.”

“Which way would you like to go? Through the
window? Because I feel like despatching you that way ;
especially as the drop’s considerable.”

“You pretty boy! You damned silly young fool!
Your grace the Duke of Datchet doesn’t happen to be
aware that the police are on your track ?”

“Are they?”

“They are—very much they are; and if your grace
doesn’t look uncommon lively they’ll have their hands upon
your grace’s shoulders, and the darbies round your grace’s
wrists.”

“Isthatso?”

“Do you suppose I've come here at this time of the
morning to talk pretty ?—or to talk anyhow? I've been
travelling all night. I've had to go all round England to
get here ; they stuck to me so tight that I couldn’t shake
them off. I’'m not dead sure I've done it now; but I made
up my mind I'd give you the office, and this is all the
thanks I get for it.”

“What do they want with me?”

“The bottom seems to have dropped out of pretty
nearly everything ; hanged if I know what it is they don’t
want. But there’s one particular thing I happen to know
they do want, and that’s the chap who——"

Mr. Willis glanced round, leaned forward, whispered
something in the other's ear, as if he feared listeners even
in the empty room. The young man looked at him with
curious intentness ; his lips were drawn tighter together.

“ Are you sure ?”

“Look at that.”

Mr. Willis took a paper out of hls pocket, unfolded

s
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it, held it out in front of the other, for whom one glance
was apparently sufficient. He seemed to prefer to keep
his eyes fixed on the other’s face.

“ When did you get that ? "

“Yesterday.”

“ How did they find out? ”

“I've made no inquiries ; I didn't think it was worth
my while to wait for that. If you like to wait, you'll

learn. It was enough for me to know that the warrant
was out.”

“For whom ?”

“ Both of us.”

The young man drew his lips in, as if to moisten them.
“Won't—my being the Duke of Datchet make a
difference ? ”

“How?"

“Can't it be arranged? There's bushels of money,
and plenty of influence.”

“Good God, man, you don't think that sort of thing
can be squared ?—whether you're duke or costermonger !
Not in England! The only difference it'll make will be to
the papers—they'll star your case; lord! if you only do
give 'em the chance, how they'll starit! But as for you—
if it's brought against you—you'll quite possibly go for
life. Don't you delude yourself into thinking that in this
country you can get round a little job like that; you've
seen enough of the game to know better.”

“It's—it's pretty tough.”

“I suppose it's no use reminding you that you did this,
not only on your own, but against my very strong advice,
and that I only went in it to cover you ; and yet, if they
do get us, they’ll make it almost as warm for me as they
will for you. Don’t you call that pretty tough ?”

“But you're not the Duke of Datchet—of an hour’s
standing.”
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“And you're not the Duke of Datchet—yet. If the
family doesn’t want you, it may be years before you are the
Duke of Datchet—at the best; a man can’t become a
duke by merely jumping over a garden gate, as you seem
to think. And if your friends the police once get the
bracelets on you, you'll never be the Duke of Datchet—
never! never! never!”

“You're a cheerful sort of person!”

“I'm anything you like to call me. The question is,
are you going to take advantage of the chance I've put
myself out of the way to give you, or are you going to play
at being the Duke of Datchet until the traps come?”

“ Are you sure they know where I am?”

“ If they did know they’d probably have had you before
this ; there’s a telegraph office even .at Mallow ; but I'm
betting that they will know inside twelve hours.”

“I'm disposed to chance it.”

“Good ; then chance it. I'll leave you chancing it.”

“ Where are you going ?”

“ That's my business.”

“ When are you going ?”

“I don't mind telling you when I'm going. You say
that’s your bedroom. Well, I'm going in there to have a
wash and brush up. I've got a stale, up-all-night sort of
feeling, which an operation of that sort may benefit. When
I've had that wash and brush up I'm coming back here to
see if you've finally made up your mind to chance it ; and—
then I'm going.”

“Very well; that'll give me possibly ten minutes in
which to make a decision ; and perhaps in that time I shall
have made it.”

Mr. Harvey Willis passed into the bedroom ; the young
man remained alone—to go through the process of making
up his mind. He continued to stand where the other had
left him, with his back to the fire, his hands in his jacket
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pockets ; and he kept his eyes fixed upon the door through
which Willis had vanished, as if he desired to penetrate its
panels, and see what was taking place beyond. And he
said to himself—

“Suppose this is a put-up thing of his ?—suppose !—
where should I be then? If I let him bluff me out of
Mallow—just now ; how pleased I should be when I found
out that I'd been bluffed! On the other hand, if my friends
in blue really are on the look-out, then some one must have
given away the game; and the point is, who? If I
thought——what a holy show I'd make of him.”

Some one rapped at the door which led into the
passage ; he looked round, as if considering the quality of
the rapping.

“Who's that? That's not one of the servants. Rap
again.”

He waited, in silence, till the tapping was repeated ;
then he said, after another moment’s consideration—

“Come in!”

The door opened, to admit Joynson, who, having
entered, shut it behind him. He had a parcel in his hand.
The young man looked at him with that singular intentness
with which it seemed to be his habit to look at everything ;
as if he always wished to see what was behind the face
at which he was looking. Joynson bore his scrutiny with
characteristic imperturbability ; looking back at him with
expressionless eyes which made it difficult to say if he saw
everything or nothing. Since he seemed disposed to keep
silent till spoken to the young man spoke.

“So it's you, is it? Any fresh news? What do you
want with me?”

“ I wish to speak to you.”

“ What about? If it's nothing very important I must
ask you to postpone your speaking till a more convenient
season ; at present I’'m engaged.”
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“It is of the first importance.”

“To me ?—or to you?”

“To you.”

“Then, in that case, speak on; only make it as short
as you can,”



CHAPTER XXXI
HIS MOTHER'S HAND

T was impossible to say that Joynson's manner did not !
become a person in his position; it was equally:
impossible to say that it was deferential ; about it there -
was a subtle flavour which suggested something which was
not exactly either contempt or pity, but which was akin tp
both. s

“You came into the duke’s bedroom last night.”

Although there was nothing tangible to show’it, one
felt that this was not the kind of remark which the young
man had expected. It was a second or two before he
answered ; always with his eyes upon the other’s.

“Well 2”

“You opened his bureau ; you took out the keys of his
safe ; you opened his safe.”

Agatn a pause before the young man spoke, ]oynson,.
I'm afraid you permit yourself to address me in a strain
which I shall be reluctantly compelled to notice.”

“You took certain property of the duke’s out of his
safe which I would advise you, for your own sake, to hand
to me at once.”

“You're a nice man, Joynson, upon my honour!”

“ The duke awoke and discovered you in the act of
robbing his safe.”

“Go on, pray.”

“You know why—and how—he died. If you will be

262
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advised you will give me what you took out of his safe, and
leave Mallow at once.”

“And if I will not be advised? Would you advise me
to drop you out of that window ? ”

“Not till you have heard me to an end—for your own
sake.”

“ Then—for my sake—end.”

“I told you that there was something extraordinary
about your hand. I have come totell you what itis. Your
hand proves that you never were the Marquis of Putney,
and that, therefore, you are not the Duke of Datchet.”

“What may you happen to mean, Mr, Joynson, if I
may treat you as if you were sane?”

“You have your mother’s hand.”

“Is there any harm in that?”

“None ; only your mother was not the Duchess of
Datchet.”

“Mr. Joynson!”

“ She was a much-wronged woman ; but she never was
the Duke of Datchet’s wife, although you are his son.”

“Mr. Joynson, I am asking myself if I shall actually be
constrained to thrash—with my own hands—my father’s
valet.”

“Your mother’s name was Margaret Willis ; you stole
her portraits, and her letters, out of your father's safe last
night. They were his most priceless treasures. Although
he never made her his wife he never ceased to love her—
until you killed him. Maybe he loves her still—on the
other side of the grave. He was that kind of man.”

For the first time the young man seemed to be startled
into silence. Joynson added—

“Your mother was the sister of the Harvey Willis with
whom you are acquainted.”

Then the young man spoke, “You damned liar!”

The valet remained undisturbed. “When I was a
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young man I also loved your mother ; and I hoped to make
her my wife. But she preferred my master. So that her
memory is the only possession I have. As that is a posses-
sion I prize, I think even more now than then, for her sake
I would render you such service as I can. Therefore, I
beg you to be advised by me. Give me what you took
from your father’s safe ; for his sake, for your mother’s sake,
for your own sake, leave Mallow at once, and I will under-
take—I have authority for what I say—that provision shall
be made for you. But if you will not act on my advice I
fear that you will be placed in a position which you will
find both ignominious and painful.”

“You are very good, Mr. Joynson. But will you be so
good as to explain what you mean by saying that I have
my mother’s hand ?”

“I recognized it the moment you raised it to stroke
your moustache; I know it so well, although I have
not seen it for many years. The Willises and my people
were neighbours ; and in our part of the world it was so
conspicuous a characteristic that it was known as the
Willis hand. Every member of the Willis family had it,
male and female, so far as I know, without exception.
Certainly your mother had it in a very marked degree. I
used to tease her about it when she was a small girl, all
those years ago.”

“Your remarks are interesting, Joynson; but I still
have to learn what you mean by the Willis hand.”

“The peculiarity only extends to the right hand ;
haven’t you yourself ever noticed anything peculiar about
your right hand ? You have never seen any other like it ;
except Harvey Willis's. He has your hand.”

“Confound Harvey Willis! What do you mean by
saying he’s got my hand? Come to the point, Mr.
Joynson.”

“Notice the shape of your right hand, when you take
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it out of your pocket. The first finger is the longest ;
the other fingers slope down at regular distances to the
little finger, which is abnormally short ; I have never seen
a right hand, except a Willis hand, on which the first
finger was the longest. On the first joint of the first
finger, just below the nail, there is a lump, which might be
a piece of flesh, or an enlarged bone; which lump recurs
in a much more marked degree, in the same place, on the
little finger, on which the nail, also, is almost as small as
a baby’s. Not only have all the Willis right hands these
prominent characteristics, they have a family likeness to
each other which is unmistakable. But I can illustrate my
meaning better by showing you your mother’s right hand ;
with which you will be able to compare your own, and you
will then see what I mean.”

Joynson, placing on a table the brown-paper parcel
which he had brought into the room, began to divest it of
its brown-paper covering. The young man observed him
with an air of being distinctly puzzled.

“You are going to show me what ?”

“Your mother’s right hand.”

“ What the devil do you mean?”

“If you will come here, you will see.” Joynson had
disclosed an oblong box made of mother-of-pearl. Taking
off the lid, he motioned to its contents. *“ There is your
mother’s hand.”

The young man maintained his position in front of the
fireplace, wearing an air of resentment, as if he suspected
Joynson of an intention to make him the victim of a
practical joke. The valet continued as imperturbable as
ever.

“ Shall I bring it to you—or won’t you come to it ?”

The young man, striding towards the table, stared at
what was in the box. Reposing on a bed of light-blue
satin was a woman’s hand. It lay palm downwards ; on
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the third finger were three handsome rings. Although not
small, it was a shapely hand, with long, slender, tapering
fingers ; and if Joynson’s words had not called attention
to the matter, one would not have noticed the unusual fact
that the first finger was longer than the others, and that
there was a peculiar formation on the first and little fingers
just below the nail.

“ What is it ?” inquired the young man.

“It is your mother’s hand ; or, rather, it is the model
of her hand ; though, when I first saw it, I thought it was
her hand itself ; but that is a trick of colouring. Does it
not look like life ?”

“1I could have sworn it was alive.”

“ The deception is aided by the rings upon the finger;
they are the very rings your father gave her. If you will
place your right hand beside it you will understand what I
meant by saying that you have the Willis hand ; and how
it was that I recognized it on the instant.”

The young man hesitated ; then took his right hand out
of his jacket pocket, and stretched it beside the one which
was lying in the box.

“You see? Like hers, your first finger is the longest
of the four ; and on the first finger, as well as on the little
one you have the same characteristic peculiarity, Can you
doubt that this is your mother’s hand ? ”

The young man was silent ; impressed, forcibly, by the
resemblance which, now that the two hands were side by
side, was unmistakable. It was accentuated by the fact
that, although the youth’s hand was obviously that of a
strong man, it not only had about it an indefinable feminine
quality, but, for a person of his inches, it was unusually
small; so that, as the hand in the box was large for a
woman, the pair might almost have belonged to the same
person.

The young man compared them long and earefully,
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something on his face becoming grimmer and grimmer as
the similarity was brought more and more home to him.
When he spoke there was a dryness in his tone which
seemed to escape the other’s notice.

“They certainly are alike.”

“Are they not? If your mother were alive she would
have been pleased to see it.”

“Would she? I wonder! And so this lady was the
sister of Mr., Harvey Willis ?”

“ There’s the hand of Mr. Harvey Willis in proof of it.”
A third hand was stretched out beside the other two, It
was that of the gentleman in question, who, unobserved,
had come into the room. “It's a freak of what they call
heredity. There’s something in the Willis blood which
reproduces it every time a child is born of Willis stock.
It’s a problem in anthropology.”

The young man glanced up. “Then my mother was
your sister ? ”

“She was. We've all three of us the Willis hand to
show it ; which, I fancy, would in itself be almost evidence
enough to satisfy a judge and jury.”

“She was old Datchet’s light-o’-love.”

“Steady, my lad ; she was your mother., And, al-
though she was your mother, as good, as sweet, as
pure a woman as God ever suffered to come into this
man-cursed world ; and so Tom Joynson here will tell
you.”

“What do I care about what you call her purity if she
was this man’s mistress ? ”

“You pretty boy |”

“You lied to me when you told me that I was the
Marquis of Putney ? ”

“ What's a lie—to you ?”

“ And you lied to him ?”

“ He, also, was a liar.”
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“But you did lie—to both of us? Let’s have it clear,
now ; you did lie?”

“Certainly ; why not? Gently—keep clear! You will
have it, will you. Then youshall! Once before you nearly
cooked my goose for me; but I'm hanged if you shall
again!”

The young man had made one of his rapid movements
in the direction of Mr. Willis. But as the table was between
them, and the other, by means of a strategic retreat, did
his best to keep it there, he was not easy to reach. When
the young man whirled the table aside, to get within grips
of Mr. Willis, that gentleman, realizing his intentions, drew
back a step or two, and, taking something from his jacket
pocket, as his would-be assailant advanced, flung it in his
face. There was a sound as of something breaking—the
sort of sound which an egg makes as it falls upon the floor.
The young man fumbled with outstretched arms, as if
smitten with sudden blindness. Blundering forward, he
went crashing to the ground, and lay, where he had fallen,
still



CHAPTER XXXII
AN EXCHANGE OF CONFIDENCES

R. WILLIS and Joynson remained silent, looking

down at the young man as he lay in an uncomfort-

able heap upon the carpet. The moment hostilities had

threatened, Joynson, snatching up the mother-of-peal

box, had retreated with it to what he possibly judged to
be a safe distance.

“What have you done to him ?” he asked, in the even
tones which, somehow, never seemed to be monotonous,
although they never varied.

“ Stopped him.”

“ Have you hurt him ?”

“Not I. I merely wanted to stop his hurting me,
that’s all.”

“What is it that smells so strongly ?”

“It's what stopped him, the stuff you smell. It isn’t
pretty stuff for any one to smell. Better open the window,
to let the smell out ; or else come into the other room.”

Joynson threw the window open ; the fresh air of the
morning, coming through it, made the atmosphere within
more breathable, as Mr. Willis admitted.

“That’s better ; no man can inhale much of that perfume
and keep his senses. I could tell you some tales about it
which might amuse you. It's a little secret which I got
from Singapore—that place of little secrets. Very handy
I've found it, I assure you. See here!” He took a narrow
case from his jacket pocket, four or five inches long, and
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perhaps an inch wide ; and showed that it contained some
small, white balls, very like the balls which were used for
ping-pong, that game which came and went, only smaller.
“ There’s something for you to play with. Each of those
is filled with—the secret. They want careful handling ;
they smash quicker than eggs. You only have to plant
one on the face of your best friend ; and if it hits him
somewhere about the right spot, he’ll go down like that
pretty boy went down. It's like a god out of a machine.
There'll be no real harm done. He'll only just lie still, as
good as gold, for anything up to half an hour; you can
bring him round pretty well as soon as you like if you're
taking the odds against his being troublesome. He may
have a touch of headache; but, with anything like a con-
stitution, he'll soon be smiling—that is, if he has an eye
for a joke. You know, Tom—— What's the matter with
you?”

“ It's the first time any one has called me by that name
for twenty years.”

“Is it? You must excuse me, but it seemed to.come
easlest. I was going to say that our young friend is a
holy terror. If I hadn’t stopped him he’d have stopped
me—for ever. When he feels like it, he’d think no more of
killing Tom, Dick, or Harry, than he would of killing a
chicken. I've had one experience; since when I've not
been looking for another. He's the only person I ever
knew who'’s absolutely no respect for human life.”

“ I believe he is responsible for the death of the duke,
his father.”

Mr. Willis looked round. “No? Not so loud, man!
You don’t say?”

“I don’t mean that he actually murdered him ; but I
know that he was in the duke’s bedroom last night, and
that, if the duke wasn’t dead when he left it, he died a few
minutes afterwards.”
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“I see; you mean it was that way. You know, Tom,
when a person wakes up at an undesirable moment,
accidents will happen ; especially if it's a person who'’s
advanced in years.”

“Two things are strange to me ; that you should be
Margaret’s brother, and that he should be her son.”

“How strange? Why strange?”

“ Since she was a saint.”

“My dear Tom, how little of the world you seem to
know, in spite of all the chances you have had, with your
dear master. In nearly every saintly family there’s a
sinner ; it's Nature’s idea of humour. Given me, isn’t that
enough to account for him? If she’d lived he might have
grown up to be a paragon of all the domestic virtues ; but
—with me for trainer?”

“If you had loved her, it might have been your
salvation, and his.”

“ But—that's the joke !|—I did love her ; she was the
only creature I ever did love.”

“But not as I loved her.”

“ Hardly—since she was my sister. In that sense F've
never loved any woman, thank the Lord !”

“I wonder who has been the happier—you, who have
never loved any woman, or I, who have loved only one ?”

“I don’t see where your happiness comes in, considering
that you got nothing out of the one woman you did love,
except dust and ashes.”

“You're mistaken ; I got the only thing I ever had
worth having—the memory of my love. It has sweetened
all my life.”

“You're a queer chap ; but, then, you always were. It's
always been a mystery to me why you didn't stick a knife
into that master of yours when you found out how he’d
tricked you.”

“ How did he trick me ?”



272 THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY

“ Didn’t he rob you of your girl ? ”

“ She never was that—never. I never told her that I
loved her. And when he loved her, what more natural
than that she should love him? Would you have had me
stand in her way?"”

“You call that standing in her way!”

“Harvey, there was a time when she thought, and I
thought, that she would become his wife.”

“Then why didn’t she ? It wasn’t through any fault of
hers.” .-

“No, it wasn't through any fault of hers.”

“ It was his fault, wasn't it ? ”

“ No ; nor was it his fault.”

“ Then—man alive l—whose fault was it ? ”

“He was the Duke of Datchet; and it couldn't be..
You mayn’t understand ; but I did, and do. Yet, if he
had known, because he didn't make her his wife, she
would die, he would have married her, though I doubt if
the marriage would have been a happy one. I see now
what I did not see then. But life is such a composite
thing that I have long since given up attempting to resolve
it into its component parts. Why did you try to foist her
son off on him as the Marquis of Putney? It would have
been better for you, and for him, and for the lad, if you had
told the plain truth.”

“You think so? It's a question of the point of view.
We're of a different kidney, you and me. My love for her
made me hate him ; so I cast about to see how I could hit
him hardest. It struck me that if I made of that boy of
his a devil incarnate, and then one day introduced him to
his father, he wouldn’t like that. So I tried my hand at
the boy, and succeeded. Then, all at once, a chance
offered of planting him on his wicked parent as the long-
lost marquis—which would be hitting him a much nastier
one than I'd ever hoped to hit him ; so you bet I snatched
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at it. And if the old gentleman had only lived, and if the
young gentleman hadn’t been such a holy terror, I'd have
led him such a dance to his grave that I'd have been more
than even with him by the time he got there.”

Joynson had been regarding Mr. Willis while he had
been speaking, as if, in his gravely impersonal way, he found
him an interesting study.

“ Into what different moulds men are run. You seem
to flatter yourself upon your capacity to take hatred to
your bosom, and let it feed upon your vitals, till it makes
of you a monster. I esteem myself happy to have never
hated any one.”

“You're not a man, a real, live, flesh and blood man ;
you’re only a husk ; and, though you mayn’t think it, you've
always been only a husk.”

“Perhaps; who knows? Am I to take it that you
practised this deception upon the duke because you knew
nothing of the Marquis of Putney’s whereabouts ? ”

Mr. Willis stared at the speaker, in silence ; then he
laughed ; and he winked his eye.

“What ho! you ancient fox ! haven’t we an innocent
way of asking a man a leading question ?—springing it at
him out of the empty air! Look here, Tom, I'll be straight
with you, with whoever I've been crooked—and his name’s
legion. We're in a bit of a mess, this pretty boy and me.
It's like this, the tecs are after us—which is English-as-
she’s-spoke for the police ; you won’t ask why, because
you wouldn’t like the answer—it’s nasty ! nasty! If he’d
been the Duke of Datchet a hundred times over they’d
have gripped him if he’d stopped at Mallow ; and, though
he’s only in the first dawn of his young manhood, the rest
of his life would have been pretty nearly all jug. You
know what ‘jug’ is, in the classical sense? It's short for
jail, Tom. We're leaving Mallow as soon as he recovers his
senses, which, you'll observe, he’s doing now ; yours truly

T
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and the-duke-for-a-quarter-of-an-hour ; and, if we've a bit
of luck, we'll leave those tecs lamenting. We're going far,
far away ; to where the East's a-calling, Tom ; to where
extradition warrants don’t run ; and where, if they did, they
wouldn’t find us; at the vanishing trick there never was
our equal. You should see me in my favourite »4/¢, Tom,
of a priest at a nice bluggy temple I know at Benares.”

Suddenly Mr. Willis, bending himself double, assumed
an attitude of curious prostration. From his hidden face
there came a voice which was not his, in a whining torrent
of what seemed to Joynson to be gibberish. Just as
suddenly Mr. Willis returned to his former upright posture ;
and he grinned.

“That’s a prayer to Buddha, Tom, which, as one of his
priests, I've prayed—ah, thousands of times, and found it
answered quite as satisfactorily as any other prayer I've
prayed. But we're not returning to Benares ; that grew a
trifle warm, and—those people have such memories. Un-
like you, they can hate, Tom. We're going to a spot
where we shall find it even hotter than Benares, though in
a different sense ; and when we’ve established ourselves as
respectable citizens—if you only knew what respectable
citizens are like out there! it’s a paradise for paragons |—
by then I shall have had time to consider the question you've
just now put to me, and it's possible I may be able to
oblige you with some sort of an answer.”

“Does that mean that you wish me to believe that you
do know something about the whereabouts of the Marquis
of Putney ?”

“It means—my dear Tom, what does it mean? It
means that we are fleeing for our lives, and that I know
nothing about anything until our lives are saved.”

“ And if I say that you shall not leave Mallow—neither
you nor the lad—until you have given me what I consider
to be a satisfactory answer to my question ? ”
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“My dear Tom, you won't say it.”

“ Why won’t 12"

“ Because, and because ; two excellent reasons. I'm her
brother, he’s her son—two most excellent reasons. I'll not
descend to the vulgarity of hinting that you couldn’t keep
us at Mallow if you were to try, since you will not try.”

Joynson, silent, observed Mr. Willls. Then, going to
where the young man still lay upon the floor, stooping over
him, he laid his hand upon his shoulder, and said—

“ He’s coming back.”

On the instant, as if the words had been some potent
charm, the young man sat up laughing, as at some excellent
joke, exclaiming—

“I say, Willis, if he tries to stop us, shall we stop
him?”

It was Joynson who answered, “ No; youw'll have no
need to stop me, because I'll not try to stop you. For
your mother’s sake I'll help you on your way.”

The young man rose to his feet, and laughed again.
There was about him no appearance of discomfiture—even
when he confronted Mr. Willis he wore what seemed to be
an invariable air of unruffled ease.



CHAPTER XXXIII
THE TELEGRAM

IVOR DACRE alighted at the fine flight of stone steps

which led up to the entrance hall at Mallow, from the
country fly which had brought him over from the station.
He glanced up at the glass-panelled door, expecting to see
one of the accustomed footmen come down the steps to
meet him. No one appeared. When he entered there
was no one to hold back the swing doors; the outer hall
was empty, the inner hall as well. He glanced about him
with a feeling of strangeness. Through all the years he
had known Mallow there had always been footmen stand-
ing in the outer hall, to greet the coming guests. He
missed them, as if their absence denoted that there was
something wrong—certainly it pointed to an irregularity.
Why were they not there? What could have become of
them? Had there been some change made in the domestic
arrangements, which had remained unaltered, he believed,
for generations? And, if so, why? What was it?

He hesitated, at a loss what to do. With no one there
it seemed to him there was a subtle difference in the air of
the house—almost as if he had entered, unawares, the
deserted fairy palace of the fairy tales, How still it was;
there was not a sound. Was it in reality deserted? The
blazing fire was a splash of colour. -The hall, except
when the lamps were lighted, was always a little in shadow ;
then it seemed to him to be unusually dark. Possibly it
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was only his imagination—and he had just come out of the
open air—but it did him good to see the fire. It spoke of
life.

He stood some distance from it, looking at it, wonder-
ing, half whimsically, what it was that he had better do;
and—there was the duchess coming down the stairway.
It is possible that, in turning, he also disturbed the silence,
because, until then, the duchess had been unconscious that
any one was in the hall ; but, when he turned, she saw him.,
And each of them was still, and looked at the other.

Never had Ivor seen her but the sight had made his
pulses quicken. Never for an instant, for him, had there
been any woman but her. He laughed at himself, often,
for his folly ; heaped on her, in his mind, the unflattering
epithets which, he protested, she deserved; swore that
never had man been treated worse than she had treated
him; and she was so silly; by all of which things, it
seemed, his love was fanned. For the more the days went
by, the more his longing for her grew; though he never
breathed a hint of it to her, nor, indeed, to any. Yet, who
can doubt she knew ?

And she? She, who had played the traitress, and for
that sort of substance which, in the fret of life, becomes
more unsubstantial than a dream, sold, while still a child,
her womanhood. After her fashion she had borne herself,
on the cross to which she had nailed herself, almost as well
as he had done; though for more than twenty years it had
been raised on Calvary. Duchess of Datchet she had
been, queen of wealth, and rank, and beauty, with all the
things she could desire within reach of her finger-tips—
save one. Fashioned as she was, that was the one thing
worth having ; compared to it all the other things were as
nothing, since it was the man she loved—who, she knew,
loved her.

She had read in a book that love was vulgar, bourgeois,
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middle-class, proper for housemaids, perhaps; but that
men and women of birth and breeding, wealth, intellect,
affairs, either erased it from their dictionaries, or interpreted
it after a fashion of their own ; and that so amused her
that she kept the book among her most precious posses-
sions, and, when her heart was hungriest, would take it and
read that particular passage again and again, hoping that
its sheer absurdity would serve her as an anodyne. She
found that easier than wrestling on her knees before the
altar which she had erected in her bedroom. For though
she owned her sin, and strove to cast it down before His
cross, as she had been taught to do, it was such a part and
parcel of her nature that she could not cast it out—and
she knew she never could, strive how she might,

And now the old man lay sleeping with his fathers,
who had been her husband in nothing but name for more
than twenty years. And she was full of trouble, more
than ever full of trouble, though sorrow had long been her
bed-mate. And she was fleeing, she knew not where nor
to whom, for comfort, help, advice, for she knew that never
had she been in greater need of one who was wiser than
she. And, behold ! even as she fled, there was Ivor, in the
hall. As women, the best and the worst of them, are apt
to be, she was superstitious ; the discovery of Ivor, just at
that moment, seemed to her to be a sign from heaven, or
from hell. She was afraid. Her mind was in a tumult,
swayed this way and that by wavering emotions. When
she saw him she realized that, though she had not con-
sciously been thinking of him, he had been at the back of
her thoughts all the while; it seemed so pleasant and so.
right that he should be there. And there came over her a
great longing. She leaned over the baluster and looked
at him, and her fear was gone; she went fluttering down
the stairs, and ran to him.

“Thank God, Ivor, you have come ; Hereward is deadl”
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She held out both her hands to him, and he took them
into his ; it was the first time for more than twenty years
that those hands had touched. Though they were con-
stantly encountering each other, she would never let him
touch her hand ; it was one phase of her madness, her
intimates declared. Then that phase of her madness was
forgotten, both by her and by him ; it is odd how in the
stress of a great emotion, though it may be born of folly,
one can forget even the happenings of twenty years. He
held her hands perhaps tighter than he thought, or than
she knew, the one thing prominent to his mind was the
fact that she had called him Ivor.

“Dead! Mabell”

“ He died in the night, they say in his sleep.”

He was still, and she was still; during that silence
they understood each other, after twenty years. He
proffered none of the sugarplums of consolation, possibly
because, on a sudden, his thoughts flew off at a tangent.

“ Then, does that young man succeed ? ”

That his thoughts were hers, her tone, her face, her
manner, betrayed ; though she uttered but a single word—

“Ivor!”

He did not notice that a second time she had called
him by his Christian name ; something else was hammer-
ing at his brain.

“Is he here ?”

“ He came—yesterday.”

It seemed to her that it was much longer than that
since he had come.

“Where is he? I must speak to him at once; it's for
that I'm here.” ’

“What is it you wish to say to him?” She drew
closer ; her voice sank to a whisper. “Ivor, I—I'm afraid
of him.”

*“ Afraid of him ?”
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“J—I don’t—I can’t—think that he’s my son.”

“ But I thought you were convinced ?”

“I'm not convinced—I'm not. My conviction is that
he’s not my son.”

“I'm aware that there’s little in the shape of legal
evidence ; but I thought that you were satisfied with the
evidence of the photographs. Isn’t he like them? ”

“Ivor, a trick’s been played; I'm sure some trick’s
been played.”

“How do you mean—some trick ?”

“When he came yesterday I was afraid of him—afraid
for my life. No mother would feel like that towards her
son.”

“Not though she last saw him when he was a baby,
and only meets him again when he has become a man ?”

“Not as I felt towards him; it's against nature. I
could not bear to be in the same room with him—in the
same house ; I felt towards him as if he were a thing of
horror. And, Ivor, when I went to my room last night,
trembling all over with fear of him, you can’t—you can't
think what a state I was in. When I had said good night,
I was afraid he would want to kiss me ; but, thank God,
he didn’t. Could a mother feel like that towards her son ?
I ran from where he was as if he were Satan, and feared
that he might follow at my heels. When I got to my
room, after—after I'd washed my hand where his lips had
touched it, I looked at the book of photographs for hours
and hours ; and—1Ivor, I'm sure that a trick’s been played.”

“ Explain exactly what you mean.”

“It’s so difficult—so difficult—it’s been so cleverly done;
but I'll try. The first eleven years all the photographs are
photographs of my boy.”

“Of that you still are sure?”

“Of that I still am sure ; quite sure. I’ll tell you why,
some day, but—not now, for fear he comes.”
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She glanced about her, as if the fear of his coming was
a very present terror. He held her hands yet closer in his,
as if to pass courage from his veins to hers—an intention
which she recognized with something in her eyes which
moved him almost more than he could bear.

“Go on,” he whispered. His voice failed him, so that
he could but whisper.

She went on. “After the first eleven years the next
photograph—that for the twelfth year—is not—quite
his.”

“What do you mean by ‘it’s not quite his’?”

“Ivor, have you—do you know what is meant by a
composite photograph ?”

He smiled. “Rather. When I was a victim of the
camera craze I used to take composites myself—often.”

“The photograph in that book which is supposed to
represent my boy when he was twelve years old is a com-
posite photograph.”

“ Are you certain?”

“ Absolutely. A composite photograph is obtained
by recording more than one exposure on a single plate;
you know that.”

“Of course. I don’t know that your definition is. tech-
nically accurate, but it will pass.”

“It's a combination, on a single plate, of the portraits
of more than one person.”

“ Precisely.”

“The result being that some of the characteristics of
each subject are shown. That'’s the case with that photo-
graph ; it shows some of the characteristics of my boy, and
some of another boy. It’s an ingenious blend.”

“You're sure it’s a blend ?”

“I made sure before I went to bed ; &nd when I show
you those photographs, and so am able to illustrate my
meaning, you'll be sure. In that photograph there’s more
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of my boy than of the other, so that the transition may
not be too startling ; but in the next that other boy comes
more to the front. Oh, they’re the wotk of a craftsman!
In the next three photographs he comes more and more
to the front; till, in the one for the seventeenth year,
there’s nothing left of my boy. It's all that man upstairs
—and he'’s not my son. He’s older than my son; I don't
know how much, but he is older; and he doesn’t resemble
Putney in the least.”

“I can only say, Mabel, that I hope you're right.”

“I am. But why should you so especially hope it?
Ivor, have you any reasons of your own ?”

“I'm afraid—I didn’t mean to tell you, but after what
you've said I think I'd better.”

“You had better. Henceforward, Ivor, we must tell
each other everything.” .

“That’s a compact. Mabel, I'm afraid that that young
man, who you say is upstairs, is an indifferent character.”

“I'm sure of it. It’s written on his face, in his eyes,
his voice, all over him.”

«“A very indifferent character; in fact, an all-round
bad lot. That’s the special reason why I hope he isn’t
Putney.”

“You need not fear, He isn’t.”

“ And—if he’s Duke of Datchet——"

“ That he'll never be. No changeling shall be Duke of
Datchet in my time; it's my son’s inheritance. But, Ivor,
how come you to know that that man upstairs is—what
he is?”

“ Mabel, it's a long story; but I do know. And last
night I learnt, by the merest accident, that there’s a
warrant out for his arrest.”

“Is he that kind of thing ?”

“I'm afraid so.”

As she stood before him she began to grow redder and
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redder, till she was all red. He did not ask her why,
although he wondered. He went on with his story.

“I knew he’d come down here—they told me in Park
Lane. When I heard about the warrant, it was too late
to communicate with him last night; so I came down
by the first train this morning—to warn him.”

“ Are the—police—likely to come down here ?”

“ From what I heard I fear they are ; and—it’s possible
—by the next train.”

“Ivor, they mustn’t arrest him—at Mallow.”

“No. That’'s what I feel; and—they shan’t. The
question is—— Who'’s that?” .

While he had been speaking the door had swung open,
some one had entered the hall. It was a young man, who
held his cap in his hand. The duchess, taking her hands
away from Mr. Dacre, who had held them all this time,
took two or three steps towards the new-comer.

“ This—this,” she began, then stopped ; her voice seemed
to fail her.

“Mabel, if this—if this is the young man whom you
supposed to be upstairs, I fear it's a true bill ; I'm afraid
it’s Putney.”

The lady recovered her voice, on the instant. “But
this isn’t, as you put it, the young man whom I supposed
to be upstairs.” She went closer to the new-comer.
“This is Mr. Lawrence Sheldon. Mr. Sheldon, this is
Mr. Ivor Dacre, whom we all think that you so much
resemble.”

The young man had been staring at Ivor with an
intentness which was almost an impertinence.

“I was wondering who it was; we are rather alike,
aren’t we?”

“You are more than rather alike, Mr, Sheldon. Now
that you are together I can see that you are like each other
almost to the point of the incredible.”
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“ And who,” exclaimed Ivor—and he seemed bewildered
—*“if I may ask the question, is Mr. Sheldon ?”

“Mr. Sheldon is, I understand, an undergraduate of
New College, Oxford ; but, beyond that, s6 far as Mallow
is concerned, I'm afraid he’s a stranger.”

“A stranger? You'll think my manners are to seek,
Mr. Sheldon ; but, for a stranger—to Mallow—you're the
most wonderful stranger I ever saw ; the place is peopled
with your ghosts. I could have sworn you were a Dacre.”

The young man laughed. “I wish I were.,” He turned
to the duchess. “You'll think it's awfully rude of me
to intrude myself at this unseemly hour; but—has she
come?”

The duchess smiled at him as if she did not think that
he was rude.

“ Has who come?”

“ Has Miss Willis come ?”

“Miss Willis? And who's Miss Willis?”

“Miss Willis?” He repeated the name as if he were
puzzled. “She’s—she’s my guardian; at least, I don't
know what else to call her. I hope that I haven’t muddled
things, and that no one’s been having a joke with me ; but
I received this telegram last night, and, though I couldn’t
understand it, I thought I'd better come round this
morning to see if I could find out what it meant.”

He handed the duchess a telegram which he took
from his pocket. It was addressed to Lawrence Sheldon,
and ran—

“Meet me at Mallow the first thing to-morrow morning.
It is the last wish I shall express to you. For your sake,
and for mine, I hope you will observe it.—DINAH WILLIS.”

The duchess read, and re-read the telegram with
evident astonishment.
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“This,” she observed, “is a very mysterious telegram
to be sent to you. Why should Miss Willis ask you to
meet her—of all places in the world—at Mallow ?”

“That,” he answered, “is more than I can tell you;
but—here she is!”



CHAPTER XXXIV
DINAH

HEY turned, and saw that a woman had entered the
hall; a tall, graceful, and even beautiful woman,
in the prime of life, and, probably, like the duchess, in the
prime of her beauty. She was well, but quietly dressed,
with almost quakerish neatness; as if her chief desire was
to be unostentatious. There was a quakerish flavour about
her bearing—the product, perhaps, of self-repression ; for
one had only to glance at her with even cursory observa-
tion to perceive that, probably, here was a woman who
practised self-repression as her rule of life.

When the young man saw her he went eagerly towards
her, and, though she did not offer him her hand, he took
it, and held it in his,

“Dinah!” he said.

One felt that his intention was to kiss her ; and that he
would have kissed her, had she not drawn a little back,
and so made him conscious that there were others there.
He regarded her with puzzled eyes, as if there were some-
thing in her attitude which troubled him—her silence,
perhaps, or the fashion in which she kept his eagerness at
bay. He led her by the hand a little forward.

“ Dinabh, this is the Duchess of Datchet., This is Miss
Willis, from whom I had the telegram.” ‘

The duchess seemed disposed to be friendly. “I was
hearing about you, Miss Willis, only last night, and just
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now Mr, Sheldon was reading a telegram from you in which
you asked him to meet you this morning at Mallow, and,
as there were no signs of you, he was wondering if it was
a joke.”

The duchess held out her hand; which the other
ignored, almost as if she were afraid to touch it. She
looked about her with, in her eyes,a hunted look. As one
watched her one was struck by the girlish purity of her
face, by its almost sublime simplicity, while one realized
that she seemed to be standing under the shadow of some
overmastering dread. She essayed to speak, but it was
with difficulty the words would come.

“[—I am Dinah Willis.”

The duchess, seeing her distress, endeavoured to relieve
it; the woman was trembling so that she could hardly
stand.

“Let me offer you a chair, Miss Willis; you must
sit down, you're tired.”

“No, I—I'm not tired ; only—only there is something
I must say to you, and then I'll go.”

“But you can tell me what you have to say sitting
down, can’t you?”

“No, I—I can't sit down, not here.”

She half started back, as if her instinct bade her to flee
from that place of dread. The duchess smiled—a little
wanly ; but it was a smile.

“Then what mysterious something have you to say to
me, which prevents your sitting down?”

When she essayed to answer, speech failed her alto-
gether ; she stood, for some moments, with palsied lips, her
gaze upon the duchess’s face. Then words began to
come, jerkily.

“ Don’'t—don’t —you know—who this is??

The reference was to Mr. Sheldon, who stood anxiously
by, troubled for her.
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“ He tells me he is Lawrence Sheldon.”

The duchess would have continued, had not Miss
Willis interrupted her, with painful eagerness, reiterating
her inquiry.

“ Don’t—don’t—you know him?”

“I thought, yesterday, for some moments, he was my
son.”

Again the duchess would have continued, but again the
other interrupted, this time with an eagerness which was
hysterical.

“He is your son!”

The words seemed to have been forced from her by a
species of convulsion, the tears streamed down her cheeks,
as if her utterance had freed them. The duchess shrunk
back, as if the other had struck her a blow. The colour
went out of her cheeks; the tears came into her eyes; her
lips seemed palsied. Mr. Dacre, perceiving the plight which
both the women were in, advanced towards the stranger,
One could not but suspect that even his calmness was dis-
turbed ; one even wondered if there was not a tremor in
his voice.

“You say your name is Willis ; are you any relation to
Mr. Harvey Willis ?”

“I am his sister.”

“ Then, in that case, you are probably aware that he has
already introduced one Marquis of Putney to Mallow.”

“ That is why I—I have come.”

“I am afraid I don’t see the exact sequitur.”

« He—he is practising a deception.”

“ And you're not? Codlin’s the man, not Short? It's
under your thimble that the pea is hidden ; is that it ?”

“1 don’t know what you mean, sir ; but this—this is the
Marquis of Putney. I—I stole him.”

“You stole him? I don’t wish to say anything
which can hurt your feelings, but—this becomes a trifle
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complicated. I thought your brother laid claim to that
distinguished honour ?”

“My brother had nothing to do with it. He did not
know anything about it till long afterwards. It was I who
took him out of his perambulator, and I—I took him
home.”

“But why ?” cried the duchess, in whose eyes the tears
were still standing, and who still was trembling. “Why
did you do such a wicked thing ?”

The stranger began to show some signs of self-
possession, her voice and manner grew more assured.

“ Do you not know who I am ?”

“I hear that you are Miss Willis, that Mr, Harvey
Willis is your brother, but that explains nothing to me.
You are still young ; twenty years ago you must have been
scarcely more than a child. Why were you guilty of such
an act of monstrous wickedness? I had done you no
injury.”

“You had done me no injury; but”—in the woman’s
bearing, as she repeated, with a slight difference, her former
question, there was an ominous significance—“do you
not know ?”

“Know? Know what? What is there to know? Ivor,
do you know what she means? ”

“I know precisely what she means, your grace, and,
with your very kind permission, I will tell you.” The voice
came from behind them. On the lowest step of the stair-
case was Mr. Harvey Willis, a step or two higher was the
young man whom he had asserted was the Marquis of
Putney, higher still was Joynson, with the mother-of-pearl
box in his hand. With an air of the most complete assur-
ance Mr. Willis came towards them across the hall. It was
he who had spoken, it was he who continued to speak.
“I've just about ten minutes in which to catch a train; a
train, your grace, which will convey me and our young

v .
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friend here to a station on a line you've never heard of,
which is in such a very curious part of the world that it's
probable that you'll never hear of it, or us, again. And,
before I start, since I see dear Dinah here—how are you,
Dinah? I thought it possible that you might find your
way to Mallow.” He nodded to Miss Willis, with the
most brotherly smile. But she ignored his presence
utterly, a fact on which he proceeded to comment. “Ab,
sister, sister, still stiff in the back? Won’t you even nod to
me? It may be the last chance you'll ever have ; you'll
be sorry when you think of your brother—your only
brother, Dinah—far, far away across the sea,”

“Or else in jail.”

Her tone was uncomfortably grim ; it only made him
laugh. ’

“ As you say, Dinah, or else in jaiL. And if you only
knew how close to jail I'm standing at this moment, you'd
understand the hurry I am in to catch that train. So, in
the space of about ten minutes, may it please your grace,
I'll compress as much useful information as I possibly
can ; and, as things have turned out, it’s information which
you really ought to have. To put it briefly, then, your
son and heir, the Marquis of Putney was kidnapped in
Hyde Park because your husband, the Duke of Datchet,
killed my sister, Margaret Willis ; it was done on the prin-
ciple of an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, in the good
sound Biblical spirit with which you are, of course, familiar.”

The duchess looked at him with white face, and startled
eyes, as if she did not understand ; which, indeed, she did
not do, as she showed by the question which she addressed
to Mr. Dacre.

“Ivor, what does he mean—by saying—that Hereward
—killed his sister ?”

It was Mr. Willis who replied, before Mr. Dacre had a
chance to speak.
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“ That's what I'm going to explain—what I mean. You
know, your grace, there are many ways of killing, especially
of killing a woman, particularly if you catch her young.
Your late husband, the late duke, chose the old, old-
fashioned way, which is still efficient now and then. By
dint of sundry lies he induced my sister—who was as pure
a woman as you are—to become his mistress; then he
arranged matters so that, at the mathematical moment,
she should die. That was his way of killing a woman.”

“It’s not true ! ”

“Pardon me, your grace, it is true, as the most
superficial inquiries, if made in the proper quarters, will
assure you.”

Ivor Dacre made a movement as if he designed to
prevent Mr. Willis from saying anything further; then,
appearing to change his mind, he suffered him to continue,
which Mr. Willis did do in hjs own way.

“The Willises, your grace, are—or rather, perhaps, I
should say were—a highly respectable family, until your
husband appeared upon the scene, as Joynson here will
testify ; though, socially, they may be hardly up to the
Duke of Datchet’s level. My mother kept the Bull’'s Head
Inn at Hawthenden, at that time a hostelry well known to
hunting gentlemen, in the Quorn country ; but probably
your grace knows Hawthenden? You may even know
the Bull's Head Inn. It would have been better for all of
us if the Duke of Datchet had never seen it. One day, as
they have it in the stories, 'tis more than twenty years ago,
his Grace of Datchet went a-hunting in the Quorn country,
and being wet, and cold, and tired, and hungry, dropped
in at the Bull's Head Inn for something to eat and to
drink. It pleased Satan that my sister Margaret should
wait on him ; I don’t know how that was, for there were
plenty of hired attendants at the Bull’'s Head Inn, but I
fancy the intention was to do him honour. And so my
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sister did him honour—too much honour. His grace must
have been in a susceptible mood—though, mind you, she
was a lovely, and a charming girl, though she was an inn-
keeper's daughter—here’s one who’s not so much unlike
her.” He pointed to Dinah, who'stood silently by. “Any-
how, from what I've seen and been able to understand, he
fell in love with her at sight. And, what was stranger, to
my thinking, very much stranger, she seems to have fallen
in love with him. To my thinking there was nothing in
the man—saving your grace'’s presence. He wasn’t hand-
some, he wasn’t lively, he wasn’t even young. I imagine
she was beguiled by her own simplicity ; it's as certain as
that the sky’s above us that she loved him. He took
rooms at the Bull’s Head Inn, and fell to courting, to my
mother’s distress and sore alarm. She feared ! she feared! -
And when he wasn’t there, he was writing to her from
somewhere else—such letters! They’re still in existence.
Dinah has them all ; some of them written at Mallow. I
believe it was his letters which really won her; he'd a
knack of writing letters which would cheat a girl, full of
the most convincing perjuries. One day she discovered
that she was going to have a baby. For her it was the
awaking out of dream ; she was half beside herself with
fright. In all essentials she was the merest child. She
slipped out of the Bull's Head Inn, and came to Mallow.”

“To Mallow ?”

“Yes, to Mallow; this fine and beautiful Mallow.
When she saw how fine and beautiful it was, that frightened
her still more; she realized what a difference there was
between it and the Bull's Head Inn. She daren’t come
into the house. Half out of her wits, she wandered
aimlessly about the grounds. There Joynson found her.”

“ By the lake.”

The interpolation came from Joynson, who was stand-
ing in the background, holding the mother-of-pearl box.
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“Yes, by the lake. It's a pity she didn’t put herself
into the lake, it would have flavoured the water. Joynson
brought her to the house by the back way, and always by
the backway, to the duke. They must have had an
affecting interview, those two; which of them was the
more astonished by the time it was finished, I've often
wondered. She had come to ask him to enter with her
into the holy bonds of matrimony as quickly as they could
be entered—within four and twenty hours, if the thing was
feasible, so as to be well in time. It had never suggested
itself to her philosophy, even in the agony of her fear, that
she wasn’t going to give birth to the Marquis of Putney.
I should like to have seen his face when he had assimilated
her proposition. Joynson says that he thought of saying
yes ; and, as he ought to know, I say nothing. That night
she slept at Mallow.”

“In the blue room.” This was Joynson.

“In the blue room ? ” echoed the duchess. “That’s my
room.”

“It seems, your grace, that it was my sister’s room for
that night only; probably since you've been at Mallow
you’ve been sleeping in her bed. The duke had done all
the thinking he thought the situation demanded by the
morning ; so, the next day, having explained to her that
dukes—perjured or unperjured—do not marry innkeepers’
daughters, he sent her back to the Bull’s Head Inn, with
his kind regards—under sentence of death. If he had
dosed her with all the poisons in the British pharmacopceia
he couldn’t have rendered the result more certain, She
never rallied; she never really recovered her senses.
When she gave a child to the world—the Duke of
Datchet’s child—she left it. If I'd had my way I'd have
cut it on her tombstone with my own hands, ¢ Killed by
the Duke of Datchet.’”

“ When—when was all this?”
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The duchess asked the question as if she were afraid
of being heard.

“ Just before he married you. I take it that he went
straight from here to ask you to be his wife, having the
feeling strong upon him that he’d better get some present-
able person to be the Duchess of Datchet while he’d the
chance.”

“Ivor, did you know this?”

“I never heard a word of it until now. To me it is all
strange.”

She looked at him with ashen cheeks, as if she were
reminding herself that it was for such a man she herself
had committed perjury—so that they had been a pair of
perjurers. Mr. Willis went on, his words stinging her,
whether or not he meant it, as if they had been the lashes
of a whip.

“I take it that he was asking you to be his wife while
she lay dying. Her death, and the shame of it, killed my
mother. It broke her heart; she never could look the
world in the face again, About the time that you were
becoming the Duchess of Datchet, and the sods were
growing green on Margaret’s grave, we put my mother’s
coffin on top of hers, The Bull's Head Inn was sold.
The Willises became disreputable, and have remained
disreputable ever since. And I took the baby.”

“You took the baby!”

“There were reasons, on which I need not just now
enter. Time’s pressing; I have to catch that train. My
amusing little story promises to be bigger than I thought,
so I'll simply say that I took the baby. The days passed
on; you had a baby. The first baby came into the world
on a bed of shame ; yours—issue of the same father—on
a bed of glory. Number one was born without a name ;
number two, although the younger, with a beauty; he
was the Marquis of Putney.”
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Dinah thrust herself into her brother’s story with an
impetuosity, a fluency, a passion, which transformed her,
and carried them away. One could not doubt that her
words, commonplace enough in themselves, even after all
the years, burst from a heart which was still a flaming
furnace. It was nof that she was eloquent, or that her
phrases were well chosen; it was merely that she saw
what had happened twenty years before as clearly as if it
had happened yesterday—saw it with the same mood upon
her, and that she spoke straight on.

“And one day I was in Hyde Park, and I saw a
perambulator come along with two nurses. And I heard
one lady say to another, ¢ Those are the Duke of Datchet’s
nurses ; that’s the Marquis of Putney in the perambulator.’
And I followed the two nurses and the perambulator., And
a man spoke to the nurses, and walked with them. And
they left the perambulator under a tree, and went off with
the man. And I went to the perambulator, and looked
in, and there was the baby. I thought—I thought I'd kill
him ; I thought I'd take him out of the perambulator and
kill him, and throw him on the grass. I tried hard to kill
him ; but I couldn’t do it then, he was so fast asleep. I
took him out of the perambulator and emptied it, and took
him home with all his things ; and he felt so strange in my
arms, I thought I'd kill him when I got him home; but
when he awoke he smiled at me, and held out his little
arms, and I couldn’t—I couldn’t! I had meant to hate
him—oh, how I had meant to hatehim! But I hadn’t had
him an hour before I began to love him—oh, how I began
to love him! I didn’t know what to do. I daren’t take
him back, and I wouldn’t, I wouldn’t! Now that I'd got
him, I meant to keep him; I didn’t care! I didn’t care!
I bought a cottage in the country, and I took him with me
there, and there he’s been with me ever since. I nursed
him, and tended him, and did for him all that a mother
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could, and I spent all my money on him, so that he might
miss as little as need be ; and I tried to bring him up to
be good, and true, and brave, and honest; and he’s all of
them, and more—I know! I know! And though he stands
there, and sees me for what I am—and—and he’s always
thought me a good woman until now—God knows that
I've done him no harm!”

She had her fists clenched at her sides, and her head
erect ; and though the blinding tears were in her eyes,
they flamed as if, in the presence of the God to whom she
appealed, she dared any to accuse her.



CHAPTER XXXV
MR. HARVEY WILLIS EXPLAINS

ER brother, taking advantage of her silence, resumed
the 7d/e of narrator—in his own way.

“1 knew nothing of all this—bless you l—not a word
My ignorance was seraphic. Could I imagine her to be
capable of such an act—the timid, the law-respecting, the
devout Dinah! What’s more, I hadn’t the dimmest notion
where the dear girl was. She kept herself hidden from her
only brother for more than twenty years,”

The look with which she favoured him was pregnant
with significance.

“I wish I could have continued hidden.”

“You hear! Isn’t it incredible ?>—with such a brother !
By the merest chance I stumbled on her whereabouts ;
and then, what was I told? That there was a young
man at Dinah’s house., Picture my sensations! When I
called—my welcome was inconceivably frigid! I asked
her to explain. She hummed and hahed ; she wasn’t
frank—oh no l—not as she has just now been? Her words
were wrapped in mystery ; her manner was enigmatical.
But I'm a person who is accustomed to put two and two
together ; I'd a sort of feeling that I was getting on the
trail—when the young man passed the window of the
room in which we were—and it flashed on me. You'll
observe that the young gentleman has an individuality
of his own; he's the kind of person who—having once
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seen—is not likely to be easily forgotten. Now I never
had seen that young gentleman before, but, not very long
ago, I had seen some one so like him, so amazingly, so
incredibly like him, that—to adapt an odd little phrase
which you sometimes hear in France—the likeness
‘jumped to the eyes.” It so happened—queer how things
do happen!—that my acquaintance with the person to
whom I allude had been of such a nature that it was
quite impossible that his face could be forgotten. Certain
incidents had ensured its being stamped on my memory
for ever—and, I should say, longer. The person to whom
I am alluding is Mr. Ivor Dacre—you have him here, I
believe, Mr. Dacre, that I'm right in saying that you were
as little likely to forget me as I was to forget you.”

“T certainly was not likely to forget you.”

“I exchange with you the compliment. When I saw
that young man passing the window, I said to myself,
‘My God! there’s that damned Dacre grown young!’
Just for the instant I thought there were visions about.
It did seem beyond credence that Dinah could have a
duplicate of the Honorable Ivor Dacre about her premises.
Then I resumed my occupation of putting two and two
together ; and by degrees I got them joined. I recalled
the kidnapping of the Marquis of Putney; that mysterious,
audacious, and still undiscovered crime—how the world
had been full of it—how it was notorious that his where-
abouts remained unknown—how, in consequence, that
famous family hung, as regards the future, between
heaven and hell—between Scylla and Charybdis. It
occurred to me that it was about that time that Dinah
had disappeared ; vanished into space. I remembered
that the tragedy of Margaret had moved her even more
than me—how implacable she’d been. In particular I
remembered a horrid oath I'd heard her swear that, by
hook or by crook, if she ever had a ghost of a chance, in
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her small way she’d make the Duke of Datchet pay the
piper for his tune. I looked at her; and—I knew she’d
kept that oath. It was written on her face. She has an
eloquent face, has Dinah; especially when she would
rather that she hadn’t. ‘As I'm alive’ I cried, ‘it was
you who stole that kid!’ ‘Harvey!’ she said; just
¢ Harvey | '—but the way she said it was enough for me.
I went back at her. ‘It was you who kidnapped the
Marquis of Putney and—he’s just passed the window.’
She looked at me—just looked. She said nothing ; but
in trying to say something she went down in a heap on
the floor.

“Oh dear! oh dear! I had a time!

“It's always been a rule of mine, when a woman faints,
to let her. She faints because she wants'to; it does her
good. Sometimes a woman- faints; and sometimes a
woman cries, so that you wonder how she does it. Either
way it’s a safety-valve ; let it blow. If you want to ease
the boiler—don’t you interfere.

“So I let Dinah faint it out. And I'll say this for her
—that she took her time. While she was taking it, I
looked round—with that natural interest which a brother
feels in a sister from whom he has long been parted. And
1 soon saw enough to make it clear that my sister—in
whom I trusted—had been guilty of a crime which had
shocked humanity. We'll draw a veil over the picture
which would show you how that discovery shocked me.
Among other fatal evidence which I came across was a
book of photographs.”

“You broke open my safe to get at it.”

“I'd just time to do it—just time. That safe, Dinah,
belongs to an extinct pattern in which it is extremely
unsafe to repose your confidence. I had only had one
peep inside that book of photographs when I saw that
Dinah—poor dear |—was coming to; but that one peep
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was enough to demonstrate to me its capital importance.
With presence of mind which did me the greatest credit,
when I perceived that the swoon was about swooned out,
I opened the window, and I threw that book of photo-
graphs as far as I could, into a clump of bushes. It was
not an easy thing to throw, so I take pride in saying that
I used such skill that it landed on a spot where it wouldn’t
be easy to see it if you didn’t know that it was there. I
closed the window, and I turned to Dinah, just in time to
welcome her back to life, and the happiness of her brother’s
presence; and to receive her—I am now using the language
of the wildest metaphor—in her brother’s arms. I regret
to have to add that I did not leave Dinah’s little home on
those terms on which one desires to leave one’s only
sister’s little home.”

“Had I known what I only discovered afterwards, how
you had robbed and plundered me, you would have gone
in charge of the police | ”

“ There now l—there! Is it credible that this can be
an only sister, speaking to an only brother? That book
of photographs, which I returned, when the shade of night
had fallen, to retrieve from underneath those bushes—in
the afternoon Dinah watched me off the premises in a
manner which made it impossible to even glance in its
direction.”

“Had I only known!”

“ Had she only known! It inspired me—that book of
photographs—with a grand idea. When I looked at the
pretty pictures of a pretty boy which Dinah had arranged
in such pretty order, I thought of a young gentleman with
whom I was acquainted. I had some of his photographs.
With the aid of a little ingenuity—and a camera—out of
his photographs, and that pretty boy’s photographs, I pro-
duced a combination which was intended to fool a duke,
and even deceived a duchess.”
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The duchess interposed. “Pardon me, I was not
deceived. When I examined them—with care—I saw
exactly what you had done—when the cheat began;
to what it was intended to lead up. Did I not tell you
that after the eleventh year they began to be composite
photographs ?”

The question was addressed to Ivor Dacre ; but it was
Mr. Harvey Willis who replied.

“ Ah!—your grace detected it >—then the game would
have become difficult if Dinah had not appeared upon the
scene, with her pretty boy—and if certain other—trifling—
interventions had not occurred.” This with a glance
towards Joynson. “I congratulate your grace upon your
grace’s acumen ; which merely demonstrates the truth of
a suggestion which your grace was pleased to make upon
a previous occasion—that the maternal instinct is in-
fallible. It is evident that, at least so far as your grace is
concerned, you cannot deceive a mother—that is a lesson
which I have acquired for use at some future period. It
is, therefore, with feelings of the profoundest gratitude
that I bid your grace adienu—since it now becomes abso-
lutely necessary that I should catch that train. Dinah,
may the saints watch over you! Mr. Dacre, to our next
merry meeting!” He turned to the young man. ¢ Are
you ready? The time has now arrived when we must
tear ourselves from Mallow.”

The young man moved towards the duchess., “I
am the Duke of Datchet’s first-born son; and, though
you have usurped my mother’s bed, it was she whom
he loved—to the end. I have the proofs here” He
pressed his finger-tips against his jacket pocket. “He
died with my mother’s portrait clasped tight in his right
hand ; in his left a lock of her hair ; if there was any hope
in his heart it was the hope of meeting her.,” He said to
the young man whom we have known as Lawrence Sheldon,
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“Your grace of Datchet, I am your elder brother. Go up
to our father—you will find him lying on his bed—and
thank him for giving you my place. Now, Willis, I'm
ready to catch that train.”

The duchess stopped him, with halting words. “ Can—
can nothing be done for you?—Ivor, can nothing be
done ?”

The young man returned to her again. “Nothing
can be done. I take from whom I can; but I will not
take from you. Though I am a thief, and steal all
my life, and live to a ripe old age, I cannot rob the world
of half what, by its arbitrary conventions, it has helped you
to rob my mother, and me.”

With that he went out of the hall. And Mr. Harvey
Willis went with him, and Joynson, and Ivor Dacre. And
the duchess, and Dinah Willis, and he whom we have
known as Lawrence Sheldon, were left alone together,



CHAPTER XXXVI
THE SHADOW

HE duchess is still a widow. It is notorious that the
terms on which she stands towards Ivor Dacre are
of a curious kind ; but that they always have been. They
are lovers, as of yore; but only in a Platonic sense.
Whether Plato will ever give way to Hymen it is not easy
to predict; and the years are going by. Between them
are three shadows—the shadows of her own perjury ; of her
husband’s perjury ; of the son of the woman who lies in
her grave. Of her own act, by her own sin, to serve,
what seems to her now to have been her tawdry ambition,
she associated herself with a tragedy whose consequences,
she is only too conscious, are likely to be far reaching.

She lives at some distance from Mallow, in what is by
no means a large house, in a southern county. Her com-
panion is Dorothy Barber. From that fact has arisen
another complication in her already sufficiently complicated
existence. The present Duke of Datchet is in love with
Dorothy, and makes no secret of his love; and Dorothy
loves him. Which slight accident has not only been to the
duchess an occasion of considerable distress, it has placed
her in a quandary. It is not so singular as those persons
who are not acquainted with the whole circumstances may
suppose ; but of her two sons her favourite is Lord Cecil
Dacre. And it was not only always her intention that
Dorothy should marry Cecil, but she has reason to believe
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that Cecil regards her as the apple of his eye. A union
between them would have pleased her well. Yet that is a
consummation which is never likely to come about. And
the duchess is comforted by the knowledge that it is
difficult to apportion the blame. Dorothy’s attitude is
docility itself. While she admits that she loves the duke,
she expresses her willingness to marry Cecil —to please
the duchess; or to please Cecil; or, apparently, to please
any one. She, indeed, avows a disposition to meet any-
body’s views on that point, but her own, which exasperates
the duchess more than she cares to admit. Cecil
vehemently protests that nothing would induce him to
marry Dorothy ; though his mother knows very well that
he would give his right hand for a chance of making her
his loving wife. He lives a lonely life in a shooting-box in
Scotland, from which his mother has the greatest difficulty
in inducing him to emerge.

It is possible that his conduct in this matter may be the
immediate cause of Miss Barber’s shortly becoming the
Duchess of Datchet. In reply to his mother’s reiterated
reproofs for neglecting her, he recently dropped a hint that
it was out of the question, under existing circumstances,
that he should be a frequent visitor to her house while
Dorothy continues to live, move, and have her being under
the same roof which shelters her. Although the duchess
suspects her son of jesuitical insidiousness, in consequence
of that hint it is not improbable that Miss Barber may find
herself even hustled into a marriage toward which her grace
has not shown herself hitherto inclined.

Her conduct in this direction may be also prompted by
another motive—her own experience. There is no doubt
that Dolly does love the duke—she sorrowfully admits it.
While the duchess regards the sorrow as hypocritical, and
is quite sharp about it to Dolly, she is perfectly aware that
the love is real. And, remembering how she and her
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husband were both traitors to love, and all that came of it,
she is loath to stand again in true love’s way.

Then, also, the duke’s attitude is so perfectly correct ;
and that again exasperates the duchess. Indeed, if the
present duke has a fault, it is that his attitude always is
correct. Heisnot in any sense a prig, or Dolly would not
love him ; he has no pretension to superior virtue, or to
superior anything. But he happens to be sweet-natured,
and sweet-tempered, and always wishful to do what is
right—with a keen discrimination of what is right. He
says that he fell in love with Dolly without being aware
that Cecil had any prior claim ; but, now that he does know,
he is ready to withdraw in Cecil’s favour, and also to do
his utmost to make amends for any unintentional wrong he
may have done him. The duchess acknowledges that
neither he nor Dolly could behave better, human nature
being what it is; yet it is not at all unlikely that, in her
heart, she suspects them of being associated together in a
conspiracy, the ultimate result of which will be that Cecil
will be left lamenting.

Her grace’s feelings towards the present duke, taking
them altogether, are of a somewhat nondescript and in-
definite kind. After mourning for him so long one might
have thought that she would have welcomed his restoration
with more warmth than it seems she has done. Possibly
the separation was too prolonged ; her son, when she did
meet him, proved to be a stranger. That he was her son
was shown beyond a shadow of doubt, to the complete
satisfaction of all the parties most concerned. He has
shown toward her every conceivable courtesy and considera-
tion, of which she, on her side, has shown herself to be
sufficiently sensible. Yet one is inclined to guess that,
somehow, she does not regard him as if he were her son—
in the sense in which Cecil is her son. And the reason,
perhaps, is pretty obvious, since she trained Cecil in the

X
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way in which she thought he should go, and—the duke
was trained by Dinah. There'’s the rub—Dinah.

If Dinah Willis had never been on the face of the
earth her grace would, at this moment, be a happier
woman. She stands between her son and her in so many
ways. First, as a reminder. Dinah stands to her as a
symbol. She never thinks of her without thinking of all
that she represents—of her sister, whose dead hand still
seems to be stretched out of her grave ; of her brother;
of her own husband ; and of that other across the seas.
Then, though the child was hers, it was Dinah who had
the joy of nursing him ; who won his love as if she were
his mother—an affection which he preserves unto this
hour. He has persistently refused—even at her own
entreaty—to regard her as in any way culpable. He is
believed to have expressed to her his conviction that in
what she did she was justified. He has proclaimed abroad
that no man could have had a better mother ; that she did
for him all that a mother could have done. Looking back
from his ripe manhood he still maintains it. No doubt the
rumour of this has reached the duchess ; and, constituted
as she is, has not tended to sweeten her thoughts of Dinah.
He has established her in a pleasant house on one of his
estates, where he is her constant visitor. The duchess
once said to Dorothy that he regarded her as his mother
by courtesy, and Dinah Willis as his mother in fact;
though she only spoke in jest it is probable that some
such feeling is actually at the back of her mind.

It may seem strange that the young man across the
seas should be one of the chief bonds of union between
them ; but it is so. Hardly was he away from Mallow
when he police were there; but, hot-foot though they
were, The fugitives eluded them. The officers of the law
soon made his record plain. Though hardly out of his
teens he was known to have been guilty of nearly every
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offence in the calendar; it seemed incredible that one so
young could have been so incredible a scoundrel. Under
ordinary circumstances the chief desire of every one con-
nected with Mallow would have been to erase him even
from the tablets of their memory. But the circumstances
were extraordinary. It was true that he was this kind of
person, that he had done these things ; but—who was to
blame? The duchess had to ask herself if it was not her
husband, the duke—if it was not his father. It was very
clear to the present duke’s mind that this was his brother ;
that, if it were not for what some think is the pleasant
irony of the law, he would have been Duke of Datchet ;
then, where would he himself have been? .Surely it was
the late duke’s duty, from any and every point of view, to
have concerned himself more with his child than it seems
he did. However it may have been with the mother, to
her son he never seems to have given even a single
thought ; or he would not have been content with a mere
report of his death, even though it came to him by way of
Joynson, if it was unsupported by legal testimony.
Certainly the child ought never to have been suffered to
fall into the hands of Mr. Harvey Willis; which was
almost equivalent to falling into hell. How could the
suckling babe be held responsible for the training he
-received from the very hour of his birth? If there is a
recording angel, who strikes a balance, will not the major
part of the responsibility be held to be the duke’s? And,
if his, then—though in a diminished degree—his wife’s,
and his son’s.

It is impossible that the young man should ever
return to England—openly ; the law would grip him if he
did. Still, if it could be ascertained in what part of the
world he is hidden, assistance might be rendered him,
which might prevent him from pursuing a career of
crime—if, that is, he could be prevailed upon to accept
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assistance; which Joynson declares that he more than
doubts.

“He'll hang,” observed that ancient servitor to both
the duke and the duchess; “and he probably will hang—
before he will accept so much as a penny piece from
either of you.”

Joynson’s attitude then, and since, has caused the
duchess to regard him with serious misgivings. She
believes that he knows more about the young man’s where-
abouts than he chooses to own. She says that she had
never liked the man, and that he never liked her—which
may possibly be. She told her son, the present duke,
that she did not trust him ; after what had occurred she
never would ; what a double life his active connivance had
enabled the late duke to live, to the very end. She
doubted if any but a small part of the story was told yet.
Mark her words |—Joynson had enough shameful secrets
locked in his breast to shame them all ; and one day they
might know it. She had no confidence in him whatever.

But the duke, who—young though he is—takes the
man’s view, although he did not say so, was, and is, of a
different opinion. He has every confidence in Joynson.
He believes in his integrity as in his own. He has
obtained an insight into the working of the man’s mind
which does him credit. He knows that he has one canon
of conduct, and apparently one only ; and that that may
be summed up in the one word, duty—as he sees it. Duty,
as he sees it, means obedience to his master, alive or dead.
Their association in life was so intimate that it has not
been sundered by the grave. He still hears his master’s
voice ; and continues to do what he believes to be his
bidding ; and will continue to do so until he himself is
gathered to his fathers,

Thus it seems to the present duke, as well as to the
duchess, that across Mallow, and all that it represents, a
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shadow falls, cast by that young man who is somewhere
beyond the sea., The duke thinks that it is at least
possible that, one day, it may resolve itself into the man
himself ; when he will be confronted by problems which he
may not find easy of solution. In that hour he confidently
expects to receive from Joynson, if he has not yet joined
his master, very material assistance. There are, though
perhaps he may not admit it even to himself—probably
only three persons in whom he has complete reliance ; one
is Dinah—another is Joynson—and the third is Dolly;
but possibly his is only a very young man’s point of view.
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LUTION. Edited by C. R. L.
FLETCHER, Fellow of Magdalen College,
Oxford. Three Volumes. Crown 8vo. 18s.
THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER
CROMWELL. With an Introduction
by C. H. FirTH, M.A., and Notes and
yendica by Mrs. S. C. Lomas., Three
'umes. Demy 8vo. 18: net.

Carlyle (R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See
'c?nmamt::llmmt) THE CHILD
IN ART Wltl: numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo.
berlin (w bur B.) ORDERED
TO CHINA. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition i ls also published.
ll} IJ d Roberts (M. E.).
LACE-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS,
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full-

2s, 6d,
Methuen's

Illustrations. Crowsn 8vo.
mas). See

Standard Library.

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTL£RS OF,
TO HI1S SO. tdited, with an Introduc-
tion by C. S'mAcm:v, and Notes by A.
CALTHROP. Two Volumes. Cr.8vo. 12s.

*Chesterton (G. K.). DICKENS. With
Portraits and Illustrations. Demy 8vo.
78, 6d. net.

‘A Colonial Edition is also published.
(F. W.) THE CAROLINE
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and
Maps. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.
Cicero. See Classical Translations.
Clarke (P. A.), M.A. See Leaders of

Rellglon.

(A. L) and
RICHARD WAGNERS USIC
DRAMAS: Interpretations, embodying
Wagner's own explanations. /s Four

Volumes. Fcap 8vo. 2s.6d. each.
VoL. 1.—THE RING oF THE NIBELUNG.
VoL. 1.—PARrsiraL, LOHENGRIN, and
THe HoLy GRrAIL.

*VoL. 111.—TRISTAN AND IsOLDE.
See The Little Guides.
T.), See Junior School Books.
%), B.A. EXAMINATION

VERGIL. Crown8vo. as.
See Little Blue Books.
F.), M\A. THE BOOK OF
ld. with a Commentary. Demy
nel.

8. T.), SELECTIONS FROM.
ARTRUR SyMons. Fcap. 8vo.
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Oollh.l(W.

w HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI-
PHILI UBI HUMAN IA NON

OCET

ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO-
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on
bandmade paper. Folio. ThreeGuineasnet.
Oombo ). See Illustrated Pocket

Oook(A I).M A. See E. C. Marchant.

Cooke-Taylor (R. W.). See Social Ques-
tions Series,

Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE
GREAT QUEEN: A Tribute to the
Noble Llfe of Victoria Regina. Swmall

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Sm. 4t0. 1s.
Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art.
). DANTE'S GARDEN.
With a Frontispiece. Secomd Edition.
Feap. 8vo. 2s. 6d.; leather, 35. 6d. met.
BIBLE FLOWERS. With'a Froatispiece
and Plan. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.
covloy (Abraham). See Llltle Library.
#*Cowper (William), THE POEMS OF.
Edited with an lntroducuon and Notes by
J. C. Banev, M.A. With Illustrations,
including two unpnbh;hed designs by
WiLLiaM BLAKI. Two Volumes. Demy
8vo 1x0s. 6d. »
Cox (J. chlrlel), LL.D F.S.A. See Little
gmds, The Anuqnnry’s Books, and Ancient
ities.

Cox (Hu'old), B.A. See Social Questions
crabbo $W r&o See Little Lib;

E.), M.A. See Churchman's

A PRIMER OF BURNS.

). Sechle Library.
crulu (Richard). SeeLmle lenry
Crawford (F. @.). See Il? son.
Crouch (W.. BRYAN ING With a

Portrait. Crowsn Bw
Oratkanank (G THE LOVING BAL-

LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. th 1z
Plates. Crown 16mo. 1s. 6d. ne.
From the edition published hy C Tilt,

1811,

(B% See A. L. Cleather.
cu.n.ug B.), Fellow of All Souls’
College Oxford THE HISTORY OF

THE BOER WAR. With many Illus-

trations, Phns, and Portraits. /n 2 vols.
rf0.  15S.

B. L), D. D See Leaders of Religion.

Dl.nie (G. W.)., M.A. See Leaders of

Religion.
(Mary C.) and Crawford (F.
Q.) FATHERS IN THE FAITH.
Small 8vo 1s.
Dante. LA COMMEDlA DI DANTE.

The Italian Text edited by PAGET ToYNBEE, |

M.A., D.Litt. Crown 8vo. 6s.

*TI}:IE d‘fel&lRGATgRIO Ol'Pr DA.EyTg:'
‘ran: into
GOrRDON WRIGHT. me Italian text.
Fecap. 8vo. as. 6d. net.
Seealso Paget Toabee and Little Library.

*D’ (R. F.), M A. NEW TRIGON-
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. Crows

Davenport (Cyriy Co
,Venpo See nnoissear’s
Library and Little Books on Art.

*Davis (H. W. C.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor
of Balliol College, Authorof * Charle
ENGLAND ? NDER THE NORM NS
AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1072. With
M:ps and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6.

D.iamdl (Af J.). . MOROCCO. Being a
undle of jottings, notes, impressions,
tales, and tr‘;butes With many Illustra-
tions. Demy 8vo. 10s. 61. nel.
(A. C.). See Little Library.
Delbos (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM.
Crotn 8vo. 2s.
Demosthenes. THE OLYNTHIACS AND
PHILIPPICS. Translated upon a new
pnné;ple by OTHO HoLLAND Crows 8vo.

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND
CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and
Vocabulary, by F. DARwIN SwirTt, M.A.
Feap. 8vo, as.
Dickens (Charles). See Little Library and
Illustrated Pocket Lib: rary.
(lmﬂy. POE]\IS First Series.

I..), M A. Fellow of King's
College, Ca.mlmdge THE GREEK
VIE OF LIFE., Third KEdition.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.
Dickson (H. N.), F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc.
METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Crown
m&w(mu&;‘ See Social Q S
ial Questions Series.
Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur’s Library.
Ditchfield (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A.
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH
TOWNS. With an Introduction by
Avcusrus]nssorr, D.D. Second Edition.

yown 8

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at
the Present Time. Crown 8zo. 6s. See
also Methuen's Half-crown Library.

Dixon (W. M), M.A. A PRIhIER OF
TEVNYSON Second Edition. Crown

2s. 6d.
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO
BROWNING Second Edition. Crown

Dole (N' H.) FAMOUS COMPOSERS.
With Portraits. 7wo Volumes. Demy
8vo. 125, net.
*Doney (May). SONGS OF THE REAL
Crown 8ve. 3s. 6d. net.
A volume of poems.

Crown Bw
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nonﬁha James). THE MAN IN THE

PULPI Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Dowden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin-
burgh. See Churchman’s Library.

Drage (G.) See Books on Business,

Driver (8. R.),D.D., D.C.L., Canon of Christ
Church, Regius Professot ot‘ Hebrew in the
Umvcrsxty of Oxford. SERMONS ON
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE
OLD TESTAMENT. Crown 8vo. 6s.

e also Westminster Commentaries.

Dryhurst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.

d (Charles). See Books on Busmess

Duncan (8. J.) (Mrs. Co‘rm), Author of ‘A
Voyaée of Consolation.” ON THE OTHER
SIDEOF THE LATCH. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

Dunn(J. T.), D.Sc., and Mundella (V. A.).
GENERALELEMENTARY SCIENCE
With 114 Illustratlons. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo.

Dunstan (A. i‘) B.Sc. See Junior School
Books.

'ham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON
CANADA. With an Introductory Note.
Demy 8vo. 4s. 6d. n

D‘lltt LA) A POPULAR GUIDE TO

FOLK. Medium 8vo. 6d. net.

THE NORFOLK BROADS. With
coloured and other Illustrations by FRANK
SOUTHGATE. Large Demy 8vo. 6s. See
also The Little Guides,

Earle(John) Blshor of Sa.hsbury MICRO-
COSMO A PIECE OF
THE WORLD i)lscovmu-.D N
ESSA\’ES AND CHARACTERS. Post 16mo.

I»:dmonds (Major J. E.), RE D.A.Q.-
M.G. See W. Birkbeck Woo
Edwards (Clement). See Socxal Questions

Series.
Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial

Series.
(Plerce). See Illustrated Pocket

*Egertons{ ), M.A. A HISTORY OF
e L K IA L POLICY New
and Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
Ella.b (C.G& See The Little Guides.
). SeeS. J.Stone.
mlwood (Thomas). TH]:. HISTORY OF
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump,
M.A. Crown 80. 6s.
Enfel A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
RATURI', From its Beginning to
Tennyson. Translated from the German.

Demy Sw K:

rasmu! Book ca“ed in Latin EN-
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI,
and in English the Manual of the Christian
Knight, replenished with most wholesome
precepts, made by the famous clerk Erasmus
of Roterdame, to the which is added a new
and marvellous profitable preface.

-

From the edition printed by Wynken de
Worde for John Byddell, 1533. Z#cap. 8vo.

Palrorother (W, H.), M.A. THE PHILO-
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s.64d.

Farrer (Re, d). TI-?E GARDEN OF
ASIA. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also pubhshed

Perrier (S8usan). See Little Libr:

Fidler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C. See

Books on Business.

Fielding (Henry). See Methuen's Stu_:dud
ibrary.
Finn (8. )W.), M.A. See Junior Examination

eries,
(0 H.), M.A. CROMWELL'S
ARMY: A History of the English Soldier
during the Civil Wars, the Commonweolth,
and the Protectorate. Crown 8vo. 6s.
Fisher (G. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF
SHREWSBURYSCHOOL Wlthnumer-
ous lllustratlons Dnnv 8vo. Xd,
gd THE RUBAIVAT
OF OMA KHA Printed from
the Fifth and last Edmon With a Com-
mentary by Mrs. STEPHEN BATSON, and a
B:ography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Crowsn
8vo. See also Miniature Libr:
Plocker(w H.), M.A., D.C.L., Hea master
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham.
THE STUDENT'S PRAVER BOOK.
Part 1. MorRNING AND EVENING PRAVER
AND LiTaNy. With an Introduction and
Notes. Crowsn 8vo. 2s. 6d.
Flux (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor
of Political Economy in M‘Gill University,

Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES.
Demy 8vo.
Fortescue (l71'8 G) See Little Books on

rt.

Fraser (David) A MODERN CAM-
PAIGN; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST.
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
FPraser (J. I") ROUND HE WORLD
ON A W With roo Illustrations.

Fourth Edztum Crown 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
mnlc (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of Tech-
nology:.

Preudcnreich (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC-
TERIOLGGY. A Short Manual for the
Use of Students, Translated by J. R.
AinsworTH Davis, M.A. Second Edition
Revised. Crown 8vo. 2s.6d.

P‘Ig'g:ll’d( . W.), M.A. See Churchman’s

1Dle,
and F. C. G. JOHN BULL'S AD-
VE'NTURLS IN THE FISCAL WON-
DERLAND. By Cuarres Geakre. With
6 Illustrations by F. CARRUTHERS GouLD.
econd Edition. Crown8vo. 1s.mel.
Gallichan (W. M.). See The Little Guides.
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Gambado (Geoffrey, Esq.). See lli d i Theological College. See Westminster Com-
Pocket Library. mentaries.
(Mrs.). See Little Library. Graham (P. Anderson). See Social Ques-

Gasquet, the l%tght Rev. Abbot, 0.S.B. See

Booh

M.A., Fellow of New College,
TLES OF ENGLISH HIS.
ith numerous Plans. Fowxrtk
Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter
mclndm; the Soutf: African War. Crown

A HISTS‘RICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE
BRITISH EMPIRE Crown 8ve. 3,: 6«1

Gibbins (H. 4 Litt.D., M.A:
DUSTRY IN ENéLAND HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES W|(h 5 Maps. Third

os. 6d.
A COMPAN ION’ GERMAN GRAMMAR.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF
ENGLAND. 7enth Edition. Revised.
With Maps and Plans. Crown

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMﬁRS
Second Edstion. Crown 8ve.

See tho Commuml Series lnd ‘Social

Gl% (den.rd). THE DECLINE AND
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.
A New Edmon, edited with Notes, Appen-

and Maps, by J. B. Bury, M.A,,
Lm.b., Regius Professor of Greek at Cam:
bridge. /n Seven Volumes. Demy 8vo.
Galt !:20, 8s. 6d. eack. Also, Crown 8vo.

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT-
INGS. ited, with an Introduction and
Notes, by G BirkBeck Hirr, LL.D.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
See also Mcthuen s Standard Library.

Gibson (E. C. 8.), D.D., Lord Bishop, of
Gloucester. See Wes ies,
Handbooks of Theology, uud Oxford Bio-

aphies.
Glﬁ;ort A. E.). See Little Books on Art.
d beth). A BOOK OF RE-
ME BRANCE Second Edition. Fcap.

8vo.
Godley A- D) MA Fellow of Ma; dalen
College( xford. LYRA FRIVOL
Third kdmn Feap. 8w 2s. 6d.
VERSES TO ORDE Second Edition.

SECOﬁD STRIN GS. Fca 80,
Goldsmi é liver). E VICAR OF
WAKEFI nh 24 Coloured Plates

by T. Rowuwoson Royal 8vo. One
Guinea net.

Reprinted from the edition of 1817.  Also
Fcap. 3amo. With 10 Plates in Photo-
gnvure by Ton¥ ]Iohannot. Leather, 25.6d.
#et. See also Illustrated Pocket Library

and Methuen's Standard Library.
Goodrich-Freer (A.). IN A" SYRIAN

SADDLE. Dmyaw 75. 6d. net.
Goudge (H. L.), M.A,, an:lpal of Wells

tions Series.
‘gP. 8.), M.A,, Litt. D. PSYCH-
GY. Secomd Edition. Crown 8vo.

25. 6d.
THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown

(B, H‘ ). GERMAN PASSAGES
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Crows

w. 25, 6d.
(P.L.), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF
AGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY:
an KElementary Text-Book. With 18
Diagrams. Crown 8vo. 3s.6d.

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., Assistant
Master at Edmburgh Academy, "late Fellow
of St. John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON
GRE KAND LATIN SYNTAX. Crows

8vo.
21 T.). M.A. See Churchman's

Green
Library,
(A. H. J.), M.A. A HISTORY
ME: During the Later Republic

8vo.
Gn.

Groenid

and the Early Principate. /n Six Volumes.
D:ny 8vo. Vol. 1. (133-104 B.C). 10s. 6d.

See Miniature Library.
Gr:grg (N THE VAULT OF
E A Popular Introduction to
Astronomy. With numerous Illustrations.
Crotm 8vo.  2s. 64'
(Miss E. C.).
Devotion.

Greville Minor. A MODERN JOURNAL.
Edited by J. A. SPENDER. Crown 8vo.

. 6d. net.

Gr?l’:l‘lns (C._ H.). A HISTORY OF THE
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY,
18423 With Illustrations. Revised, with

itional chapter. Desmy 8vo. 10s. 64.

@Grubb (H. C.). See Textbooks of Technology.
uine; g niu. L) HURRELL
FROUD: C

and C

Illustrated. - Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. ne
*Gwynn (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK
New and cheaper issue. Royal8vo. ss. net.
Eackett (John). B.D. A HISTORY OF
ODOX CHURCH OF
CYPRUS Wlth Maps and Illustrations.

Demy 8vo. xss.

naddon (A. Sc.D F.R.S. HEAD-
UNTERS, ﬁLACK WHITE, AND
ROW . With many Illustrations and a
Map. Dmy 8vo. 15s.
Ead.ﬂold R.A). See Social Questions

HIJ.I(R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA.
With numerous lllusuatlons. Second
Ed:htm, revised. 8v0. 105, 6d. net.

(R. N.) GRE T ZIMBABWE.
Wuh numerous Plans and Illustrations.
Royal 8vo. 21s. net.

l'l)

See Library of

d
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mmllton (F. J.), D.D. Sec Byzantine

Hmmond (J. L). CHARLES JAMES
X A Biographical Study. Demey 8vo.

xo:

Hanna; y (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAL NAVY, From EarLY
TIMES TO THE PRESENT Dav. Illustrated.
Two Volumes. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. each.
Vol. I. 1200-1

Hannay (James 0. ), M.A. THE SPIRIT
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN
MONASTICISM. Crowsn 8vo. 6s.

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Crows

Bw s. 6d. net.

(X T.), M.A, THE CONSTRUC-
T!bN OF LARGEINDUCTION COILS.
‘With numerous Dnagra.ms Demy vo. 6s.

Harrison (Clifford). DING AND
READLRS. Feap. BW z: 6d.

mwthorne (Na el). See Little
Libra

Heath ?rank R.). See The Little Gmdes

Heath (Dudley) See Connoisseur’s Libr.

He) oé, STUDIES IN SAIN

Translated from the French by

V M. CrawWFORD.  Fcap 8vo. 3s. 6d.

*Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter
College, Oxf rd. THE LIFE AND
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR
NERO. With Illustrations. New and
cheaper issue. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Henderson (T. F.). See Lmle Library and
Oxford Biographies.

Eeﬂey(w. .). See Methuen's Half-Crown
1Drary.
Henley (W. E.) and wmmey (C.). See

Methuen’s Half Crown Lib:

Henson &_ e Canon of Westminster.,
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY : As Illus-
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the
Corinthians. Crown 8vo. 6s.

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : HISTORICAL AND
Soc1AL SERMONS, Crown 8vo. 6s.

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fecap. 8vo.

Herberrt (George). See Library of Devotion.

Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia-
ture Libr
Hewins (V B.A. ENGLISH

A. 8.,
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Crown

8vo. 2s. 6d.
*Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL.
Fcap. 8vo. 2s.6d. n
He; od (W.). PALIO AND PONTE:
Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated.
Royal8vo. 215 net.
Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books.
Hill( @). See Textbooks of Technology.
mll (Benry), B.A., Hea.dmaster of the Boy s
b School, Worcster l{e l‘.’
TH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC.
Cnmm 8vo. 3. 6d.

Hillegas (Howard C.) WITH THE

BOER FORCES. With 24 lllustrations.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. .
A Colonial Edmon is also published.
Hobhonse “7 THE BRUNT_ OF
ith
C raum Bvo

6 Map and Illustrations.
A Colonial Edmon is also published.
Hobhom (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford.
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE.
Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. n
nobson(.! A), M.A. INTERNATIO\TAL
RADE: A Study of Economic Principles.

Crmm 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. See also Social
uestions Series.
Hodgkin (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of
Religion.

oglon Mrs. A. W). HOW TO
IDENTIFY OLD CHINESE PORCE-
LAIN. Post8vo. 6s.

Bogg omas Jefferson). SHELLEY
XFORD. With an Introduction by
A. STREATFEILD. Fcapg. 8vo. 2s. met.

Kolden—stone (@. de).

Holdich Six T. H),

See Books on
K.C.L.LE. THE
NDIA BORDERLAND:
Personal Record of Twenly \’ears ﬁlus-
trated. Denty 8vo. 10s.
Holdsworth (W. 8.), M. A ‘A HISTORY
OF LNG'!,ISH LAW. In Twa Volumes.
7. my 8vo. 10S.
*H ol& (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU-
LARITY. Crown8vo. 3s. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also pubhshed
Kolyoaxe (@. J.). See Social Questions

Kone(Nn.th&n.lelJ ). See Antiquary’s Books.

Hoppner. See Little Galleries.

Horace. Classical Translations.,

Horsburgh (E.L.8.), M.A. WATERLOO:

Narrative and Criticism. With Plans.

Second Edition. Crowm8uvo. ss. Seealso
Oxford Biographies.

Horth (A.C. ). ee Textbooks of Technology.

Horton (R. F.), D.D. See Leaders of
Religion.

nosle (Alexander). = MANCHURIA.
With Illustrations and a Map., Second
Edition. Demy 8vo. 7s.6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also blished.
How (F. D.). SIX GREA SCHOOL-
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra-

uons. Second Edition, Demy 8vo. 7s- 6d.
owell (Q.). See Social Questions Series.

Hndson (Robert’ ; MEMORIALS OF A

WARWICKSHIRE VILLAGE. With
many lllusmmons. Demy 8vo, 158, net.

nggh 8 (G. THE PRAISE OF

E. An English Anthol-

ogy Wuh a Preface by Sionev LEe.

ushes (Thoma.s). TOM BROWN'S
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction
and Notes by VERNON RENDALL. ZLeather.
Reyal 32mo,  2s. 6d. net.

A2
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Hutchinson @), THE NEW
I'OREST Illustrated in  colour with
Pictures by WaALTER TvNDALE and 4

J Miss Lucy Kemp Weicn. Large

lemy 8vo. 215, met.
mkttonl (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of
elgl

m'l.l‘d) THE CITIES OF

UMBR]A With many Illustrations, of
whlch 20 are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Crown

6s.
'ENGLISH LOVE POEMS Edited with
an lntroducum Fcap. 8ve . 6d. net.
H\l HJ See Leaders of Reli ion,
), M.AA. THE LIFE OF
e THOMAé MORE. With Portraits.
Second Edition. Crown 8ve. ss. See also
Leaders of Religion.

171 k . A.). SHORT HISTORY OF
FLORENCE. Demy8vo. 7s. 6d. net.
Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Drama.

Tnns ated by WiLLiam WiLson. Third
tion. Crown 8vo. 3
lnﬁﬁ (w. R.), M.A,, Fellow and Tutor of
ford College, Oxford, CHRISTIAN
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for
is Dem 8vo. 125. 6d. met. See also
il

votion.

Innes D) M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Croun

*ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS.
With Maps. Demy 8vo. 104, 6d. nel.

*Jackson (C. B.), B.A., Science Master at
Bradford Grammar School. EXAMPLES
IN PHYSICS. Crows 8vo. 2. 6d.

Jackson (8.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

n.chon(l’ Hamilton). See The Little

Jagob (Y ), M.A. See Junior Examination
Jeans (J. Stephen).

Series nnd Business
Jom-e (D. Gwyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI-
CALS. Described and Ilustrated with 24
Coloured Pictures. Super Royal 16mo. 25.6d.
Jonks (B.), M.A., Reader of Law in the
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL
GOVERNMENT. Crown8vo. 2s.
Jonner (lrl H.). See Lmle Books on Art.
essopp (Augustus), D. See Leaders of
Rehglon

Jevons (P. B.), M.A., Litt.D., Principal of
Hatfield Hail, Durham. See 'Churchman'’s
Library and Handbooks of Theolo

Johnson (Mrs. Barham). WILLI {BOD-
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS.
With Illustrations. DemyBvo. 10s.6d. net.
ohnston (8ir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearlv 200
llustrations and Six Maps. Second Edition.
Crowsn 4to. 18s. ne

See Social Questions
Books.

*Jones (E. Crom pton) POEMS OF THE
INNER LIFL. Selected by. Eleventh |
Edition. Feap. 8vo. 2s.6d. nel. .

MESSRS. METHUEN'’S CATALOGUE

Jonés (H.). See Commercial Series,
Jones (L. A. Atherle{). K.C., M.P.
Bellot (H ¥ MINERS
GUIDE T THE COAL MINES’
REGULATION ACTS. Crown 8vo.

25, 6d. nel
Jomon (Bon). See Methuen's Standard

Library.
) of Norwich. REVELA.
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by
GRACE WARRACK. Crowm 8vo. 3s. 6d.
Juvenal. See Classical Translations.
Kau| (l ). See Socml ?uestlonsSenes
Keating (J. AGAPE
AND THE EUCHARIST Crown 8vo.

s, 6d.

mtl John). THE POEMS OF. Edited
with nlroducnon and Notes by E. de Selin-
court . Demy 8vo. 17s. 6d net. See
;I:Iso i,mle Library and Methuen's Universal

ibrar:

Keble (Jvolm) THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.
Withan Introduction and Notes by W. Lock,
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated
byR. ! ANNING BELL. Third Edition, Feap.
8vo. 35.6d.; morocco, 5s. Seealso
lemry of Devotion.

I'P (Thomas A). THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by
DEAN FARRAR. Illustrated by C. M. GERE.
Third Edition. Fcap.8vo. 3s.6d.; padded
morocco, 55, See also Library of Devotion
and Methuen's Standard Library.

Alw Tmnslated by C.Bi1GG, D.D. Crown

8vo. 38,
*xennegg( ( THE GREEN
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. ne
Kennedy (James Houghton), D. D Assnst-
ant Lecturer in Divinityin the Umversny of
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN-
THIANS. With Introducllon, Dissertations
and Notes. Crown 8
Keastell (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND
FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex-
periences of J. KEesTELL, Chaplain to
General Christian de Wet. Crows 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
(C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS-
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illus.
trated. Crown Byo. 2s. 6d.
Ki ke (A. W.). See Little Libra
K.lg (Rudyard). BARRACK-
ALLADS. E’d Thousand. Crown 8vo.
Twenty-first Edition. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand, Tenth
Edttmn. Crowsn 8ve glll top, 6s.
A Colonial Edmon 1salso published.
THE FIVE NATIONS. 41s¢ Thousand.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also blishedA
DEPARTMENTAL DITTI Sixteenth
Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckmm 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
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(R. J.), M.A., Professor of New

Testament Exegesis at King's College,
London. See Westminster Commentaries.

Lamb (Charles and M. , THE WORKS
OF. Edited by E. Lucas. With
Numerous Ihustratlons In Scven Volumes.
Demy 8vo. F. 6d. each.

THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas.

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. VWith over 100
Illustrations by A. GARTH JownBs, and an
lntr%:l{uction by E. V. Lucas. Demy 8vo.

105, 6d.

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS :
An 1805 Book Tor Children. Illustrated by
WiLLiaM MULREADY. A new edition, in

facsimile, edited by E. V. Lucas. 1s. 64.
See also Lutle lerar)
Lambert (F. A. H.). See The Little Guides.
Lam feuor). See Byzantine Texts.

bros
Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF
EGYPTIN THE L IDDLE AGES. Fully
Illustrated. Crow
Ianﬁmidse(r M. A BALLADS OF THE
AVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise,
Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.
Law (William). See Library of Devotion.
Lea.ch (Ben.lx) THE DUKE OF DEVON-
Biography. With 12 Illustra-
uons. Demy 8vo, 125, 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
Lee (Captain L. Melville). A HISTORY
OoF P LICL IN ENGLAND. Crown8vo.

I.eﬁh (Perciva.l). THE COMIC ENGLISH
GRAMMAR Embellished with upwards
of so characteristic Illustmuons by Joun
LegcH. Posti6mno, 2s.

Lewes (V.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER.
Illustrated., Crown 8vo.  2s.

Lisle(Fortunéede). See Littie Bookson Art.

ehales (H.). See Antiquary’s Books.

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble
Collef ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-

BUILDER. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.

3. 6d.,

*THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE:
BEING ADDRESSES AND SERMONS. Crown
8vo. 6s.

See also Leaders of Religion and Library

of Devotion.
See Methuen's Standard

I.ooke (John).
Libra:
erri’ )~ Sce Little Librar
) See Lm?; Librarly.
ERS

Lo r{e Horace).
FROM SELF-MADE MERCHANT
TO HéS SON. Thirteenth Edition. Crown
8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition.
Crowsn 8vo,
A Colonial Ldmon is also publisned.
Lover (8amuel). See Illustrated Pocket
Library.

II

E. V. I.- and C.L.G. ENGLAND DAY BY
: Or, The Englishman’s Handbook to
Eﬁmenc Illustrated by GRORGE MORROW.
dition. Feap. 4to. 1s. net.
ue Year-Book and Almanac.
.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES
With numerous Portraits and
lllustrauons. Two Vols. DemyB8uvo. 21s.

*A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With
many Illustrations, of which 2o are in Colour
by HERBERT MARSHALL. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Lucla.‘n. See Classical Translations.

de (I. W.), M.A, See Commercial Series.
I.ydon (Noel 8.). See Junior School Books.
ton (Hon. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND
THEIR WORK. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

M.M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO
WEAR. Crown8ve. 1s.

Macaulay g.o CRITICAL AND HIS-
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mox-
'I‘AGUB, M.A. Three Volumes. Crows 8vo.

The only edition of this book completely
annotated.

M‘'Allen (J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial

es.

HaccullochL e (J. A). See Cturchman's
ibr:
'uaccnnn (Florence). MARY STUART.

With over 6o Illustrations, including a
Fi tonusplece in Photogravure. Demy 8vo.
108, 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published. See
also Leaders of Religion.

McDermott (B. R.). See Books on Business.
M‘'Dowall (A. 8.). See Oxford Biographies.
ackay (A. grz See Churchman’s Library.

us (La ), M.A. A PRIMER OF
ORDSWOR’IH Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Mahaffy (J. P.), Litt. D. A HISTORY OF
THE OF THE PTOLEMIES.
Fully Illustnted Crown 8vo. 6s.

tlan W.), LL.D., Downing Professor
of the Laws of England in the University of
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG-
LAND. Roialaw 75.

Malden (H. E), M.A. LNGLISH RE-
CORDS. A Companion to the History of
hngland Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.

THE ENGLISH CITIZLN HIS RIGHTS
AND DUTIES. Crowsn 8vo. 1s. 6d.

*A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY.

th many Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

HArehant (B. C.), M.A,, Fellow of Peter-
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO-
LOGYV. Second Edition. Crowsn 8vo. 3s.

m.rcha.nt (C. B), M.A., and Cook (A. H)

PASSAGES’ FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION Second Edition. Crown

Sw
(chrhtopher)

See Methuen's
Standa.rd Library.
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Marr(J. B.), F.R.S., Fellow of St John's Col-
lege, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC
STUDYOF S ENERV Second Edition.
Illustrated. Crows 8vo. 6s.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. th numn-
erous lllustrauons. Crown 8vo.

rewg, See Little Ltbn

MEehed . B SEA T1FE TN NEL-
SON'S TIME.  With many
Crown 8vo. . 6. met.

Maskell (A ) See Connnisseur's Li

Mason(A. D D. See Leaders of Religion.

Massee 0001'30) THE EVOLUTION OF

PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With Illus-

trations. Crouwm 8vo. 2s.6d.
asterman(C. F. G.), M.A. TENNYSON
AS A RLLIG!OUS TEACHER. Crown

*mumon (Hon. E. P.). COUNSELS OF
LIFE. Fcap. 8zo. 2s. 6d. met.
A volume of Selections in Prose and

Verse.
May (Phil). THE PHIL \IAY ALBUM.
Second Edition. 4t0. 1s.
Mellows (Emma8.). A SHORT STORY
(8)F ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crown
vo.  3s.
'nethu én (A. M. 8.). THE TRAGEDY
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. 8vo. as. met.
A revised and enlarged_ edition of the
autbotl ‘Peace or War in South

Africa.
EVGLANDS RUIN : Discussep IN_Six-
TEEN LETTERS TO THE RiGgHT Hon.
JoskpH CHAMBERLAIN, M.P. Crown 8vo.

3d. net.

Michell (8. B). THE ART AND PRAC-
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo-
gravures by G. E l.oum-. and other Illus-
trations. _ Demy 3. 6d.

*Millais (J. G.). THE Lll'l'. AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLALIS, Presidentofthe Roial Academy.

Illustrations.

With many Illustrations, of which 2 are in
Pliotozravure New Edition. Demy 8ve.
75, 6d. net.
Millais (8ir John Everett). See Little
Galleries.
Millis (c T). M.LM.E. See Textbooks of
. Technol o
lnlne (J A HISTORY OF
OMAN GYPT Fully Illustrated,
C rown 8vo.

*Milton, John, THL POEMS OF, BOTH
ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'd at
several times. Printed by his true Coples

The Songs were set in Musick b
Henrv Lawgs, Gentleman of the mgs
Chagpel and one of His Majesties Private
Musick.

Printed and ﬂnbhsb'd according to Order.

Printed by RutH RaworTH for Hum-
PHRRY MOSELEY, and are to be sold at the
signe of the Armes in Pauls Church-

) 1645,

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

*A MILTON DAY BOOK. Kdited by R.
F. TowNprow. Fcap. 8vo. 25. 6d. net.
See also Little Library and Methuens
Standard Library.
Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES
OF BIOLOGY. lllluu'aled. Second Edi-

tion. Cro'wc 81/0

*Mitton JANF AUSTEN AND
HER ENGL AN With many Portraits
aud Illustrations, Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is alw published.

‘Moil (A.).’ See Bookson Business.

Moir (D. M.). Sce Little Library.

"Money (L. G. Chiozza). WEALTH AND
POVERTY. Demy8vo. ss. net.

Moore (H E.). See Social Questions Series.

Moran (Clarence G.). Books on
Business.

More (8ir Thomas). See Methuen’s Standard

Librar

orfill & R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER IIL

With Mapsand Plans, Crows 8vo. 3s. 6d.
l!orichgn J.), late of Clifton College. See

School Examination Series.

*Morris (J.) THE MAKERS OF JAPAN.
With many portraits and Illustrations.
Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Morris (J. B.). See The Little Guides.

lorton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod

ee

Moule (H 0 G D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur.
ham. ers of Rchg:on
(ll. M. Pattison), M.A. THE

CHEMISTRYOF F lRE The l!.lemeuuxy
Principles of C| ry. I Crown
8vo. 2s. 6d.

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn.

Munro (R.), LL.D. See Antiquary’s Books.

). See Illustrated Pocket

R. N. Hall,
nd others. See Library

See Little Library.
1.A. EXAMINATION
THUCYDIDES. Crown

Nimrod. Sece Illustrated Pocket Library.

Northcote (James), R.A. THE CONVFR-
SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE,
R.A., AND JAMES WARD. FEdited by
Enmzs-r FLETCHBR With many Portraits.

my 8vo. 10S.
*Norway (A. H), Aulhor of ‘Highways and
B ysin Devonand Cornwall.” NAPLES.

With 25 Coloured Illustrations by MauricE
GREIFFENHAGEN. A New Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.

No THE DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss
UNA BIrcH. Fcap 8v0. 3s. 6d.

Oliphant (Mrs.). See Leaden of Religion.
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oman (C. W. 0.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls’
e, A NI GRY OF THE AR Rt
WAR. Vol 11.: The Middle Ages, from
the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century Ilus-
trated, Demy 8vo. 105, 6d. 2
Ottley (R. L.), D.D. See Handbooks of
Theology'and *Leaders of Religion,
Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business.
Oxfor M. N.),of Guy's Hospital. A HAND-
OF NUR ING. Secomd Edition.
Crm»Bw 3s. 6d.
Pakes (W. C c) " THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations.
Demy 8vo. 15s.
almer erick). WITH KUROKI IN
MANCHURIA. With many Illustrations.
Third Edition. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.
A Colomal Edition is also bhshed.
Parker bert). A LOV.
SONG! IN SEQUENCE. a{
Parkinson (John), PARADISI IN SOLE
PARADISUS TERRISTRIS, OR_A
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA-
SANT FLOWERS. Folio
Pazmanter Jobny. HEL10 TROFES Or
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625
Edited by PErcIvAL LanDON. Qnarto

3. 6d. net.
Parmentier (Prof. Léon).

Pascal. See Library of Devotion.
‘Puton (0001'8.0? SOCIAL CARICA-
RES THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY Imﬂml uarto. £2,12s. 6d.
net. See also Little Books on Art and Illus.
trated Pocket Library.
Paterson (W. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S
QUESTIONINGS Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d.

net.

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in
Colour by F. SOUTHGATE. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo. _6s.

*NATURE NOTES IN EASTERN NOR.
FOLK. A series of observations on the
Birds, Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and
stalk-eyed Crustaceans found in that nei wgh-
bourhood, with a list of the species.

12 Illustrations in colour, by FRrank
SOUTHGATE. Crown 8ve. 6s.

Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Art.

Pearce (B M.A. ANNALS OF
CHRIST’S HOSPITAL. With many Illus-
trations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d.

Peel }Bldney), Iate Fellow of Trinity College,
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com.
mission on the Lice nsmﬁ Laws. PRACTI.
CAL LICENSING EFORM Second
Edition. Crewn8vo. 1s.

Peters (J. P.), D. D. See " Churchman’s
Libra

Petrie (Wr ML Flinders).D.C.L, LLD. Pro
fessor of Egyptol at University ege.

H!STO]R" 6)? EGYPT, rrom 'rfu
meuzs'r TimMES To THE PRESENT Dav.

See Byzantine
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Fully Ilt d. nsix vols Crown
8vo.  G6s. cach.

VoL, 1. PreHistoric TiMes T0o XVITH

DvyNasTY. Fifth Edition.

VoL. n. Tug XVIITH aAnp XVIIITH
DYNASTIES. Fourth Edition.

*Vor. nt.  XIXTtH To XXXTH DYNASTIES.

Voi. 1v. THE EGYrT OF THE PTOLEMIES.
J. P. MAHAFFY, Litt.D.

VoL.v. Roman EGver. J. G. MiLNE, M.A.

VoL. vi. EGYpT IN 'rus Mumu: AGEs.
STANLEY LANER-PoOLE, M.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated.
Crown 8vo. 2s.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crewn 8ve.

2s. 6d.
EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris-
TRAM ELL1S. /i Two Volumes. Crown 8vo.

35, 6d. each.

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With
120 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3. 6d.

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies.

P (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR.
With 38 Illustrations by sz PETHY-
BRIDGE. Sem and Cheaper Edition.
Large Crown 6s.

*UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG.
Illustrated by CLAUDE SHEPPERSON.
Crown 8ve. . nel.

A volame of poems.
Plenur (Philip). WITH STEYN AND
WET. Second Edition. Crowm 8vo.

A Colonml Edition is also pubhshed

* (Vi & and Walton (P. W) A
SCHOOL ISTORY OF MIDDLE-
SEX. With many Illustrations. Crown

8vo. 1s. 6d.

Plautus, THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with
an lmrodu.ctxon, Textual Notes,and a  Com-
mentary, by W. M. Linpsay, Fellow of
Jesus College, Oxford. Demy 8vo. xos. 6d.

Plowden-Wa.rdlaw (J. T.), B.A,, King's
College, Cambridge. See oolExumna-

tion Series.
Pocock (Roger). A FRONTIERSMAN
Third Edition. Crown 8vo.
A Colonial Edition l;;(l)so ubhshed

Podmore (Frank). DERN SPIRI-
TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy 8vo.
215, nel.

A History and a Criticism,

Poer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN
LEGlONARY Crown Boo.

A Colonial Edition is also p bllshed.

Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE.BOOKS.

With many lllustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d.

et.
Poliard (Eliza F.). See Little Books on Art.
Pogoqk (David), M.I.LN.A. See Books on
usiness.
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'2-0. A MONTAIGNE DAY-
BOO Edntedby Fu{‘m 23. 6d. nct.

TEX
lé OF éleUL'rURAL BOTANY
llluunted Second Edition. Crewn 8ve.

i'mnoyéuom WHEN 1 WAS A

CHILD,

{ A KEY TO THE TIME
ALLUSIONS ~ IN THE DIVINE
COMEDY, Witha Dial. Swallguarto.

3¢. 6d.
m‘ﬂ.). See R Jon
(0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND
WHAT lT IS MADE OF. Crewn 8vo.

rri'oo (l'.. L). M A, Fellow of Oriel College,
Oxon. iSTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edi-

tion, Crown 8ve. as.

(Del bora.h). A MODERN
BE OTIA. Crown 8vo. 6s.
Pugn d Rowlandson. THE MICRO-
OSM OF LONDON, or Lonpon 1IN
MiNiATURE. With 104 Illustrations in

?lour In Three Volumes. Small 4to.
T. Qumor Couch). See Methuen’s
QHzalf Crown Library. u

OEII See Miniature Library.
R, and B. 8. E WOODHOUSE COR-
RESPONDENCE. Crowmn 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
Rackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster
Commentaries.
Randolphb (B. W ), D.D. See Library of

Devotion.
Rannie (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S
HISTORY oﬁ SCOTLAND. Cr. 800.

3¢5, 6d.

(Hastings), M.A., Fellow and
Tutor of New ColI)E Oxford. DOC-
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Crown

8vo.
Rawstorne (Lawrenoce, Esq.). See Illus-
trated Pocket Library.
Real Paddy. See lllustrated Pocket
Library.

Rollon (W.), M.A. See Social Questions

Rodtcrn (W. B.), Author of ‘ Ancient Wood
and Iron Work in Cambridge,’ etc.
ROYAL AND HISTORIC LOVES
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely
Illustmted in colour and half-tone. Quar?o,

See Little Galleries.
M. E.). See C. C. Channer,

.D., Lord Bishop of

Exeter .'RéGLUM DEI. The Bampton
Lectures of 1g01. 8vo. 1as. 6d. net,

Robertson ((?odra.nt), M.A., Fellow of All

Souls’ College, Oxford, Enmmer in the
Honours School of M Oxford,
1901-1904. SELECT STATU’l'l‘l!'éy CASES,

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUB

AND CONSTITUTIONAL
MENTS, 1660-1832. Demy 8vo.
wel.

*Robertson (C. Gl‘lllt) and new

g 8) FRSE, FRGS
NT'S HISTORICAL !ATLAS
OF &HE BRITISH EMPIRE. Quarto

(8ir Q. 8. ) K.C.S.I.  See
Methuen's Half Crown Library.
binson (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman’s

DOCU-
108, 6d.

Blble.

é g. THE MINISTRY
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc
tion by the late Archbls op of Canterbury.

Crown 8vo.
Robinson (F. ﬁ See Connoisseur’s len.ry
Roohnfouu d (La). See Little Lib;
lg: L) B.A. NEW TESTAME NT
GREE A Course for Begmners With

a Preface by WALTER Locx, D.D., Warden
of Keble College. Fcag. 8vo. 64
). ANCIEN COFFERS AND

Booél"rod
CUPBOARDS: Their History and De-
scnptxon er.h many Illustrations. Owaro.

“OLi) OAK FURNITURE. With many
Illustrations Ly the Author, including a
fmnuspleoe in colour. Demy8vo. 10s.6d.

(A. G. L), M.A, See Books on

usiness.
6y. A GALLERY OF ROMNEY.
Pr ARTH&:{ B. CHAMBB;L;I::’ I\z’n‘t: 66
ates in Photogravure. /m; a rto.
£3, 3:. n:t. See Lutle Galleri
)2 RT HARLEY
EARL OFO FORD lllusmted D‘my
8vo. 7s.
This is the only life of Harley in existence.
See also The Little Guides.
Rose (Bdward). THE ROSE READER.
Wi numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
25. 6d. Also tn 4 Parts. Partsl.and Il.
6d each ; Partl1]. 8d.; Part1V. 1od.
Rowntree oshua). THE IMPERIAL
DRUG TRADE. Crowsn 8vo. ss. net.
BIIIE.: ks(" E.), D.D. See Junior School

Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD.
With Illustrations by F. BRANGWYN.
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
. Anselm, See Library of Devotion.
8t.A @. See Library of Devotion.
8t. cyrel (Viscount). See Oxford Bio-

8550 Munro). REGINALD. Swond
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.
( t. Prancis de). See lerary of

ion.

Mmon (A. L). A POPULAR GUIDE
TO DEVON. Medium 8vo. 6d. net. See
also The Little Guides.
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eaunt (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF
ESTMINSTER SCHOOL. With
numerous Illustrations, Demy 8vo. 7s. 64.
Sathas (0.). See Byzantine Texts.
Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts.
Scott, (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER
CHURCHILL. With Portralts and Illus.
trations. Crowsn 8vo,
MO (H.G.)F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE
Wlthmanylllustmuons. C7r. 8vo. 6s.
g A. THE MECHANICS
OF AILY LIFE. Illustrated. C». 8zo.

Selons (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. OrD.
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Bettle ). ANECDOTES OF
SOLDIERS, in Peace and War. Crown
8vo. 3s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

%ea.r e (W ). -
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664 ;

1685. Each Four Guineas net, or a com-
plete set, Twelve Guineas net.
The Arden eare.
Demy 8vo. 2s. 6d. met eack volume.
Geneml Edltor, W. J. Cra1G. An Edition
of Shal 17e.are in single Plays. Edited
with a fu Introduction, Textual Notes,
and a Commentary at the foot of the page.
HAMLET Edited by EpwArp DOWDEN,

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by EDWARD
DowbeN, Litt.D.
KING LEAR. Edited b W. J. CralG,
ited by M. Mac-

JULIUS CAESAR.
MILLAN, M.A.

T}iE TEMPEST. Edited by MoreTon

OTHELLO. Edited '}'H C. HarT.

TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B.
BAILDON.

CYMBELINE. Edited by EDWARD DOwWDEN.
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

Edited by H. C. HART.
A MIDSUMMER NlGHT‘S DREAM.
Edited by H. CUNINGHA M.

KING HENRY V. Edited by H. A. Evans.

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
Edited byW O. BRIGSTOCKE.
THE TAM NG OF THE SHREW.
ed by R. Warwick Bonp. !

TIIL)‘ION OF ATHENS. Edited by K.

’MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Edited by
H. C. HART.

TVIYELFTH NIGHT. Edited by MoreTON

UCE.
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited
by C. Knox PoOLER.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Edited
by W. J. CraiG. With Introductions and
Notes.  Pott 16mo. In 40 Volumes.

Leather, price 1s. net eack volume.
See also Methuen’s Standard Library.

l5

shurp(A.) VICTORIAN POETS. Cﬂwn
Shlrp (Mrs. B. A). See Little Books on

Shod.'l ock (J. 8.). THE PIANOFORTE
SONATA lts Origin and Development.

Crown
Shelle; (Pel‘c’g B.) ADONAIS; an Elegy
on the death of John Keats, Author of
‘ Endymion,’ etc. Pisa. From the types of
Didot, 1821. 2s. nef.

See also Methuen’s Standard Library.
Sherwell (Arthur), M.A. See Social Ques-
8] o Ser(xx.?es. AN ENGLISH

() o
llé‘gVIRCH IST&RY FOR CHILD.-
REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of
Glbraltar thh Maps and lllustnuons

s, 6d. nei
81chel (Wa.lter). DISRAELI A Study
in Personallty and ldas With 3 Portraits.
8vo. 12s.
A lonial detlon is also published,
See also Oxford Biographies.
8ime (J.). See Little Books on Art.
Simonson (@. A). FRANCESCO
2 vaA D 1. With 41 Plates. Royaljfolio.
2, 25. nel.
Sertcm’ ey (R. E. D.). See Little Books on

Sk:lpton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on

su.den (Douglas). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustmnons.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
oénv“) M.A. THE EARTH An
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.
wood (M. @.). See Little Books on

Smedley (F. B) See Illustrated Pocket

Library.

Smith ), THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. kKdited with an Introduction
and numerous Notes by EpwiN CANNAN,

M.A. Twe volumes. Demy 8vo. a21s.

nel.
See also Methuen’s Standard Lib:
Smith (Horace and James). See

-ry
th ( T?s M.A. A NEW
JUNlOR ARI ETIC.” Crown 8ve.

ittle

L]

s. 6d.
'Smlth (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR
RAINY DAY. dited by WIiLFRID
Wm'n'n:n. IHustrated. Demy 8vo. 15s.

net.
Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Illustrated. Crow: 6s.
Snowden (C. E.). A BRIEF SURVEY OF
BRITISH HISTORY. Demy 8vo. 4s. 6d.
Sophocles. See Classical Translations.
rnet ), _See Junior School Books.
Sogth {iton E), M.A. See Junior School
ooks.
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they (3.)
Edited, with an Introduction, by Davio
HANNAY.
Vol 1. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins,
Dnl:e, Cavendish), Second Edition. Crown

Vol. In. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville,
Essex, and Ralelgh). Crown 8ve. Gs.

Spence (C. H.), M.A. See School Examina-
tion Series.
Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of
Rellglon
bridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of
Devotion.

‘Stancliffe.’ GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 1s.
(A. ML L) M.A.
INITIALATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen-
wy Aoctdence Seventh Edition. Fcap.

FIRST LATIN LESSONS Eighth Edi-
tion.

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and
Vocabulu'y Sixth Edition revised. x18mo.

EASY 'SELECTIONS FROM CZSAR.
The Helvetian War, Second KEdition.

18m0. 1s.

EASY SELECT lONS FROM LIVY. Part
1. The ngs of Rome. 18mo. Secomd
Edition. 1s.6d.

EASY LATlN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION Ninth Edition Fcap.

s. 6d.

l!.XEMPLA LATINA. First Exetcues
in Latin Accid With Vocabulary.
Third Edition. Crowmn8vo. 1s.

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With
Vocabulary. Tenth and Cheaper thhon,
vewritten. Crm 8vo. u 641. Original

Edition. 2s.6d. Krv,
THE LATIN COMPOU? D SENTENCE :
econd Edition.

Rules and Exercises,
Crvwn 8vo. 1s. 6d. Wilh Vocabulary.
NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and
Idioms. Fowrth KEditien. Fcap. Bvo.
1s. 64. With Vocabulary. as. ey, 2s.

net.

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE-
TITION : Arranged nccordmg to Subjects.
Twelfth Edition. Fcap. 8 s. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS
18mo. Second Edition. 1s.

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re-
vised. 18m

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER.

s. 6d.
EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, ve-
vised. Fcap. 8vo. 1s.

Crown

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

ENGLISH SEAMEN. GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE.
Arranged

PETITION ing to Sub-
jects. Kowrth Edition. Fea; . 8ve, 13, 6d.
EEK TESTAMENT S LECTIONS

l'or the use of Sch i
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. ZFowsthk

KEdition. Kcap. 8ve. 2s.6d.
STEPS TO FRENCH. Sixthk Edition.

18me, 8d.

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Sixth Edi-
tiom, revised, Crowm Bvo. 1s.

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN-
EEN TRANSLATION. l‘;ﬁh Edi-

. revised. Fea
EASY FRENCH E. ERCISES ON ELE-
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu-
lary. Fourth Edition. Crowm 8vo. as.6d.

KEV. 35, mef.

FRENCli VOCABULARIES FOR RE.
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub-
jects. Twelfth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 1s.

See also School Enmmauon Series.

'“01 & M.A, F.C.S. THE

LD OF SCIENCE With 147
lllusuanons. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.

25, 6d.
sc?ns“ taon (O %"‘h"“{ cennieat Col
enson of the Technical College,
and  Su P}} of %1
Yorkslme College Leeds.
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS.
lllustrated Demy 8vo. Second Edition.

Btglphenlon (), M.A. THE CHIEF
OF THE CHRlSTlAN
FAITH. Crown8ve. 33. 6
Sterne (Laurence). See Lntle Li
), MAA. ANNALS OF ETON
COLLEGE. With numerous Ilustrations.
Demy 8vo. 3
Steuart (ntherl.no BY ALLAN
WATER. Second Edition. Crowm 8vo. 6s.
Btevenson (R, L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.
Selected and Edited, with Notes and In-
troductions, by Stongv COLVIN. Sixth
Cheaper Edition. Crowm 8ve. 1as.
LiBrRARY EDITION. Demy 8vo. 2 wols. 2ss.
net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
VAILIMA LETTERS. VWith an Etched
Portrait by WILLIAM STRANG. Fowrth
Edition. Crown 8vo, Buckram. 6s.
A Colonial Edmon is also published.
THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See

G. Balfeur.

Stevenson (M. 1). FROM SARANAC
TO THE MARQUESAS. RBReing Letters
written by Mrs. M. I. STeEVENSON during
1887-8 to her sister, Miss JaANE WrayTE
BavLrour. Withan Introduction by GEORGE
W. Bavrrour, M.D., LL.D., F.R.S.S.
Crown 8vo. 6s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
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me (Anna M.).

Stono (B. .), M.A, SELECTIONS.
FROM THE ODYSSEY. Fcap. 8vo.

Stono 8. J ). POEMS AND HYMNS.
With a Memoir by F. G. ELLERTON,
M.A. With Portrmt. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Straker (F.). See Books on Business.

strea.ne (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman’s

Stroud (B.). D.Sc., M.A. See Textbooks of

See Oxford Bio-

Techno og

} OI?h THE SPORTS AND
PASI’ ME F THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAND. Iilustrated by many engrav-

m Re\nsed by J. Cl-uuu.ns Cox, LL.D.,
Quarto. 21s.
Stnu't (0&?{& Donald). THE STRUGGLE
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Crows 8vo.

'sturch(r )., Staff Instructor to the S
County Council. SOLUTIONS TO TH
CITY AND GUILDS UESTIONS
IN MANUAL INSTRUCTION DRAW.

ING. lm 4!0. .
*8 ir John)) FRAGMENTA
AUREA: a Collection of all the Incom-

ble Peeces, written by, And pablished

a friend to perpetuate his memory.
Pnnted by his own copies.

Printed for HumpHrEY MoseLEy, and

are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the

Princes Arms in St. Paul's Churchyard,

Suddaras {F), Sex C. Stephenson
Surtees (R. 8). See Illustrated Pocket

arv
Swift (Jonathan). THE JOURNAL TO
STELLA. Edited by G. A. AiTKEN. Cr.

lymes (J. n), M.A. THE FRENCH RE-
VOLUTION Second Edition. Crown 8vo.

pre ttl.) See Little Blue' Books.
'acitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction,
Notes, Mlp, etc. By R. F, Davis, M.A.

Feap. 8vo. es.
GERMANIA. By the nme Editor. Fcap.
8vo. 25, Classical Translations.

ck HOWARD LETTERS
AND MEMORIES. Demy 8v0. 108

'l'n.u.lor (J.).  See ber of Devotion.
Taunton (E. L.). ISTORY OF THE
JESUITS IN ENGLAND With Itlus-
trations. Demy 8vo. 21s. net.
Tgﬂlor (A. B.). THE ELEMENTS OF
ETAPHYSICS. Demy 8vo, 10s.

'l'n.ylor }P @.), M.A. See Commetcml Series.
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HISTORY OF ROME. Crows 8oo.

9s, 6d.
Te! nnilon Lord) THE EARLY
POEMS (OF. ited ,'wuh Notes and.
an lnuoducnon, y J Exnurron CoLLINs,

M.A, Crow:

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD AND THE.
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Cuukton
Corrins, M.A. Crown 8ve. 6s. Seealso

T L'mfchgrqu Oxford B
erry e, ee Oxfor 1

Terton (Alioe). mcnrsm‘iﬁ'sﬁhinows
IN A HOSPITAL. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Thackeray (W. M.). See Little Lil

Theobald (F. W.), M.A. INSECT L FE.
INlustrated. Second Ed. Revised. - Cr. 8vo.

25, 6d.
Tho! (A. B.). See The Little Guides.
Tileston (M W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Zleventk Edition.
Feap. 8vo. as. 6d. met. Also an edition
in superior bmdmg). F RHS. See Th
0! Ww. . ee e
I’ﬂtlt’le Guides.
. MY CHINESE

'l'ownhg
NOTE-BOO With 16 Tllustrations and
2 Maps., Third Edition. Dmyﬁw. 108,
6d. net. .
A Co omal Edition is also published.
To} gn M.A., D.Litt. DANTE
TUDIES D RESEARCHES. Demy
810. 104, 6d. mel, See also Oxford Bio-
graplnes.

Herbert). DEIRDRE WED: and
Other oems, Crows 8vo.

Trgvelyan (@, M), Feliow of'x’fm.z College

STUAR' With Maps and Phns. Smnd
Edition, Dnu os. 6d. ne
Troutbeck (G. E.). See The Lmle Guides.
Tu ). See Social Questions

'rwininc (Louisa). See Socml Questions
'rnor (]E A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior
Tytel.l-um (Pranou). See Little Books on

Art.

Vardon ). THE COMPLETE
GOLFKER. ith numerous Illustrations.
Third Editiom. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d.

net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

| Vaughan See Li
v&m&ﬁk Seee j:nuor Examina.

4 W),D D. OLD TESTAMENT
HIS ORY. With Maps. ZThird Edition..

Crown 8w 6s. Richard) SeeA. L. N
Cleat .
w:ﬁn(": 0 DEVILS. " llisica od by the
Danyaw.

from

A. Fellov of Gonv:lle

oo . Seerfotd
'l'ulor

d Caius Coll CON-
STITUTIONAL AND ?OLITICAL

6d. i See also An 's Books., ..
WiiSL e pe thio Antiquary's Books,
Walton (P. W.). See Victor Plarr.

A3
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Walton (Isaac Cotton (Charles).
See lllmtnl Pocket Library, Methw s
Standard hbnv and Little Li

Warmelo (D. 8. Van). ON COMMANDO.
With Portrait. Crows 8ve. 3:. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

“W%Am Alfred). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homilies to
Women in Country Places. Second Edition.
Small Pott 8vo. 2s. met. See also Little

Library,
Weatherhead (T. C.), M.A. EXAMINA.
TlON PAPLRS IN HORACE. Cr. 800.
s0 Junior Examination Series.
Wobb (w. 'l'.). See Little Blue Books.
Wbeo r (P. 0.). See Textbooks of Techno-

W‘l:h (Sidney H.). Sece Textbooks of
WODI(J.). "A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham

e xm D_AND ' OXFORD
ATy A bers of the University.

Third Edmn. Crown 8o, . 6.
A SHORT HISTORY OF RO {K. Sizth
Elmn. With 3 Maps. Crows 8Sve.

Thubook is intended for the Middle and
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for Pass
SmdmuTnt the Universities. It contains

ables, etc. See also The Little
Guides.
Wetmore HE LAST OF

(Helen C.).
THE GREAT SCOUTS (‘ Bufﬁlo Bill’).
;an‘th Illustrations. Second Editien. Demy

Colonnl Edition is also pﬂNM
Whmuy(o.). S“Henlg and Whil
Whibley (L), M. Fellow of Pem! broke

College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR-

CHIES: THE R ORGANISATION

AND CHARACTER. Crows 8. Gs.
w%intl;l“" (G. H.), M.A. See Churchman’s

e.

White (Gilbert) THE NATURAL
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by
L. C. M1aLL, F.R.S., assisted by W. WARDE
FowLzr, M.A. Crowmdos. 65 See also
Methuen’s Standard Library,

thel ). See Comwl'nl Series.

tehead W.). GASPARD DE
COLIGNY. With many Illustrations.
Demy 8vo. 125, 67. net.

*Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of

‘echnical Institute, West Bromwich.

AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-BOOK OF

lNORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Crown

2s. 6d.
W'hlth Sce est Seri
wmmn((w ). See Thomuqé'mm -
Whml. ,), B.Sc. See Books on Business.,
See Little' Books

wua. (Onoar). DE PRO!-‘UNDIS. th
KEdition. Crowm Bvo.
A Colonial Edition is also pnbluhod.

MESSRS. METHUEN’'S CATALOGUE

Wilking (W. H.), B.A. See Social Qunestiens
Wilkinson (J. Frome). See Social Ques-

tions Series.
2 THE BRITISH

GA%EENE Illustrated. Demy 8ve.
Williamson (W.), B.A. See Junior Ex-
aunn.uon Series, Junior Sch and

an Books.
Wilmot- n (B. M.). MAKERS OF
EUROPE. Crows Bvo. Third Edition.

3s. 6d.
ATex&bookdEurop-thoqfu

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and
Illustrations. Crows Svo. 3s. 6d.
See also The er's Books.

Library of Devotion.
LORD STRATH-
CONA the Stoﬁrl of his Life. Illustrated.

Iomal Kdition is also published.
WMA.J). See Books on Business.
A.). See Books on Business.
Wilton (Richard), MA. LYRA PAS.
TORALIS : Songs of Nutun, Church, and

Home. Pott8ve. as. 6d.
Winbols (8. B M.A. EXERCISES IN
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr.8vs. 1s.6d.
LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An “Aid
to Conponuon. Crown8vo. 35.6d. Kzv,

windle (8. C. A, D.Sc, F.RS. See Anti-

quary's Books and The Lmle Guides.
‘botham A., B.Sc.,

LL.B. See Charchman's 'b?_?

'Wo00d(J. A.E.). SeeTextbookso

*Woo! . Hickory). DAN LENO:
Lirx AND AcuieveMENTs, With nuny
Illustrations, Crows 8ve. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

*Wood (W. Birkbeck), M.A., late Scholar of
Worcester College Oxford and Edmonds

or J.

sy e A3 brican
CIVIL WAR. th an Introduction by
H. SPENsER WILKINSON. . With 24 Maps

Plans. .Dmy 8vo. 325 6d. met.

Wordlworth (Christopher). See Auu.
quary's Books,

Wordsworth (W.). See Little Li

Wordsworth (W) and Coleridg
See Ii.utle

Coll((‘

See Dante.
wxl"lx Sol.phi GERMAN. VOCABU-
RIES RREPFTITION Feap. 8vo.

°“|. (Ggores M), prfence of Hisoy

EARL OF ELGIN. Wih Ilustrations,
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

e (8. T.).
),M.A., gdlow onueen
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wwle (A. B). MODERN_ ABYSSINIA. ' A Story toldin 4o Coloured Pictures. Fcap.

ith a Map and a Portrait. Demy 8vo. '  8vo. 1s. ne

155, met. ou.ng g. THE COMPLETE
wdlum g THE POEMS OF MOTORIST. With 138 lllusuatims
ILLIAM SHAK

ESPEARE. With an Fourth Edition. I):m 8v0. 125.6d.n
Introduction nnd Notes. Demy 8vo. Buck- | YO (T. ). THE AMERIC A 1\
vam, gilt top. 10s. 6d. COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of

Wyon (R.) and rra.n @.). THE LAND Work and Workers. With an Ihtroduction
OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being by EuJAH Hm.u Secretary to the Man-
a description of Montenegro With 4o Illus- of C C rown 8vo.
trations, Crouwn Svo. Cloth, as. Ka}{( » boards, 1s, 6d.
A Colonial Edition is Sso published. Zenker cz. v ) ANARCHISM. Demy 8vo.
Yea! ﬁw B.‘z. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 79. 6d.
IRIS SE. Ram:d and Enlarged | Zimmern (Antonia). =ZWHAT DO WE
Edition. Crown 8ve. KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI-
Yondia (M) THE GREAT RED FROG. | CITYT Coparm S0or 1o 6 mat.

Ancient Cities
Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. net.
CHESTER. lllnsmted by E. H. New. Crown Illustrated. Crown 8oo. 45.

6d. xe
8vv. 4s. 6d. me *CANTERBURY. By J.C. Cox, LL.D l-‘ S.A.
SHREWSBURY. By T. Auden, M.A,, F.S.A, Ilustrated. Crown 8ve. 4s. 6d. net.

Antiquary’s ‘Booh, The
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D,, F.S.A.

‘A series of volumes dealing with various branches of English Antiquities ;
" comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate and scholarly.
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Em;usu Mom\snc Lire. By the Right | ARCHEOLQGY . AND_ FALSE ANTIQUITIES.
Rev. bot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. B R. Munro, LL.D. With numerous

Tlmd Edzhon. P A . nunuona.
R‘;‘T;‘,;‘,';ﬁ“,‘;' ;:.B CR"A'SV:S],, o l ' ‘SHRINES OF, BRrTISH SAINTS. ByJ.C. Wall.

With numerous Illustrations and Plans. ,

OLp SErvice Booxs or THE ENGLsH | Ta'clz::”“‘ Fo“l??ss x’ %?ghu;:nyn I

Cuuncn. By Christopher Wordsworth,
M. and Henry Littlebales. With , _trations.
Coloured and other fllustrations. I *THE MANOR AND MANORIAL REcorDs.
CeLTic ART. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. | i By Nathaniel J. Hone. With many Illus-
With numerous Hlustrations and Plans. trations. . )

F.R.S. With numerous lllustrauons a.n

Beginner’s Books, The

Easy FrencH Ruvmes. By Henri Blouet. | Easy EXERCISES IN ARITHMETIC. - Arranged
Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 1s. by W. S. Beard. Fcap. Gw Without
Amswers, 1s. With Answers, 1s. 34
Easy Stortes rrom ENGLISH HisTorRY. By | Easy DiCcTaTiON AXD SreiLING. By W.
-E. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of * Makers Williamson, B.A. Fowrth Edhm Femp.
of Kurope." Crowm 8vo. 1s. 8ve. 15
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MEsSSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Business, Books on

Crown 8vo.

2s, 6d. net.

A series of volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial and
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do

and how they do it.

‘Ports AND Docks. By Douglas Owen.
RaiLways. By E. R. McDermott.
ThE Stock ExcHange. By
Second Edition.
Tux Busingss or INsurRance. By A. J.

n.
KErectricaL  INpusTrY : LIGHTING,
A. G. Whyte,

Tus
TRACTION, AND PowEr. By
B.Sc.

Tus Smnuu.nmc InpusTrY : Its HmmYJ

inance. By Dawvi
Pollock, M.LN 4.
Tue MoNEY MarxET. By F. Straker.
Tuz Busingss SIDE oF AGRICULTURE. By
A. G. L. Rogers, M. A,
Law 1N Busingss. By H. A. Wilson,

Some are Illustrated.

The first volumes are— -

Tusz AvuToMOBILE INDUSTRY. By G. de H.

tone.

MininGg AND Mining INVESTMENTS. By
¢A. Moil."

THE BUSINESS OF ADVERTISING, ‘By Clarence
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated.

Trape UnioNs. By G. Drage.

#*CiviL ENGINEERING. By T. Claxton Fidler,
M.Inst. C.E. [Illustrated.

#Tue CoaL INDUsTRY. By Ernest Aves.

Illustrated.
*Tne lno:d- TrADE. By J. Stephen Jeans.
F. W, Hirst.

Illustrat
*TrusTs AND KARTELS. B

*Tue CoTToN INDUSTRV. y Professor S.J.
Chapman, Dean of the F: of Com-

Tux BrEwinGg Iunusrn. By Julian L. merce in the Unwemty of ter.
Baker, F.I.C,, F Illustrated.
Byzantine Texts

Edited by J,.B. BURY, M.A,, Litt.D.
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars.

ZACHARIAH oF MiTYLENE. Translated by F. | Tue History or PseLLus.

Edited by €.
2,

J. Hamilton, D.D., an . Brooks. Sathas, Demy 8vo. :é; , .
Demy 8ve. ' 123. 6d. met. EcrHesis CHRONICA. ited by Professor
Lam Demy Bve. 73.6d. ne
Evacrivs. Edited by Léon Parmentier and { THE CHRONICLE OF MOREA. Eduted by Joha
. Bidez. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. Schmitt. Desmy8vo. 15s. net.
Churchman’s Bible, The

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.
A series of Expositions on the Books.of the Bible, which.will be of service to the

general reader in the

practical and devotional stud,

of the Sacred Text.

Each Book is provided with a full, and clear Introductory Section, in which is
stated what is known or conjectured respectlng the date and occasion of the com-

position of the Book,and any other.
as a whole.
sponding as far as
Trans]auon of the

ticulars that may help toelucidate its meaning
The Exposmon is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre-

ssible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The
uthorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are

deemed necessary being placed in footnotes.

Tue EPISTLE oF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO
THE GALATIANS.

M.A. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo.
15, 6d. net.

EccLesitasTes. Edited by A. Ww. Shune,
D.D. Fcap. 8ve. 1s. 6d. net.

Tue EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO

THE PHiLipriaNs. Edited by C R, D.
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap 8vo.
1s. 6d. net, Seas

a

Edited by A. W. Robin- |

TuE EpisTLE or St. James. Edited b
H. W. Fulford, M.A.  Fcap. 8vo. 1s. 6;

net.

Isatan. Edited by W. E, Barnes, D.D. 7we
Volumies. Fcap. 8vo. 25. met eack. With
Map.

TnE EpisTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO
THE ErHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Wluuker,

M.A. Fcap. 8ve. - 15. 6d. net. .



GENERAL LITERATURE

Churchman’s Library,
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The

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E.
A series of volumes upon such questions as are occupying the attention of Church

people at the present time.

seholats, who,

The Editor has enlisted the services of a band of
aving made a special study of their respective subjects, are in a

position to furnish the best results of modern research accurately and attractively.

THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY.
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map. Crown
8vo. 3s.6d.

SoMme New TEesTAMENT PrOBLEMS. By
Arthur Wright, M.A. Crows 8z0. 0©s.

Tue chnou or HEAVEN HERE AND HERE-
AFTER. Canon Winterbotham, M.A.,

. B.Sc., LL. Crown 8vo. 1;:‘

THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE VER Book :

EvoLUTION.
Crown 8vo. 3

THEOLD TESTAMENT ANDTHENEW SEHOLAR-
211?. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown 8vo.

By FMB Jevons, M.A,, Litt.D.

ThE CHURCHMAN'S INTRODUCTION ToO THE
OLp TESTAMENT. By A. M. Mackay, B.A.

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
THe CHURcH OF CHRisT. By E. T. Green,

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. M.A. Crowm8vo. 6s.
Dowden, D.D. S Edition. Crown8vo. | ComPARATIVE ThEOLOGY. By J A. Mac-
*3% 6d. . Crown8vo. 6s. '
‘Olassical Translations
Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford.
Crown Svo.

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished byllteraxy

excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy.

ZEscryLus —Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eu-
llt‘ni:it)les. Translated by Lewis Campbell]

Hom\cn—'.l‘he Odes and Epodes Translated
by A. D
chu.u—Su DnY es (ngnnns, Icaro-Me-

Clcmo-—-De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. Tgpus The Cock The Shy; ﬁl The Parasite,
P. Moor, M.A, 3s. 6d. Lover of Fnlsehood). lated by S.
Cicero—Select Orations Pro Milone, Pro T. Irwin, M.A, 3s. 6d.
Mureno, Philip Bcu , in Catilinam). Trans- | SopHocLEs—Electraand Ajax. Translated by
htedbyHE akiston, M.A. ss. E. D. A, Morshead, M.A: 2. 64.
1cERO—De Natura Translated by | ‘TAaciTus—Agricola and Germania. Trans-
F. Brooks, M.A, 3s. 6d. lated by R. B. Townshend. - as. 6d.
Cicero—De Oﬁci.is "Translated by G. B. | THE SATIRES OF JUVENAL. Translated by
Gu'dmc M.AJ" 25, 6d. ‘S. G. Owen. 2s.
Commercial Series, Methuen’s
Edited by H. pE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A.
. Crown 8vo.

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial
career, by sugplymg useful handbooks of a clear and graclical character, dealing

with those sul

CoMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND

PracTrice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. ss.
An introduction to Methuen's ‘Commercial

Series treating the question of mercial
Education fully from both the point of view
of the teacher and of the parent.

BriTiISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM
. ELizasETH TO VicTOorRIA. By H. de B.
" Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Thrd Edition. 2s.

CommencIAL EXAMINATION PAPERs. By H.
de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. 1s. 6d.

Tuz EcoNoMics or ComMERCE, By H. de
B. %idb'blnl Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition.
38

jects which are absolutely essential in the

usiness life.

A GERMAN CoMMERCIAL READER. By S. E.
Bally. With Vocabulary. 2s.

A CoMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH
EmpriIRe. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Fowurth
Edition. 2s. '

A CoMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY or FOREIGN
NaTtions. By F..C. Boon, B.A. 2s.

A PrIMER OF Business. By S. Jackson,
M.A. Third Edition. 1s. 6d.

CoMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By F. 6. Taylor,
M.A. Fonrth Edition. 1s. 6d.

FrencH CoMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. ZThAird
Edition. ss.

[Comtinued.



MEeTHURN'S COMMERCIAL SERIZS—Cconsinsed.

Guunl Counncuu. CORRRSPONDFNCE. By
With Vocabulary. as. 6d.

n H Eonnﬂmcuu, Reaper. ByS. E

Bnﬂy With Vocabulary. Second Edition. 2s.

Precis Wnrmvc AND Orrick CORRESPOND-
znce. By E. E
i 325,

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

A Guibe To PROFESSIONS AND Businzss.
y H. Jones. 1s. .

THE PrINCIPLES OF | Boox -KEEPING BY DousLz
EntRv. By J.E.B. M‘Allen, M.A. 25

. Whitfield, M.A. Second Co;ulucuu. Law. By W. Douglas Edwards.

econd Edition. 32s.

Connoisseur’s Library, The

Wide Royal 8vo.

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written
photograwire, collotype, and colour,

illustrated in

duly treated. . The first volumes are—

MzzzorTinTs. By C: Davenport. With 4o
Plates in Photzgrayv‘:lm

PoxczraiN. By Edward Dillon. With 19
Plates in Colom', 20 in Collotype, and sin

MxNu‘rvus. By Dudley Heath. With g

255, net.

experts for eolPectors. superbl:
e technical side of the art 1{

Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in
Photogravure.
lvocl;r. ByA&ll,lhukelL With 8o Plates in
otype an otogravuxe.
*EnGLISH FURNITURE. F. S. Robinson.
With 160 Plates in ColYotype and one in
. Photogravure.

Devotion, The Library of
With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.
Small Pott 8ve, daﬂi 2s. ; leather, 25. 6d. net.

These m;stetpxeou of devotional ln.erature are furnished with such Introductions

and Notes as may be

to.explain the standpoint of the author dad the

obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and

the dexvout mind.

Tue CoNrEssioNs oF ST.-AUGUSTINE. Edited
by C. Bigg, D.D. Tkird Edition.

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. Edited by Walter
Lock, D.D. Second Edition.

ThE IMITATION OF Qms'r. * Edited by C.
Bigg, D.D._ Fourth Edition.

A Boeox or Dnvo'nous. Edited by J. W.

B.D. d Edition.
Lvra INNocENTIUM.  Kdited by Walter
Lock, D.D.

A SER10US CALL To A DEvour anp Horv
Lirx. Edited by C. Blgx. D.D. Second
Edition.

THB gaurl.s. Edited by E C. S. Gibson,

A Gumpe To ETErNiTY. Edited by J. W,
Stanbridge, B.D."

THE PsaLms or Davip, Edited by B. W.
Randol, . D.

Lvra ArostoLica. Edited by Canon_Scott
Holland and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A.

THE INNER WAv. By J. Tauler, by
A. W, Hutton, ML A,

THR THOUGHTS or PASCAL. Edlted by C.
S. Jerram, M.A.

ON THE Lovx oF Gon. . l(
Sales. Edited nox-Little, M.A.

. A MaANyAL oF ousournon FROM -nm
SAINTS AND FaTHERs. Edited by J. H
Burn, B.D. -

T"ﬁ SAO.NG oF Soncs. Edited by B. Blaxland,

Tue DEvVOTIONS or S'r. ANSELM, bdhed by

Francis ‘de

Grace Asounbiug, By Joha B Edited
RACE UNDING n Bun t
by S. C. Freer, M. Y yan:

Bissor WILSON'S SACRA Privata. Edited
by A. E, Burn, B.D

LvRA Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse.
Edited by H. C. Beechln;, M.A., Canon of
‘Westminster.

A Day Boox rxonmSnnrrs AND Fn'mns.
Kdited by ‘4 H. Burn, B

HEeAveNLY Wispom. A Selectl frbn the
English Mystics. EdltedbyE% Grégory.

LiGHT, L1FE, an Seldction from the
German Mystics. Edmd by W. R. Inge,

M.
*Tue Dxvour Lirgor St. FHARCIS b SArss.
Translated and Edited by T. Barnsy M. A.
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Methuen’s Half-Crown Library

Crown 8vo.

THE Lir oF Joun RuUSKIN. By W. G.
i , M.A. With Portraits. Fowrth
KEdition.

ENcuLisH Lyrics. By W. E. Henley. Second
Kdition.

e ranged by AT Ouilier oty
. Quiller Couch.
Second Editios f v R
CHiTRAL : The Story of a Minor Siege. By
Sir G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.1. Third
E?‘;“ With numerous Illustrations, Map,
an

2s. 6d, net,

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. By
S. Baring-Gould. 7kird Edition.

*YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND STRANGE EVENTS.
By S. Baring-Gould. Fowrth Editien.

ENGLISH VILLAGES. H. Ditchfield,
M.A., F.S.A. With many Illustrations.

*A Book oF EncLisH Prose. By W. E.
Henley and C. Whibley.

*THE LAND oF THE BrLAck MOUNTAIN.

Beiw a Description of Montenegro.

R. Wyon and G. Prance. With 4o Illustra-

tions.

Ilustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The

Feap 8vo.

3s. 6d. net eack volume.

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions

without introduction dr notes.

The Illustrations are chiefly in colour.

COLOURED BOOKS

OLp CoLourEDp Books. By George Paston.

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcag. 8vo. 25. mef.

THE Lirg AND DEATH oF JouN MvTTON, ESQ.

Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by

enry Alken and T. J. Rawlins. Third
Edition. .

Tux LiFR oF A SrorTsMAN. By Nimrod.
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken.

HaAnDLEY CRrROss. By R. S. Surtees. With
17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the

ext by John Leech.

MR. SponGE's SporTING Tour. By R. S.
Surtees. With z3 Coloured Plates and go
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech.

Jorrocks' JAunTs AND JoLLiTiES. ByR. S,
Surtees.  With 15 Coloured Plates by H.

Alken.

- This volume is reprinted from the ex-
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which
contains Alken's very fine illustrations
instead of the usual ones by Phiz.

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13
loured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the
Text by John Leech. .
Tur ANALvsIs oF THE HunTiNG FigLp. By
. R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates b
Henry Alken, and 4 I{Iustntionsonw .
Tue ToUR OF DR. SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF
THR PicTuresQuE. By William Combe.
With 30 Coloured Plates’ by T. Rowlandson.
THE Tour oF DOCTOR SYNTAX IN SEARCH
oF CONsoLATION. By William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Platesby T. Rowlandson.
Tue THIRD Tour oF DoOCTOR SYNTAX IN
SEARCH OF A Wire. By Willam Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.
Tuz HisTorRY OF JOHNNY QUAR GENUS : the
. Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax.
By the Author of ‘ The Three Tours.” With
3¢ Coloured Plates by Rowlandson.

THE ENGLISH DANCE oF DEATH, from the
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical
Illustrations by the Author of ‘Doctor
Syntax." Zwo Volumes.

This book contains 76 Coloured Plates.

THEDANCEOF LIFE: A Poem. By the Author
of ‘Doctor Syntax.’ Illustrated with 26
Coloured Engravings by ‘I'. Rowlandson.

Lire 1N LonDON: or, the Day and Night
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and iis
Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By

* Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by
I. R. 4nd G. Cruikshank. With

szins' on Wood.

ReAL LirE 1N LoNDON: or, the Rambles
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and
his Cousin, The Hon, Tom Dashall. By an
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured
Plates by Alken and Rowlandson, etc.
Two Volumes.

Tur Lire or AN AcTor. By Pierce Egan.
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane,
and several Designs on Wood.

THe VicAR or WAKEFIELD. By Oliver Gold-
smith. With 24 Plates by T. Row-
landson,

A reproduction of a very rare book.

THE MILITARY ADVENTURRS OF JOHNNY
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rowlandson.

THE NATIONAL SPORTS OF GREAT BRITAIN.
With s and st Coloured Plates
by Henry Alken.

‘This book is completely different from the
large folio edition of ‘ National Sports’ by
the same artist, and none of the plates are
similar.

THE ADVENTURES OF A PosT CAPTAIN. By
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates
by Mr. Williams.

(Continned.
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THE ILLUSTRATED POCKRT LisRARY—continwed.

GAMONIA : or, the Art of Preserving Game ;
andan mproved Method of making Planta-
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated
by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15
Colourcd Plates by T. Rawlins.

AN AcaDEMY vou RoWN HomsEMEW : Ct;'\

or

k Instr:
Wulhng, Tmnmg, Can , Galloping,
d T INlustrated with
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey

Gambado, 501 :
' 1N RELAND, or, the Day and

Reav Lirr
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his |
ey ’ PLAIN

THE GRAVE: A Poem. By Robert Blair.
Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis

Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O’Dogherty.
By a Real Padd: th 19 Coloured Plates
by Heath, Mar{s,

THE ADVENTURES OF ommv NEwWCOME IN
THE Navy. By Alired Burton. With 16
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

THE Ou) ENGLISH SQUIRE: A Poem. By
{’ Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured

lates after the style of T. Rowlandson.

*Tue ENGLisH Sepv. By Bernard Black-
mantle. With 72 Coloured Plates by R.

Cruikshank, and many Illustrations on

wood. Two Volumes.

BOOKS

The Tower or LonpoN. By W. Harrison
Ainsworth. With 4o Plates and 58kWoodcms

Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of in the Text by George Cruikshan
William Blake. Withan En;l!aved Title Page | Frank FairLecu. By F. E. Slnedley With
and a Portrait of Blake by Phl“l.u, R.A. 30 Plates by George Cruikshan|
The ill ions are in photo- H.:umv Anpv. By Samuel I.ovet. With 24
gravui Illustrations by the Author.
l:.wmﬂous or THE Boox or JoB. In.| THE CoMPLEAT ANGLER. By Izaak Walton
vented and en ved by William Blake. and Charles Cotton. With x4 Plates and 77
These fi ions —21 in b Wood in the Text.
—are reproduced iwhotoguvure. This volumeis reproduced from the beauti-
Zsor's FasrLgs. ith 380 Woodcuts by ful edition of John Major of 18:
Thomas Bewick. - THE Pickwick ParErs. By Charles Dickens.
Winnsor CasTLE. By W, Harrison Ainsworth. With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and
With 22 Plates -m! 87 Woodcuts in the Text Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con-
by George Cruikshank. temporary Onwhyn P!
Junior Examination Series

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Fcap. 8vo.

1s.

This series is intended to lead up to the School Examination Series, and isintended

for the use of teachers and students, to suppl
The papers are carcfully graduated, cover the whole of the subject
usually taught, and are intended to form

for the latter.

material for the former and practice

part of the ordinary class work. They

may be used vszd voce or as a written examination.
Junior Frencn ExaMINATION PAPERs. By | Junior GrRerk EXaMINATION Parers. By T.

F. Jago

C. Weatherhead, M.A.

A,
Junior LATIN EXAMINATION Parrrs. By C. JunNiorR GBNERAL INFORMATION EXAMINA.

G. Botting, M.A. Thkird Edition.

TION PapPERs. By W. S, .

Junior EnGLISH Exmmu'nou Parers. By *A KEV.TO THE ABOVE. Crown 8vs. 3s. 6.

illiamson,
Jumou Anrnmz'nc EXAMINATION PAPERS.
By W. S. Beard. Second Edition.
Junior ALGEBRA EXAMINATION PAPERS.
. Finn,

By!

Jumo: GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION PAPERs.
W. G. Baker, M.A.
Jumon GERMAN Exnmun'lou P/uv:ns By
Voegelin, ]

Jumor School-Books, Mothuens
Edited by O. D, Insg1p, LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A, -

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written
by teachers of experience.

A CLAss-Book oF DicTATION PassAGEs. By | THE GosPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW.

W. Williamson, B.A. Tentk Edition. Crown
8vo. 1s.6d.

Edited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With
hree Maps. Crowm8Bvo. 1s. 6d.
[Continmed.
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MeTHUEN'S JUNIOR ScHOOL-BOOKS —continued.

Tur GospeL ACCORDINGTOST. MARk. Edited
by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps.

vowsn 8ve. 1s. 6d.

A JuniorR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. By W. William-
son, B.A. With s for ing
and is, and a chapter on Essay Writing.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s.

A Junior CHEMISTRY. ByE. A. Tyler, B.A.,

.C.S. With 78 Illustrations. Second Edi-
tion. Crown Bvo. 2s.6d.

THE AcTs oF THE APosTLES. Edited by A.
E. Rubie, D.D. Crown 8vo. 2s.

A Junior FreENcH GraMMAR. By L. A.
Sornet and M. J. Acatos. Crewn 8vo. 2s.

ELEMENTARY EXPERIMENTAL SCIENCE. PHY-
sics by W. T, Clough, A.R.C.S. CHEMISTRY

by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and

154 Diagrams. Crown 8vo. 29. 6d.

UNIOR GEOMETRY. By Noel S. Lydon.
With 239 Diagrams. Crown 8vo. 3s.

*A JuniorR MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY. By
W. T. Clough. With many Illustrations.
Crown 8vo.

ELEMENTARY _EXPERIMENTAL CHEMISTRY.
By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 4 -Plates
and 109 Diagrams. Crowsn 8z0. 2s.

A Junior FRreENcH Prose COMPOSITION.
By R. R. N. Baron, M.A. Crown 8vo. 2s.

*THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LLuke. With
an Introduction and Notes by William
Williamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Crowsn
8vo. 1s1.6d.

A

Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster
Crown 8vo.

With Portraits.
25, net.

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life

and thought of all ages and countries.

CARDINAL NEWMAN. %y R. H. Hutton.
{orm WesLEv. By J. H. Overton, M. A.
1SHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. W. Daniell,
CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. Hutton, M. A.
Cuareres SimeoN. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D.
ouN KesLE. By Walter Lock, D.D.
HOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant.
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. L. Ottley,
D.D. Second Edition.
AuGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. By E. L.
Cutts, D.D.

WiLriam Laun. By W. H. Hutton, M.A.
Second Edition.
oHNKNox. ByF.MacCunn. Second Edition.
ouN Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D.
1sHor KEN. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.
GEORGE Fox, THE QuakeEr. By T. Hodgkin,

Jmm DonNE. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D.

Tuomas CRANMER. By A. J. Mason, D.D

Bissop LATIMER., By R. M. Cariyle and A.
J. Carlyle, M.A.

Bisuor BurLer. By W. A. Spooner, M.A.

Little Blue Books, The
General Editor, E. V. LUCAS.

Illlustrated. Demy 16mo.

A series of books for children.

25, 6d.

The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or

exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather than

expressed.

1. THR CASTAWAYS OF MEADOWBANK. By
Thomas Cobb.

2. THE BEECHNUT Book. By Jacob Abbott.
Edited by E. V. Lucas,

3. THe AR Gun. By T. Hilbert.

4 A SchooL YEAR. By Netta Syrett.

5. THE PEELES AT THE CAPiTAL. By Roger
Ashton.

6. TuE TREASURE OF PRINCEGATE PRrIORY

By T.
7. Mrs. BARBERRY'S GENERAL SHor. By
Roger Ashton.
. 8. A Book oF Bap ChiLbrenN. By W. T,

Webb.
9. THr Lost BaLL. By Thomas Cobb.

Little Books on Art

With many Illustrations.

Demy 16mo.  2s. 6d. net.

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the

subject under treatment and rejecting minute details.

These books are produced

with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from
30 to 4o illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure.

GREEK ART. Second Edition. H. B. Walters.
BookpLaTEs. E.Almack.

ReyNoLps. J. Sime.
RomnEY. George Paston.
[Continued.
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LitTix Books ON ART—continwed.

Warts. R. E. D. Sketchley.
LziGuTon, Alice Corkran.

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

Burne-Jones, Fortunée de Lisle.
REMBRANDT.

Mrs. E. A. Shd.:g
VIGI.iA'SQUu. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R.| Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl.

bert.
Gazuze AND Boucker. Eliza F. Pollard.
Vanpyvck. M. G. Smallwood-
F. Tyrell-Gill.
DUrER. Jessie Allen.
Horenxr. H. P. K. Skipton.
HoLerIN. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Rarnaxi. A. R. Dryhurst.

MiLLeT. Netta Peacock.
ILumiNaTED MSS. J. W. Bradley.
*CHRIST IN ART. Mrs, Henry Jenner.
*JEWELLERY. il Davenport.
*Cravpe. Edward Dillon.

Little Galleries, The

Demy 16mo.

2s. 6d. net.

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters.
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.

A LitTLE GALLERY OF REYNOLDS.
A LiTTLR GALLERY OF ROMNEY.
A LiTTLR GALLERY OF HoPPNER.

A LitTLE GALLERY OF MiLLAIS.
A LittLE GaLLERY OF ENGLISH PorTs.

Little Guides, The
Small Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net.; leather, 3s. 6d. net.

Oxrorp AND 178 COLLEGES. By J. Wells
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.” Fowrth
Edition.

CamBRIDGE AND ITS CoLLEGES. By A.
Hamilton Thompson. Second Edition.
Illustrated by E. H. New.

THe MaLverNn CounTry. By B. C. A.
Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E.
H. New.

SHaxesPEARE'S CounTry. By B. C. A.
Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E.
H. New. Second Edition.

Suisnx. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated

y E. H. New.

WEeSTMINSTER ABBRY. By G. E. Troutbeck.
Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.

NorroLk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by

B. C. Boulter.

CorNwaALL. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated
by B. C. Boulter.

BriTtaNy. By S. Baring-Gould. Illustrated
by J. Wylie.

HerTrorpsHIRE. By H. W. Tompkins,

F.R.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.
THE ENGLISH LAKEs. F. G. Brabant,
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.

KeNT. By G. Clinch. Illustrated by F. D.

Bedford.
Er C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated by B.

ter.

THE IsLe oF WiGHT. By G. Clinch. Illus-
trated by F. D. Bedford.

Surrev. By F. A. H. Lambert. Illustrated
by E. H. New.

BuckiNGHAMSHIRE. By E. S. Roscoe. Illus-
trated by F. D. Bedford.

SUFFO]I:K. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J.

ylie.

DEersysHIRE. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A.

Illustrated by J. C. Wall,

THr NorRTH RIDING OF YORKSHIRE. By g‘

RoME

Morris. Illustrated by R. J.
Bertram.
Hamesuirg. By J. C. Cox. Illustrated by
M. E. Purser.
Siciev. By F. H. Jackson. With many
Illustrations by the Author.

DorseT. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated.

Cuesuire. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated
by Elizabeth Hartley.

Little Library, The

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Small Pott 8vo.

Each Volume, cloth, 1s. 6d. net ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

A series of small books under the above title, containing some of the famous works
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres.
The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse.

The books are edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care.

Each one

contains an introduction which gives (1) a short biography of the author; (2) a
critical estimate of the book. Where they are necessary, short notes are added at
the foot ef the page.

e
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Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the books are produced with

great care.
hgg.o ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE
Austen (Jllll). PRIDE AND PREJU-

91}:]3. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Zwo
Ol
N(l)“RTHAN GER ABBEY. Edited byE. V.

UCAS.

Bacon (Francis)) THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON. Edited by Ebpwarp
‘WRIGHT.
ham % H.). THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atrav.
Two Volumes.

Barne P.A). A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE.

ordéwulum THE HISTORY
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited
by E. DeNnisoN Ross.

e (William). SELECTIONS FROM
WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M.
Pnucnu.

Is(!eol'ge). LAVENGRO. Edited
INDES GROOME. T'wo Volumes.
ROMANY RYE. Edited by Joun

Smrsou.
(Robert) SELECTIONS
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W.
cmnmgnm' (%mmrrm, )M SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOB]N ¢ with GEORGE
CANNING’s additional Poems. Edited by
LLoYD SANDERS.

. THE ESSAYS OF
ABI&&AM CO“)LEY. Edited by H. C.

Mmc m
). SELECTIONS FROM
GEORGE RABBE. Edited by A. C.
( HN HALIFAX,

cruk )J[O
GEN TLE A N. Edited by ANNE
MATHESON. T'wo Volumes
Crawshaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRAWSHAW.
Edned by Epwarp HuTTON.
Alnhlerl) THE IN FERNO OF
DAN E.  Translated by H. F. Carv.
Edited by PaGceT TovNBEE, M. A , D.Litt.
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. C.uzv Edited by PaceT
Tovneeg, M.A., D.L
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Carv. Edited by PaGeT
Tovmms M A., D.Litt.
) SELECTIONS FROM
S OF GEORGE DARLEY.
Edlted byR A, S'rnm\ TFEILD.
}{ C.). A LITTLE "BOOK OF
LIGHT VE
Dickens (chnles) CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Two Volumes,

kS

l’errlor (Suu.n) MARRIAGE. Edited
DRICH - FREER and Lorp
Innzsulcn Two Volumes.
THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes.
Gaskell {HI'I.). CRANFORD. Edited by

wthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET
LLTTER Edited by PrERCY DEARMER.
Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF SCOTTISH VERSE.
Keats (John), POEMS. With an Intro-
duction by L. Bixvon, and Notes by J.

MASEFIELD. .
Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. With an
ELIA, AND THE

Introductxon and Notes.
Lamb (Charles).. 5
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by
E. V. Lucas.
I.ockorg‘). LONDON LYRICS. Edited
GopLEy, M.A. A reprint of the
irst Edmon

. Il)nif éﬂ. W.). SELECTIONS
OM_ L NGFELLOW. Edited by

L. M. FAITHFULL.

Marvell And.rew THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E.
WRIGHT

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS
OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C.
BEBCHING M.A., Canon of Westminster.

Koirlg). MANSIE WAUCH. Edited
13: HENDERSON.

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SO NETS.

Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF
LA ROCHEF UCAULD. Translated
by Dean StanNHoPE. Edited by G. H.

Powz
m.%h and James). REJECTED
DRESSES Edited by A. D. GopLEY,

tern (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W PavuL.

nn{no n (Alfre ). EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY.-
SON. Edited by J. CHURTON CoLLINS,

M.A.

IN MEMOR]AM. Edited by H. C.
BEECHING, M.A.

THE PRINCESS. Edited by ELIZABETH

‘WORDSWORTH.
MAUD. Edntedb Er1ZABETH WORDSWORTH,

Thackeray (W.M.). VANITY FAIR.
Edited . GWYNN. Three Volumes.
PENDENNIS. KEdited by S. GwynN.

Three Volumes.
ESMOND. Edited by S. GWYNN.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Editedby S. GWYANN.
IIE (Henry). THE POEMS OF
H NRY VAUGHAN. Edited by EDwarD
HuTToN,

[Continued.



28 MESSRS. METHU

T LiTTLE LIBRARV—Continned.

alton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT
ANGLER. Kdited by J. BucHaN,

Waterhouse . Alfred). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited
by. Kowrth Editien.

EN’S CATALOGUE

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
WOsRDSWORTH. Edited by NowerLL
MITR,

C. 5
Wordsworth (W.) and col.crugo (8.T.)
LYRICAL BAL{.ADS. Edited by Gzorcz

SAMPSON.
Ministure Library, Methuen's

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of
humanity, devotion, or literary genius.

EurHrANOR: A Dialogue on Youth. By

Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub-
lished W. Pickering in 18s1. ey
32mo. Leather, 23. net.

Poronius: or Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From
the edition published by W, Pickering in
1852. Demy 32mo. Leather, as. net.

Tur RusBArvAT or Omar KHAvvAM. By
Edward FitzGerald. From tbe st edition

THe Lire or EpwArD, Lorp HEersreT OF
CHERrBURY. Written by hi From
the edition printed at Strawberry Hill in
the year 1764, Medium 32mo. Leather,

25, net.
Tur Visions or Dom Francisco Qumveno

of 1859, Third Edition. Leather, 1s. net.

The Oxford

Feap. 8vo. Eack volume, cloth,

These books are written by scholars

literary skill with the power of popular
authentic material.

DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee, M.A.,
D.Litt. With za2 Illustrations. Second
Edition,

SavonarorA. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A.
With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition.

Joun Howarn. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.,
Vicar of Leeds. ith 12 Illustrations.

TenNvsoN. By A. C. Benson, M.A. With
¢ Illustrations.

WaLTER RaLEiGH. By L. A, Taylor With
12 Illustrations. .
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With 12

Illustrations.
THE YounG PRETENDER. By C. S. Terry.
With 12 Illustrations.

ViLLEGAS, Knight of the Order of St
James. Made English by R. L. From the
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1662
Leather. 2s. net.
Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi-
tion of 1848. Leather, as. net.
Biographies

2s. 6d. net ; leather, 3s. 6d. net.
of repute, who combine knowledge and
presentation. They are illustrated from

Roperr Burns. By T. F. Henderson.
With 12 Illustrations.
CuatHaM. By A. S. M‘Dowall. With 12

Illustrations.
St. FRANCIS OF Assist. By Anna M. Stod-

dart. With 16 Illustrations.
CaNNING. . By W. A. Phillips. With 12
Illustrations.
BeaconsrieLp. By Walter Sichel. With 12
By H. G. Atkins. With 12 Illus-
trations.

Illustrations.
#FENELON. By Viscount St. Cyres. With
12 Illustrations.

ETHE.

1 Examination Series

8choo
Edited by A. M. M. STEDM
FrENcH ExamINATION Parers. By A, M.
M. Stedman, M.A. Thkirteenth Edition.
A Kagy, issued to Tutors and Private
Students only to be had on application
to the Publishers. Fifthk Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s. net.
LATIN EXAMINATION PaPERs. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Twelfth Edition.
Kev (Fourth Edition) issued as above.
net.

Gs. .
GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Seventh Edition.
KEY (Secomd Edition) issued as above.
6s. net.
GERMAN ExXAMINATION PaPErs. By R. J.
Morich. Fifth Edition.

AN, M.A. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.
Kry (Secomd Edition) isswed as above.
6s. net. :
HisTory AND GROGRAPHY EXAMINATION
P‘Aimns. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Tkird
Edition.

Puysics ExaminaTion Parers. By R. E.
Steel, M.A,, F.C.S.

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMWNATION
Parers, By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A.
Fifth Edition.

Y (Third Editien) issued as above.
73. net. .

EXAMINATION PAPErs 1N ENnGLISH HisToRY.

By J. Tait'Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A.
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8ocial Questions of To-day
Edited by H. pE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.
A series of volumes upon those topics of social economic, and industrial interest

that are foremost in the public mind.

Each volume is written by an author who is an Vacknowledged authority upon the

subject with which he deals.
TrRADE UnioNisM—NEw AnNp OLb.
Howell. Third Edition.
THE Co-0PERATIVE MoOvEMENT To-DAY.
G. J. Holyoake. Fourth Edition.
ProBLEMS oF PoverTy. By J. A. Hobson,
M.A. Fifth Edition.

THe Commerce oF Nations. By C. F.
Bastable, M.A. Zkird Edition.

THe ALIEN INvasioN. By W. H. Wilkins,B. A.

Tur. RuraL Exopbus. By P. Anderson
Graham.

Lanp NaTiONALIZATION. By Harold Cox,

By

A SHORTER WORKING DAy, By H. de Gibbins
and R. A. Hadfield.

Back To THE LAND. An Inquiry into Rural
Depopulation. By H. E. Moore,

TrusTs, PooLs, AND CORNERS. By J. Stephen :
i

Jeans.

By G.:

; UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS.

Tue FAcTorRY SysTem. By R. W. Cooke-
Taylor.

THE STATE AND I1TS CHILDREN. By Gertrude
Tuckwell.

WoMEN's Work. By Lady Dilke, Miss
Bulley, and Miss Whitley.

SociaLismM AND MoberN THouGuT. By M.
Kauffmann.
THE ProBLEM oF THE UNEMPLOYED. By J.

A. Hobson, M.A.
Lire 1N WEsST LoNDON.
M.A. Third Edition.
RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION.
Edwards.
WORKHOUSES AND PAurerisM. By Louisa
Twining.
By

By Arthur Sherwell,
By Clement

W. Reason, M.A.

Methuen’s S8tandard Library
EpiTep BY SIDNEY LEE, In Sixpenny Volumes.

Messrs. METHUEN are publishing a new series of reprints containing-both books of classical
repute, which are accessible in various forms, and also some rarer books, of which no satisfactor

ed?tion at a moderate price is in existence. It is their ambition to place the best books of all
nations, and particularly of the Anglo-Saxon race, within the reach of every reader. All the
great masters of Poetry, Drama, Fiction, History Bioi:'apby, and Philosophy will be repre-
sented. Mr. Sidney Lee is the General Editor of the ibrary, and he contributes a Note to
each book. The characteristics of METHUEN'S STANDARD L1BRARY are five (—1. SOUNDNESS
oF TexT. 2. COMPLETENESS. 3, CHEAPNESS. 4. CLEARNESS OF Tyre. 5. SiMrLICITY.
In a few cases very long books are issued as Double Volumes at One Shilling net or as Treble
Volumes at One Shilling and Sixpence net. The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at
One Shilling net, or in the case of a Double or Treble Volume at One and Sixpence net or

Two Shillings net.

These are the early Books, all of which are in the Press—

THE WoRkS OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. In
10 volumes.
VoL. 1.—The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen
of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ;
Measure for Measure; The Comedy of

Errors, )

VoL.11,—Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's
Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Night's
Dream ; The Merchant of Venice; As You
Like It.

Vou. u1.—The Taming of the Shrew ; All’s
Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The
Winter's Tale, .

*Vol. 1v.—The Life and Death of King John;
The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ;
The Firt Part of King Henry 1v.; The
Second Part of King Henry 1v.

*Vol. v.—The Life of King Henry v. ; The
First Part of King Henry v1. ; The Second
Part of King Henry vi.

*Vol.vi.—The Third Part of King Henry v1.:
The Tragedy of King Richard 1. ; The
Famous History of the Life of King
Henry vi,

THe PuuGRiM’s PROGRESs. By John Bunyan.
THE NOVELS OF JANE AUSTEN, In g volumes.

VoL. 1.—Sense and Sensibility.

Tue EncLisH Works oF Francis Bacon,
Lorp VERULAM.

Vol. 1.—Essays and Counsels and the New
Atlantis,

THE PoEMS ANDPLAYSOF OLIVER GOLDSMITH,
ON THE IMiTATION OF CHRIST. By Thomas

2 Kempis,
[Contsnued,
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Tuz Worxs or BxN Jonson. In about 13

volumes.
*VoL. 1.—The Case is Altered ; Every Man
;2 His Humour; Every Man out of His

umour.
*Vol. 1.—Cynthia's Revels ; The Poetaster.
THe Prose Works oF JoHN MiLTON.
*VoL. .—Eikonoklastes and The Tenure of
Kings and Magistrates.
SeLzcT Works or EpMuND BurkE.
Vol. 1.—Reflectionsonthe French R

MEessrRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Tux PoEus or Pxrcy ByssuE SuEriev. In
4 volumes.

*Vol.1.—Alastor ; The Daemon of the World ;
The Revolt of Islam, etc.

*Vol. 11.—Prometheus Unbound ; The Cenci;
The Masque of Anarchy; Peter Bell the
Third ; Ode to Liberty; The Witch of
Atlas ; Ode to Naples ; (Edipus Tyrannus.
The text has been revised by C. D. Locock.

*THe LitTLe FLOWERS oF St. FRANCIS.

Tur Works or HEnrv FIELDING.

Vol. 1.—Tom Jones. (Treble Volume.)

THE Poxms oF THOMAS CHATTERTON,

volumes.
*Vol. 1.—Miscellaneous Poems.

*Tue Lire or NELsoN. By Robert Southey.

Tue MEDITATIONS OF MARCUS AURELIUS.
Translated by R. Graves.

Tur HisTorY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL OF
THE RoMAN EmPIRe. By Edward Gibbon.
In 7 volumes.

e Notes have been revised by J. B.
Bury, Litt.D.

THE PLAYS OF CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE.
*Vol. 1.—Tamburlane the Great; The Tragi-

cal History of Doctor Faustus.

*THE NATURAL HISTORY AND ANTIQUITIES OF
SELBORNE. By Gilbert White.

Ina

lated by W. Heywood.
Tur Works oF Sik THoMAs Browne. Iné6
volumes.
*Vol. 1.—Religio Medici and Urn Burial
THe PoEMS oF JouN MiLToN. In 2 volumes.
*Vol. 1.—Paradise Lost.

*Vol. 11.—Miscell P and Paradi
Regained.
SELECT WORKS OF SIR THOMAS MoORE.

*Vol. 1.—Utopia and Poems.
*THe ANALOGY OF RELIGION, NATURAL AND
ReVEALED. By Joseph Butler, D.D.
*THE PLAYS OF PHILIP M ASSINGER.
Vol. 1.—The Duke of Milan; The Bond-
man ; The Roman Actor.
*THE PoeMs oF JoHN KEATs. In 2 volumes.
*Tue RerusLic or PraTo. Translated by
Taylor and Sydenham.

Technology, Textbooks of
Edited by PrRoFEssor J. WERTHEIMER, F.L.C.
Fully Illustrated.

How To MAKE A DREss. By J. A. E. Wood.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 1s. 6d.

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. Webber.
Third Edition. Crowm8vo. 3s. 6d.

PracTicAL MECHANICS. By Sidney H. Wells.
Third Edition. Crowsn 8we. 3s.

PracTicaL Puysics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc.,
M.,A. CrownBve. 3s.6d.

MiLLINERY, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL.
By Clare Hill. Second Edition. Crows 8vo.
25,

PracTicAL CHEMISTRY. Part 1. By W.
French, M.A. Crown 8ve. Third Edition.

1s. 6d.

PracricaL CuEMisTRY. Part 1. By W.
French, M.A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A.
Crown 8vo. 1s.6d.

TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY.
By C. T. Millis, M.\I.LM.E. Crown 8Svo.
3s. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF TEX-
TILE DEsIGN. By Aldred F. Barker. Desmy
8vo. 7s. 6d.

BuiLDERs’ QuaNTITIES. By H. C. Grubb.
Crowsm 8vo. 4s. 6d.

Reroussé MeraL Work. By A. C. Horth.
Crown 8vo. 2s.

Theology, Handbooks of

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford,
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford.

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of
Theology with trustworthy Text-books, adequately representing the present position
of the questions dealt with; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on

Theology and Religion.

Tue XXXIX. ArRTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF
EncLanp., Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D.D. Third and Cheaper Edition in one
Velume. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d.

An InTRODUCTION TO THE HisToRY OF

REeLiGIoN. By F. Jevons, M.A.,
Litt.& Third KEdition. Demy 8vo.
108,

[Continued.
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HANDBOOKS OF THEOLOGY—continued.

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION. By R.
L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Cheaper
Edition. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d.

AN _INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE
Creeps. By A. E. Burn, B.D. Demy
8vo. 10s. 64.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND
AND AMERICA. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D.
Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d.

A HisTorY OF EARLY CHRISTIAN DoCTRINE.
By ].6 3‘. Bethune Baker, M.A. Demy 8vo.
105, 6d.

Westminster Commentaries, The
General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Wa.rden of Keble College,
Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesns in the University of Oxford.

The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author’s
meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor-
dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology; but, taking the English
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept-

ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith.

THE Book or Genesis. Edited with Intro-
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D.
Fourth Edition Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d.

THE Book or Jos. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,

D, Second Edition. Demy8vo. 6s.
THE AcTs oF THE ArosTLEs. Edited by R.
kham, M.A. Demy 8vo. Second and
Cheaper Edition. 10s. 6d.

THE FIRST EPISTLE OF PAUL THE APOSTLE
To THE CORINTHIANS. Edited by H. L.
Goudge, M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s.

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMEs. Edited with In.
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling,
M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s.

Part II.—FicTION

Albanesi (E. Maria) SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.
THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT

Second Edition. Crows 6s.
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi-
tion. Crowsn 8vo.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
PETER, A PARASITE. Crowsn8vo. 6s.
‘THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Crown
A

tcy (P.) Author of ‘Vice Versi.’
BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated
by BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Third Edition.

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
Bacheller ), Authorof ‘ Eben Holden.’
DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES.

Thivd Edition. Crown
ot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY
hird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6:.
*THE PASSPORT. Crown 8vo.

Balfour Andrew). See Shillin Novels.
Baring.

d (8.). ARMINELL. ¥iftk

Edition. Crown 8vo. 3

URITH. Fifth Edition. Crowm 8vo. 6s.

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

CHEAP ACK ZITA. Fourth Edition.
Crown 8vo.

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.
Crown 8vo. 3

ACQUETTA. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
IT1TY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Crown

65,
THE BROOM-SQUIRE.
Fourth Edition. Crows 8vo.
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Crows 8ve.
THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS.
Edition. Crown 8vo.
GUAVAS THE TINNER.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
BLADYS. ll]ustrated. Second  Edition.
Crown 8vo.
PABO THL PRIEST. Crown 8vo. 6s.
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
ROYAL GEORGIE Illustrated. C». 8vo. 6s.
UILLET, Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s.
OF ALL SORTS. Crown8vo. 6s.
IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.
LITTLE TU'PENNY. 4 New Edition. 6d.

Illustrated.

6s.
Third

Illustrated.

See also Shilling Novels.
Barlow (Jane). THE LAND OF THE
SHAMROCK. Crown8ve. 6s. Seealso

Shilling Novels.
RO IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. 7hird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ A book which has abundantly satisfied us
by its capital humour."—Daily Chronicle.
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THE MUTABLE MANY. TAird Edition.
C rown 8vo.
* There is much insight in it, and much
excellent humour.'— Deily Chronicle.
THE COUNTESS TLKLA. Third Edition.
Crown 8vo.

‘Of these medizval romances, which are
nowgnnm ground, ‘‘ The Countess Tekla "
1(3 the very st we have seen. —Pall Mall

rase

THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo.

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT.
Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s.

See also Shllhng Novels.

98 THE ADVENTURES

FSlR N%PARROW Crown 8vo. 6s.

). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
\lLRCHANT. With 36 Ilustrations by
G. K. ans-r:n'rou. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo.

Benson (E. F. ). “See § Shnllm%Nove]x.

Benson S( JLCT TO
VANIT Crown 8vo. 3. 6d.

Besant (Sll' Walter). bee Shnllmx Novels.

Bourne (Harold

( ).

B (1 Bloundeltey, | Tib VEAR
ONE: A Page of the French Revoluuon.
Illustrated. Crows 8vo, 6s.

THE FATE OF VALSEC. Crows 8vo. 6s.

A BRANDED NAME. Crown8vo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Capes (Bernard) Author of ‘The Lake of
ine.” THE EXTRAORDINARY CON-
FESSIONSOF DIA‘IAPLLASL Third
Edition. Crown 8vo.

*A JAY OF ITALY. Crawn Svo. 6s.

Cheaney (Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY
OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Crown

8po. 6s.
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW.
Second Editiox. Crown Bw 6s.
See also Shilling Nov
OnﬂordA(YHugh). lzml;‘RLE LANCE OF

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). See Slnllmg Novels
and Books for Boys and Girl:

Cobb (Thomas). CHANGE OF FACE.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO

WORLDS. Twenty-Fifth Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.
VENDETTA. Twenty-First Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.
TI%ELMA. Thirty-Second Edition. Crown
vo. 6s.

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD
SELF. I'x/'tuuMde!m Crown 8ve. 6s.
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Twel/?A Edition.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
WORMWOOD Fowrteenth Edition. Crown

BARABBAS' A DREAM OF THE
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Fortieth Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. 6s.

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

The tender reverence of the treatment
and the |mfmat|ve beauty of the writing
have reconciled us to the daring of the con-
ception. _ This ‘' Dream of the World's
Tragedy” is a lofty and not inadequate

hrase of the supreme climax the
narrative.'—Dubdlin Review.

Tlll’ SORROWS OF SATAN. Ferty-
JVMAM Edition. el’C"r;mm 8va°f6:. .

very ul piece work, . . .
The ?"' and is likely
to win an nbidmg place wnhm the memory

man. . .. The anthor has i immense com-
mand of L andal

. Thisinteresting and remarkable romance
will live lon'g nfter much of the ephemeral
literature of the day is forgotten. ., - . A
literary phenomenon « + . novel, and even
subhme. —W. T. STEAD in the Rmmof

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN
Thousand. Crown 8vo.

* It cannot be denied that ““The Master
Christian " is a powerful book ; that it is one
likely to raise uncomfortable qu&suons in all
but the most self-satisfied readers, and that
it strikes at the root of the failure of the
Churches—the decay of faith—in a manner
which shows the inevitable disaster heaping
up. . . . The good Cardinal Bonpré is a
beautiful ﬁ;ure, fit to stand besade the good
Bishop in  Les Misérables.” It isa book
with a serious purpose expressed with absolute
unconventionality and ?nslon « « . And this
is to say it is a book worth readmg -
Examiner.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN
SU EMACY. 130tk Thousand. Crewn

16524

6s.

‘Il is impossible to read such a work as
‘‘ Temporal Power" without becoming con-
vinced that the story is intended to convey
certain criticisms on the ways of the world
and certain suggestions for the betterment
of humanity. . . . If the chief intention of
the book was to hold the mirror up to shams,
in; usnce, i esty, cruelty, and neglect
conscience, nothing but praise can be given

to that intention.'—Aforning Post.
GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY. 134tk Thousand. Crown8vo. 6s.
Ootes ﬁ‘vomd). See Sara Jeannette

Oottereu (Constance). @THE VIRGIN
D THE SCALES. Second Edition.

Crowus ) 4 Barr
any bert)
THE {) I‘ZGI?DDY Crown Bvo. (6%.0 >
8. R. Author of ‘ The Raiders,’
etc. L HIN lllustxausd. Second
Edition.

Crown
THE STANDARD BEARER. Crows 8ve.
c:oter(n M.). ANGEL. Fowrth Edition.

Crown 3vo. 6s.
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PEGGY OBLTHE BARTONS. Sixthk Edit.

Crown
THEOLD CANTONMENT. Crowns8vo. 6s.
A STATE SGECRET. Third Edition. Crown

JOHA N%;A Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE HAPPY VALLEY Third Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

*TRANSPLANTED. Crown

Dawson (A. J.g.d DANIEL WHYTE

Crown 8vo. 3s.

le (A. Coman), Author of ‘Sherlock
olmes,” ‘The White Company,’ etc.
ROUND THE RED LAMP. Nisth

Edition. Crown 8vo.
Mrs. Everard

(8ara Jeannette) (
Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL
AMERICANS. Illustrated Third
Editien. Crown 8vo.
T}!E POOL IN THE DESERT Crown

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Crown

nndllh!' J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition.

Crowsn 8vo. .
ter ( ). A NARROW WAY.
Third Edition. Crow 8vo.
THE ROSE OF Jov. Sccnd Edstion.
Crown 8vo.
See also Slullmg Novels.
Htlp (K.) THE WEANS AT
OWALLAN Illustrated. Second Edi-

tiom. Crvws Bvo 6s.
Fii rald). MORE KIN
THA K]ND Croevn 8vo.
8.). LUC 1A N THE
R. Crown8vo. 6s.
Fraser (Mrs. H , Author of * The Stolen
SLAKING OF THE

*THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. Crown

8vo.

Gerard(Dorothea), Author of ¢ Lady Baby.’
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

*TgoE IMPROBABLE IDYLL. Crown

See also Shlllmg Novels.
Gerard TH E HERONS'
TOWE . Crm 8vo.
z, Author of ‘Demos,’ ‘In
the  Goorge ilee,’ etc. THE TOWN
VELL Second Edition. Crown

d;o Shilling Novels.
01018 (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE.
Illustrated. 3s. 6d.

m vo.
Harrod ( M) ces Forbes Robertson).
T%E T:‘ ING OF THE BRUTE. Crows
0. 6s.

800.
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Herbertson G) PATIENCE
%EAN (Am' ).

Hichens (Robort THE PROPHET OF
gERK%LEYS 'UARE. Second Edition
rown

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. .

FELIX. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixtk
Edition. Crowmn 8vo. 6s.

BYEWAYS. Crowsn 8vo. 3s. 6d.

THE GARDEN OF A LAH. Tenth

Edition. Crown 8vo.

*THE BLACK SPANIEL Crown 8vo. 6s.

Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of ‘ Robert
Orange.” THE SERIOUS WOOING.

;¢ Cm'ﬂ"mony" 2). THE GOD IN THE
o(?.R Tenth Edition. Crowms 8vo. 6s.
¢A very remarkable book, deserving of
critical analysis impossible within our limit; H
brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered,
but not elal d ; constructed with the
proverbial art that eonceal.s, but yet allows
1tself to be en)oordyed by readers to whom fine

h’tyemry method is a keen pleasure.’— The
orld.
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition.

Cmnm 8vo. 6s.
gnoefnl vwwous comedy, true to
The are traced

vmh a masterly hand.’— Zime:
A MAN OF MARK F;ftl& dehon. Crown

8vo.

‘Of All Mr. Hope's books, ‘A Man of
Mark” is the one which best compares with
“ The Prisoner of Zenda.”'— National

Observer.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
T?lNIO ;S'::lfm‘t]h Edm Crownsv?l 6s.
t is a perfectly en ting story of love
and chivalry, and pure romance. The
Count is the most constant, desperate, and
modest and tender of lovers, a peerless
gendemn, an intrepid fighter, a faithful
riend, and a animous foe.'—Gwardian.
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R.
St:tl; Edition. Crown 8v.
he tale is thotoughly fmh, quxck with
vxtallty, stirring the blood.'—S?%. James's

SIMON DALE Illustrated. Sixth Edition.
Crown 8vo, 6s.

‘There is searching analysis of human
jature, with a most ingeniously con-
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the
contrasts of his women wlth marvellous
subtlety and delicacy.'—77

THE KING'S MIRROR Fnrﬂt Edition.
C‘l ?W deli d ranks
n eegmce, icacy, and tact it
with the best of his novels, while in the
wide nnge of its portraiture and the subtilty
of its analysis it surpasses all his earlier
ventures. —Speclator.

MILLAR.



/q«(m. Fowrth Edition. Cromwn tve.
“The book is notable for a very high

~ literary quality, and an impress of power and
mastery on evei ge.'— Daily Chronicle.,
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Crown 8vo.

6s.
'AaSERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Crown
vo. 6s.
*Hope (Graham), Author of ‘ A Cardinal and
. his Conscience,’ etc., etcc  THE LADY
OF LYTE. Crows8vo. 6s.
erson). THE MISSISSIPPI
BUBBLE. lilustrated. Crotwmn 8vo. 6s.
/ *Housman (Clemence). AGLOVALE DE
,¥ _ GALIS. Crown 8ro. 6s,
~ Hyne fc. J. Cutcliffe), Author of ‘ Captain
ot Kettle.’ MR. HORROCKS, PURSER.
(rd Edition. Crown8ro. 6s.
(W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Twenty-Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo.

. 6d.

A URCHINS. Eleventh Edition. Crown
3 5. A

A Mps’fER OF CRAFT. m;:zmd. Sixth

Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
‘ Can be unreservedly recommended to all

' have not lost their appetite for whole-
me lauﬂ:er. '—Spectator.
‘The best humorous book published for
)4

a dai. '—Black and White.

ates, and seamen, and his crew are! the
joiiest lot that ever sailed.'—Daily News.

¢ Laughter in every page.'—aily Mail.

(Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. Second
!,giﬁon. Crown 8vo.

. ustrated, ourt.
V4 T FREIGHTS. 1l d, Fourth
tion. Crowm8vo, 3s. 6d.

‘His wit and humour are perfectly irre- -
sigtible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and

z,

8po. 6s.
BETTER SORT. Crown 8vo. 6s.
E AMBASSADORS. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition.
rowmn 8vo. 6s.
anson (Gustaf). ABRAHAM'S SACRI-
FICE. Crown 8o, 6s.
Mitchell). HE THAT

: (] (H. A.
/ & 4:1(’1‘12‘}{ BREAD WITH ME. Crown
vo. 3
/ /{ixbri (v.) Bourne (C.

dge . and urn .
arold). THE VALLEY OF IN.
ERITANCE. Crowsn 8vo. 6s.
d wless (Hon. E. ). See Shilling Novels.
Lawson (Harry), Author of ‘When the
¥ illy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE
BU§H. Crown 8vo. 6s.

m‘%eux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF
STMINSTER. Third Edition. Crown
8;

0. 6s.
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. .

Illustrated.

3

Third Edition. Crown 8vo.

BEHIND THE THRONE. Crown S8ev.

6s, .
Levett-Yeats (8.). ORRAIN. Second
Edition. Cyewn 80,

, 65,
Linton L{’nn). THE TRUE HISTORY
OF J((%'H A DAVIDSON, Christian and

Communist. Twelfth Edition. Medium
820, 6d.

Long (J. Luther), Co-Author of ‘The
Darling of the Gods' MADAME

BUTTERFLY. Crown800. 3s.6d.
SIXTY JANE. Crown8vo. 6s.
Lyall DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 4and Thonusand. Cr. 8vo.

35, 6d.

M‘Carthy (Justin H.), Author of ‘ If I were
King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY
HOUSE. T4Aird Edition. Crown 8vo.

6s.
THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Crows8vo.

Macnaughtan(8.) THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Tkird Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S
WIFE. Third Edition. Crown Bvo. NG:.

ow

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.
Edition. Crowmn 8vo. 6s.

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition. Crows
8vo. 3s. 6d.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fourteenth Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. Crown

“ 8vo. 6s.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fossrth Edi.
tion. Crown 8ve. 6s.

‘In *““The Gateless Barrier” itis at once
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre.
served her biﬂhrifht of originality, the
artistry, the actual writing, is above even
the high ievel of the books that were born
before.'—Westminster Gasette.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY. Seventh Edition.

¢A picture finely and amply conceived.
In the strength and insight in which the
story has been conceived, in the weaith of
fancy and reflection bestowed upon its exe-
cution, and in the moving sincerity of its
pathos throughout, *‘Sir Richard CJmady"
must rank as the great novel of a great
writer.'—Literature.

¢ The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet’s genius.
A picture of maternal love by turns tender
and terrible."—Spectator.

‘A remarkably fine book, with a noble
motive and a sound conclusion.'—P:/o?.

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA’'S SUMMER.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
*THE PARISH NURSE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
GRAN'MA'S JANE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
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MRS. PETER HOWARD. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A WINTER'S TALE. A4 New Edition.

Crowsn 8vo. 6s.
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS A New
" Edition. Crown 8vo.
See also Books for Boys and Girls.
Marriott (Charles), Author of ‘The
Columnn.” GENEVRA. Second Edition.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
(Richard) THE TWICKENHAM
PEERAGE. Second Edstion. Crowsn 8vo.

6s.
A DUEL. Crown8vo.
*THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY.
8vo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.
), Author of ¢ The Courtshi
of Momce Buc‘der, ¢ Miranda of the Bal-
. cony,’ etc. CLEMENTINA. Illustrated.
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 6s.
Mathers (Helen), Author of ‘Comin’ thro’
gle Rye HONEY. Fourth Edition.
rown
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOUR T.

'THE FERRY‘WAN Crown 8vo. 6s.
*Maxwell (W. B.), Author of ‘ The Ragged
Messenger.' VIVIEN. Crown 8vo. 6s.
Meade (L. T.). DRIFT. Crown 8vo. 6s.

RESURGAM. Crown 8vo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.
Meredith (Ellis). =ZHEART OF MY
HEART. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ M ' (The Author of). THE
GREAT RECONCILER. Crown 8vo.

6s.

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth KEdition.
Crotwn 8vo, }f:. 6d.

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo.

THE RED DLRELICT Seamd Edition.
Crown 8vo.

Montresor (P P.), Author of ‘Into the
Highways and Hedges.’ THE ALIEN.
Third Edition. Crown8vo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo.

6s.

‘A great book. The author’s method is
amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling
sense of reality. The writer lays uponusa
master hand. “The book is simply appalling
and irresistible in its interest. It is humor-
ous also ; without humour it would not make
the mark it is certain to make.'— Wor/d.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. ZFourth Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s. .
¢ The book is a masterpiece.'— Pall Mall

Gagelte.
TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
‘This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison
ous and tender, sympathetic and
uman.'—Daily Telegraph. .

Crown

Crown

3s

CUNNING MURRELL. Crown8vo. 6s.
¢ Admirable. . . . Delightful humerous
rehef ‘.. a most -.msuc and satisfactory

THE HOLE IN £HE WALL. Third Edi
tion. Crown 8vo. 6s.
‘A maste?xece of artistic realism, Ithas
a finality of touch that only a master may
command.'—Daily Chronicle.
‘An absolute ‘masterpiece, which any
novehst m: ht be proud to clanm '—Graphic.
ole in the Wall” is a masterly
piece of work. _His characters are dnwn
with a.manng slull Extraordinary power.’
—Daily Telegragh
’DIVERS VANI 1ES.
Nesbit (E.). sMrs. E.
“HOUSE. IlI

Crown 8vo, 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Norris (W. E.). THE CREDIT OF THE
COUNTY. lllustrsted. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo.

THL EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Crown

NIGEL'S ‘VOCATION. Crown 8vo. 6s.

BARHAM OF BELTANA. Sccauddetw».
Crowmn 8vo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Eighkth
Edition, Crown 8vo. 6s.

Oppenheim (B. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Third Edition. Crows 8vo. 6s.
Oxenham (John), Author of ‘Barbe of
Grand Bayou.’ WEAVER OI‘ WEBS.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo.

THE GATE OF THE DFSERT Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo.

(Barry). THREE FANTASIES.
Crown 8vo. 1s.

LIgIDLEY KAYS. Third Edition. Crown
vo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition.

¢ Stories haEplly conceived and finely
executed. ere is strength and gemus
in Mr. Parker’s style.’—Daily Telegraph.

MRS. FALCHION Fifth Edition. Crown

8vo.
‘A
Athenazum,
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Second Edition. Crown 8
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD Illus-
trated. Eighth Edition. Crown8vo. 6s.
‘A rousing and dramatic tale. A book
like lhxs is a joy inexpressible.' — Daily

Chron
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC:
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
‘Here we find romance—real, breathing,
living romance. The character of Valmon,
is drawn unerringly.'—Pall Mall Gasette.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
‘Bland). THE RED
Fourth Editi

splendld study of character.'—
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AN ADVENTURER OF THE NOR‘I'H
e Last Adventures ‘Pretty Pi

Thd Editien. Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ The present book is fullolﬁneandmg

m of the great North.’ lasgow

'I'HE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-
tnud. Thirteenth Edition. Crewsn 8vo.

‘Mr Parker has produced a really fine
historical novel.'— A4 thenaum.
‘ A great book.'—Black and Whilte.

THE ATTLE OF THE STRONG: a
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.
iur!k Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ Nothing more vigorous or more human
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than
this novel.'—Literature.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Su'oud Edmon. Crown 8vo. . 6d.

* Unfc hos, and a d knowledge
of human nature than he has dlsplayed be-
fore.'—Pall Mall Gmtk

HE FOOTSTEPS
Third

Pemberton (Max l‘}
OF A THRO E. lllustﬂted.

1 CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra-
tions by Fn.nk Dadd and A. Forrestier.
Crown 8vo.

m) LYING PROPHETS.

rowsn 8vo.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi-
tion. Crown 8ve. 3

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Fourth Edition. Crown 8ve.

‘Mr. Phillpotts knows emdy what
school-boys do, and can lay bare their
inmost thoughts; likewise he showsm all-
pervading sense of humour.’—. !

SONS OF THE MORNING. econd

Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ A book of strange power and fascination.’
—Morning Post.
THE RIV. Thivd Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
‘““The River” places Mr. Plullpotts in
the front rank of living novelists.'—Pwunck.
¢Since Doone” we have had
nothing so as this new
—Birming, Lm Gasette.

‘Mr. Ph:llpoltss new book is a master-
piece which brings him indisputably into the
front rank of English novelists."—Pall Mall
Gazette.

¢ This great romance of the River Dart.
The ﬁnut book Mr Eden Phillpotts has

written.
THE AMERICAN( PRISONER. Third | Wa

6s.

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition.
Crowm 8vo. 6s.

#*KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Crows 8vo.
6s. See also Shilli Nwels.

Pickthall ]&unm':ﬂ e). SAID THE
gISHGEs:R AN. Fifth Edition. Crown
V0. .

MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUR

'BRENDLE. le" Gs.

’ Author of ¢ Man's Rock.’ THE
bl ILE WOLY. Second Edition. Crown
(Grace). THE WOOING OF

HElLA. Second Edition. Crewn 8ve.
THE PRINCE OF LISNOVER. Crowsn
8ve.

Rhys (Grace) and Another. THE DI
VERTED VILLAGE. With Ilustrations
by DoroTHY GWwWyN JEFFRevs. Crows

6s.
(W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY.
Seconc. Edition. Crowmn 8vo.
ERB. Second Edition. Crowm 8vo. 6s.
A SON OF THE STATE. Crowsn 8ve.

3. 6d.

A BREAKER OF LAWS. Crown 8o,

MRS GALER'S ,BUSINESS.  Second
Edition. Crown

SECRETARY 70 BAYNE, M.P. Crows

tchio(lrl. David G.) THE TRUTH-
FUL LIAR. Crows 8vo. 6s.
Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Crown Bve.

3. 6d.
ussell (W. Clark) MY DANISH
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fiftk
KEdition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. !llnstnted.
Second Edition. Cmn&w
See also Shilling N
\] (Ldpl.\ne). ANTHEA S WAY.

Crown 8vo.
THE PROGRESS OF RACHEL. Crown

8po. 6s.
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo.
MRS. LYGON'S HUSBAND. C». 8vo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.
P.) THE MESS DECK.
Crown 8vo. 3s.

Shannon (W.
See also Sh:ﬁling Novels.
Albert). Dlﬁ!‘;EP SEA VAGA-

SPINNERS OF

*Urquhart (M.) A TRAGEDY IN COM-
MONPLACE. Crown 8vo.
Wa.inomm (Paul). BY A l‘INNlSH
KE. Crowx 8vo. 6s.

THE SONG OF THL FOREST. Crown
8v0. 6s.__See also Shilling Novels.

tson (H. B. Marriott). ALARUMS
AND EXCURSIONS. Crowmn8vo. 6s.
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Second Eaition.

Crown 8vo. 6s.
*TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Illus.
trations by FRANK CRAIG. Crowsm8ve. 6s.
also Shilling Novels.
ngll (H. G&.) THE SEA LADY. Crows
vo.
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Anth 1

!che. KR THE RED ROBE.
With Illustrnlons by R. C. WoobviLLE.
Nineteenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

White (StewartE). Authorof ¢ The Blazed
Trail." CONJU. OR'S HOUSE. A
Romnese ofthe Ftee Trail. Second Edition.
. vo.
wrgge (P ). THE ZYSTEM. Third
*THE PATIENT MAN. Crown 8vo. 6s.
Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of ‘ The
' THE VENTURE OF
(g‘mn

tormers.
PRINCESS SYLVIA. Crown 8vo.

TI-:E WOMAN WHO DARED.
vo. G6s.
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THE SEA COULD TELL. Secand Edition,
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS,
Third Edition. Crows 8vo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.
THE

on lsc. . and A. M.).
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Being the

Roma.nce of a Motor Car Illustrated.
Eleventh Editi Crow: 6s.

THE PRINCB.SS PASSl-.S. Illnstuted.
Fourth Edition. Crown 8

*MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR With
16 Illustrations, Crown 8vo. 6s.

*Wyllarde (Dolf), Author of ‘Uriah the
3 1mte6.: THE FORERUNNERS. Crows
vo. 6s.

Methuen’s Shilling Novels
Crown 8vo, Cloth, 1s. net.

ENCOURAGED by the great and steady sale of their Sixpenn

Novels, Messrs, Methuen have

determined to issue a new series of fictionat a low rnce under tie title of * METHUEN'S SHILLING

Novers.’

These books are well printed and we

1 bound in c/otk, and the excellence of their

&u:hty may be gauged from the names of those authors who contribute the early volumes of

series,

Messrs. Methuen would point out that the books are as good and as long as a six shilling

novel, that they are bound in cloth and not in pa

r, and that their price is One Shilli ud

They 'feel sure that the public will appreciate such good and cheap literature, and the bool

be seen at all good booksellers.
The first volumes are—

Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE IS
MINE.

TO ARMS.

mtn{UR d(S) MRS. CURGENVEN

THE FROBISHERS
Author of ‘Irish Idylls.

( ). THE VICTORS.
rge). THIRTEEN EVEN-
INGS.
Benson (n. F.), Author of ‘Dodo.’ THE
CAPSINA.

A FIVE-YEARS’ | Fin
A STRETCH OFF

(lhnma THE POET'S CHILD.
Bnnook (8han F.). THE BARRYS.
THE CHARMER.

THE SQUIREEN.
THE RED LEAGUE
. monndeno) ACROSS THE

Bela}.‘nt 8ir Walter).

Bowles (G suwm)
THE LAN

hosn (Weatherby).
THE BRANDED-PRINCE.

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON.
JOHN TOPP.

THE BAPTIST | Goss

Clifford
SUMM

OF THE Y J{JLI”¥
Cornfield (L. Cope). SONS OF ADVER.

crmo Isstophon) WOUNDS IN THE

mnn* THE ROMANCE OF
O(LD MANO

chkson 8). THE BLACK WOLF’'S

Rn}‘broe (E. C. F.). THE HEART OF

Fenn (0. Manville) AN ELECTRIC

SP
OVER THE HILLS.
rorrost (g‘g; THE SWORD OF

Pra.ncis l! EB.). MISS ERIN.
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY.
Ge; (Dorothea). THINGS THAT
HAVE HAPPENED.
ville (Brnest) THE DESPATCH

RIDER.
THE LOST REGIMENT.
THE INCA'S TREASURE.
L%{RS CLYDE.

P.). THE REDEMPTION OF
DAVID CORSO

Hales (A. G.). AIR THE APOSTATE.

Ha,%ixlqton(l.or Ernest). MARY HAMIL.

. W. K). A FLASH OF
. THE DOCTOR
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Barrison . A PRINCESS- |
mor T'(’t) PHE SINGEK OF MARLY.
chorson). THE MISSISSIFDI

“Tota- (Mrs. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE

vr.nik. ) ’
uF WITH HOOPS
L0k STEEL

(Florence Finch).
on. nmu&
*an) OMAN OI- SENTI.

I.o (Norma). JOSIAH'S WIFE.
Lush (Charles K). THE AUTOCRATS.
A). THE STORY OF
TERFSA.

(Harold) THE PUPPET
C OW -

m(hunmmword). THE VOICE
IN THE DESER
(B.) MY STEWARDSHIP.
Richl.‘l‘d). THE SEEN AND
THE UNSEEN
GARNERED.
A METAMORPHOSIS.
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES.
BOTH SIDES OF THE V.
Ma THE CYNIC AND THE

RE
Meade (L. T.). OUT OF THE FASHION.
Monkhouse (Allan). LOVE IN A LIFE.
Moore (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC-
TILIOUS.
l!emt %l‘l Bland). THE LITERARY

l!orrls (W.E.). AN OCTAV

on hant (Mrs.). THE PRODIGALS
LADY'S WALK

SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE.

THE TWO MARY'S,

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGURE

. A .
Nﬂ%{‘(m F.A) MIXED MARRI

(Bden) THE 'STRIKING
H URS
FANCY FR!
(J.) AUNT BETHIA'S BUTTON.
%G (Walter). FORTUNE'S DAR.

nﬁ" (@race). THE DIVERTED VILL.
Rickert(Bdith). OUT OF THE CYPRESS

SWA

Roberton (M. H.). AGALLANT QUAKER.
Ba.nndm (Marshall). ROSE A CHAR-
Sers (Adoum). ACCUSED AND

ACCUSER,
BARBARA'S MONEY.
THE ENTHUSIAST.
A GREAT LAD
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.

Books for Boys and Girls

Crown 8vo.
THE GETTING WELL OF DOROTHY. By Mrs.
W. K. Clifford. Illustrated by Gordon-
Browne. Second Edition.
Tu(;. l]cnu\mmn's Sworp. By S. Baring-
ould.
ONLY A Guarp-Room Doc. By Edith E.
Cuthell.
THE Docrondor THE JuLiET. By Harry

3s. 6d.
THE SECRET OF MADAME DE Monruc. By
the Author of ‘*“ Mdlle. Mori.”
Svp BeELTON : Or, the Boy who would not go
to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn.
THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. Molesworth.
A GIrL oF THE ProrLE. By L. T. Meade.
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. 2s. 64.
Tue HonouraBLE Miss. By L. T. Meade.

Collin, THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. By M. E.
LittLe PeETRR. By Lucas Malet. Second Mann.
Edition. WueN ArRNoOLD coMes Home. By Mrs. ML E.
MASTER ROCKAFELLAR's VovaGge. By W. ann.
Clark Russell,
The Novels of Alexandre Dumas

Drice 6d. Double Volumes, zs.

Tre Turee MuskeTeers. With a long
Introduction by Andrew Lang. Double
volume.

THe PRINCE oF THIRVES. Second Edition.

Rorin Hoop. A Sequel to the above,

THE CoRSiCAN BroTHERS.
GEORGES,

CroP-EARED JACQUOT; JANR;
TWENTY YEARS AFTER.

Lxe lm.. .
AMAURY. "

~.



FictioN

Tue CASTLE OF EPPSTEIN.

THE SNOWBALL, and SULTANETTA.
CECILE ; OR, THE WEDDING GOwN.
AcTE,

THr Brack Turir.

TuE VICOMTE DE BRAGELONNE.

Part 1. Louis de la Vallitgre. Double
Volume.
Part 11. The Man in the Iron Mask.

Double Volume.

TuE CoNnvicT's SoN.

THE WoLF-LEADER.

NaNON; OR, THE WoMEN's Wagr. Double
volume

PAuLINE; MURAT; AND PascaL Bruno.

THE ADVENTURES '0F CAPTAIN PAMPHILE.

FERNANDE.

GABRIEL LAMBERT.

CATHERINE BLuM.

THE_ CHEVALIER D'HARMBNTAL.
volume.,

SYLVANDIRE.

‘THE FENCING MASTER.

THE REMINISCENCES OF ANTONY.

*CONSCIENCE.

*Tue REGENT'S DAUGHTER. A Sequel to
Chevalier d’'Harmental.

Tlustrated Edition.
THr TurEe MUSKETEERS. Illustrated in
Colour by Frank Adams. 2s. 64.
Tue Prince oF THieves, Illustrated in
Colour by Frank Adams. zs.

Double

39

Rosin Hoop THE O;rruw, Illustrated in
Colour by Frank Adams. 2s.

THE CorsicAN BroTHers. Illustrated in

olour by A. M. M‘Lellan. 1s. 6.

Tm; WorLr-LEADER. Illustrated in Colour
by Frank Adams. 1s. 64.

GeorGes. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr.
25,

TweNTy YEARS ArTER. Illustrated in Colour
by Frank Adams. 3s.

AMAURY. lllusmltegr in Colour by Gordon
Browne. 2s.

THE SNOwWBALL, and SULTANETTA. Illus-
trated in Colour by Frank Adams. 2s.

*THE VicOMTE DE BRAGELONNE. lllystrated
in Colour by Frank Adams, 3s. 64.

*Cropr-EARED JAcQuoT; JANE Etc. Illus-
trated in Colour by Gordon Browne. 1s. 6d.

THE CAsTLE OF KErprsTEIN. Illustrated in
Colour by Stewart Orr. 1. 6d.

*AcTé. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon
Browne. 1s. 6d.

*CECILE ; OR, THE WEDDING GowN, Illus-
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith.

s. 6d.
*Tm; ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN PAMPHILE.
Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams.

s. 6d.
*FERNANDB. Illustrated in Colour by Muaro

*THE BLACK TULH’ Illustrated in Colour by
A. Orr, 1s.

Methuen’'s Sixpenny Books

Austen (‘::Ia.ne). PRIDE AND PRE-
mUDlrc ell or-General R. 8. 8.).
n-Powe. . D

CHE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH

ot (Blcha.rd) A ROMAN MYSTERY.

A.ndrew) BY STROKE OF
Barlnﬁ) (8) FURZE BLOOM.
CHEA

KITTY

ACK Z
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN EHE ROAR OF THE SEA.
A BOOK OF FAlRY TALES. Illustrated.

LITTLE TU'PEN
THE FROBISHERS

JENNIE BAXTER,

THE MIDST OF ALARMS
THE COUNTESS TEKL
THE MUTABLE MANY
Benson (B. F.).

L%olle—kurton (.n ACROSS THE
SA
Bronté (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.
m-}wnAN (C. L.). THE HEART OF

canzn énrs .), ‘Iota.’ ANNE MAULE-
cnno}rda (gn. W. K). A FLASH OF

MRS. KEITH’S CRIME.
conneu (l-‘ Norreya) THE NIGGER

*Coog:r(n A FOOL'S YEAR.

*Cor ). A BUSINESS IN
GREAT WATF RS.

&gier (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE

A STATE SECRET.

ANGEL. JOHANNA.
Dante (. hlerl) THE VISION OF
DANTE (CARY

Dogle (A. om) ROUND THE RED

Duncan (Sa.ra.h Jeannette) A VOYAGE
OF CONSOLATION.

THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS,

mrqﬁ o(ggorge). THE MILL ON THE

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY,

Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.

MARY BARTON.

NORTH AND SQUTH.
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Gerard (Doroties). HOLY MATRI-

THE OONQUEST OF LONDON.
(Gedrge). THE TOWN TRAVEL-

LE

THE CROWN OF LIFE.

Glanville ) THE INCA'S
TREASU.

E.
THE KLOOF BRIDE.
Gleig (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE.
Grimm ers). GRIMM'S
FAIRY TALES.

lllustnted
A?I.JANGE OE

MAN OF MARK.

THE cunouxcu;s OF COUNT
ANTONIO.
PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGU S.
lmx W.. DEAD MEN TELL
NO TALES.

Ilg'lhlﬂ (J. B): THE THRONE OF

&uu ). THE HUNCHBACK OF
ESTMINSTER.
). THE TRUE HIS.

ton (E.
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.
(Bdna).” DERRICK VAUGHAN.
Lucas). THE CARISSIMA.
NSEL OF PERFECTION.
(Mrs. M. E) MRS. PETER
HOWARD.
A LOST ESTATE
THE CEDAR ST
chmont W.).
LE\"S SECRET.
OMENT'S ERR

OR.
ll.ﬂ'%l '1’ PETER SIMPLE.
‘ACO FAITHFUL
Richard). THE TWICKENHAM

THE GODDESS.

THE JOS

Mason B. W.). CLEMENTINA.
elen). HON

nth

GRIFF O GRIFFITHSCOURT
SAM'S SWEETHEART.

M

) .L T.). DRIFT.
pm (Bortn.m) THE SIGN OF THE
Iontr‘lor (P.F.). THE ALIEN.

A CO

MISER HOAD-

MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE

Moore (Arthur). THEGAY DECEIVERS
Morrison ). THE HOLE IN-
THE WALL.

Nesbit %) THE RED HOUSE.
Norris S GRACE.
GILES NGI

THE CREDIT OS THE COUNTY.

CLARISSA FURIOSA.
ou t

.. THE LADY'S WALK.
ROBERT'S FORTUN
ant . Phillips). MASTER OF

lelijﬂlboﬂs). THE POMP OF THE

WHEN VALMONDCAME TO PONTIAC

THE TRAIL OF THE S

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS

OF A THRONE.

I CROWN THEE KING.

mu{ott- ﬁd en). THE HUMAN BOY.

%CH! DREM?FA%}(;]I% gFSTHE STAT
E.

LO! (PROPE

GEORGE AND THE GENERAL

B’llsll%xl.l (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT

ABANDONED.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
Soxl;?ant %wm), THE MASTER OF

BARBARA'S MONEY.

THE YELLOW DIAMOND.

SIIIIITQOI (R. 8.). HANDLEY CROSS.

ustrated.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated,

ASK MAMMA. Illustrated.

Valentine (lujor E. 8.). VELDT AND

LAA
Walford (Mrs. L.B.) MR. SMITH.
THE BABY’'S GRANDMOTHER.
Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.
w%%?a (H. B. Marriot). THE ADVEN-
Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR.
Wells(H.G.). THE STOLEN BACILLUS.

“















