


PR

veeo

CORNELL :

UNIVERSITY
LIBRARY

FROM



Date Due





ORLEY PARI

BY

ANTHONY TROLLOPE,
AUTHOR OF

CAN TOU FOEGIVE HER," " CASTLE RICHMOND,'

" RACHEL RAr," ETC.

NEW EDITION.

LONDON

:

WARD, LOCK AND CO., WARWICK H0U8E,

SALISBURY SQUARE, E.G.

NEW YORK: 10, BOND STREET.

[y/ie riglii of TrumUdion is reseyvrd,^



Cornell University

Library

The original of this book is in

the Cornell University Library.

There are no known copyright restrictions in

the United States on the use of the text.

http://www.archive.org/details/cu31 92401 3565449



ORLEY FARM,



BY ANTHON
ss.

DOCTOR TIIORNE

THE MACDERMOTS OF BALLY-

CLORAN

RACHEL RAY

THE KELLYS AND THE O'liELLYS

TALES OF ALL COUNTSIES

CASTLE RICHMOND

THE BERTRAMS

MISS MACKENZIE

THE BELTON ESTATE

Y TROLLOTE.
Vols.

AN EDITOR'S TALES

RALPH THE HEIR

LA VENDEE

LADY ANNA
VICAR OF BULLHAMPTON

SIR HARKY HOTSPUR

IS HE POPENJOY?

AN EYE FOR EYE

COUSIN HENRY

LOTTA SCHMIDT

ORLEY FARM

CAN YOU FORGIVE HER?

PHINEAS FINN

THE DUKE'S CHILDREN

2S. 6d. Vols.

HE KNEW HE WAS RIGHT

EUSTACE DIAMONDS

PHINEAS REDUX
THE PRIME MINISTER

LONDON: WARD, LOCK AND CO., SALISBURY SQUARE. E.C



CO^ lENTS

I.

—

THE COMMENCEMENT OP THE SEEAT OIILEV fAEM CASS 1

II.—LADY MASOS AND HEK SON - - . . 9

HI.—TEE ClEEVfi - - - - 19

IV.—THE PEKILS OP YOUTH ... 24

V.—SIR PEREGiilNE MAKES A SECOND PKOM'SE - - 30

VI.—THE COMMisncIAL ROOM, BULL INN, i.EEDS . - 35

VII.—THE MASONS OF GROBY PARK • - - 44

VIII.—MRS. MASON'S HOT LUNCHEON - - . 54

IX.—A CONVIVIAL MEETING - - . - - 58

X,—MR., MRS., AJID MISS FUKNIVAL • - 67

XI.—MRS. FURNiVAL AT HOME - 7i

XII.—ME. FURNHaL's CHAMBElta - - .80
XIII.—GUILTY, OK UOT GUILTY - 87

XIV.—DINNER AT THE CLEEVE 9i

XV, A MORNING CALL AT MOUNT PLEASANT VILLA- - 102

XVI.—MR. DOCKWr^ATH IN BEDFORD ROW . - 109

IV-%—VON BAUHR .... - 116

IVXJ.—THE ENGLISH VON BAUHR - - . 123

UX.—THE STAVELEY FAMILY - -
- 129

iX.—MR. DOCKWRATH IN HIS OWN OFFICE - 1 39

XXI.—CHRISTMAS IN HARLEY STREET - -
• liS

IXII.—CHRISTMAS AT NONINGSBY .... 153

CXIII.—CHRISTMAS AT GHOBY PARK - - ] 63

XXIV.—CHRISTMAS IN GREAT ST. HELENS . .
- 16U

IIV.—^MH. FURNITAL AGAIN AT HIS CHAMBERS -
• 178



Vi CONTENTS.

CHAPI2B ^' l^'

XXVI.—WHt SHOULD I NOT? ... - 182

XXVII.—COMMERCE - - - - •• .191

XXVIIt.—MONKTON GRANGE ..... 193

XXIX.—BBEAKIKG COVERT ..... 204

XXX. ANOTHER FALL - - . - .211
XXXI. FOOTSTEPS IX TilE CORl:lDOr. - . .218
XXXir.—Vi^HAT BRIDGET nOLSTEB HAD TO SAY . - 224

XXXIII. THE ANGEL OP LIGHT- .... 234

XXXIV.—ME. FURNIVAL LOOKS FOB ASSISTAXCE - . 242

XXXV.—LOVE WAS STILL THE LOED OF ALL- - . 247

XXXVL—WHAT THE YOUNG MEN THOUGHT ABOUT IT -257
XXXVIL PEREGEINE's ELOQUENCE - - . .264
XXXVin,—OH, INDEED ! . - - - - - 271

XXXIX.—WHY SHOULD HE GO ? - - - - 277

XL.—I CALL IT AWFUL ..... 289

XLI.—HOW CAN 1 SAVE HIM ? - - - . 294

XLU.—JOHN KENNEBY GOES TO HAMWOETU - - 301

XLIIL—JOHN KENNEBY's COURTSHIP- . - -307
XLFV.—SHOWING HOW LADY MASON COULD BE VERY NOBLE - 314

XLV.—SHOWINGHOWMES.OEME COULD BE VERY WEAK-MINDED 324

XLVI.—A woman's IDEA OP FEIENDSHIP ... 333

XLVIL THE GEM OF THE FOUE FAMILIES - . . 338

XLVIII.—THE ANGEL OF LIGHT DNDEE A CLOUD - - 345

XLIX. MEo. FUESIVAL CAN'T PUT UP WITH IT . . SSC!

L.—IT IS QUITE IMPOSSIBLE - - . . 'P.GO

LI.

—

mks. fdknival's journey to hamworth - . 370

LII. SHOWING how THINGS WENT ON AT NONINGSBY - 370

LIII.— LADY MASON RETUENS HOME - 383

LIV.—TELLISGALL THAT HAPPENED EENEATHTHELAMP-POST 391

LV.—WHAT TOOK PLACE IN HAELEY STEEET - - 398

LVI.—HOW SIE PEEF.GRIKE DID BUSINESS WITH MR. ROUND . 406



CONTENTS. vii

Otuiica

tVn.—THE LOVES iND HOPES OE ALBERT HITZAiLEN

IVIII.—MISS STAVELEY DECLINES TO EAT MIXCED VEAL

IIX.—NO STJRKENDER

LX.
—

"WHAT EEBEKAH DID rjR HER SON

IXI.—THE STATE OS rUELIC OrlNION

IJCII.

—

WHA'l' the FOUR LAWYliRS TIIOUGUT ABOUi 11

LXin.—THE EVENING BEFORE TUE TRIAL

LXIV.—TUE FIRST JOURNEY TO ALSTON

LXV.—FELIX GRAHAM RETURNS TO NONINGSBY

LXVI.—HOW MISS FURNIVAL TREATED HER LCVERS •

LXVII.—MR. MOULDER BACKS HIS OPINION

IXVIII.—TUE FIRST DAY OF THE TRIAL

LXIX. THE TTTO JUDGES

LXX.—HOW AM I TO BEAR IT ?

LXXI.—SHOWING HOW JOHN KENNEBY AND BRIDGET BOLSTER

BORE THEMSELVES IN COURT

LXXII.^MR. FURNIVAL's SPEECH ^ . .

tXXIII.—MRS. ORME TELLS THE STORY . - -

LXXIV.—YOUNG LOCUINVAR . . ,

LXXV.—THE LAST DAY - - . .

LXXVI.—I LOVE HER STILL

LXXVII.—JOHN KENNEBY's DOOM

tXXVIII.—THE LAST OF THE LAWYERS -

LXXIX.—FAREWELL - ...
IXSX.—SHOWING HOW AFFAIRS SETTLED THEMSEIVES AT

I-0NIJ(G6IST ....

Ilea

413

418

427

431

4i]

Ub
455

4C:S

470

479

480

491

499

505

513

523

529

537

544

552

558

565

574





OELEY FARM.

CHAPTER I.

THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE GEEAT ORLfiT FARM CASE,

It is not true that a rose by any other name will smell as sweeJ
Were it true, I should call this story " The Great Orlev Parm Ca^e."
But who would ask for the ninth number of a serial work burthened
with so very uncouth an appellation ? Thence, and therefore,—Orley
Tarm.

I say so much at commencing in order that I may have an oppor-
tunity of explainina; that this book of mine will not be devoted in any
special way to rural delights. The name might lead to the idea that
new precepts were to be given, in the pleasant guise of a novel, as to
cream-cheeses, piM with small bones, wheat sown in drills, or artificial

manure. No such aspirations are mine. I make no attempts in that
line, and declare at once that a,giculturists will gain nothing from my
present performance. Orley Parm, my readers, will be our scene
during a portion of our present sojourn together, but the name has
been chosen

_
as having been intimately connected with certain legal

questions which made a considerable stir in our courts of law.
It was twenty years before the date at which this story will be sup-

posed to commence that the name of Orley Farm first became known
to the *earers of the long robe. At that time had died an old gentle-
man, Sir Joseph Mason, who left behind him a landed'estate in York-
shire of considerable extent and value. This he bequeathed, in a
proper way, to his eldest son, the Joseph Mason, Esq., of our date.

Sir
^
Joseph had been a London merchant ; had made his own money,

having commenced the world, no doubt, with half-a-crown ; had be-

come, in turn, alderman, mayor, and knight ; and in the fulness of time
was gathered to his fathers. He had purchased this estate in York-
shire late in life—we may as well become acquainted with the name,
Groby Park—and his eldest son had lived there with such enjoyment

of the privileges of an English country gentleman as he had been al)le

to master for himself. Sir Joseph had also had three daughters, full sisters

1 >
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of Joseph of Groby, wliom he endowed sufficiently and gave over to

three respective loving husbands. And then shortly before his death,

three years or so, Sir Joseph had married a second vrife, a lady forty-

five years his junior, and by her he also left one son, an infant only two
years old when he died.

For many years this prosperous gentleman had lived at a small

country house, some five and twenty miles from London, called Orley

Parm. This had been his first purchase of land, and he had never

given up his residence there, although his wealth would have entitled

him to the enjoyment of a larger establishment. On the birth of his

youngest sou, at which time his eldest was neailf ::'crty years old, he
madei certain moderate provision for the infant, as he had already made
moderate provision for his young wife ; but it was then clearly under-

stood by the eldest son that Orley Parm was to go with the Groby
Park estate to him as the heir. When, however. Sir Joseph died, a

codicil to his will, executed with due legal formaUties, bequeathed Orley
Parm to his youngest son, little Lucius Mason.
Then commenced those legal proceedings which at last developed

themselves into the great Orley Parm Case. The eldest son contested

the vaUdity of the codicil; and indeed there were some grounds on
which it appeared feasible that he should do so. This codicil not only

left Orley Farm away from him to baby Lucius, but also interfered in

another respect with the previous will. It devised a sum of two
thousand pounds to a certain Miriam Us^ech, the daughter of one
Jonathan Usbech, who was himself the attorney who had attended
upon Sir Joseph for the making out of this very will, and also of

this very codicil. This sum of two thousand pounds was not, it is

true, left away from the surviving Joseph; but was to be produced out

of certain personal property which had been left by the first will to the

M'idow. And then old Jonathan Usbech had died, while Sir Joseph
Mason was stiU hving.

All the circumstances of the trial need not be detailed here. It

was clearly proved that Sir Joseph had during his whole life expressed

his intention of leaving Orley Parm to his eldest son; ; that he was a
man void of mystery, and not given to' secrets in his money matters,

and one very little likely to change his opinion on such subjects. It

was proved that old Jonathan IJsbech at the time in which the will

was made was in very bad circumstances, both as regards money and
liealth. His business had once not been bad, but he had eaten and
drunk .it, and at this period was feeble and penniless, overwhelmed
both by gout and debt. He had for many years been much employed
by Sir Joseph in money matters, and it was known that he was so
employed almost up to the day of his death. The question was
whether he had been employed to make this codicil.

The body of the will was in the handwriting of the widow, as was
iJso the codicil. It was stated by her at the trial that the words
v,'ere dictated to her by Usbech, in her husband's hearmg,- and that the
document was then signed by her husband in the presence of them
i)oth, and also in tiie presence of two other persons—a young maa
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employed by lier husband as a clerk, and by a servant-maid. Tliese
tvro last, together with Mr. Usbecu, were the three witnesses whose
names appeared in the codicil. There had been no secrets between
Lady MasOn and her husband as to his will. She had always, she said,
endeavoured to induce him to leave Orley Tarm to her child from the'

day of the child's birth, and had at last succeeded. In agreeing to
this Sir Joseph had explained to her, somewhat augrily, tliat he wished
to provide for Usbech's daughter, and that now he would do so out of
moneys previously intended for her, the widow, and not out of the estate

which would go to his eldest son. To this she had assented without
a word, and had written the codicil in accordance with the lawyer's
dictation, he, the lawyer, suffering at the time from gout in his

hand. Among other things Lady Mason proved that on the date

of the signatures Mr. Usbech had been with Sir Joseph for sundry
Lo'drs.

Then the young clerk was examined. He had, he said, witnessed

in his time four, ten, twenty, and, under pressure, he confessed to as

many as a hundred and twenty business signatures on the part of his

employer. Sir Joseph. He thought he had witnessed a hundred and
twenty, but would take his oath he had not witnessed a hundred and
twenty-one. He did remember witnessing a signature of his master
about the time specified by the date of the codicU, and he remembered
the maid-servant also signing at the same time. Mr. Usbech was then

present ; but he did not remember Mr. Usbech having the pen in his

hand. Mr. Usbech, he knew, could not write at that time, because of

the gout ; but he might, no doubt, have written as much as his own
name. He swore to both the signatures—his own and his master's;

and in cross-examination swore that he thought it probable that they

might be forgeries. On re-examination he was confident that his own
name, as there appearing, had been written by himself ; but on re-cross-

examination, he felt sure that there was something wrong. It ended

in the judge informing him that his word was worth nothing, which

was hard enough on the poor young man, seeing that he had done his

best to tell all that he remembered. Then the servant-girl came into

the witness-box. She was sure it was her own handwriting. She re-

membered being called in to writ-e her name, and seeing the master

write his. It had all been explained to her at the time, but she

admitted that she had not understood the explanation. She had also

seen the clerk write his name, but she was not sure that she had seen

Mr. Usbech write. Mr. Usbech had had a pen in his hand ; she was

sure of that.

The last witness was Miriam Usbech, then a very pretty, simple girl

of seventeen. Her father had told her once that he hoped Sir Joseph

would make provision for her. This had been shortly before her

father's death. At her father's death she had been sent for to Orley

Farm, and had remained there till Sir Joseph died. She had always

regarded Sir Joseph . and Lady Mason as her best friends. She had

kaown Sir Joseph all her hfe, and did not think it unnatBial thai ha

ihoBld provide for her. She had heard her father say more than

i—

a
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once that Lady Mason would never rest tUl the old gentleman had

settled Orley Farm upon her son.

Not half the evidence taken has been given here, but enough

probably for our purposes. The will and codicil were confirmed, and

Lady Mason continued to live at the farm. Her evidence was sup-

posed to have been excellently given, and to have been conclusive.

Siie had seen the signature, and written the codicil, and could ex-

plain the motive. She was a woman of high character, of great

talent, and of repute in the neighbourhood; and, as the judge re-

marked, there could be no possible reason for doubting her word.

Nothing also could be simpler or prettier than the evidence of Miriam

Usbech, as to whose fate and destmy people at the time expressed much

sympathy. That stupid voung clerk was responsible for the only weak

part of the matter; but if he proved nothing on one side, neither did

he prove anything on the other.

This was the commencement of the great Orley Farm case, and

having been then decided in favour of the infant, it was allowed to

slumber for nearly twenty years. The codicil was confirmed, and

Lady Mason remained undisturbed in possession of the house, acting

as guardian for her child till he came of age, and indeed for some

time beyond that epoch. In the course of a page or two, I shall

beg my readers to allow me to introduce this lady to their acquaint-

ance.

Miriam Usbech, of whom also we shall see something, remained at

tlie farm under Lady Mason's care till she married a young attorney,

who iu process of time succeeded to such business as her father left

behind him. She suffered some troubles in life before she settled

down in the neighbouruig country town as Mrs. Dockwrath, for she

had had another lover, the stupid young clerk who had so villainously

broken down in his evidence ; and to this other lover whom she

had been unable to bring herself to accept, Lslly Mason had given

her favour and assistance. Poor Miriam was at that time a soft,

mild-eyed girl, easy to be led, one would have said ; but in this matter

Lady Mason could not lead her I'' was in vaio to tell her that the

character of young Dockwrath did not stand high, and that young
Kenneby, the clerk, should be promoted to all manner of good things.

Soft and mild-eyed as Mii'iam was, Love was still the lord of all. In
this matter she would not be persuaded ; and eventually she gave her two
thousand pounds to Samuel Dockwrath, the young attorney with the

questionable character.

This led to no breach between her and her patroness. Lady Mason,
wishing to do the best for her young friend, had favoured John
Kenneby, but she was not a woman at all likely to quarrel on such a

ground as this. "Well, Miriam," she had said, "you must judge
lOr yourself, of course, in such a matter as this. You know my regai'd

for you."
" Oh yes. Ma'am," said Miriam, eagerly.
" And 1 shall always be glad to promote your welfare as Mrs. Dock-

vnih, if possible. I can only say that I should have had more 3ati»
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faction in attempting to do so for you as Mrs. Kenneby." But ia
spite of the seemmg coldness of these words, Lady Mason had been
constant to her friend for many years, and had attended to her with
more or less active kindness in all the sorrows arising from an annua!
5aby and two sets of twins—a progeny which before the commencement
ot my tale reached the serious number of sixteen, all livin".
Among other solid benefits conferred by Lady Mason had been

the letting to Mr. Dockwrath of certain two fields, lying at the ex-
tremity of the farm property, and quite adjacent to the to'wn of Ilair,-
worth in which old Mr. Usbech had resided. These had been let
by the year, at a rent not considered to be too high at that period,
and which had certainly 'become much lower in proportion to the
value of the land, as the town of Hamworth had increased. Oa
these fields Mr. Dockwrath expended some money, though probably
not so mucli as he averred; and when noticed to give them up at
the period of young Mason's coming of age, expressed himself terribly
aggrieved.

"Surely, Mr. Dockwrath, you are very ungrateful," Lady Mason
had said to him. But he had answered her with disrespectful words

;

and^ hence had arisen an actual breach between her ahd poor Miriam's
husband. "I must say, Miriam, that Mr. Dockwrath is unreasonable,"
Lady Mason had said. And what could a poor wife answer ? " Oil

.

Lady Mason, pray let it bide a time till it all comes right." But it

never did come right; and the affair of those two fields created
the great Orley Farm Case, which it will be our business to unravel.

And now a word or two as to this Orley Farm. In the first place

let it be understood that the estate consisted of two farms. One,
called the Old Parm, was let to an old farmer named Greenwood, aud
nad been let to him and to his father for many years antecedent to the

days of the Masons. Mr. Greenwood held about three hundred acres

of land, paying with admirable punctuality over four hundred a year
in rent, and was regarded by all the Orley people as an institution on
the property. Then there was the farm-house and the land attached

to it. This was the residence in which Sir Joseph had lived, keeping

in his own hands this portion of the property. When first inhabited

by him the house was not fitted for more than the requirements of an

ordinary farmer, but he had gradually added to it and ornamented it

till it was commodious, irregular, picturesque, and straggling. When
he died, and during the occupation of his widow, it consisted of three

buildings of various heights, attached to each other, and standing in a

row. The lower contained a large kitchen, which had been the living-

room of the farm-house, and was surrounded by bakehouse, laundry,

dairy, and servant's room, all of fair dimensions. It was two stories

high, but the rooms were low, and the roof steep and covered with

tiles. The next portion had been added by Sir Joseph, then Mr.
Mason, when he first thought of living at tne place. This also was
tiled, and the rooms were nearly as low; but there were three stories, and

the buUding therefore was considerably higher. Por five and twenty

jef^ the farm-house, so arranged, had suftc?d for the commpji
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waats of Sir Joseph and his family; but when he determinea to give

up his establishment m the City, he added on another step to the house

at Orley Parm. On this occasion he built a good dining-room, with

drawing-room over it, and bed-room over that ; and this portion of the

edifice was slated.

The whole stood in one Ime fronting on to a large lawn which feU

steeply away from the house into an orchard at the bottom. This

lawn was cut in terraces and here and there upon it there stood apple-

trees of ancient growth ; for here had been the garden of the old

farm-house. They were large, straggling trees, such as do not delight

the eyes of modern gardeners ; but they produced fruit by the bushel,

very sweet to the palate, though probably not so perfectly round, and

large, and handsome as' those which the horticultural siill of the

present day requires. The face of the house from one end to the

other was covered with vmes and passion-flowers, for the aspect was

due south; and as the whole of the later addition was faced by a verandah,

which also, as regarded the ground-floor, ran along the middle building,

the place in summer was pretty enough. As I have said before, it was

irregular and straggling, but at the same time roomy and picturesque.

Such was Orley Parm-house.

There were about two hundred acres of land attached to it, together

with a large old-fashioned farm-yard, standing not so far from the house

as most gentlemen farmers might perhaps desire. The farm buildings,

however, were well hidden, for Sir Joseph, though he would at no
time go to the expense of constructing all anew, had spent more money
than such a proceeding would have cost him in doctoring existing evils

and ornamenting the standing edifices. In doing this he had extended

the walls of a brewhouse, and covered them with creepers, so as to

shut out from the hall-door the approach to the farm-yard, and had put
up a quarter of a mile of high ornamental paling for the same purpose.

He had planted an extensive shrubbery along the brow of the hill at

one side of the house, had buUt summer-houses, and sunk a ha-ha
fence below the orchard, and had contrived to give to the place the
unmistakable appearance of an EngHsh gentleman's country-house.

Nevertheless, Sir Joseph had never bestowed upon his estate, nor had
it ever deserved, a more grandiloquent name than that which it had
possessed of old.

Orley Farm-house itself is somewhat more than a mile distant from
the town of Hamworth, but the land runs in the direction of the
town, not skirting the high road, but stretching behind the cottages
which stand along the pathway ; and it terminates in those two fields

respecting which Mr. Dockwrath the attorney became so irrationally

angry at the period of which we are now immediately about to treat.

These ilelds lie on the steep slope of Hamworth Hill, and through
them runs the public path from the hamlet of Roxeth up to Hamworth
church ; for, as all the world knows, Hamworth church stands high, and
IS a landmark to the world for miles and miles around.

Within a circuit of thirty miles from London no land lies morfe
beftutifoUy eircumstanced with regard to scenery than the conntri'
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about Hamwortli; and its most perfect loveliness commences inst
beyond the slopes of Orley Parm. There is a httle village called Cold-
harboiir, consisting of some half-dozen cottages, situated immediately
outside Lady Mason's gate,—and it may as well be stated here that
this gate is but three hundred yards from the house, and is guarded by
no lodgd: This villaM stands at the foot of Cleeve Hill. The land
hereabouts ceases to ae fertile, and breaks away into heath and common
ground. Round the foot of the hill there are extensive woods, all of
which belong to Sir Peregrine Orme, the lord of the manor. Sir
Peregrine is not a rich man, not rich, that is, it being borne in mind
that he is a baronet, that he represented his county in parliament for
three or four sessions, and that his ancestors have owned The Cleeve
estate for the last four hundred years ; but he is by general repute the
greatest man in these parts. We may expect to hear more of him also

as the story makes its way.

I know many spots in England and in other lands, world-farnous in

regard to scenery, which to my eyes are hardly equal to Cleeve Hill.

Prom the top of it you are told that you may see into seven counties
;

but to me that privilege never possessed any value. I should not care

to see into seventeen counties, unless the country which spread itself

before my view was fair and lovely. The country which is ' so seen

from Cleeve Hill is exquisitely fair and lovely ;—very fair, with glorious

fields of unsurpassed fertility, and lovely with oak woods and brown
open heaths which stretch away, hill after hill, down towards the

southern coast. I could greedily fill a long chapter with the vpeU-

loved glories of Cleeve Hill
; but it may be that we must press its

heather with our feet more than once in the course of our present

task, and if so, it will be well tp leave something for those coming
visits.

" Ungrateful ! I'll let her know whether I owe her any gratitude.

Haven't I paid her her rent every half-year as it came due ? what
more would she have ? Ungrateful, indeed ! She is one of those

women who think that you ought to go down on your knees to

them if they only speak civilly to you. I'll let her know whether

I'm ungrateful."

These words were spoken by angry Mr. Samuel Dockwrath to his

wife, as he stood up before his parlour^fire after breakfast, and the

woman to wnom he referred was Lady Mason. Mr, Samuel Dockwrath

was very angry as he so spoke, or at any rate he seemed to be so.

There are men who take a delight in abusmg those special friends

whom their wives best love, and Mr. Dockwrath was one of these.

He had never given his cordial consent to the intercourse which had

hitherto existed between the lady of Orley Parm and his household,

although he had not declined the substantial benefits which had ac-

companied it. His pride had rebelled against the feehng of patronage,

though his interest had submitted to the advantages thence derived. A
family of sixteen children is a heavy burden for a country attorney

with a small practice, even though his wife may have had a fortune c/

two thousand pounds; and thus Mr. Dockwrath, though he had never
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hitnsell' loved Lady Mason, had permitted his wife to accept all those

aumberless kindnesses which a lady with comfortable means and {^ ,

children is always able to bestow on a favoured neighbour who m
few means and many children. Indeed, he himself had accepted a

great favour with reference to the holdmg of those two fields, and had

acknowledged as much when first he took them mto his hands some

MXteen or seventeen years back. But all that was forgotten now;

and having held them for so long a period, he bitterly felt the loss,

and resolved that it should ill become him as a man and an attorney to

allow so deep an injury to pass unnoticed. It may be, moreover, that

Mr. Dockwrath was now domg somewhat better in the world than

formerly, and that he eouJd ^ord to give up Lady Mason, and to de-

mand also that his wife should give her up. Those trumpery present*

'rom Orley Farm were very well while he was strugglmg for bare'bread,

but now, now that he had turned the corner,—now that by his divine

art and mystery of law he had managed to become master of that

beautiful result of British perseverance, a balance at his banker's, he

could afford to indulge his natural antipathy to a lady who had endea-

voured in early life to divert from him the Kttle fortune which had
started him in the world.

Miriam Dockwrath, as she_ sat on this morning, listening to her

husband's anger, with a sick little girl on her knee, and four or five

others clustering round her, half covered with their matutinal bread

and mUk, was mild-eyed and soft as ever. Hers was a nature in which
softness would ever prevail;—softness, and that tenderness of heart,

always leaning, and sometimes almost crouching, of which a mild eye
is the outward sign. But her comeliness and prettiness were gone.

Pemale beauty of the sterner, grander sort may support the burden of

sixteen children, all living,—and still survive. I have known it to do
so, and to survive with much of its youthful glory. But that mild-eyed,

soft, round, plumpy prettiness gives way beneath such a weight as that:

years alone tell on it quickly ; but children and limited means combined
with years leave to it hardly a chance.

" I'm sure I'm very sorry," said the poor woman, worn with her
many cares.

" Sorry ! yes, and I'll make her sorry, the proud minx. There's
an old saying, that those who live in glass houses shouldn't throw
stones."

" But, Samuel, I don't think she means to be doing you any
harm. You know she always did say—— . Don't, Bessy ; how can
you nut your fingers into the basin in that way ?

"

" Sam has taken my spoon away, mamma."
" ril_ let her know whether she's doing any harm or no. And

what signifies what was said sixteen years ago ? Has she anvlhiiis
to show in writting? As far as I know, nothing of the kind was
Baid."

" Oh, I remember it, Samuel ; I do indeed I

"

" Let me tell you then that you had better not try to remember any-
It'lig about it. If you ?in't quiet, ?ob, I'll make jou pretty qxjick

j
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d'ye hear that ? The fact is, your memory is' not worth a curse. Where
are you to set milk for all those children, do you think, when the fields
are gone ?

"

" I'm sure I'm very sorry, Samuel."
"Sorry ! yes, and somebody else shall be sorry too. And look here,

Miriam, I won't have you going up to Orley Parm on any pretence
whatever; do you hear that?" and then, having given that imperative
command to his wife and slave, the lord and master of that establish-
ment walked forth into his office.

On the whole Miriam Usbech might have done better had she fol-

lowed the advice of her patroness in early life, and married the stupid
clerk.

CHAPTER IL

LADY MASON AKD HER SON.

I TETTST that it is already perceived by all persistent novel readers
that very much of the interest of this tale will be centred in the person
of Lady Mason. Such educated personsi however, will probably be
aware that she is not intended to be the heroine. The heroine, so
called, must by a certain fixed law be young and marriageable. Some
such heroine in some future number shall be forthcoming, with as much
of the heroic about her as may be found convenient; but for the
present let it be understood that the person and character of Lady
Mason is as important to us as can be those of any young lady, let her
be ever so gracious or ever so beautiful.

In giving the details of her history, I do not know that I need go
back beyond her grandfather and grandmother, who were thoroughly
respectable people in the hardware line ; I speak of those relatives by
the father's side. Her own parents had risen in the world,—had risen

from retail to wholesale, and considered themselves for a long period
of years to be good representatives of the commercial energy and
prosperity of Great Britian. But a fall had come upon them,— as a
fall does come very often to our excellent commercial representatives

—

and Mr. Johnson was in the " Gazette." It would be long to tell how
old Sir Joseph Mason was concerned in these affairs, how he acted as the

principal assignee, and how ultimately he took to his bosom as his

portion of the assets of the estate, young Mary Johnson, and made
'ier his wife and mistress of Orley Parm. Of the family of the John-

sons, there were but three others, the father, the motiier, and a

brother. The father did not survive the disgrace of his bankruptcy,

and the mother in orocess of time settled herself with her son in

one of the Lancashire -i^nufacturing towns, where John Johnson raised

kis bead in bvisiness to §0Hie moderate altitude, Sir Jpseph havissg
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afforded much valuable assistance. There for the present we will leave

them.

I do not think that Sir Joseph ever ;repented of the perilous deed

he did in marrjcig that young wife. His home for many years had

been desolate! :aiid solitary ; his children had gone from him, and did

not oome'to 'visit him very frequently in his poor home at the farm.

They hi((i, ^become grander people than htm, had been gifted with

aspiring minds, and in every turn and twist which they took, looked

to do something towards washing themselves clean from the dirt of the

countin";iouse. This was specially the case with Sir Joseph's son, to

whom the fatjier had made over lands and money sufficient to enable

him to come before the world as a country gentleman with a coat of

arms on his coach-panel. It would be inconvenient for us to run off to

Groby Park at the present moment, and I will therefore say no more
just now as to Joseph junior, but wUl explain that Joseph senior was

not made angry by this neglect. He was a grave, quiet, rational man,

not however devoid of some folly ; as indeed what rational man is so

devoid ? He was burdened with an ambition to establish a family as

the reslilt of his success in Kfe ; and having put forth his son into the

world with these views, was content that that son should act upon
them persistently. Joseph Mason, Esq., of Groby Park, in Yorkshire,

was now a county magistrate, and had made some way towards a
footing in the county society around him. With these hopes, and
ambition such as this, it was probably not expedient that he should

spend much of his time at Orley Parm. The three daughters were
circumstanced much in the same way : they had all married gentlemen,

and were bent, on rising in the world: "moreover, the steadfast re-

solution of purpose which characterised their father was known
by them all, — and by their husbands : they had received their

fortunes, with some settled contingencies to be forthcoming on
then: father's demise; why, then, trouble the old gentleman at Orley

Farm?
'

Under such circumstances the old gentleman married his young wife,

—

to the great disgust of his four children. They of course declared to

each other, corresponding among themselves by letter, that the old

gentleman had positively disgraced himself. It was impossible that

they should make any visits whatever to Orley Parm while such a

mistress of the house was there ;—and the daughters did make no such
visits. Joseph, the son, whose monetary connection with his father

was as yet by no means fixed and settled in its nature, did make one
such visit, and then received his father's assurance—so at least he
afterwards said and swore—that this marriage should by no means in-

terfere with thq expected, inheritance of the Orley Parm acres. But
at that tim-e no young son had been bom,—nor, probably, was any such
young son.expected-

The farm-house became a much brighter abode for the old man, for

the few years .which were left to him, after he had brought his young
wile home. She was quiet, sensible, clever, and unremitting in her

Bttention. She burthened him with no requests for gay society, aiuJ
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took his liome as she found it, making the best of it for herself, and
making it for him much better than he had ever hitherto known it.

His own children had always looked down upon him, regarding him
iterely as a coffer from whence money might be had; and°he, thouo-h
he had never resented this contempt, had in a certain measure been
aware of it. But there was no such feeling shown by his wife. She
took the benefits which he gave her graciously and thankfully, and
gave back to him in return, certamly her care and time, and apparently
her love. I"or herself, in the way of wealth and money, she never
asked for anything.

And then the baby had come, young Lucius Mason, and there was
of course great joy-^t Orley Pann. The old father felt that the world
had begun again for him, very delightfully, and was more than ever
satisfied with his wisdom in regard to that marriage. But the very
genteel progeny of his early youth were more than ever dissatisfied,

and in their letters among themselves dealt forth harder and still

narder words upon poor Sir Joseph. Wliat terrible things might he
uoi be expected to do now that his dotage was coming on ? Those
three married ladies had no selfish fears—so at least they declared, but
they united in imploring their brother to look after his interests at Orley
Farm. How dreadfully would the young heir of Groby be curtailed in

his dignities and seignories if it should be found at the last day that

Orley Farm was not to be written in his rent-roll.

And then, while they were yet bethinking themselves how they
might best bestir themselves, news arrived that Sir Joseph had suddenly
died. Sir Joseph' was dead, and the will when read contained a codicil

by which that young brat was made the heir to the Orley Farm estate.

I have said that Lady Mason during her married life had never asked
of lier husband anything for herself ; but in the law proceedings which
were consequent upon Sir Joseph's death, it became abundantly

evident that she had asked him for much for her son,—and that she

had been specific in her requests, urging him to make a second heir,

and to settle Orley Farm upon her own boy, Lucius. She herself

stated that she had never done this except in the presence of a third

person. She had often done so in the presence of Mr. Usbech the

attorney,—as to which Mr. Usbech was not alive to testify, and
she had also done so more than once in the presence of Mr. Furnival,

a barrister,—as to which Mr. Furnival, being alive, did testify—very

strongly. '"

As to that contest nothing further need now be said. It resulted

in the favour of young Lucius Mason, and therefore, also, in the favour

of the widow ; in the favour, moreover, of Miriam Usbech, and thus

ultittiately in the favour of Mr. Samuel Dockwratli, who is now shcw-

mg himself to be so signally ungrateful. Joseph Mason, however,

retired from the battle nothing convinced. His father, he said, had

been an old fool, an ass, an idiot, a vulgar, ignorant fool ; but he was

not a man to break his word. That signature to the codicil might be

his or might not. If his, it had been obtained by fraud. What could

be easier than to cheat an old doting fool ? Many men agreed with
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Joseph Mason, thinking that Usbech the attorney had perpetrated

this viUaiuy on behalf of his daughter; but Joseph Mason would

beheve, or say that he believed—a belief in which none but his sisters

joined him,—that Lady Mason herself had been th^ villain. He was

minded to press the case on to a court of appeal, up even to the House

of Lords ; but he was advised that in doing so he would spend more

money than Orley Farm was worth, and that he would, almost to a

certainty, spend it in vam.. Under this advice he cursed the laws of

his country, and withdrew to Groby Park.

Iiady Mason had earned the respect of all those around her by the

way in which she bore herself in the painful days of the trial, and also

m those of her success, especially also by the manner in which she

gave her evidence. And thus, though she had not been much noticed

by her neighbours during the short period of her married life, she

was visited as a widow by many of the more respectable people round

Hamworth. In all this she showed no feeling of triumph ; she never

abused her husband's relatives, or spoke much of the harsh manner in

which she had been used. Indeed, she was not given to talk about her

own personal affairs ; and although, as I have said, many of her

neighbours visited her, she did not lay herself out for society. She
accepted and returned their attention, but for the most part seemed to

be willing that the matter should so rest. The people around by degrees

came to know her ways ; they spoke to her when they met her, and
occasionally went through the ceremony of a morning call ; but did not
ask her to their tea-parties and did not expect to see her at picnic and
archery meetings.

Among those who took her by the hand in the time of her great
trouble was Sir Peregrine Orme of The Cleeve,—for such was the
name which had belonged time out of mind to his old mansion and
park. Sir Peregrine was a gentleman now over seventy years of age,

whose family consisted of the widow of his only son, and the only son
of that widow, who was of course the heir to lus estate and title. Sir

Peregrine was an excellent old man, as I trust may hereafter be
acknowledged ; but liis regard for Lady Mason was perhaps in the first

instance fostered by his extreme dislike to her step-son, J oseph Mason
of Groby. Mr. Joseph Mason of Groby was quite as rich a man as
Sir Peregrine, and owned an estate which was nearly as large as
The Cleeve property ; but Sir Peregrine would not allow that he was
a gentleman, or that he could by any possible transformation become
one. Ho had not probably ever said so in direct words to any of the
Mason family, but his opinion on the matter had in some way worked
its way down to Yorkshire, and therefore there was no love to spare
oetween these two county magistrates. There had been a sh^ht
acquaintance between Sir Peregrine and Sir Joseph ; but the ladies" of
the two families had never met tUl after the death of the latter. Then
while that trial was still pending, Mrs. Orme had come forward at the
instigation of her father-in-law, and by degrees there had grown up
an intimacy between the two widows. When the first offers of assist-
apce were made and accepted, Sir Peregrine no doubt did not at aU
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dmiin of^ any Such result as this. His family pride, and esbecially the
pride which he took in his widowed daughter-in-law, would probably
Lave been shocked by such a surmise ; but nevertheless, he had seen
the friendship grow and increase without alarm. He hunself had be-
come attached to Lady Mason, and had gradually learned to excuse in
her that want of gentle blood and early breedmg which as a rule he
regarded as necessary to a gentleman, and from which alone, as he
thought, could spring many of those excellencies which go to form the
character of a lady.

It may therefore be asserted that Lady Mason's widowed life was
successful. That it was prudent and well conducted no one could
doubt. Her neighbours of course did say of her that she would not
drink tea with Mrs. Arkwright of Mo^nt Pleasant Villa because she
was allowed the privilege of entering Sir Peregrine's drawing-room

;

but such little scandal as this was a matter of course. Let one live

according to any possible or impossible rule, yet some offence will be
given in some quarter. Those who knew anything of Lady Mason's
private life were aware that she did not encroach on Sir Peregrine's

hospitality. She was not at The Cleeve as much as circumstances
would have justified, and at one time by no means so much as Mrs.
Orme would have desired.

In person she was tall and comely. When Sir Joseph had brought
her to his house she had been very fair,—tall, slight, fair, and very
quiet,—not possessing that loveliness which is generally most attractive

to men, because the beauty of which she might boast depended on
form rather than on the brightness of her eye, or the softness of her

cheek and lips. Her face too, even at that age, seldom betrayed

emotion, and never showed signs either of anger or of joy. Her fore-

head was high, and though somewhat narrow, nevertheless gave
evidence of considerable mental faculties ; nor was the evidence false,

for those who came to know Lady Mason well, were always ready to

acknowledge that she was a woman of no ordinary power. Her eyes

were large and well formed, but somewhat cold. Her nose was long

and regular. Her mouth also was very regular, and her teeth per-

fectly beautiful ; but her lips were straight and thin. It would some-

times seem that she was all teeth, and yet it is certain that she never

made an efforl, to show them. The great fault of her face was m her

chin, which was too small and sharp, thus giving on occasions

something of meanness to her countenance. She was now forty-seven

»ears of age, and had a son who Kv<id reached man's estate; and yet

perhaps she had more of a woman'.' beauty at this present time than

when she stood at the altar with Sir Joseph Mason. The quietness

and repose of her manner suited her years and her position ; age

had given fulness to her tall form; and the habitual sadness of

her countenance was fair in accordance with her condition and

character. And yet she was not really sad,—at least, so said those

frho knew her. The melancholy was m her face rather than in her

character, which was full of energy,—if energy may be quiet as well

IS assured and constaat.
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Of course she liad beea accused a dozen times of matnmoiiiaJ

prospects. What handsome widow is not so accused ? The world ol

Hamworth had been very certain at one time that she was intent pu

marrying Sir Peregrine Orme.' But she had -not married, andj
think I may say on her behalf that she had never thought of marry-

ing. Indeed, one cannot, see how such a woman coiiTd make any

eifort in that line. It was inipossible' to, conceive that a lady so staid

in, her manner shouhi be guilty of flirting ;, nor was there, any man
Kvithin ten miles of liamworth who would have dared to make the

attempt. Women for the most, part are prone to love-making— as

nature has intended that they shouldbe ; .but there are women fronj

whom aU such foUies seem to be as distant as skittles and beer arq

distant from the dignity of the Lord Chancellor. Suck a woman was

Lady Mason.
At this time—the time which is about to exisit for us as the period

at which our narrative will begin—Lucius Mason was over twenty^

two years old, and was living at the farm. He had spent the last three;

or four years of his life in Germany, where his mother had visited him

every year, and had now come home intending to be the master of his

own destiuy. His mother's care for him during his boyhood, and up
to the time at which he became of age, had been almost elaborate in

its thoughtfulness. She had consulted Sir Peregrine as to his school,

and Sir Peregrine, lookmg to the fact of the lad's own property, and

also to the fact, known by him, of Lady Mason's means for such a

purpose, had recommended Harrow. But the mother had hesitated,

had gently discussed the matter, and had at last persuaded the baronet

that such a step would be injudicious. The boy was seiit to a

private school of a high character, and Sir Peregrine was sure that he
had been so sent at his own advice. "Looking at the peculiar

position of his mother," said Sir Peregrine to his young daughter-in-

law, " at her very peculiar position, and that of his relatives, I think

it will be better that he should, not appear to assume anything early

in life ; nothing can be better conducted than Mr. Crabfield's establish-

ment, and after much consideration I have had no hesitation in recom-
iqending her to send her son to him." And thus Lucius Mason had
been sent to Mr. Crabfield, but I do not think that the idea originated

with Sir Peregrine.
" And perhaps it wiU be as well," added the baronet, " that he and

Perry should not be together at school, though I have no objection to
their meeting m the hoUdays. Mr. Crabfield's vacations are always
timed to suit the Hfirrow holidays." The Perry here mentioned was
the grandson of Sir Peregrme—the young Peremne who iti coming
days was to be the fixture lord of The Cleeve. When Lucius Mason
was modestly sent to Mr. Crabfield's .establishment at Great Marlow,
voung Peregrine Orme, with his prpuder hopes, commeuced his Career
at the public school.

Mr. Crabfield did his' duty by Lucius Mason, and sent him home a
seventeen a hMidsome, well'-mannered lad, tall and • comely to thq
eye, with soft brown wl>isV«r» anrouting on his cheek, well grouttdeS
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sn Greek, Latin, and Euclid, grounded also in French and Italian, and
possessing many more acquu-ements than he would have learned at
Harrow. But added to these, or rather consequent on them, was a
conceit which a public-school education would not have created
A\ hen their mothers compared them in the holidays, not openly with
outspoken words, but silently in tlieir hearts, Lucius Mason was
found by each to be the superior both in manners and knowledge ; but
each acknowledged also that there was more of iugei^us boyhood
about Peregrine Orme.

Peregrine Orme was a year the younger, aiid therefore his com-
parative deficiencies were not the cause of any intense sorrow at The
Cleeve ; but his grandfather would probably have been better satisfied

—and perhaps also so would his mother—had he been less addicted

to the catching of rats, and better inclined towards Miss Edgewotth's
novels and Skakspeare's plays, which were earnestly recommended
to him by the lady, and the gentleman. But boys generally are

fond of rats, and very frequently are not fond of reading; and
therefore, all this having been duly considered, there was not much
deep sorrow in those days at The Cleeve as to the boyhood of the

heir.

But there was great pride at Or ley Earm, althougn tnat pride was
shown openly to no one. Lady Mason in her visits at The Cleeve

said but little as to her son's iiresent excellencies. As to his future

career in life she did say much both to Sir Peregrine and to Mrs. Orme,

asking the counsel of the one and expressmg her fefirs to the other
;'

and then. Sir Peregrine having given his consent, she sent the lad to

Germany.
, . _

He was allowed to come of age without any special signs of

manhood, or (jught of the glory of property ; although,' in his case,

that coming of age did put him into absolute possession 'of his inherit-

ance. On that day, had he been so minded, he could have turned his

mother out of the farm-house, and taken exclusive possession of the

estate ; but he did m fact remain in Germany for a year beyond this

•period, and returned to Orley Earni only in time to be present at the

celebration of the twenty-first birthday of his friend Peregrine, Orme.

This ceremony, as may be surmised, ,
was by no means slurred over

without due rejoicing. The heir at the tune was at Chfistchurch ; but

at such a period a sKght interruption to his studies was not to be

lamented. There had been Sir Peregrine Ormes in those parts ever

smce the days of James I.; and indeed in days long antecedent to

those there had been knights bearmg that name, some of whom had

been honourably beheaded for treason, others imprisoned for heresy

;

and one made away with on account of a supposed royal amour,—to

the great glorification of all his descendants. Looking to the antecedents

. of the family, it was only proper that the coming of age of the heu:

should be duly celebrated; but Lucius Mason had had no antecedents

;

BO great-great-grandfather of his had knelt at the feet of an improper

prmcess; .and therefore Lady Mason, though she had been at J.lie

Oeeve, had not mentioned the fact that on that very- day her sou bsO.
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become a man. Bat when Peregrine Ornrie became a man—though
still in his manhood too much devoted to rats—she gloried greatly m
her quiet waj, and wliispered a hope into the baronet's ear Uiat the

young heir would not imitate the ambition of his ancestor. " No, by

Jove ! it would not do now at all," said Sir Peregrine, by no means

displeased at the allusion.

And then that question as to the future life of Lucius Mason became

one of great importance, and it was necessary to consult, not only

Sir Peregrine Orme, but the young man himself. His mother had

suggested to him first the law : the great Mr. Purnival, formerly of the

home circuit, but now practising only in London, was her very special

friend, and would give her and her son all possible aid in this direction.

And what living man could give better aid than the great Mr. Pumival ?

But Lucius Mason would have none of the law. This resolve he

pronounced very clearly while yet in Germany, whither his mother

visited him, bearing^ with her along letter written by the great Mr.

Furnival himself. But nevertheless young Mason would have none of

the law. "I have an idea," he said, "that lawyers are all liars."

Whereupon his mother rebuked him for his conceited ignorance and

want of charity ; but she did not gain her point.

She had, however, another string to her bow. As he objected to be

a lawyer, he might become a civil engineer. Circumstances had made
Sir Peregrine Orme very intimate with the great Mr. Brown. Lideed,

•Mr. Brown was under great obUgations to Sir Peregrine, and Sit

Peregrine had promised to use his influence. But Lucius Mason said

that civil engineers were only tradesmen of an upper class, tradesmen

with intellects ; and he, he said, wished to use his intellect, but he did

not choose to be a tradesman. His mother rebuked him again, as he

well deserved that she should,—and then asked him of what profession

he himself had thought. " Philology," said he ;
" or as a profession,

perhaps literature. I shall devote myself to philology and the races of

man. Nothing considerable has been done with them as a combined
pursuit." And with these views he returned home,—while Peregrine

Orme at Oxford was still addicted to the hunting of rats.

But with philology and the races of man he consented to combine the

pursuit of agriculture. When his mother found that he wished to take

up his abode in his own house, she by no means opposed him, and
suggested that, as such was his intention, he himself should farm his

own land. He was very ready to do this, and had she not represented

that such a step was in every way impolitic, he would willingly have
requested Mr. Greenwood of the Old Parm to look elsewhere, and have
spread himself and his energies over the whole domain. As it was he
contented himself with desiring that Mr. Dockwrath would vacate his

small holding, and as he was imperative as to that his mother gave way
without making it the cause of a battle. Site would willingly have left

Mr. Dockwrath in possession, and did say a word or two as to the milk
necessary for those siKteen children. But Lucius Mason was ducal in

his ideas, and Intimated an opinion that he had a right to do what he
liked with his own. Had not Mr. Dockwrath been told, when the
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fields were surrendered to him as a favour, that he would only have them
in possession till the heir should coD'e of age ? Mr. Dockwratli had
been so told ; but tellings such as these are easily forgotten by men
with sixteen children. And thus Mr. Mason became an agriculturist
with special scientific views as to chemistry, and a philologist with the
object of making that pursuit bear upon his studies with reference to
the races of man. He was convinced that by certain admixtures of
ammonia and earths ho could produce cereal results hitlierto unknown
to the farming world, and that by tracing out the roots of words he
could trace also the wanderings of man since the expulsion of Adam
from the garden. As to the latter question his mother was not inclined
to contradict him. Seeing that he would sit at the feet neither of Mi

.

Furnival nor of Mr. Brown, she had no objection to the races of man.
She could endure to be talked to about the Oceanic Mongolidae and the
lapetidsB of the Indo-Germanio class, and had perhaps her own ideas
that such matters, though somewhat foggy, were better than rats. But
when he came to the other subject, and informed her that the properly
plentiful feeding of the world was only kept waiting for the chemists,
she certainly did have her fears. Chemical agriculture is expensive

;

and though the results may possibly be remunerative, still, while we
are thus kept waiting by the backwardness of the chemists, there must
be much risk in making any serious expenditure with such views.

" Mother," he said, when he had now been at home about three
months, and when the flat for the expulsion of Samuel Dookwrath had
already gone forth, " I shall go to Liverpool to-morrow."

" To Liverpool, Lucius ?
"

" Yes. That guano which I got from Walker is adulterated. I have
analysed it, and find that it does not contain above thirty-two and a half

hundi-edths of of that which it ought to hold in a proportion of

seventy-five per cent, of the whole."
" Does it not ?

"

" No ; and it is impossible to obtain results while one is working with
such fictitious materials. Look at that bit of grass at the bottom of

Greenwood's HiU."
"The fifteen-acre field? Wliy, Lucius, we always had the heaviest

crops of hay in the parish off that meadow."
"That's all very well, mother; but you have never tried,—nobody

about here ever has tried, what the land can really produce. I will

throw that and the three fields beyond it into one ; 1 will get Green-

wood to let me have that bit of the hUl-side, giving him compensation
of course "

"And then Dockwrath would want compensation."
" Dockwrath is an impertinent rascal, and I shall take an opportunity

of telling him so. But as I was saying, I will throw those seventy

acres together, and then I wUl try what will be the relative effects of

guano and the patent blood. But I must have real guano, and so I

shall go to Liverpool."
" I think I would wait a little, Lucius. It is almost too late for anj

change of that kind this year."

3
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" Wait ! Yes, and vrixat has come of waiting ? We don't wait at all

in doubling our population every thirty-three years ; but when we come

to the feeding of them we are always for waiting. It is that w^ting

which has reduced the intellectual development of one hall ot the

flumanraee to its present terribly low_ state—or rather prevented its

rising in a degree proportionate to the increase of the population. No
more waiting for me, mother, if I can help it."

"But, Lucius, should not such new attempts as that be made by

men with large capital ? " said the mother.
" Capital is a bugbear," said the son, speaking on this matter quite

ex cathedra, as no doubt he was entitled to do by his extensive reading

at a German university—" capital is a bugbear. The capital that is

really wanting is thought, mind, combination, knowledge."

"But, Lucius
"

T J > I," Yes, I know what you are going to say, mother. I don t boast

that I possess all these things ; but I do say that I will endeavour to

obtain them."
" I have no doubt yoU wUl ; but should not that come first ?

"

" That is waiting again. We all know as much as this, that good

manure will give good crops if the sun be allowed full play_ upon the

land, and nothing but the crop be allowed to grow. That is what I

shall attempt at first, and there can be no great danger in that." And
so he went to Liverpool.

Lady Mason during his absence began to regret that she had not

left him in the undisturbed and inexpensive possession of the Mongolidse

and the lapetidae. His rent from the estate, including that which she

would have paid him as tenant of the smaller farm, would have enabled

him to live with all comfort ; and, if such had been his taste, he might

have become a philosophical student, and lived respectably without

adding anything to his income by the sweat of his brow. But now the

matter was likely to become serious enough. Tor a gentleman farmer

determined to wait no longer for the chemists, whatever might be the

results, an immediate profitable return per acre could not be expected
as one of them. Any rent from that smaller farm would now be out
of the question, and it would be well' if the payments made so

punctually by old Mr. Greenwood were not also swallowed up in the

search after unadulterated guano. Who could tell whether in the
pursuit of Science he might not insist on chartering a vessel, himself,

fCT the Feruviari coast ?
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CHAPTER 111.

THE CLEEVE.

I HAVE said, that Sir Peregrine Orme was not a ricU man, meaning
thereby that he was not a rich man considering his acknowledged
position in the county. Such men not uncommonly have their tens,

twelves, and twenty thousands a year ; but Sir Peregrine's estate did
not give him above three or four. He was lord of the manor of

Hamworth, and possessed seignorial rights, or rather the skeleton and
remembrance of such rights with reference to a very large district of

country; but his actual property—that from which he still received

tie substantial benefits of ownership—was not so large as those of some
of his neighbours. There was, however, no place withm the county
which was so beautifully situated as The Cleeve, or which had about
it so many of the attractions of age. The house itself had been built at two
periods,—a new set of rooms having been added to the remains of the

old Elizabethan structure in the time of Charles II. It had not about
it anything that was peculiarly grand or imposing, nor were the rooms
large or even commodious; but everything was old, venerable, and
picturesque. Both the dining-room and the library were panelled v/ith

black wamscoating ; and though the drawiug-rooms were papered, the

tall, elaborately-worked wooden chimney-pieces still stood in them, and

a wooden band or belt round the rooms showed that the panels were

still there, although liidden by the modern paper.

Bup it was for the beauty and wildness of its grounds that The
Cleeve was remarkable. The land fell here and there into, narrow,

wild ravines and woody crevices. The soil of the park was not rich,

and could give but little assistance to the chemists in supplying the

plentiful food expected by Mr. Mason for the commg multitudes of the

world ; it produced in some parts heather instead of grass, and was as

wild and unprofitable as Cleeve Common, which stretched for miles

outside the park palings; but it seemed admirably adapted for deer and

for the maintenance of half-decayed venerable oaks. Young tmiber

also throve well about the place, and in this respect Sir Peregrine was a

careful landlord. There ran a river through the park,—the Eiver

Cleeve, from which the place and parish are said to have taken their

names ;—a river, or rather a stream, very narrow and inconsiderable as

to its volume of water, but which passed for some two miles through

so narrow a passage as to give to it the appearance of a cleft or fissure

in the rocks. The water tumbled over the stones through this entire

course, making it seem to be fordable almost everywhere without danger

of wet feet ; but in truth there was hardly a spot at which it could be

crossed ivithont a bold leap from rock to rock. Narrow as was the

aperture through which the water Lad cut its way, nevertheless a path

3—3
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Bad been contrived, now on one side of the stream and now on the

other, crossing it liere and there by slight hanging wooden bridges

The air here was always damp with spray, and the rocks on both

sides were covered with long mosses, as were also the overhanging

boughs of the old trees. This place was the glory of
_
The CLeeve,

and as far as picturesque beauty goes it was very glorious. ihero

was a spot in the river from whence a steep path led down trom tb6

park to the water, and at this spot the deer would come to drink. I

know nothing more beautiful than this sight, when three or four of theni

«Duld be so seen from one of the wooden bridges towards the hour of

sunset in the autumn. ,

Sir Peregrine himself at this time was an old man, havine passed Ins

seventieth year. He was a fine, handsome English gentleman with

white ban-, keen gray eyes, a nose slightly aquiliie, and lips now too

closely pressed together in consequence of the havoc which time had

made among his teeth. He was tall, but had lost something of his

height from stooping,—was slight in his form, but well made, and vain

of the smalhess of his feet and the whiteness of his hands. He was

generous, quick tempered, and opinionated; generally very mUd to

those who would agree with him and submit to him, but intolerant of

contradiction, and conceited as to his experience of the world and the

wisdom which he had thence derived. To those who were manifestly

his inferiors he was affable, to his recognised equals he was courteous,

to women he was almost always gentle ;—^but to men who claimed an

equality which he would not acknowledge, he could make himself

particularly disagreeable. In judging the position which a man should

iiold in the world. Sir Peregrine was very resolute in ignormg all

claims made by wealth alone. Even property in land could not,in his

eyes create a gentleman. A gentleman, according to his ideas, should

at any rate have great-grandfathers capable of being traced in the

world's history; and the greater the number of such, and the more
easily traceable they might be on the world's surface, the more
tinquestionable would be the status of the claimant in question.

Such being the case, it may be imagined that Joseph Mason, Esq.,

of Groby Park, did not rank high in the estimation of Sir Peregrine Orme.
I have said that Sir Peregrine was fond of his own opinion; but

nevertheless he was a man whom it was by no means difficult to lead.

In the first place he was singularly devoid of suspicion. The word of

a man or of a woman was to him always credible, until full proof had
come home to him that it was utterly unworthy of credit. After that

such a man or woman might as well spare all speech as regards the
hope of any effect on the mind of Sir Peregrine Orme. He did not
easily believe a fellow-creature to be a liar, but a liar to him once was
a liar always. And then he was amenable to flattery, and few that are

BO are proof against the leading-strings of their flatterers. All this

was well understood of Sir Peregrme by those about him. His
gardener, his groom, and liis woodman all knev/ about his foibles.

They all loved him, respected him, and worked for him faithfully

:

but each of them had his own way in hi? own branch. ' '
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And there was anotlier person at The Cleeve who took into her own
hands a considerable share of the management and leading of Sir
Peregrine, though, in truth, she made no efforts m that direction.

This was Mrs. Orme, the widow of his only child, and the mother of

his heir. Mrs. Orme was a younger woman than Mrs. Mason of Orley
Farm by nearly five years, though her son was but twelve months
junior to Lucius Mason. She had been the daughter of a brother
Baronet, whose family was nearly as old as that of the Ormes ; and
therefore, though she had come penniless to her husband. Sir Peregrine

had considered that his son had married well. She had been a great

beauty, very small in size and dehcate of limb, fair haired, with soft

blue wondering eyes, and a dimpled cheek. Such she had been when
young Peregrine Orme brought her home to The Cleeve, and the

bride at once became the darling of her father-in-law. One year she

had owned of married joy, and then all the happiness of the family

had been utterly destroyed, and for the few following years there had

been no sadder household in all the country-side than that of Sir

Peregrine Orme. His son, his only son, the pride of all who knew
him, the hope of his poHtical party in the county, the brightest among
the bright ones of the day for whom the world was just opening he;

richest treasures, fell from his horse as he was crossing into a road,

and his lifeless body was brought home to The Cleeve.

All this happened now twenty years since, but the widow still wear.^

the colours of mourning. Of her also the world of course said tbat

she would soon console herself with a second love; but she too haa

given the world the lie. From that day to tlie present she has never

left the house of her father-in-law ; she has been a true child to him,

and she has enjoyed all a child's privileges. There has been but Uttle

favour for any one at The Cleeve who has been considered by tb;

baronet to disregard the wishes of the mistress of the establishment-

Any word from her has been law to him, and he has of course expeeted

also that her word should be law to others. He has yielded to her in

all things, and attended to her will as though she were a little queen,

recognising in her feminme weakness a sovereign power, as some men
can and do ; and having thus for years indulged himself in a Quixotic

gallantry to the lady of his household, he has demanded of others that

they also should bow the knee.

During the last twenty years The Cleeve has not been a gay house.

During the last ten those living there have been contented, and in the

main happy ; but there has seldom been many guests in the old hall,

and Sir Peregrine has not been fond of gomg to other men's feasts.

He inherited the property very early in life, and then there were on it

some few encumbrances. While yet a young man he added something

to these, and now, since his own son's death, he has been settmg hii^

house in order, that his grandson should receive the family acres intact.

Every shilling due on the property has been paid off; and it is well

that this should be so, for there is reason to fear that the heir will want

a helping hand out of some of youth's difficulties,—perhaps once Of

twice before his passion for rats gives place to a good English gentl*
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manlike resolve to liuni; twice a week, look after his timber, and live

, well witliia his means.

The chief fault in the character of young Peregrine Orme was that

he was so yomig. There are' men who are old at one-and-twenty,—

•

are quite fit for parliament, the magistrate's bench, the care of a wife,

and even for that much sterner duty, the care of a balance at the

bankers; but there are others 'who at that age are still boys,—whose

inner persons and characters have not begun, to clothe themselves with

the "toga virilis." I am not sure that those whose boyhoods are so

protracted have the worst of it, if in this hurrying and competitive age

they can be saved from being absolutely trampled in the dust before

they are able to do a little trampKng on their own account. Emit that

grows ripe the quickest is not the sweetest ; nor wben housed and

garnered will it keep the longest. For young Peregrine there was no

need of competitive struggles. The days have not yet come, though

they are no doubt coming, when " detur digniori" shall be the rule of

succession to all titles,' honours, and privileges whatsoever. Only

thmk what a lift it would give to the education of the country in

general, if any lad from seventeen to twenty-one could go in for a

vacant dukedom ; and if a goodly inheritance could be "made absolutely

incompatible with incorrect spelling and doubtfiil piroSciency in rule of

three

!

Luckily for Peregrine junior these days are not yet at hand, or I

fear that there would be little chance for him. While Lucius Mason
was beginnuig to think that the chemists might be hurried, and that

agriculture might be beneficially added to philology, our friend Peregrme
had just 'been rusticated, and the head of his college bad intimated

to the baronet that it would be well to take the young man's name off

the college books. This accordingly had been done, and the heir of

The Cleeve was at present at home with his mother and grandfather.

What special act of grace had led to this severity we need not inquire,

but we may be sure that the frolics of which he had been guilty had
been essentially young in their nature. He had assisted in driving a
farmer's sow into the man's best parlour, or had daubed the top of the

tutor's cap with white paint, or had perhaps given liberty to a Dag full

of rats in the college hall at dinner-time. Such were the youth's
academical amusements, and as they . were- pursued with unremitting
energy it was thought well that he should be removed from Oxford.
Then had come the terrible question of his university bills. One

after another, half a score of them reached Sir Peregrine, and then
took place that terrible interview,—such as most young men have
had to undergo at least once,— in which he was asked how he

. intended to absolve himself from the pecuniary liabilities which he had
incurred.

" I am sure I don't know," said young Orme, sadly.
" But I shall be glad, Sk, if you will favour me with your intentions,"

»aid Sir Peregrme, with severity. " A gentleman does not, I presume,
send his orders to a tradesman without having some intenlion of paying
lim for his goods."
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"i intended that they should all be paid, of course."
" And how, Sir ? by whom ?

"

"Well, Sir,—I suppose I intended that you should pay them;"
and the scapegrace as he spoke looked full up into the baronet's
face with his bright blue eyes,—not impudently, as though defying
his grandfather, but with a bold confidence which at once softened tlie

old man's heart.

Sir Peregrine turned away and walked twice the length of the library

;

then, returning to the spot where the other stood, he put his band on
his grandson's shoulder. " Well, Peregrine, I will pay them," he said.

"I have no doubt that you did so intend when you incurred them;—
and that was perhaps natural. I will pay them ; but for your own
sake, and for your dear mother's sake, I hope that they are" not very
heavy. Can you give me a list of all that you owe ?

"

Young Peregrine said that he thought he could, and 'itting down at

once he made a clean breast of it. With all his forjles, foUies, and
youthful ignorances, in two respects he stood on good yround. He was
neither false nor a coward. He continued to scrawl down items as

long as there were any of which he could think, and then handed over

the list in order that his grandfather might add them up. It was the

last he ever heard of the matter ; and when he revisited Oxford some
twelve months afterwards, the tradesmen whom he had honoured with

his custom bowed to him as low as though he had already inherited

twenty thousand a year.

Peregrine Orme was short in stature as was his mother, and he also

had his mother's wonderfully bright blue eyes : but in other respects

he was very like his father and grandfather ;—very hke all the Ormes
who had lived for ages past. His hair was light ; his forehead was not

large, but well formed and somewhat prominent ; his nose had some-

thing, though not much, of the eagle's beak ; his mouth was handsome

in its curve, and his teeth were good, and his chin was divided by a

deep dimple. His figure was not only short, but stouter than that of

the Ormes in 'general. He was very strong on his legs; he could

wrestle, and box, and use the single-stick with a quickness and precision

that was the terror of all the freshmen who had come in his way.

Mrs. Orme, his mother, no doubt thought that he was perfect.

Looking at the reflex of her own eyes in his, and seeing in his face so

sweet a' portraiture of the nose and mouth and forehead of him whom
she had loved so dearly and lost so soon, she could not but thmk hun

perfect. When she was told that the master of Lazarus had desired

that her son should be removed from his college, she had accused the

tyraht of unrelenting, persecuting tyranny ; and the gentle arguments

of Sir Peregrine had no eifect towards changing her ideas. On that

disagreeable matter of the bills httle or nothmg was said to her'

Indeed, money was a subject with which she was never troubled. Sir

Peregrine conceived that money was a man's business, and that the

softness of a woman's character should be preserved by a total absence

of all recuniary thoughts and cares.

Aad then there arose at The Cleeve a question as to what should
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immediately bo done with tlie heir. He himself was by no means SO

well prepared with an answer as had been his friend Lucius Mason.

When consulted by his grandfather, he said that he did not know.

He would do anything that Sir Peregrine wished. Would Sir Peregrine

think it well that he should prepare himself for the arduous duties ot

a master of liounds ? Sir Peregrine did not think this at all well, but

it did not appear that lie himself was prepared witli any immediate

proposition. Then Peregrine discussed tlie matter with his mother.

Explaining that he had hoped at any rate to get the next winter's

hunting with the li. H. ;—which letters have represented the Ham-

worth Fox Hunt among sporting men for many years past. 'To

this his mother made no objection, expressing a hope, however,

that he would go abroad m the spring. "Home-staying youths

have ever homely wits," she said to him, smiling on him ever so

sweetly.

"That's quite true, mother," he said. "And that's why I should

like to go to Leicestershire this wintei-." But gomg to Leicestershire

this winter was out of the question.

CHAPTER IV.

TUE PERILS 01' YOUTH.

Going to Leicestershire was quite out of the question for young
CVme at this period' of his Ufe, but going to London unfortunately was

ncit so. He had become acquainted at Oxford with a gentleman of

gr!at skill in his peculiar line of life, whose usual residence was in the

metropohs ; and so great had been the attraction found in tlie

character and pursuits of this skilful gentleman, that our hero had
not been long at The Cleeve, after his retirement from the university,

before he visited his iriend. Cowcross Street, Smithfield, was 'the

site of this professor's residence, the destruction of rats in a barrel

was his profession, and his name was Carroty Bob. It is not my
intention to introduce the reader to Carrotjr Bob in person, as cir-

cumstances occurred about this time which brought his intimacy with
Mr. Orme to an abrupt conclusion. It would be needless to tell how
our hero was induced to back a certain terrier, presumed to be the
pride of Smithfield ; how a great match came off, second only in im-
portance to a contest for the belt of England ; how money was lost

and quarrels arose, and how Peregrine Orme thrashed one sporting

"ent within an inch o.' his life, and fought his way out of Carroty
Bob's house at twelve o'clock at night. The tale of the row got into

the newspapers, and of course reached The Cleeve. Sir Peregrine
sent for his grandson into his study, and insisted on knowing every-

thing ;— how much money there was to pay, and what chance theie
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Tiigbt be of an action and damages. Of an action and damages thera
lid not seem to be any chance, and the amount of money claimed was
not large. Eats have this advantage, that they usually come cheaper
than ^race-horses

; but then, as Sir Peregrine felt sorely, they do not
sound so well.

"J)o you know. Sir, that you ai-e breaking your mother's heart?'
said Sir Peregrine, looking very sternly at the young man—as sternly
as he was able to look, let him do his worst.

Peregrine the younger had a very strong idea that he was not doing
anything of the kind. He had left her only a quarter of an hour
since ; and though she had wept during the interview, she had forgiven
liim with many caresses, and had expressed her opinion that the chief
fault had lain with Carroty Bob and those other wretched people
who had lured her dear child into their villainous den. She haa
altogether failed to conceal her pride at his having fought his way out
from among them, and had ended by supplying his pocket out of her
own immediate resources. "I hope not. Sir," said Peregrine the
youuger, thinking over some of these things.

" But you will. Sir, if you go on with this shameless career. I do
not speak of myself. I do not expect you to sacrifice your tastes for

-•ne ; out I did think that you loved your mother !

"

" So I do ; and you too."
" I am not speaking about myself. Sir. Wlien I thLuk what your

father was at your age ;—how nobly " And then the baronet
was stopped in his speech, and wiped liis eyes with his handkerchief.

"Do you think that your father. Sir, followed such pursuits as

these ? Do you think that he spent his time in the pursuit of—
rats ?

"

" Well
;_ I don't know ; I don't think he did. But I have heard

you say. Sir, that you sometimes went to cockfights when you were
young."

"To cockfights ! well, yes. But let me tell you, Sir, that I

always went in the company of gentlemen—that is, when I did go,

which was very seldom." The baronet in some after-dinner half-

hour had allowed this secret of his youth to escape from him, im-

prudently.

"And I went to the house in Cowcross Street with Lord John

Titzjoly."
" The last man in all London with whom you ought to associate

!

But I am not going to argue with you. Sir. If you think, and will

continue to think, that the slaughtering of vermin is a proper pur-

suit
"

"But, Sir, foxes are vermin also."
" Hold your tongue. Sir, and Hsten to me. You know very well

what I mean. Sir. If you think that—rats are a proper pursuit for a

gentleman in your sphere of life, and if all that I can say has no

effect in changing your opinion,—I shall have done. I have not many

years of life before me, and when I shall be no more, you can squander

the property in any vile pursuits that may be pleasing to yon. But,
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Sir, you sLall not do it while I am living; nor, if I can L^ip it, shall

you rob your rhotlier of such peace &f mind as is left for Tier in

this world. I haye only one alternative for you, Sir—

—

-" Sir

Peregrine did not' stop to explain what might be the other branch

of this alternative. " Will you ,give me your word of honour as a

gentleman that you will never again concern yourself in this? disgusting

pursuit ?
"

" Never, grandfather
! " said Sir Peregrine, solemnly.

Su- Peregrine before he answered bethought 'hiniself that any

pledge given for a whole life-time must be foohsh; and he bethought

himself also that if he could wean his heir from rats for a year

or so, the taste would perish from' lack of nourishment; " I will

say for two years,'"' said Peregrine, still maintaining his austere look.

" Por two years ! " repeated Peregrine the younger ;
" and this is the

fourth of October."
" Yes, Sir ; for two years," said the baronet, more angary than ever

at the young man's pertinacity, and yet almost aniused at his grandson's

already formed resolve to go back to his occupation at the first oppor-

tunity all'owed.
. ,

:
;

"Couldn't you date it from the end of August, Sir? The best of

the matches always come off in September."
" No, Sir ; I win not date it from any other time than the present.

Will you give me your word of honour as a gentleman, for two
years 'i" ' '

Peregrine thought over the proposition for a minute or two in sad
anticipation of all that be was to lose, and then slowly gave his adhesion
to the terms. " Very well. Sir ;—for two years." And then he took
out his pocket-book and wrote in it slowly.

It was at any rate manifest that he intended to keep his word, and
that was much ; so Sir Peregrine accepted the prftmb'e for what it was
worth. " And now," said he, " if you have got nothing better to do,
we wiU ride down to Crutchley Wood." '

•

" I should like it of all thuigs,'* said his grandson.'
"Samson wants me to cut a new bridle-path thlrov^h- from the

larches at the top of the hill dbwn to Crutchley Bottom; but I
don't think Pll have it done. Tell Jacob to let us have the nags

;

ril ride the gray pony. And ask your mother if she'll ride with us."
It was the maimer of Sir Peregrme to forgive altogether when he

did forgive, and to commence his forgiveness in all its integrity from
the first moment of thfe pardon. There was nothing he disliked so
much as being on bad terms with those around him, and '-^th none
more so than with his grandson. Peregrine well knew how -to -make
himself pleasant to the old man, and when ddy- encouraged would
always do so. And thus the family party, as they rode on this occasion
through the woods of The Cleeve, dbcussed oaks aid larches, beech
and buches, as though there were no such animal as a rat in 'Ciistence,
and no such place known as Cowcross Street.' '

" Well, Perry, as you and Samson are both of one mind, I suppose
the path must be made," said Sir Peregrine, as ce got off his horse
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at the entrance of the stable-yai-d, and prepared to give liis feeble aid to
Mrs. Orme.

Shortly after this the foliowmg note was brought up to The Gleeve
by a messenger from Orley Farm :^— '

"Mt DEA.E Sir Peregrine,
" H you are quite disengaged at twelve o'clock to-morrow,

I will walk over to The Gleeve at that hour. Or if it would suit, you
better to call here as you are ridmg, I would remain within till you
come. I want your kind advice on a certain matter.

'

" Most sincerely yours,
"Tlmrsdayr "Mart Mason."

Lady Mason, when she wrote this note, was well aware that it

would not be necessary for her to go to The Gleeve. Sir Peregrine's
courtesy would not permit.Mm to impose any trouble on a lady when
the alternative of taking that trouble on himself was given to him
Moreover, he liked to have some object for his daily ride; he lik«d to

be consulted " on certain matters
;

" and he especially Uked being so

cons)ilted by Lady Mason. So he sent word back that he would be .at

the farm at twelve on the following day, and exactly at that houT his

gray pony or cob might have been seen slowing walking up the avenue
to the farm-house.

The Gleeve was not distatit from Orley Parm more than two miles

by the nearest walking-path, although it could not be driven much
under five. With any sort of carriage one was obliged to come from
The Gleeve House down to the lodge on the HamWorth and Alston Road,
and then to drive through the town of Hamworth, and so back to the

farm. But in walking one would take the path along the river for

nearly a mile, thence rise up the hill to the top of Crutchley Wood,
descend through the wood to Crutchley Bottom, and passing along

the valley, come out at the foot of Gleeve Hill
,
just opposite to Orley

Parm Gate. The distance for a horseman Was somewhat greater,

seeing that there was not as ' yet any bridle-way through Grutchley

Wood. Under these circumstances the journey between the. two
houses was very frequently made on foot ; and for those walking from

The Gleeve House to Hamworth the nearest way was bv Lady Mason's

Gate.

Lady Mason's drawing-room was very pretty, though it was by no

means fashionably furnished. Lideed, she eschewed fashibn in all

things, and made no pretence of coming out before the world as a

great lady. She had never kept any kind of carriage, though' her

means, combined with her son's income, would certainly '
have justified

her in a pony-chaise. Smce Lucius had become master of the house

he had presented her with such a vehicle, and also with theponyand harness

complete; but as yet she had never used it, being afraid, as she said

to him with a smiTe, of appearing ambitious before the stern citizens

of Hamworth. "Nonsense, mother," he Lad replied, with a consider-

able amount of young dignity in his face. " Wc are all entitled to
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those comforts for which we can afford to pay without injury to any one.

I shall take it ill of you if I do not see you using it."

"Oh, Sir Peregrine, this is so kind of vou," said Lady Mason,

coming forward to meet her friend. She was plainly dressed, without

any full exuberance of costume, and yet everything about her was

neat and pretty, and everythmg had been the object of feminine care.

A very plain dress may occasion as much study as the most elaborate,—

and may be quite as worthy of the study it has caused. Lady Mason, I

am inclined to think, was by no means indifferent to the subject, but

then to her belonged the great art of hiding her artifice.
,

, , ^

"Not at all; not at aU," said Sir Peregrine, takmg her hand and

pressing it, as he always did. " What is the use of neighbours if they

are not neighbourly?" This was all very well from Sir Peregrine in

the existing case ; but he was not a man who by any means recognised

the necessity of being civil to all who lived near him. To the great and

to the poor he was neighbourly ; but it may be doubted whether he

would have thought much of Lady Mason if s.ue had been less good

looking or less clever.

"Ah! I know how good you always are to me. But I'll tell you

why I am troubling you now. Lucius went off two days since to

Liverpool."

"My grandson told me that he had left home."
" He is an excellent young man, and I am sure that I have every

reason to be thankful." Sir Peregrine, remembering the affair in Cow-

cross Street, and certain other affairs of a somewhat similar nature,

thought that she had ; but for all that he would not have exchanged

his own bright-eyed lad for Lucius Mason with all his virtues and all

his learning.

"And indeed I am thankful," continued the widow. "Nothing can

be better than his conduct and mod« of life ; but "

"I hope he has no attraction at Liverpool, of which you dis-

approve."
" No, no ; there is nothing of that kind. His attraction is ; but

perhaps I had better explain the whole matter. Lucius, you know, has

laken to farming."

"He has taken up the land which you held yourself, has he

not?"
" Yea, and a little more ; and he is anxious to add even to that. He

is very energetic about it, Sir Peregrine."
" Well ; the life of a gentleman farmer is not a bad one ; though

in his special circumstances I would certainly have recommended a

profession."
" Acting upon your advice I did urge him to go to the bar. But

he has a will of his own, and a mind altogether made up as to the

line of life which he thinks will suit him best. What I fear now
is, that he will spend more money upon experiments than he can

afford."

"Experimental farming is an expensive amusement," said Sir

Peregrine, with a very serious shake of his head.
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" I am afraid it is ; and now he lias gone to Liverpool to buy
guano," said the widow, feeling some httle shame m coming

to so inconsiderable a conclusion after her somewhat stately pro-
logue.

" To buy guano ! Why could he not get his guano from Walker, aa
my man Symonds does ?

"

" He says it is not good. He analysed it, and "

"Fiddlestick! Why didn't he order it in London, if he didn't
like Walker's ? Gone to Liverpool for guano ! I'll tell you what it

is, Lady Mason ; if he intends to farm his land in that way, he
should have a very considerable capital at his back. It will be a
long time before he sees his money again." Sir Peregrme had been
farming all his life, and had his own ideas on the subject. He
knew very well that no gentleman, let him set to work as he might
with his own land, could do as well with it as a farmer who must
make a living out of his farming besides paying the rent ;— who
must do that or else have no living; and he knew also that such
operations as those which his young friend was now about to attempt

was an amusement fitted only for the rich. It may be also that he was
a little old fasliioned, and therefore prejudiced against new combinations

oetween agriculture and chemistry. " He must put a stop to that

kind of work very soon. Lady Mason; he must indeed; or he will

Drihg himself to ruin—and you with him."

Lady Mason's face became very grave and serious. "But what
can I say to him, Sir Peregrine 'i In such a matter as that I am
afraid that he would not mind me. If you would not object to speaking

to him ?

"

Sir Peregrine was graciously pleased to say that he would not

abject. It was a disagreeable task, he said, that of giving advice to a

young man who was bound by no tie either to take it or even to receive

it with respect.
" You will not find him at all disrespectful ; I think I can promise

that," said the frightened mother : and that matter was ended by a

promise on the part of the baronet to take the case in hand, and to

see Lucius immediately on his return from Liverpool. "He had

better come and dme at The Cleeve," said Sir Peregrine, " and we
i7ill have it out after dinner." AH of which made Lady Mason verr

Sisteful.
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CHAPTER V.

SIK PEKEGKINE MAItES A SECOND PSOMISE.

We left- Lady, Mason very grateful at the end of the last ciiaptei

for the promise made to her by Sir Peregrine with reference to her

son; but there was still a weight on Lady Mason's mind. They
say- that the pith of a. lady's letter is in the postscript, and it maybe
that that which remained for Lady Mason to say, was after all the

matter as to, which she was most anxious for assistance. "As you
are here," she said to, the baronet, " would you let me mention another

subject ?
"

• " Surely," said he, again putting down his hat and riding-stick.

Sir Peregrine was not given to close observation of those around
him, or he niight have seen by the heightened colour of the lady's

face, and by the sHght nervous hesitation with which she began to

speak, that she was much in earnest as to this other matter. And
had he been clever in his powers of observation he might have seen
also that she was anxious to hide this feeling. " You remember the

circumstances of that terrible lawsuit ? " she said, at last.

"What! as to. Sir Joseph's will? Yes; I remember them
weU." , :

" I know that I shall never forget all the kindness that you showed
me,"' said she. " I don't know liow I should have lived through it

without you and dear Mrs. Orme."
" But:what about now ?

"

" I fear I am going to have further trouble."

"Do you mean that the man at Groby Park is going to try the case
again ? It is not possible after such a lapse of time. I am no lav^er,
but I do not think that he, can do it."

"i do not know—;I do, not know what he intends, or whether he
intends anything; but I am sure of this, — that he will give me
trouble if he can. But I will tell you the whole story, Sir Pere-
gme. It is not much, and perhaps after all may not be worth at-
tention. You know the attorney in Hamworth who married Miriam
Usbech? "

" What, Samuel Dockwrath ? Oh, yes ; I know him well enough

;

and to tell the truth I do not thmk very well of him. Is he not a
tenant of yours ?

"

" Not at present." And then Lady Mason explained the manner
m which the two fields had been taken out of the lawyer's hands by
her son's order.

"Ah! he was wrong there," said the baronet. "When a man has
held land so long it should not be taken away fi-om him exceot under
pressing circumstances ; that is if he pavs his rent."
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Mr. Docfcwrath (Ud pay his, rent, certainly; and now, I fear, he is
deternuned to do all he can to injure us."

" But what injury can Mr. Dockwrath do you ?
"

_^"I do not know; but he has gone down to Yorkshire,—to Mr
Masons place; I know that; and he was searchmg through some
papers of old Mr. Usbech's before he went. Indeed, I may say that
I know as a fact that he has gone to Mr. Mason with the hope that
these law proceedings may be brought on again

"

" You know it as a fact ?"

,

< " I think I may say so."

"But, dear Lady Mason, may I ask you how you know tnis as a
fact ?

"

" His wife was with me yesterday," she said, with some feehng oi
shame as she disclosed the source from whence she had obtained her
information.

" And did she tell the tale against her own husband ?
"

" Not as meanmg to say anythmg against him, Sir Peregrine
; you

must not think so badly of her as that; nor must you think that I
would willingly obtain information in such a manner. But you
must understand that I have always been her friend ; and when she
found that Mr. Dockwrath had left home on a matter in which I am
90 nearly concerned,. I cannot but think it natural that she should let
me know."
To this Sir Peregrme made no direct answer., He could not

(juite say that he thought it was natural, nor could he give any
expressed' approval of any such intercourse between Lady Mason
and the attorney's wife. He thought it- would be better that Mr.
Dockwrath should be allowed to do his worst, if he had any in-
tention of domg evil, and that Lady Mason should pass it by with-
out condescending to notice the circumstance. But he made allow-
ances for her weakness, and did not give utterance to his disapproval
in words.

" I know you think that I have done wrong," she then said ap-
pealing to him ; and there was a tone of sorrow in her voice which
went to his heart.

" No, not wrong ; I cannot say that you have done wrong. It

may be a question whether you have done wisely."

"Ah ! if you only condemn my folly, I will not despair. j.t is

probable I may not have done wisely, seeing that I had not you
to* direct me. .But what shall I do now ? Oh, Sir Peregrine, say

th^t you will not desert me if all this trouble is coming on me
»gain !

" '

" No, I will Hot desert vou. Lady Mason;, yon may be sure of

that.''' '

'
^

"Dearest friend!"
" But I would advise you to take no notice whatever of Mr. Dock-

wrath and his proceedings. I regard him as a person entirely beneath

your notice, -akd^ if' I were you I should not move at all in tliis matter

•inless I received some legal summons which made it necessary for
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me to do so. 1 have not the honour of any personal acquaintance

with Mr. Mason of Grobj; Park." It was in this way that Sir Pere-

gruie always designated his friend's step-son
—

" but if I understand

the motives by which he may probably be actuated in this or in any other

matter, I do not think it hkely that "he will expend money on so very

unpromising a case."
" He would do anything for vengeance."
" I doubt if he would throw away his money even for that, un-

less he were very sure of his prey. And in this matter, what can

he possibly do ? He has the decision of the jury against him,

and at the time he was afraid to carry the case up to a court of

appeal."
" But, Sir Peregrine, it is impossible to know what documents he

may have obtained since that."

"What documents can do you any harm;—unless, indeed, there

should turn out to be a will subsequent to that under which your son

inherits the property ?
"

" Oh, no ; there was no subsequent will."

"Of course there was not; and therefore you need not frighten

yourself. It is just possible that some attempt may be made now that

your son is of age, but I regard even that as improbable."

"And you would not advise me then to say anything to Mr.
Furnival?"

" Ko ; certainly not—unless you receive some legal notice which
may make it necessary for you to consult a lawyer. Do nothing;

and if Mrs. Doekwrath comes to you again, tell her that you are not

disposed to take any notice of her information. Mrs. Doekwrath is,

I am sure, a very good sort of woman. Indeed I have always heard

so. But, if I were you, I don't think that I should feel inclined to

have much conversation with her about my private affairs. What
you tell her you tell also to her husband." And then the baronet,

having thus spoken words of wisdom, sat silent in his arm-chair

;

and Lady Mason, atiU looking into his face, remained silent also for a
few minutes.

"I am so glad I asked you to come," she then said.
" I am dehghted, if I have been of any service to you."
" Of any service ! Oh, Sir Peregrine, you cannot understand what it,

is to hve alone as I do,—for of course I cannot trouble Lucius wita
these matters ; nor can a man, gifted as you are, comprehend bow a
woman can tremble at the very idea that those law proceedings may
possibly be repeated."

Sir Peregrine could not but remember as he looked at her that
during all those law proceedings, when an attack was made, not only
on her income but on her honesty, she had never seemed to tremble.
She lu*d always been constant to herself, even when thmgs appeared to
be going against her. Bat years passing over her head since' that time
Cad pcrliaps told upon her courage.
"But I will fear nothing now, as you have promised that you will

still be my friend."
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" You may be very sure of that, Lady Mason. I believe that I iiwy
fairly boast that I do not easily abandon those wliom I have once
regarded with esteem and affection ; among whom Lady Mason will
1 am sure, allow me to say that she is reckoned as by no means the
least.'' And then taking her hand, the old gentleman bowed over it
and kissed it.

" My dearest, dearest friend !
" said she ; and lifting Sir Peregrine's

beautifully white hand to her lips she also kissed that. Ir, will be re-
membered that the gentleman was over seventy, and that this pretty
scene could therefore be enacted without impropriety on either side.
Sir Peregrine then went, and as he passed out of the door Lady Mason
smiled on him very sweetly. It is quite true that he was over seventy; but
nevertheless the smile of a pretty woman still had charms for him,
more especially if there was a tear in her eye the while;—for Sir
Peregrine Orme had a soft heart.

As soon as the door was closed behmd him Lady Mason seated
herself in her accustomed chair, and all trace of the smUe vanished
from her face. She was alone now, and could allow her countenance
to be a true index of her mind. If such was the case her heart surely
was very sad. She sat there perfectly still for nearly an hour, and
durmg the whole of that time there was the same look of agony en
her brow. Once or twice she rubbed her hands across her forehead,

brushing back her hair, and showing, had there been any one by to see

1^ that there was many « gray lock there mixed with the brown hairs.

Had there been any one by, she would, it may be surmised, have been
more careful.

There was no smile in her face now, neither was their any tear in

her eye. The one and the other emblem were equally alien to her

present mood. But there was sorrow at her heart, and deep thought
m her mind. She knew that her enemies were conspiring against her,

—against her and against her son ; and what steps might she best take

in order that she might baffle them ?

" I have got that woman on the hip now." Those were the words
which Mr. Dockwrath had uttered into his wife's ears, after two days

spent in searching through her father's papers. The poor woman
had once thought of burning all those papers—in old days before she

had become Mrs. Dockwrath. Her friend. Lady Mason, had counselled

lier to do so, pointing out to her that they were troublesome, and
could by no possibility lead to profit ; but she had consulted her lover,

and he had counselled her to burn nothing. " Would that she had
been guided by her friend !

" she now said 'to herself with regard

to that old trunk, and perhaps occasionally with regard to some othe."-

things.

"1 have got that woman on the hip at last !
" and there had beeni

gleam of satisfaction in Samuel's eye as he uttered the words which hatt

convinced his wife that it was not an idle threat. She knew nothing

what the box had contained ; and now, even if it had not been kept safe

from her under Samuel's private key, the contents which were of la-

tereat had of course none. "I have business in the north, and shall biS

3
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away for about a week," Mr. Dockwrath had said to her on the follow-

ing morning.
" Oh, very well ; then I'll put up your thing?," she had answered in

her usual mild, sad, whining, household voice. Her voice at home

was always sad •and whining, for she was overworked, and had too

many cares, and her lord was a tyrant to her rather thai a

husband.
i i -nr- •

" Yes, I must see Mr. Mason immediately. And look here, Minam,

I positively insist that you do not go to Orley Earm, or hold any inter-

course whatever with Lady Mason. D'ye hear ?
"

Mrs. Dockwrath said that she did hear, and promised obedience. Mr.

Dock*rath probably guessed that the moment his back was turned all

would be told at the farm, and probably also had no real objection to

her doing so. Had he in truth wished to keep his proceedings secret

from Lady Miason he would not have divulged them to his wife. And
then Mr. Dockwrath did start for the north, bearing certain documents

with him ; and soon after his departure Mrs. Dockwrath did pay a visit

to Orley Parm.
Lady Mason sat there perfectly still for about an hour thinking what

she Would do. She had asked Sir Peregrine, and had the advantage of

his advice ; but that did not weigh much with her. What she wanted

from Sir Peregrine was countenance and absolute assistance in the day

of trouble,—not advice. She had desired to renew his interest in her

favour/ and to receive from him his assurance that he would not desert

herj and that she had obtained. It was of course also necessary that

she should consult liim ; but in turning over within her own mind this

and that line of conduct, she did not, consciously, attach any weight to

Sir Peregrine's opinion. The great question for her to decide was .this

;

—shoidd she put herself and her case into the hands of her friend Mr.
Pnrnival now at once, or should she wait till she had received some
certain symptom of hostile proceedings -? If she did see Mr. ruriiival,

what could she tell him ? only this, that Mr. Dockwrath had found some
document among the papers of old Mr. Usbech, and had gone off with

the same to Groby Park in yorkshire. What that document might be
she was as ignorant as the attorney's wife.

When the hour was ended she had made up her mind that she would
.ic nothing more in the matter, at any rate on that day.
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CHAPTER VI.

THE COMMEKCIAi EOOM, BULL INN, LEEBS.

Mr. Samuel Dockweath was a little man, with sandy hair, a pale

face, and stone-blue eyes. In judging of him by appearance only, and
not by the ear, one would be inclined to doubt that he could be a very
sharp attorney abroad and a very persistent tyrant at home. Bat when
Xr. Dockwrath began to talk, one's respect for him began to grow. He
talked well and to the point, and with a tone of voice that could com-
mand where command was possible, persuade where persuasion was re-

quired, mystify when mystiiScation was needed, and express with accu-

racy the tone of an obedient humble servant when servihty was thought

to be expedient. We wfll now accompany him on his little tour into

Yorkshire.

Groby Park is about seven miles from Leeds, and as Mr. Dockwrath
had in the first instance to travel from Hamworth up to London, he did

not reach Leeds till late in the>evening. It was a nasty cold, drizzhng

night, so that the beauties and marvels of the large manufacturing town
offered him no attraction, and at nine o'clock he had seated himself be-

fore the fire in the commercial room at the Bull, had called for a pair of

pubKc slippers, and was about to solace all his cares with a glass of

mahogany-coloured brandy and water and a cigar. The room had no

present occupant but himself, and therefore he was able to make the

most of all its comforts. He had taken the solitary arm-chair, and had
so placed himself that the gas would fall direct from behind his head on

10 that day's Leeds and Hahfax Chronicle, as soon as he should choose

to devote himself to local poUtics.

The waiter had looked at him with doubtful eyes when he asked to

be shown into the commercial room, feeling all but confident that such

a guest had no right to be there. He had no bulky bundles of samples,

nor any of those outward characteristics of a commercial "gent" with

which all men conversant with the rail and road are acquainted, and

which the accustomed eye of a wa;iter recognises at a glance. And here

it may be well to explain' that ordinary travellers are in this respect

badly treated by the customs of England, or rather by the hotel-keepers.

All inn-keepers have commercial rooms, as certainly as they have taps

and bars, but all of them do not have commercial rooms in the properly

exclusive sense. A stranger, therefore, who has asked for and obtained

his mutton-chop m the commercial room of the Dolphin, the Bear, and

the George, not unnaturally asks to be shown into the same chamber at

the King's Head. But the Kmg's Head does a busmess with real com-

mercials, and the stranger finds himself—out of his element.

"'Mercial,Shr?" said the waiter at the Bull Inn, Leeds, to Mr.

Dockwrath, in that tone of doubt which seemed to carry an answer w
bis own question. But Mr. Dockwrath was not a man to be put io'^v

3—2
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by a waiter. " Yes," said he. "Didn't you Lear me say so? " And

then the waiter gave way. None of those lords of the road were in

the house at the moment, and it might be that none would come that

night.

Mr. Dockwrath had arrived by the 8-22 p.m. down, hut the 8-45 p.m.

up from the north '.VUowed quick upon his heels, and he had hardly put

his brandy and watei \o his mouth before a rush and a sound of many

voices were heard iu the hall. There is a great difference between the

entrance into an inn of men who are not known there and of men who

are known. The men who are not known are shy, diffident, doubtful,

' and anxious to propitiate the chambermaid by great courtesy. The men

who are known are loud, jocular, and assured ;—or else, in case of defi-

cient accommodation, loud, angry, and full of threats. The guests who

had now arrived were well known, and seemed at present to be- in the

former mood. " Well, Mary, my dear, what's tlie time of day with

you ? " said a rough, bass voice, within the hearing of Mr. Dockwrath.
" Much about the old tune, Mr. Moulder," said the girl at the bar.

" Time to look alive and keep moving. Will you have them boxes up

stairs, Mr. Kantwise ? " and then there were a few words about the

luggage, and two real commercial gentlemen walked into the room.

Mr. Dockwrath resolved to stand upon his rights, so he did not move
liis chair, but looked up over his shoulder at the new comers. The first

man who entered was short and very fat ;—so fat that he could not

have seen his own knees for some considerable time past. His face

rolled with fat, as also did all his limbs. His eyes were large, and blood-

shot. He wore no beard, and therefore showed plainly the triple bag-

ging of his fat chin. In spite of his overwhelming fatness, there was

something in Im lace that was masterful and almost vicious. His body

nad been overcome by eating, but not as yet his spirit,—one would be

inchned to say. This was Mr. Moulder, well known on the road as

being in the grocery and spirit line ; a pushing man, who understood

liis business, and was well trusted by his firm in spite of his habitual in-

temperance. What did the firm care whether or no he kUled himself by
eating and drinking ? He sold his goods, collected his money, and
made his remittances. If he got drunk at night that was nothing to

them, seeing that he always did his quota of work the next day. But
]!l^j. Moulder did not get drunk. His brandy and water went into his

bljod, and into his eyes, and into his feet, and mto his hands,—but not
iato kis brain.

The other was a little spare man, in the hardware line, of the name of

Kantwise. He disposed of fire-irous, grates, ovens, and kettles, and
was at the present moment heavily engaged in the sale of certain newly-
invented metaUic tables and chairs lately brought out by the Patent Steel

Turniture Company, for which Mr. Kantwise did business. He looked
as though a skin rather too small for the purpose had been drawn over
his head and face, so that his forehead and cheeks and chin were tight

and shiny. His eyes were small and green, always moving about iu his

head, and were seldom used by Mr. Kantwise in the ordiuarv way At
whatever he looked he looked sideways j it was not that be did not look
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yoa Ui the face, but he always looked at you with a sidelong glance,
never ehoosiug to have you straight in front of him. And the move
eager he was in conversation—the more anxious he might be to gam
his point, the more he averted his face and looked askance ; so tliat

sometimes he would prefer to have his antagonist almost behind his
slioulder. And then as he did this, he would thrust forward his ,chin,
and bavin| looked at you round the corner till his eyes were nearly out
of his head, he would close theui both and suck in his lips, and shake
his head with rapid little shakes, as though he were saying to himself,
"Ah, Sir! you're a bad un, a very bad un." His nose—for I should
do Mr. Kantwise injustice if I did not mention this feature—seemed to
have been compressed almost into nothing by that skin-squeezing
operation It was long enough, taking the measurement down the
bridge, and projected sufficiently, counting the distance from the
upper lip; but it had all the properties of a line; it possessed
length without breadth. There was nothing in it from side to side.

If you essayed to pull it your fingers would meet. When I shall

have also said that the hair on Mr. Kantwise's head stood up erect

all round to the height of two inches, and that it was very red, I
shall have been accurate enough in his personal description.

That Mr. Moulder represented a firm good business, doing tea,

coffee, and British brandy on a well-estabUshed basis of capital and
profit, the travelling commercial world in the north of England was
well aware. No one entertained any doubt about his employers.

Hubbies and Grease, of Houndsditch. Hubbies and Grease were all

right, as they had been any time for the last twenty years. But I

cannot say that there was quite so strong a confidence felt in the

Patent Steel Pumiture Company generally, or in the individual

operations of Mr. Kantwise in particular. The world in Yorkshire

and Lancashire was doubtful about metalho tables, and it was
thought that Mr. Kantwise was too eloquent in their praise.

Mr. Moulder, when he had entered the room, stood still, to enable

the waiter to peel off from him his great-coat and the large shawl

with which his neck was enveloped, and Mr. Kantwise performed

the same operation for himself, carefully folding up the articles of

clothing as he took them oft'. Then Mr. Moulder fixed his eyes on

Mr. Dockwrath, and stared at him very hard. "Who's the party,

James ? " he said to the waiter, speaking in a whisper that was
plauily heard by the attorney.

" Gen'elman by the 8'22 down," said James.
" Commercial 't " asked Mr. Moulder, with angry frown.

"He says so himself, anyways," said the waiter.

" Gammon !
" replied Mr. Moulder, who knew all the bearings of

a commercial man thoroughly, and could have put one together if

he were only supplied with a little bit—say the mouth, as Professor

Owen always does with the Dodoes. Mr. Moulder now began to

be angry, for he was a stickler for the lights and privileges of his

class, and had an idea that the world wai not so conservative iu

that respect as it should be. Mr, DockwratD, however, was not to
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be frightened, so he drew his chair a thought nearer to the fire,

took a sup of brandy and water, and prepared himself for war, if

war should be necessary.

"Cold evening, Sir, for the time of. year," said Mr. Moulder,

walking up to the fireplace, and rollmg the lumps of his forehead

about in his attempt at a frown. In spite of his terrible burden of

flesh, Mr. 'Moulder could look angry on occasions, but he could

only do so when he was angry. He was not gifted with a com-
mand of his facial muscles.

"Yes," said Mr. Dockwrath, not taking his eyes from off the Leeds
and Halifax Chronicle. "It is coldish. Waiter, bring ms a cigar."

This was very provoking, as must be confessed. Mr. Moulder had
not been prepared to take any step towards turning the gentleman out,

though doubtless he might have done so had he chosen to exercise his

prerogative. But he did expect that the gentleman would have ac-

knowledged the weakness of his footing, by moving himself a little to-

wards one side of the fire, and he did not expect that, he would have

presumed to smoke without asking whether the practice was held to be
objectionable by the legal possessors of the room. Mr. Dockwrath was
free of any such pusillanimity.. ".Waiter," he said again, " bring me a
Digar, d'ye hear ?

"

The great heart of Moulder could not stand this unmoved. He had
been an accustomed visitor to that room for fifteen years, and had
always done his best to preserve the commercial code unsuUied., He
was now so well known that no one else ever presumed to take the
chair at the four o'clock commercial dinner if he were present. It was
incumbent on him to stand forward and make a fight, more especially

in the presence of Kantwise, who was by no means stanch to his order.

Kantwise would at all times have been glad to have outsiders in the
room, in order that he might puff his tables, and if possible effect a
sale ;—a mode of proceeding held in much aversion by the upright, old-

fashioned, commercial mind.
" Sir," said Mr. Moulder, having become very red about the cheeks

and chin, " I and this gentleman are gomg to have a bit of supper, and
it ain't accustomed to smoke in commercial rooms during meals. You
know the rules, no doubt, if you're commercial yourself;—as I suppose
you are, seeing you in this room."
Now Mr. Moulder was wrong in his law, as he himself was very well

aware. Smoking is allowed in all commercial rooms when the dinner
has been some hour or so off the table. But then it was necessary that
he should hit the stranger in some way, and the chances were that the
stranger would know nothing about commercial law. Nor did he ; so
he merely looked Mr. Moulder hard. in the face. But Mr. Kantwise
knew the laws well enough, and as he saw before . him a possible pur-
chaser of metallic tables, he came to the assistance of the attorney.
"I think you're a Kttle wrong there, Mr. Moulder; eh; ain't you?"

laid he.

" Wrong about what ? " said Moulder, turning very sharply upon hia
base-minded compatriot.
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"Well, as to smoking. It's nine o'clock, and if tlie gentle-
man

"

"I don't care a brass fartliing about the clock," said the other,
"but when I'm going to have a bit of steak with my tea, in my
own room, I chooses to have it comfortable."

"Goodness me, Mr. Moulder, how many times have I seen you
sittmg there with a pipe in your mouth, and half a dozen gents
eating their teas the while m this very room ? The rule of the case
I take to be this ; when "

"Bother your rules."
" Well ; it was you spoke of them."
"The question I take to be this," said Moulder, now emboldened

by the opposition he had received. "Has the gentleman any right

to be in this room at all, or has he not ? Is he commercial, or ia

he -^ miscellaneous ? That's the chat, as I take it."

"You're on the square there, I must allow," said Kantwise.
"James," said Moulder, appealing with authority to the waiter,

who had remained in the room during the controversy;—and now
Mr. Moulder was determined to do his duty and vindicate his pro-

fession, let the consequences be what they might. "James, is that

gentleman commercial, or is he not ?
"

It was clearly necessary now that Mr. Dockwrath himself should

take his own part, and fight his own battle. "Sir," said he, turn-

ing to Mr. Boulder, " I think you'll find it extremely difficult to de-

fine that word—extremely difiioult. In this enterprising country all

men are more or less commercial."

"Hear! hear!" said Mr. Kantwise.

"That's gammon," said Mr. Moulder.
" Gammon it may be," said Mr. Dockwrath, " but nevertheless

it's right in law. Taking the word in its broadest, strictest, and
most inteUigible sense, I am a commercial gentleman; and as such

I do maintain that I have a full right to the accommodation of this

pubUc room."

"That's very well put," said Mr. Kantwise.

"Waiter," thundered out Mr. Moulder, as though he imagined

that that functionary was down the yard at the tap-room instead of

standing within three feet of his elbow. "Is this gent a commer-
cial, or is he not ? Because if not,—then I'll trouble you to send

Mr. Crump here. My compliments to Mr. Crump, and I wish to

see him." Now Mr. Crump was the landlord of the Bull Inn.

"Master's just stepped out, down the street," said James.
" Why don't you answer my question, Sir ? " said Moulder, be-

coming redder and still more red about his shirt-collars.

"The gent said as how he was 'mercial," said the poor man.

"Was I to go to contradict a gent, and tell liim he wasn't when
he said as how he was ?

"

" If you please," said Mr. Dockwrath, " we wiU not brmg the waiter

into this discussion. I askoi for the commercial room, and he did his

duty itt showJflg me to the door of it. The fact I take to be this ; in
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the south of England tbe rules to which you refer are not kept se

strictly as in these more mercantile localities."

" I've always observed that," said Kantwise.
" I travelled for three years in Devonshire, Somersetshire, and Wilt-

shire," said Moulder, " and the commercial rooms were as well kept

tliere as any I ever see."
" I alluded to Surrey and Kent," said Mr. Dockwrath.
" They're uncommonly miscellaneous in Surrey and Kent," said Kaub

wise. "There's no doubt in the world about that."
" If the gentleman means to say that he's come in here because he

didn't knovv the custorh of the country, I've no more to say, of course,"

said Moulder. " And in that case, I, for one, shall be very happy if the

gentleman can make himself comfortable in this room as a stranger, and

1 may say guest ;—paying his own shot, of course."
" And as for me, I shall be delighted," said Kantwise. " I never did

like too much exclusiveness. What's the use of bottling oneself up ?

that's what I always say. Besides, there's no charity in it. We gents

as are always on the road should show a little charity to them as ain't

so well accustomed to the work."
At this allusion to charity Mr. Moulder snuffled through his nose to

show his great disgust, but he made no further answer. Mr. Dock-
wrath, who was determined not to yield, but who had nothing to gain

by further fighting, bowed his head, and declared that he felt very much
obliged. Whether or no there was any touch of irony in his tone, Mr.
Moulder's ears were not fine enough to discover. So they now sat round
the fire together, the attorney still keeping his seat in the middle. And
then Mr. Moulder ordered his little bit of steak with his tea. " With
the gravy in it, James," he said, solemnly. " And a bit of fat, and a lew
slices of onion, thin mind, put on raw, not with all the taste fried out

and tell the cook if she don't do it as it should be done, I'll be down
into the kitchen and do it myself. You'll join me, Kantwise, eh ?

"

" Well, I think not ; I dined at three, you know."
" Dined at three I What of that ? a dinner at three won't last a man

for ever. You might as well join me."
" No, I think not. Have you got such a thing as a nice red herring

in the house, James ?
"

" Get one round the corner, Sir."
" Do, there's a good fellow ; and I'll take it for a relish with my tea. I'm

not so fond ofyour solids three times a day. They heat theblood toomueh."
" Bother," grunted Moulder ; and then they went to their evening

meal, over which we will not disturb them. The steak, we may
presume, was cooked aright, as Mr. Moulder did not visit the
kitchen, and Mr. Kantwise no doubt made good play with his un-
substantial dainty, as he spoke no further till his meal was alto-

gether finished.

" Did you ever hear anything o£ that Mr. Mason who lives near
Bradford i*

" asked Mr. Kantwise, addressing himself to Mr. Moulder,
as soon as the things had been cleared from the table, and that latter

gentleman had been furnished with a pipe and a supply of cold without.
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" 1 remember liis father when I was a boy," said Moulder, not
troubling himself to take his pipe from his mouth. "Mason and
Martock in the Old Jewry ; very good people they were too."

" He's decently well off now, I suppose, isn't he ? " said Kantwise,
turning away his face, and looking at his companion out of the corners
of his eyes.

" I suppose he is. That place there by the road-side is all his own,
T take it. Have you been at him with some of your rusty, rickety

tables and chairs ?

"

" Mr. Moulder, you forget that there is a gentleman here who won't
understand that you're at your jokes. I was doing business at Groby
Park, but I found the party uncommon hard to deal with."

" Didn't complete the transaction ?
"

" Well, no ; not exactly ; but I intend to call again. He's close

(nougli himself, is Mr. Mason. But his lady, Mrs. M. ! Lord love you,
Mr. Moulder ; that is a woman !

"

" Slie is ; is slie ? As for me, I never have none of these private

deahngs. It don't suit my book at all ; nor it ain't what I've been
accustomed to. If a man's wholesale, let him be wholesale." And
tlien, iaving enunciated this excellent opinion with much energy, he
took a long pull at his brandy and water.

"Very old fashioned, Mr. Moulder," said Kantwise, looking round
the corner, then shutting his eyes and shaking his head.

" Maybe," said Moulder, " and yet none the worse for that. I

Dall it hawking and peddling, that going round the country with your
goods on yonr back. It ain't trade." And then there was a lull in the

conversation, Mr. Kantwise, who was a very religious gentleman, having

closed his eyes, and being occupied with some internal anathema against

Mr. Moulder.
" Begging your pardon. Sir, I think you were talking about one ill-.

Mason who lives in these parts," said Dockwrath.
"Exactly. Joseph Mason, Esq., of Groby Park," said Mr. Kant-

wise, now turning his face upon the attorney.
" I suppose 1 shall be likely to find him at home to-morrow, if I

call?"
" Certainly, Sir ; certainly ; leastwise I should say so. Any personal

acquaintance with Mr. Mason, Sir ? If so, I meant nothing offensive

by my allusion to the lady. Sir ; nothing at all, I can assure you."
" The lady's nothing to me, Sir ; nor the gentleman either ;—only that

I have a little business with him."
" Shall be very happy to join you in a gig. Sir, to-morrow, as far as

Groby Park ; or fly, if more convenient. 1 shall only take a few patterns

with me, and they're no weight at all ;—none in the least, Sir. They
go on behind, and you wouldn't know it. Sir." To this, however, Mr.

Dockwrath would not assent. As he wanted to see Mr. Mason very

specially, he should go early, and preferied gouig by himself.

" No offence, I hope," said Mr. Kantwise.

"JNione in the least," said Mr. Dockwrath.

"And if you would allow me. Sir, to have the pleasure of showiEg
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you a few of my patterns, I'm sure 1 should be delighted." Tliia Im

said Observing that Mr. Moulder was sitting over his empty glass with

the pipe in his hand, and his eyes fast closed. " 1 thmk, Sir, I co^d

show you an article that would ;please you very much.^ You see, Sir,

that new ideas are coming in every day, and wood. Sir, is altogether

going out,—altogether going out as regards furniture. In^ another

twenty years. Sir, there won't be such a thing as a wooden table in the

country', unless with some poor person that can't afford to refurnish.

Believe me. Sir, iron's the thing nowadays."

"And indian-rubber," said Dockwrath.
" Yes ; indian-rubber's wonderful too. Are you in that line. Sir ?

"

"Well; no; not exactly."

"It's not like iron. Sir. You can't make a dinner-table for fourteen

people out of indian-rubber, that will shut up into a box 3—6 by 2—4
deep, and 2—6 broad. Why, Sir, I can let you have a set of drawing-

room furniture for fifteen ten that you've never seen equalled in wood

for three times the money ;—ornamented in the tastiest way. Sir, and

fit for any lady's drawing-room or boodoor. The ladies of quality are

all getting them now for their boodoors. There's three tables, eight

chairs, easy rocking-chair, music-stand, stool to match, and pair of

stand-up screens, all gilt in real Louey catorse ; and it goes in three

boxes 4—2 by 2—1 and 2—3. Think of that, Sir. Jot fifteen ten

and the boxes in." Then there was a pause, after which Mr. Kantwise

added—"If ready money, the carriage paid." And then he turned

his head very much away, and looked back very hard at his expected

customer.
" I'm afraid the articles are not in my line," said Mr. Dockwrath.
" It's the tastiest present for a gentleman to make to his lady that

lias come out since—since those sort of things have come out at all.

You'll let me show you the articles. Sir. It will give me the sinoerest

pleasure." And Mr. Kantwise proposed to leave the room in order that

he might introduce the three boxes in question.
" They would not be at all in my way," said Mr. Dockwrath.
"The trouble would be nothing,'' said Mr. Eantwise, " and it gives

me the greatest pleasure to make them known when I find any one who
can appreciate such undoubted luxuries

;
" and so saying Mr. Kantwise

skipped out of the room, and soon returned with James and Boots, each

of the three bearing on his shoulder a deal box nearly as big as a coffin,

all of which were deposited in different parts of the room. Mr. Moulder
in the meantime snored heavily, his head falling on his breast every now
and agaui. But nevertheless he held fast by his pipe.

Mr. Kantwise skipped about the room with wonderful agility, un-

fastening the boxes, and taking out the contents, while Joe the boots

and James the waiter stood by assisting. They had never yet seen the

glories of these chairs and tables, and were therefore not unwilling to

be present. It was singular to see how ready Mr. Kantwise was at the

Irork, how recklessly he threw aside the white-brown paper in which the

various pieces of painted iron were enveloped, and with what a practised

hand he put together one article after another. Pirst there was a
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rooud .00-table, not quite so large in its circumfeieace as some people
might think desirable, but, nevertheless, a round loo-table. The
pedestal with its three claws was all together. With a knowing touch
Mr. Kantwise separated the bottom of what looked like a yellovv stick,

and, lo ! there were three legs, which he placed carefully on the
ground. Then a small bar was screwed on to the top, and over the
bar was screwed the leaf, or table itself, which consisted of three pieces
unfolding with hinges. These, when the screw had been duly fastened
in the centre, opened out upon the bar, and there was the table

complete.

It was certainly a " tasty " article, and the pride with which Mr.
Kantwise glanced back at it was quite dehghtful. The top of the table

was blue, with a red bird of paradise in the middle ; and the edges of

the table, to the breadth of a couple of inches, were yellow. The pillar

also was yellow, as were the three legs. " Ifs the real Louey catorse,"

said Mr. Kantwise, stooping down to go on with table number two,

which was, as be described it, a " chess," having the proper number of

blue and light-pink squares marked upon it ; but this also had been
made Louey catorse with reference to its legs and edges. The third

table was a " sofa," of proper shape, but rather small in size. Then,

one after another, he brought forth and screwed up the chairs, stools,

and sundry screens, and within a quarter of an hour he had put up the

whole set complete. The red bird of paradise and the blue ground appeared

on all, as did also the yellow legs and edgings which gave to them their

pecuUarly fashionable character. " There," said Mr. Kantwise, looking

at them with fond admiration, " I don't mind giving a personal guarantee

that there's nothing equal to that for the money either in England or in

Prance."

"They are very nice," said Mr. Dockwrath. When a man has

had produced before him for his own and sole delectation any article

or articles, how can he avoid eulogium ? Mr. Dockwrath found himself

obliged to pause, and almost feared that he should find himself obliged

to buy.

"Nice! I should rather think they are," said Mr. Kantwise,

becoming triumphant,—" and for fifteen ten, delivered, boxes included.

There's nothing like iron, Sir, nothing
;
you may take my word for

that. They're so strong, you know. Look here. Sir." And then Mr.

Kantwise, taking two of the pieces of white-brown paper which had

been laid aside, carefully spread one on the centre of the round table,

and the other on the seat of one of the chairs. Then lightly poising

himself on his toe, he stepped on to the chair, and from thence on to

the table. In that position he skilfully brought his feet together, so that

his weight was directly on the leg, and gracefully waved his hands over

Ms head. James and Boots stood by admiring, with open mouths,

and Mr. Dockwrath, with his hands in his pockets, was meditatmg

whether he could not give the order without complying with the terms

as to ready money.
" Look at that for strength," said Mr. Kantwise from his exalted

position. "I don't think any lady of your acquaintance. Sir, would
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allow you to stand ou liev rosewood or mabogany loo tabl6. And if sb«

did, you would not like to adventure it yourself. But look at this r

strength," and he waved his arms abroad, still keeping bis feet skilfuljj

together in the same exact position.

At that moment Mr. Moulder awoke. " So you've got your iron

traps out, have you ? " said be. " What ;
you're there, are you? Upon

my word I'd sooner you than me."

"I certainly should not like to see you up here, Mr. Moulder.

I doubt whecher even this table would bear five-and-twenty stone.

Joe, lend me your shoulder, there's a good fellow." And then Mr.

Kantwise, bearing very lightly on the chair, descended to the ground

without accident.
" Now, that's what I call gammon," said Moulder.
" What is gammon, Mr. Moulder ? " said the other, begmmng to be

angry.
" It's all gammon. The chairs and tables b gammon, and so is the

stools and the screens."

"Mr. Moulder, I didn't call your tea and coffee and brandy

gammon."
" You can't ; and you wouldn't do any harm if you did. Hubbies

and Grease are too well known in Yorkshire for you to hurt them. But

as for all that show-off and gimcrack-work, I tell you fairly it ain't what

1 call trade, and it ain't tit for a commercial room. It's gammon,
gammon, gammon ! James, give me a bed candle." And so Mr.

Moulder took himself off to bed.
" I think I'll go too," said Mr. Dockwrath.
" You'll let me put you up the set, eh ? " said Mr. Kantwise.
" Well ; I'll think about it," said the attorney. " I'll not just give

you an answer to-night. Good-night, Sir ; I'm very much obliged to

you." And he too went, leaving Mr. Kantwise to repack his chairs

and tables with the assistance of James the waiter.

CHAPTER VII.

THE MASONS OJ GKOBY PAHK.

Geoby Park is about seven miles from Leeds, in the direction ot

Bradford, and thitlier on the morning after the scene described in the
last chapter Mr. Dockwrath was driven in one of the gigs belonging to
the Bull Inn. The park itself is spacious, but is flat and uninterestmg,
being surrounded by a thin belt of new-looking fir-trees, and containing
but very little old or handsome timber. There are on the high road
two very important lodges, between which is a large ornamented gate,

and from thence an excellent road leads to the mansion, situated in

the very middle of the domain. The house is Greek in its style of
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architecture,—at least so the owner says; and if a portico with a
pediment and seven Ionic columns makes a house Greek, the house in
Groby Park undoubtedly is Greek.
Here lived Mr. and Mrs. Mason, the three Misses Mason, and

occasionally the two young Messrs. Mason ; for the master of Groby
Park was blessed with five children. He himself was a big, broad,
heavy-browed man, in whose composition there was nothing of tender
ness, nothing of poetry, and nothing of taste ; but I cannot say that he
was on the whole a bad man. He was just in his dealings, or at any
rate endeavoured to be so. He strove bard to do his duty as a county
magistrate against very adverse circumstances. He endeavoured to
enaole his tenants and labourers to live. He was severe to his children,

and was not loved by them ; but nevertheless lliey were dear to him,

and he endeavoured to do his duty by them. The wife of liis bosom
was not a pleasant woman, but nevertheless he did his duty by her;

that is, he neither deserted her, nor beat her, nor locked her up. I am
not sure that lie would not have been justified in doing one of these

three things, or even all the three ; for Mrs. Mason of Groby Park was
not a pleasant woman.
But yet he was a bad man in that he could never forget and never

forgive. His mind and heart were equally harsh and hard and inflexible.

He was a man who considered that it behoved him as a man to resent

all injuries, aud to have his pound of flesh in all cases. In his inner

thoughts he had ever boasted to himself that he had paid all men aU
that he owed. He had, so he thought, injured no one in any of the

relations of life. His tradesmen got their money regularly. He
answered every man's letter. He exacted nothing from any man for

which he did not pay. He never ill used a servant either by bad

language or by over work. He never amused liimself, but devoted his

whole time to duties. He would fain even have been hospitable, could

he have gotten his neighbours to come to him and have induced his wife

to put upon the table sufiicient food for them to eat.

Such being his virtues, what right had any one to injure him ? When
he got from his grocer adulterated cofiee,—he analysed the coffee, as

bis half-brother had done the guano,—he would have flayed the man
ahve if the law would have allowed him. Had he not oaid the man
monthly, giving him the best price as though for the best article ?

When he was taken in with a warranty for a horse, he pursued the

culprit to the uttermost. Maid-servants who would not come from

tlieir bed-rooms at six o'clock, he would himself disturb while enjoymg

their stolen slumbers. From his children he exacted all titles of respect,

because he had a right to them. He wanted nothing that belonged to

any one else, but he could not endure that aught should be kept from

iiiin which he believed to be his own. It may be imagmed, therefore,

m what Hght he esteemed Lady Mason and her son, aud how he

regarded their residence at Orley Farm, seeing that he firmly believed

that Orley Farm was his own, if all the truth were known.

I have already hmted that Mrs. Mason was not a delightful woman.

She had been a beauty, aud still imaa;iued that she had not Inst aU
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pretension to be so considered. She spent, therefore, a considerable

portion of her day in her dressing-room, spent a great deal of money for

clothes, and gave herself sundry airs. She was a Lttle woman witn

long eyes, and regular eyelashes, with a straight nose, and thru lips and

rcMlar teeth. Her face was oval, and her hair was brown. It had at

least once been all brown, and that which was now seen was brown

also. But, nevertheless, although she was possessed of aU these charms,

you might look at her for ten days together, and on the eleventh you

would not know her if you met her in the streets.

But the appearance of Mrs. Mason was not her forte. She had been

a beauty; but if it had been her lot to be known in history, it was not

as a beauty that she would have been famous. Parsimony was her

gi-eat virtue, and a power of saving her strong point. I have said that

she spent much money in dress, and some people will perhaps think

that the two points of character are not compatible. Such people know

nothing of a true spirit of parsimony. It is from the backs and bellies

of other people that savings are made with the greatest constancy and

the most satisfactory results.

The parsimony of a mistress of a household is best displayed on

matters eatable ;—on matters eatable and drinkable; for there is a fine

scope for domestic savings in tea, beer, and milk. And in such matters

chiefly did Mrs. Mason operate, going as far as she dared towards

starring even her husband. But nevertheless she would feed herself in

the middle of the day, having a roast fowl with bread sauce in her own

-Dora. The miser who starves himself and dies without an ounce of

fleah on his bones, while his skinny head lies on a bag of gold, is, after

all, respectable. There has been a grand passion in his Ufe, and that

grandest work of man, self-denial. You cannot altogether despise one

who has clothed himself with rags and fed himself with bone-scrapings,

while broad-cloth and ortolans were within his easy reach. But there

are women, wives and mothers of famiUes, who would give the bone-

scrapings to their husbands and the bones to their servants, while they

hide the ortolans for themselves ; and would dress their children in rags,

while they cram chests, drawers, and boxes with silks and satins for

their own backs. Such a woman one can thoroughly despise, and even

hate ; and such a woman was Mrs. Mason of Groby Park.

I shall not trouble the reader at present with much description' of

the young Masons. The eldest son was in the amy, and the younger

it Cambridge, both spending much more money than their father allowed

them. Not that he, in this respect, was specially close-fisted. He
ascertained -what was sufficient,—amply suf&cient as he was told by the

colonel of the regiment and the tutor of the college,—and that amount
he allowed, assuring both Joseph and John that if they spent more, they

would themselves have to pay for it out of the moneys which should

enrich them in future years. But how could the sons of such a mother
be other than spendthrifts ? Of course they were extravagant ; of course

tliey spent more than they should have done ; and their father, resolved

that he would keep his word with them religiously.

The daughters wpre inucb less fortunate, having no possible nieaKg
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cf extravagance allowed to them. Both the father and mother decided
that they should go out into the county society, and therefore their
clothing was not absolutely of rags. But any young lady who does go
into society, whether it be of county or town, wiU tuUy understand the
difference between a liberal and a stingy wardrobe. Girls with slender
provisions of millinery may be fit to go out,—quite fit in their father's

eyes and yet all such going out may be matter of intense pam. It is

all very well for the world to say that a girl should be happy without
reference to her clothes. Show me such a girl, and I will show you one
whom 1 should be very sorry that a boy of mine should choose as his

sweetheart.

The three Misses Mason, as they always were called by the Groby
Park people, had been christened Diana, Creusa, and Penelope, their

mother having a passion for classic literature, which she indulged by a
use of Lempriere's dictionary. They were not especially pretty, nor
were they especially plain. They were well grown and healthy, and
quite capable of enjoying themselves in any of the amusements customary
ro young ladies,—if only the opportunities were afforded them.

Mr. Dockwrath had thought it well to write to Mr. Mason, acquainting

that gentleman with his intended visit. Mr. Mason, he said to himself
would recognise his iiame, and know whence he came, and under such
circumstances would be sure to see him, although the express purpose
of the proposed interview should not have been explained to him.

Such in result was exactly the case. Mr. Mason did remember the

name of Dockwrath, though he had never hitherto seen the bearer of

it ; and as the letter was dated from Hamworth, he felt sufficient

interest in the matter to await at home the coming of his visitor.

" I know your name, Mr. Mason, Sir, and have known it long," sail?

Mr. Dockwrath, seating himself in the chair which was offered to him
in the magistrate's study ;

" though I never had the pleasure of seeing

you before,— to my knowledge. My name is Dockwrath, Sir, and I am
a soHcitor. I live at Hamworth, and I married the daughter of old

Mr. Usbech, Sir, whom you will remember "

Mr. Mason listened attentively as these details were uttered before

him so clearly, but he said nothing, merely bowing his head at each

separate statement. He knew all about old Usbech's daughter nearly

as well as Mr. Dockwrath did himself, but he was a man who knew how
to be silent upon occasions.

" I was too young. Sir," continued Dockwrath, " when you had that

iiial about Orley Parm to have anything to do with the matter myself,

but nevertheless I remember all the circumstances as though it was
yesterday. I suppose. Sir, you remember them also ?

"

" Yes, Mr. Dockwrath, I remember them very well
"

"Well, Sir, my impression has always been that " And then

the attorney stopped. It was quite his intention to speak out plainly

before Mr. Mason, but he was anxious that that gentleman should

speak out too. At any rate it might be well that he should be induced

to express some little interest in the matter.

'lour impression, you say, has always been " said Mr. Masou,
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repeating the words of his companion, and looking as ponderous and

grave as ever. His countenance, however, expressed nothing but his

usual ponderous solemnity.
" My impression always was that there was something that had

ret been as yet found out."
" What sort of thing, Mr. Dockwrath ?

"

" Well ; some secret. I don't think that your lawyers managed the

matter well, Mr. Mason."
" You think you would have done it better, Mr. Dockwrath ?

"

" I don't say that, Mr. Mason. I was only a lad at the time, and

could not have managed it at all. But they didn't ferret about enough.

Mr. Mason, there's a deal better evidence tlian any that is given by

word of mouth. A clever counsel can turn a witness pretty nearly any

way he likes, but he can't do that with little facts. He hasn't the

tinie, you see, to get round them. Your kwyers. Sir, didn't get up

the little facts as they should have done."
" And you have got them up since, Mr. Dockwrath ?

"

" I don't say that, Mr. Mason. You see all my interest lies in

maintaining the codicil. My wife's fortune came to her under that

deed. To be sure that's gone and spent long since, and the Lord

Chancellor with all the judges couldn't enforce restitution ; but, never-

theless, I wouldn't wish that any one should have a claim against me
on that account."

"Perhaps you will not object to say what it is that you do

wish ?

"

"I wish to see right done, Mr. Mason; that's all. I don't think that

Lady Mason or her son have any right to the possession of that place.

I don't think that that codicil was a correct instrument ; and in that

case of Mason versus Mason I don't think that you and your friends

got to the bottom of it." And then Mr. Dockwrath leaned back in

his chair with an inward determination to say nothing more, until Mr.
Mason should make some sign.

• That gentleman, however, still remained ponderous and heavy, and
therefore there was a short period of silence

—" And have you got to

the bottom of it since, Mr. Dockwrath ? " at last he said.
" I don't say that I have," said the attorney.
" Might I ask then what it is you purpose to effect by the visit with

which you have honoured me ? Of course you are aware that these

are very private matters ; and although I should feel myself under
an obligation to you, or to any man who might assist me to arrive

at any true facts which have hitherto been concealed, I am not
disposed to discuss the aifair with a stranger on grounds of mere
uspicion."

"I shouldn't have come here, Mr. Mason, at very great expense, and
personal inconvenience to myself in my profession, if I had not some
good reason for doing so. I don't thirik that you ever got to the

bottom of that matter, and I can't say that I have done so now ; I
haven't even tried. But I tell you what, Mr. Mason ; if you wish it, I
think [ could put you in the way of—trying."



THfi MASONS OP GKOBY PAItK. 49

"My lawyers are Messrs. Round and Crook of Bedford Row. Will
It not be better tlaat you should ^o to them, Mr. Dockwrath ?

"

"No, Mr. Mason. I don't thmk it will be better that I should gc
to them. I know Round and Crook well, and don't mean to say a
word against them ; but if I go any farther in this affair I must do it

with the principal. I am not going to cut my own throat for the sake
of mending any mau's little finger. I have a family of sixteen children,

Mr. Mason, and I have to look about very sharp,—very sharp indeed."
Then there was another pause, and Mr. Dockwrath began to perceive
that Mr. Mason was not by nature an open, demonstrative, or com-
municative man. If anything further was to be done, he himself must
open out a little. " The fact is, Mr. Mason, that I have come across

documents which you should have had at that trial. Round and Crook
ought to have had them, only they weren't half sharp. Why, Sir,

Mr. Usbech had been your father's man of business for years upon
years, and yet they didn't half go through his papers. They turned
em over and looked at 'em ; but never thought of seeing what Uttle

facts might be proved."

"And these documents are with you now, here ?
"

" No, Mr. Mason, I am not so soft as that. I never carry about
original documents unless when ordered to prove. Copies of one or

two items T have made ; not regular copies, Mr. Mason, but just a line

or two to refresh my memory." And Mr. Dockwrath took a small

letter-case out of his breast coat pocket.

"By this time Mr. Mason's curiosity had been roused, and he began
to think it possible that his visiter had discovered information which
might be of importance to him. "Are you going to show me any
documents ? " said he.

"That's as may be," said the attorney. "I don't know as yet

whether you care to see it. I have come a long way to do you a
service, and it seems to me you are rather shy of coming forward to

meet me. As I said before, I've a very heavy family, and I'm not going

to cut the nose off my own face to put money into any other man's

pocket. What do you think my journey down here will cost me,

mcluding loss of time, and interruption to my business ?

"

" Look here, Mr. Dockwrath ; if you are really able to put me into

possession of any facts regarding the Orley Parm estate which I ou(>-ht

to know, I will see that you are compensated for your time and trouble.

Messrs. Round and Crook "

" I'll have nothmg to do with Round and Crook. So that's settled,

Mr. Mason."
"Then, Mr. Dockwrath "

" Half a minute, Mr. Mason. I'll have nothing to do with Round
and Crook ; but as I know you to be a gentleman and a man of honour,

I'll put you in possession of what I've discovered, and leave it to you

afterwards to do what you think right about my expenses, time, and

services. You won't forget that it is a long way from Hamworth to

Groby Park. And if you should succeed
"

" If I am to look at this document, I must do so without pledging

_ 4
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myself to anything," said Mr. Mason, still with much solemuity. Se
bad great doubts as to his new acquaintarioe, and muck feared that he

was derogating from his dignity as a 'county magistrate and owner ot

Groby Park in holding any personal intercourse with him ; but never-

theles's he could not resist the temptation. He most firmly believed

that that codicil had not expressed the genuine last will and fair

disDosition of property made by his father, and it might certainly be

the case that proof of all that he believed was to be found among the

papers of the old lawyer. He hated Lady Mason with all his power

of hatred, and if there did, even yet, exist for him a chance of up-

settmg her claims and ruining her before the world, he was not the

man" to forego that chance.
" Well, Sir, you shall see it," said Mr. Dockwrath ;

" or rather hear

it, for there is not much to see." And so saying he extracted from his

pocket-book a very small bit of paper.
" I should prefer to read it, if it's all the same to you, Mr. Dock-

wrath. I shall understand it much better in that way."
" As you like, Mr. Mason," said the attorney, handing him the small

bit of paper. " You will understand. Sir, that it's no real copy, but

only a few dates and particulars, just jotted down to assist my own
memory." The document, supported by which Mr. Dockwrath had

come down to Yorkshire, consisted of half a sheet of note paper, and

the writing upon this covered hardly the half of it. The words which

Mr. Mason read were as follows :

—

" Date of codicil. 14th July 18—.
"-Witnesses to the instrument. JohnKenneby; Bridget Bolster j

Jonathan Usbech. N.B. Jonathan Usbech died before the testator.

" Mason and Martock. Deed of Separation; dated 14th July 18—

.

" Executed at Orley Earm.
" Witnesses John Kenneby ; and Bridget Bolster. Deed was pre-

pared in the office of Jonathan Usbech, and probably executed in his

presence."

That was all that was written on the paper, and Mr. Mason read

the woi-ds to himself three times before he looked up, or said any-

thing concerning them. He was not a man quick at receiving new
ideas into his mind, or of understanding new points ; but that winch
had once become intelligible to him and been made his own, remained

so always. " Well," said he, when he read the above words for the

third time.

"You don't cee it. Sir?" said Mr. Dockwrath.
" See what ? " said Mr. Mason, still looking at the scrap of paper.
" Why ; the dates, to begin with."
" I see that the dates are the same ;—the 14th cf July in the same

year."

"Well," said Mr. Dockwrath, looking very keenly into the

magistrate's face.

" Well," said Mr. Mason, lookmg over the paper at his boot,
"John Kenneby and Bridget Bolster were witnesses to both the

instruments," said the attorney.
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"So I see," said the magistrate.

"But I don't remember that it came out in evidence that either

of them recolleoted having been called on for two signatures on the
same day."

"No; there was nothing of that came out ;—or was even hinted at."
" No ; nothing even hinted at, Mr. Mason,—as you justly observe.

That is what I mean by saying that Kound and Ciook's people didn't

got up tjieir little facts. Believe me. Sir, there are men in the pro-

fession out of London who know quite as much as Round and Crook.
They ought to have had those facts, seeing that the very copy of the,,

document was turned over by their hands." And Mr. Dockwrath hit

the table heavily in the warmth of his indignation against his negligent

professional brethren. Earlier in the interview Mr. Mason would have
been made very angry by such freedom, but he was not angry now.

" Yes ; they ought to have known it," said he. But he did not

even yet see the point. He merely saw that there was a point worth
seeing.

".Known it ! Of course they ought to have known it. Look here,

Mr. Mason ! If I had it on my mind that I'd thrown over a client ol

minff by such carelessness as that, I'd—I'd strike my own name off the

rolls ; I would indeed. I never could look a counsel in the face again,

if I'd neglected to brief him with such facts as those. I suppose it was
carelessness ; eh, Mr. Mason ?

"

" Oh, yes ; I'm afraid so," said Mr. Mason, still rather in the dark.
" They could have had no object in keeping it back, I should say."

"No; none in life. But let us see, Mr. Dockwrath; how does

it bear upon us ? The dates are the same, and the witnesses the

same."
" The deed of separation is genuuie. There is no doubt about that."

" Oh ! you're sure of that ?
"

" Quite certain. I found it entered in the old office books. It was

the last of a lot of such documents executed between Mason and

Martock after the old man gave up the business. You, see she was

always with him, and knew all about it."

"About the. partnership deed?"
" Of course she did. She's a clever woman, Mr. Mason ; very clever,

!uid it's almost a pity that she should come to grief. She has carried it

on so well; hasn't she?"
Mr. Mason's face now became very black. "Why," said he, "il

what you seem to allege be true, she must be a—a—a— . What do you

mean. Sir, by pity ?
"

Mr. DockwT:ath shrugged his shoulders. " It is very blue," said he,

" uncommon blue."
" She must be a swindler ; a common swindler. Nay, worse than

that."

"Oh, yes, a deal worse than that, Mr. Mason. And as for common

;

—accorduag to my way of thinking there's nothing at all common about

it. I look upon it as about the best got-up plant I ever remember to

have heard of. I do, indeed, Mr. Mason. ' The attorney duiing the

4-a
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last lea minutes of tlie conversation had quite altered liis tone, tmder-

standing that he had already achieved a great part of his object ; but

Air. Mason in his intense anxiety did not observe this. Had Mr.

Dockwrath, in commencing the conversation, talked about " plants

"

and "blue," Mr. Mason would probably have rung his bell for the

servant. "If it's anything, it's forgery," said Mr. Dockwrath, looking

liis companion full in the face.
'•
I always felt sure that my father never intended to sign such a

codicil as that."

.
" He never did sign it, Mr. Mason."

: "And,—and the witnesses !
" said Mr. Mason, still not enlightened

as to the true extent of the attorney's suspicion.
" They signed the other deed ; that is two of them did.

_
There is no

doubt about that ;—on that very day. They certainly did witness a

signature made by the old gentleman in his own room on that 14th of

July. The original of that document, with the date and their names,

will be forthcoming soon enough."

"Well," said Mr. Mason.
" But they did not witness two signatures."
" You think not, eh !

"

" I'm sure of it. The girl Bolster would have remembered it, and

would have said so. She was sharp enough."
" "Who wrote all the names then at the foot of the will ? " said Mr.

Mason.
" Ah ! that's the question. Who did write them ? We_ know very

well, Mr. Mason, you and I that is, who did not. And having come to

that, I think we may give a very good guess who did."

And then they both sat silent for some three or four minutes. Mr.
Dockwrath was quite at his ease, rubbing his chin with his hand,

playing with a paper-knife which he had taken from the study table,

and waiting till it should please Mr. Mason to renew the conversation.

Mr. Mason was not at his ease, though all idea of affecting any reserve

before the attorney had left him. He was thinking how best he might
confound and ' destroy the woman who had robbed him for so many
years; who had defied him, got the better of him, and put him to

terrible cost ; who had vexed his spirit through his wliole life, deprived

nim of content, and had been to him as a thor« ever present in a

festering sore. He had always believed that she had defrauded him,

Out this belief had been qualified by the unbelief of others. It might
nave been, he had half thought, that the old man had signed the codicil

in his dotage, having been cheated and bullied into it by the woman.
There had been no day in her life on which he would not have ruined

her, had it been in his power to do so. But now—now, new and
grander ideas were breaking in upon his mind. Could it be possible

lliat he might live to see her, not merely deprived of her ill-gained

money, but standing in the dock as a felon to receive sentence for

her terrible misdeeds ? li that might be so, would he not receive great

compensation for all that he had suffered ? Would it not be sweet to

his sense of justice that both of them should tlius at last have their
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»v.'ii? IIo did not even yet understand all that Mr, Dockwratli
suapccted. He did not fully perceive why the woman was si'pposed
to have chosen as the date of her forgery, the date of that other genuine
deed. But he did understand, lie did perceive—at least so he thought,—that new and perhaps conclusive evidence of her villainy was at last
within his reach.

" And what shall we do now, Mr. Dockwrath ? " he said at last.
" Well ; am I to understand that you do me the honour of asking my

advice upon that question as being your lawyer ?
"

This question immediately brought Mr. Mason back to business that
lie did understand. "A man in my position cannot very well change
his legal advisers at a moment's notice. You muBt be very well aware
of that, Mr. Dockwrath. Messrs. Round and Crook

""

"Messrs. E.ound and Crook, Sir, have neglected your business in a
most shameful manner. Let me tell you that. Sir."

" Well ; that's as may be. I'll tell you what I'll do, Mr. Dock-
wrath ; I'll think over this matter in quiet, and then I'll come up to

town. Perhaps when there I may e.xpect the honour of a further visit

from you."
" And you won't mention the matter to Round and Crook 'i

"

"I can't undertake to say that, Mr. Dockwrath. I think w will

perhaps be better that I should mention it, and then see you after-

wards."

"And how about my expenses down hero
?

"

Just at this moment there came a light tap at the study door, and
before the master of the house could give or withhold permission thn

mistress of the house entered the room. " My dear," she said, " 1

didn't know that you were engaged."
" Yes, I am engaged," said the gentleman.
" Oh, I'm sure i beg pardon. Perhaps this is the gentleman from

Hamworth ?
"

"Yes, Ma'am," said Mr. Dockwrath. "I am the gentleman from

Hamwortli. I hope I have the [)leasurc of seeing you very well,

Ma'am ? " And getting up from his chair he bowed politely.

" Mr. Dockwrath, Mrs. Mason," said the lady's husband, inti-o-

"iucing them ; and then Mrs. Mason curtsied to the stranger. Slie

(00 was very anxious to know what might be the news from Ham-
t-orth.

"Mr. Dockwrath will lunch with us, my dear," said Mr. Mason.

And then the lady, on hospitable cares intent, left them a^-aic w
taenuielve^.
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CHAPTER Vm.

MRS. mason's hot LUNCHEON.

Thodgii Mr. Dockwrath was somewhat elated by this invitation to

lunch, he was also somewhat abashed by it. He had been far from

expecting that Mr. Mason of Groby Park would do him any such

honour, and was made aware by it of the great hold which he must

have made upon the attention of his host. But nevertheless he

immediately felt that his hands were to a certain degree tied. He,

having been invited to sit down at Mr. Mason's table, with Mrs. M.
and the family,—having been treated as though he were a gentleman,

and thus being for the time put on a footing of equality with the county

magistrate, could not repeat that last important question :
" How about

my expenses down here ? " nor could he immediately go on with the

grand 'subject in any frame ot mind which would tend to further his

own interests. Having been invited to lunch he could not haggle with

due persistency for his share of the business in crushing Lady Mason,

nor stipulate that the whole concern should not be trusted to the

management of Round and Crook. As a source of pride this invitation

to eat was pleasant to him, but he was forced to acknowledge to himself

that it interfered with business.

Nor did Mr. Mason feel himself ready to go on with the conversation

in the manner, in whioli it had been hitherto conducted. His mind was

full of Orley P^rm and his wrongs, and he could bring himself to think

of nothing else ; but he could no longer talk about it to the attorney

sitting there in his study. " Will you take a turn about the place

while the lunch is getting ready ? " he said. So they took their hats

and went out into the garden.
" It is di'eadful to think of," said Mr. Mason, after they had twice

walked in -silence the length of a broad gravel terrace.

"What: about her ladyship ? " said the attorney.
" Quite dreaaful !

" and Mr. Mason shuddered. " I don't think I ever

heard of anything so shocking ia my life. Por twenty years, Mr.
Dockwrath, think of that. Twenty years !

" and his face as he spoke

became almost black with horror.
" It is very shocking," said Mr. Dockwrath ;

" very shocking.

What on earth will be her fate if it be proved against her ? She has

brought it on herself; that is all that one can say of her."
" D her ! d her 1 " exclaimed the other, gnashing his teeth

with concentrated wrath. "No punishment will be bad enough for

her. Hanging would not be bad enough."
" They can't hang her, Mr. Mason," said Mr. Dockwrath, almost

frightened by the violence of his companion.
** No ; they have altered the laws, giving every encouragement to

forgers, villains, and perjurers. But they can give her penal servitude

fcT liffi. They must do it."
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" She is not convicted yet, you know."
"D her!" repeated the owner of Groby Park again, as he

thought of his twenty years of loss. Eight hundred a year for twenty
years had been taken away from him ; and he had been worsted before
the world after a hard fight. "D her ! " he continued in a growl
between his teeth. Mr. Dockwrath when he had first heard his
companion say how horrid and dreadful the affair was, had thought
that Mr. Mason was alluding to the condition in which the lady had
placed herself by her assumed guilt. But it was of his own condition
that he was speakm^. The idea which shocked him was the thought
of the treatment which he himself had undergone. The dreadful thtng
at which he shuddered was his own ill usage. As for her;—pity
for her ! Did a man ever pity a rat that had eaten into his choicest
dainties ?

" The lunch is on the table. Sir," said the Groby Park footman in
the Groby Park livery. Under the present household arrangement of
Groby Park all the servants lived on board wages. Mrs. Mason did
not like this system, though it had about it certain circumstances of
economy which recommended it to her ; it interfered greatly with the
stringent aptitudes of her character and the warmest passion of her
heart ; it took away from her the deUcious power of serving out the
servants' food, of locking up the scraps of meat, and of charging the
maids with voracity. But, to tell the truth, Mr. Mason had been
driven by sheer necessity to take this step, as it had been found
impossible to induce his wife to give out sufficient food to enable the

servants to live and work. She knew that in not doing so she injured

herself; but she could not do it. The knife in passing through the

loaf would make the portion to be parted with less by one third than
the portion to be retained. Half a pound of salt butter would reduce

itself to a quarter of a pound. Portions of meat would become
infinitesimal. When standing with viands before her, she had not

free wiU over her hands. She could not bring herself to part with
victuals, though she might ruin herself by retaining them. There-

fore, by the order of the master, were the servaiits placed on board

w^es.
Mr. Dockwrath soon found himself in the dining-room, where the

three young ladies with their mamma were already seated at the table.

It; was a. handsome room, and the furniture was handsome; but never-

theless it was a, heavy room, and the furniture was heavy. The table

was large enough for a party oif twelve, and might have borne a noble

banquet ; as it was the promise was not bad, for there were three large

plated covers concealing hot viands, and in some houses lunch means
only bread and cheese.

:

Mr. Mason went through a form of introduction between Mr. Dock-
wrath and his daughters. " That is Miss Mason, that Miss Creusa

Mason, and this Miss Penelope. John, remove the covers." And the

covers were removed, John taking them from the table with a magnificent

action of his arm which I am inclined to think was not innocent of

irony. On the dish before the roaster of the bouse,—a large dish



56 OBLET FABM.

wiiicli must I fancy Lave been selected by the cook with some similar

attempt at sarcasm,—there reposed three scraps, as to the nature ot

which Mr. Dockwrath, though he looked hard at them, was unable to

enlighten himself. But Mr. Mason knew them well, as he now placed

his eyes on them for the third time. They were old enemies of his,

and his brow a^'ain became black as he looked at them. The scraps in

fact consisted of two drumsticks of a fowl and some indescribable bone
out of the back of the same. The original bird had no doubt first

revealed all its glories to human eyes,—presuming the eyes of the cook to

be iniiuman—in Mrs. Mason's " boodoor." Then, on the dish before

the lady, there were f.hree other morsels, black-looking and very
suspicious to the eye, which in the course of conversation were pro-

claimed to be ham,—broiled ham. Mrs. Mason would never allow a

ham in its proper shape to come into the room, because it is an article

upon which the guests are themselves supposed to operate with the

carving-knife. Lastly, on the dish before Miss Creusa there reposed
three potatoes.

The face of Mr. Mason became very black as he looked at tlie

banquet which was spread upon his board, and Mrs. Mason, eyeing him
across the table, saw that it was so. She was not a lady who despised
such symptoms in her lord, or disregarded in her valour the violence

of marital storms. She had quailed more tlian once or twice under
rebuke occasioned by her great domestic virtue, and knew that her
husband, though he might put up with much as regarded his own
comfort and that of his children, could be very angry at injuries done
to his household honour and character as a hospitable English country
gentleman.

Consequently the lady smiled and tried to look self-satisfied as she
invited her guest to eat. " This is ham," said she with a little simper,
"broiled ham, Mr. Dockwrath; and there is chicken at the other end;
I think they call it—devilled."

" Shall I assist the young ladies to anything first ? " said the attorney,
wishing to be polite.

" Nothing, thank you," said Miss Penelope, with a very stiff bow.
She also knew that Mr. Dockwrath was an attorney from Hamworth,
and considered herself by no means bound to hold any sort of conver-
sation with him.
" My daughters only eat bread and butter in the middle of the day,"

said the lady. " Creusa, my dear, will you give Mr. Dockwrath a
potato ? Mr. Mason, Mr. Dockwrath will probably take a bit of that
chicken.''

" I would recommend him to follow the girls' example, and confine
himself to the bread and butter," said the master of the house, pushing
about the scraps with his knife and fork. " There is nothing here for

him to eat."
" My dear !

" exclaimed Mrs. Mason.
" There is nothing here for him to eat," repeated Mr. Mason. " And

as far as I can see there ig nothing there either. Whfit is it you pretend
to have in that dish ?

"

» -
^

r t-.



iras. mason's hot lukcheon. 87

" J£^ dear !
" again exclaimed Mrs. Mason.

" What is it ? " repeated the lord of the house in an angrj tone.
"Broiled ham, Mr. Mason."
"Then let the ham be brought in," said he. "Diana, rin" tha

bcU."
" But the ham is not cooked, Mr. Mason," said the lady. " Broiled

tarn is always better when it has not first been boiled."
" Is there no cold meat in the house ? " he asked.
" I am afraid not," she repUed, now trembUng a little in anticipation

of what might be coming after the stranger should have gone. " You
never like large joints yourself, Mr. Mason ; and for ourselves we don't

eat meat at luncheon."

"Nor anybody else either, here," said Mr. Mason in his anger.

"Pray don't mind me, Mr. Mason," said the attorney, "pray don't,

Mr. Mason. I am a very poor fist at lunch ; I am indeed."
" I am sure I am very sorry, very sorry, Mr. Mason," continued

the lady. " If I had known that an early dinner was required, it

should have been provided ;—although the notice given was so very
short."

"I never dine early," said Mr. Dockwrath, thinking that some
imputation of a low way of living was conveyed in this supposition

that he required a dinner under the pseudonym of a lunch. " I never

do, upon my word—we are quite regular at home at half-past five, anc

all I ever take in the middle of the day is a biscuit and a glass of sherry,

—or perhaps a bite of bread and cheese. Don't be uneasy about me,

Mrs. Mason."
The three young ladies, having now finished their repast, got up from

the table and retired, following each other out of the room in a line.

Mrs. Mason remained for a minute or two longer, and then she also

went. " The carriage has been ordered at three, Mr. M.," she said.

" Shall we have the pleasure of your company ? " " No," growled the

husband. And then the lady went, sweeping a low curtsy to Mr.
Dockwrath as she passed out of the room.

There was again a silence between the host and his guest for some
two or three minutes, during which Mr. Mason was endeavouring to

get the lunch out of liis head, and to redirect his whole mind to Lady
Mason and his hopes of vengeance. There is nothing perhaps so

generally consoling to a man as a srell-established grievance ; a feehng

of having been injured, on which his mind can brood from hour to

hour, allowing him to plead his own cause in his own court, within his

own heart,—and always to plead it successfully. At last Mr. Mason
succeeded, and he could think of his enemy's fraud and forget his

wife's meanness. " I suppose I may as well order my gig now," said

Mr. Dockwrath, as soon as his host had arrived at this happy frame of

mind.
" Your gig ? ah, well. Yes. I do not know that I need detain

you any longer. I can assure you that I am much obliged to you,

Mr. Dockwrath, and I shall hope to see you in London very shortly."

" You are determined to go to Round and Crook, I suppose ?
"
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"Oh, certainly."
" You are wrong, Sir. They'll throw you over again as sure aa youi

name is Mason."
"Mr. Dockwrath, you must if you please allow me to judge of that

myself."

"Oil, of course. Sir, of course. But I'm sure that a gentleman like

you, Mr. Mason, will understand
"

" I shall understand th^t I Cannot expect your services, Mr. Dock-
wrath,— your valuable time and services,— without remunerating

you for them. That shall be fuKy explained to Messrs. Round and
Crook."

" Very well. Sir ; very well. As long as I am paid for what I do,

I am content. A professional gentleman of course expects that. How
is he to get along else

;
particularly with sixteen children ? " And

then Mr. Dockwrath got into the gig, and was driven back to the Bull

at Leeds.

CHAPTER IX.

A CONVIVIAL MEETING.

On the whole Mr. Dockwrath was satisfied with the results of bis

trip to Groby Park, and was in a contented frame of mind as he was
driven back to Leeds. No doubt it would have been better could

be have persuaded Mr. Mason to throw over Messrs Bound and
Crook, and put himself altogether into the hands of his new ad-

viser ; but this had been too much to expect. He had not expected

it, and had made the suggestion as the surest means of getting the

best terms in his, power, rather than with a hope of securing the
actual advantage named. He had done much towards impressing

Mr. Mason with an idea of his own sharpness, and perhaps some-
thing also towards breaking the prestige which surrounded the

names of the great London firm. He would now go to that firm

and make his terms with them. They would probably be quite as

ready to aCquiesce in the importance of his information as had been
Mr. Mason.

Before leaving the inn after breakfast he had agreed to join the
dinner in the commercial room at five o'clock, and Mr. Mason's hot
lunch had by no means induced him to alter his purpose. " I shall

dine here," he had said when Mr. Moulder was discussing with the
waiter the all-important subject of dinner. "At the commercial
table. Sir ? " the waiter had asked, doubtingly. Mr. Dockwrath had
answered boldly in the affirmative, whereat Mr. Moulder had growled;
bat Mr. Kantwise had exfiressed his satisfaction. "We shall he



A COHVIVIAL MEETING. 69

extremely happy to enjoy your company," Mr. Kantwise Lad said,

with a graceful bow, making up by his excessive courtesy for the want
of any courtesy on the part of his brother-traveller. With reference
to all this Mr. Moulder said nothing ; the stranger had been aamitted
into the room, to a certain extent even with his own consent, and he
could not now be turned out ; but he resolved within his own mind
lliat for the future he would be more firm in maintaining the ordinance's

and institutes of his profession.

On his road home Mr. Dockwrath had encountered Mr. Kantwise
going to Groby Park, intent on his sale of a drawmg-room set of the
iiietalKc furniture ; and when he again met him in the commercial
room he asked after his success. " A wonderful woman that, Mr.
Dockwrath," said Mr. Kantwise, " a really wonderful woman ; no par-

ticular friend of yours, I think you say ?
"

" None in the least, Mr. Kantwise."
"Then I may make bold to assert that for persevering sharpness

sne beats all that I ever met, even in Yorkshire
; " and Mr. Kant-

wise looked at his new friend over his shoulder, and shook his head as

though lost in wonder and admiration. "What do you think she's

done now ?
"

" She didn't give you much to eat, I take it."

"Much to eat! I'll teU you what it is, Mr. Dockwrath; my belief

is that that woman would have an absolute pleasure in starving a

Christian ; I do indeed. I'U tell you what she has done ; she has made
me put her up a set of them things at twelve, seventeen, six ! I needn't

tell you that they were never made for the money."
" Why, then, did you part with them at a loss ?

"

" Well ; that's the question. I was soft, I suppose. She got round
me, badgering me, till I didn't know where I was. She wanted them
as a present for the curate's wife, she said. Whatever .should induce

her to make a present ?
"

" She got them for twelve, seventeen, six ; did she ? " said Dock-
wrath, thinking that it might be as well to remember this, if he should

feel incUned to make a purchase himself.
" But they was strained, Mr. Dockwrath ; I must admit they was

strained,—particularly the loo."
" You had gone through your gymnastics on it a little too often ?

"

asked the attorney. But this Mr. Kantwise would not acknowledge.

The strength of that table was such that he could stand on it for ever

without injury to it ; but nevertheless, in some other way it had be-

come strained, and therefore he had sold the set to Mrs. Mason for

12/. 17s. 6cl., that lady being minded to make a costly present to the

wife of the curate of Groby.
When dinner-time came Mr. Dockwrath found that the party was

swelled to the number of eight, five other undoubted commercials

having brought themselves to anchor at the Bull Inn during the aay.

To all of these Mr. Kantwise introduced him. "Mr. Gape, Mr.
Dockwrath," said he, gracefully moving towards them the palm*of his

band, and eyeing them over bis shoulder. "Mr. Gape is in the
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stationery line," he added, in a whisper to the attornej, " and doe«

for Cumining and Jibber of St. Paul's Cliurchyard. Mr. Joliiiaon,

Jir. DockWrath. Mr. J. is from Sheffield. Mr. Snengkcld, Mr. Dock-
wrath ; " and then he imparted in another whisper the necessary in-

formation as to Mr. Snengkeld. " Soft goods, for Brown Brothers,

of Snow Hill," and so on through the whole fraternity. Each
member bowed as his name was mentioned ; but they did not do so

very graciously, as Mr. Kantwise was not a great man among them.

Had the stranger been introduced to them by Moulder, — Moulder
the patriarch,— his reception among them would have been much
warmer. And then they sat down to dinner, Mr. Moulder taking the

chair as president, and Mr. Kantwise sitting opposite to him, as being

the longest sojourner at the inn. Mr. Doekwrath sat at the right

hand of Kantwise, discreetly avoiduig the neighbourhood of Moulder,

and the others ranged themselves according to fancy at the table.

" Come up along side of me, old fellow," Moulder said to Snengkeld.
" It aint the first time that you and I have smacked our lips together

over the same bit of roast beef." " Nor won't, I hope, be the last

by a long chalk, Mr. Moulder," said Snengkeld, speaking with a deep,

hoarse voice which seemed to ascend from some region of his body far

below his chest. Moulder and Snengkeld were congenial spirits; but

the latter, though the older man, was not endowed with so large a

volume of body or so highly dominant a spirit. Brown Brothers, of

Snow Hill, were substantial people, and Mr. Snengkeld travelled in

strict accordance with the good old rules of trade which Moulder loved

80 well.

The politeness and general good manners of the company were
somethmg very pretty to witness. Mr. Doekwrath, as a stranger,

was helped first, and every courtesy was shown to him. Even Mr.
Moulder carved the beef for him with a loving hand, and Mr. Kant-
wise was almost subservient in his attention. Mr. Doekwrath thought
that he had certainly done right in coming to the commercial table,

and resolved on doing so on all occasions of future journeys. So far

all was good. The commercial dinner, as he had ascertained, would
cost him only two shillings, and a much inferior repast eaten by
himself elsewhere would have stood in his bill for three. So far all

was good ; but the test by which he was to be tried was now approach-
mg him.

When the dinner was just half over,—Mr. Moulder well knew how
to mark the time,—that gentleman called for the waiter, and whispered
an important order iuto that functionary's ears. The functionary
bowed, retired from the room, and reappeared agaui in two minutes,
bearing a bottle of sherry in each hand ; one of these he deposited at

the right liand of Mr. Moulder, and the other at the right hand ot

Mr. Kantwise.

"Sir," said Mr. Moulder, addressing himself with great ceremony
to Mr. Doekwrath, "the honour of a glass of wine with you. Sir,

and tht president, to give more importance to the occasion, nut down
iiis knifc wid fork^ leaned back in his chair, and put both his haniij
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opott his waistcoat, looking intently at the attorney out of his little

eyes.

Mr. Dockwrath was immediately aware that a crisis had comt
upon him which demanded an instant decision. If lie complied with
the president's invitation he would have to pay his proportion of all

the wine bill that might be incurred that evening by the seven com-
mercial gentlemen at the table, and he knew well that commercial
gentleman do sometimes call for bottle after bottle with a reckless dis-

regard of expense. But to him, with his sixteen children, wine at au

hotel was terrible. A pint of beer and a glass of brandy and water
were the luxuries which he had promised himself, and with manly
fortitude he resolved that he would not be coerced into extravagance

by any president or any Moulder.
" Sir," said he, " I'm obliged by the honour, but I don't drink wine

to my dinner." Whereupon Mr. Moulder bowed his head very

solemnly, winked at Snengkeld, and then drank wine with that

gentleman.
" It's the rule of the room," whispered Mr. Kantwise into Mr.

Dockwrath's ear ; but Mr. Dockwrath pretended not to hear him, and

the matter was allowed to pass by for the time.

But Mr. Snengkeld asked him for the honour, as also did Mr. Gape,

who sat at Moulder's left hand; and then Mr. Dockwrath began to

wax angry. " I think I remarked before that I don't drink wine to

my dinner," he said ; and then the three at the president's end of

the table all looked at each other very solemnly, and they all winked
.:

and after that there was very Lttle conversation during the re-

mainder of the meal, for men knew that the goddess of discord was in

the air.

The cheese came, and with that a bottle of port wine, which was

handed rouud, Mr. Dockwrath of course refusing to join in the con-

viviahty ; and then the cloth was drawn, and the decanters were put

before the president. " James, bring me a little brandy and water,"

said the attorney, striving to put a bold face on the matter, but yet

speaking with diminished voice.

" Half a moment, if you please, Sur," said Moulder ; and then_ he

exclaimed with stentorian voice, " James, the dinner bUl." " Yes, Sir,"

said the waiter, and disappeared without any thought towards the re-

quisition for brandy and water from Mr. Dockwrath.

For the next five minutes they all remained silent, except that Mr.

Moulder gave the Queen's health as he filled his glass and pushed the

bottles from him. " Gentlemen, the Queen," and then he lifted his

glass of port ud to the hght, shut one eye as he looked at it, and

immediately swallowed the contents as though he were takmg a dose of

physic. " I'm afraid they'll charge you for the wine," said Mr. Kant-

wise, again whispering ia his neighbour. But Mr. Dockwrath paid no

apparent attention to what was said to him. He was concentratmg

Lib energies with a view to the battle.

James, the waiter, soon returned. He also knew well what wai

•bout to happen, and he trembled as he handed in the document t«
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the president. "Let's rnxve it, James," said Moulder, with much
pleasantry, as he took the paper in his hand. " The old ticket, ]

suppose ; five bob a head." And then he read out the bill, the total

of which, wine and beer included, came to forty shillings. "Five
shillings a head, gentlemen, as I said. You and I can make a pretty

good guess as to the figure ; eh, Snengkeld ? "
- And then he put down

Ills two half-crowns on the waiter, as also did Mr. Snengkeld, and then

Mr. Gape, and so on till it came to Mr. Kantwise.
" I think you and I will leave it, and settle at the bar,'' said Kant-

wise, appealing to Dockwrath, and intending peace if peace were still

possible.

"No," shouted Moulder, from the other end of the table; "let

the man have his money now, and then his troubles will be over. If

there's to be any fuss about it, let's have it out. I like to see the dinner

bill settled as soon as the dinner is eaten. Then one gets an appetite

for one's .supper."
" I don't tliuik I have the change,'' said Kantwise, still putting off

the evil day.
" I'll lend it you," said Moulder, putting his hand into his trousers-

pockets. But the money was forthcoming out of Mr. Kantwise's own
proper repositories, and with slow motion he put down the five shdlings

one after the other.

And then the waiter came to Mr. Dockwrath. " What's this ?

"

said the attorney, taking up the bill and looking at it. The whole
matter had been sufficiently explained to him, but nevertheless Mr.
Moulder explained it again. " In commercial rooms. Sir, as no doubt
you must be well aware, seeing that you have done us the honour of

joining us here, the dinner bill is divided equally among all the gentle-

men as sit down. It's the rule of the room, Sir. Tou ha.'j "what you
like, and you calls for what you like, and conwiviaUty is thereby

encouraged. The figure generally comes to five shillings, and you
afterwards give what you like to the waiter. That's about it, ain't it,

James ?

"

" That's the rule. Sir, in all commercial rooms as I ever see," said

the waiter.

The matter had been so extremely well put by Mr. Moulder, and that

gentleman's words had carried with them so much conviction, that

Dockwrath felt himself almost tempted to put down the money ; as far

as his sixteen children and general ideas of economy were concerned he
would have done so ; but his legal mind could not bear to be beaten.

The spirit of litigation within him told him that the point was to be
carried. Moulder, Gape, and Snengkeld together could not make him
pay for wine he had neither ordered nor swallowed. His pocket was
guarded by the law of the land, and not by the laws of any special

room in which he might chance to find himself. " I shall pay • two
shillings for my dinner," Said he, "and sixpence for my beer;" and
then he deposited the half-crown.

" Do you mean us to understand," said Moulder, "that after forcing

your way into this room, and 'sitting down alorig with gentlemen at
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ftii« table, you refuse to abide by the rules of the room ? " And Mr.
Moulder -spoke and looked as though he thought that such treachery
must certainly lead to most disastrous results. The disastrous result

which a stranger might have expected at the moment would be a fit of

apoplexy on tHe part of the worthy president.
" I neither ordered that wine nor did I drink it," said Doekwrath,

compressing his lips, leaning back in his chair, and looking up into one
corner of the ceihng.

" The gentleman certainly did not drink the wine," said Kantwise,
" I must acknowledge that ; and as for ordering it, why that was done
by the president, in course.

" Gammon !
" said Mr. Moulder, and he fixed his eye steadfastly

upon his Vice. "Kantwise, that's gammon. The most of what you
says is gammon."

" Mr. Moulder, I don't exactly know what you mean by that word gam-
mon, but it's objectionable. To my feelings it's very objectionable. I
say that the gentleman did not drink the wine, and I appeal to the

gentleman who sits at the gentleman's right, whether what I say is not

correct. If what I say is correct, it can't be—gammon. Mr. Busby,
did tbe gentleman drink the wine, or did he not ?

"

" Not as I see," said Mr. Busby, somewhat nervous at being thus

brought into the controversy. He was a young man just commencing
his travels, and stood in awe of the great Moulder.

" Gammon !
" shouted Moulder, with a very red face. "Everybody

at the table knows he didn't drink the wine. Everybody saw that he

declined the honour when proposed, which I don't know that I ever

saw a gentleman do at a commercial table till this day, barring that

he was a teetotaller, which is gammon too. But its P. P. here,

as every commercial gentleman knows, Kantwise as well as the best

of us."
" P. P., that's the rule," growled Snengkeld, almost from under the

table.

" In commercial rooms, as the gentleman must be aware, the rule

is as stated by my friend on my right," said Mr. Gape. " The
wine is ordered by the president or chairman, and is paid for in

equal proportions by the comoany or guests," and in his oratory

Mr. Gape laid great stress on the word " or." " The gentleman will

easily perceive that ^such a rule as this is necessary in such a society
;

and unless
"

But Mr. Gape was apt to make long speeches, and therefore

Mr. Moulder interrupted him. " You had better pay your five

shillings, Sir, and have no jaw about it. The man is standmg idle

there."

"It's not the value of the money," said Dockwrath, " but I musi

decline to acknowledge that I am amenable to the jurisdiction."

"There has clearly been a mistake," said Johnson from Sheffield,

"and we had better settle it among us; anything is better thau a row."

Johnson from Sheffield was a man somewhat iacliued to dispute the

simremacv of Moulder from Houndsditch.
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"No, Johnson," said tlie president. "Anything is not better

'Jian a row. A premeditated infraction of our rules is not better

ihan a row."
" Did you say premeditated ? " said Kantwise. " I think not pre-

meditated."
" I did say premeditated, and I say it again."
" It looks uncommon like it," said Snengkeld.
" When a gentleman," said Gape, " who does not belong to a

society
"

" It's no good having n^ore talk," said Moulder, " and we'll soon

bring this to an end. Mr. ; I haven't the honour of knowing the

gentleman's name."
" My name is Dockwrath, and I am a soUcitor."
" Oh, a soUcitor ; are you ? and you said last night you was com-

mercial ! will you be good enough to tell us, Mr. SoUcitor—for I didn't

just catch your name, except that it begins with a dock—and that's

where most of your cUents are to be found, I suppose "

" Order, order, order !
" said Kantwise, holding up both his hands.

"It's the chair as is speaking," said Mr. Gape, who had a true

Englishman's notion that the chair itself could not be called, to

order.
" You shouldn't insult the gentleman because he has his own ideas/'

said Johnson.
" I don't want to insult no one," continued Moulder ;

" and those

who know me best, among whom I can't as yet count Mr. Johnson,

though hopes I shaU some day, won't say it of me." " Hear—hear

—hear !
" from both SnengkeJ and Gape ; to which Kantwise added

a little " hear—hear !
" of his own, of which Mr. Moulder did not quite

approve. " Mr. Snengkeld and Mr. Gape, they're my old friends, and

they knows me. And they knows the way of a commercial room
—which some gentlemen don't seem as though they do. I don't

want" to insult no one ; but as chairman here at this couwivial meet-

ing, I asks that gentleman who says he is a soUcitor whether he means
to pay his dinner bill according to the rules of the room, or whether
he don't?"

" I've paid for what I've had already," said Dockwrath, " and I don't

mean to pay for what I've not had,"

"James," exclaimed Moulder—and all the chairman was in his voice
as he spoke,

—" my compliments to Mr. Crump, and I wiU request hia

attendance for five minutes
;
" and then James left the room, and there

was silence for a while, during which the bottles made their round of

the table.

" Hadn't we better send back the pint of wine which Mr. Dock-
wrath hasn't used ? " suggested Kantwise.

" I'm d if we do !
" repUed Moulder, with much energy •,

and the general silence was not again broken till Mr. Crump made
his appearance ; but the chairman whispered a private word or two to

his friend Snengkeld. "I never sent back ordered Uquor to the bar yet,

unless it was bad ; and I'm not gomg to begin now.
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And llicn Mr. Crump came in. Mr. Crump was a very cicau-lrjoking
person, without any beard ; aud dressed from liead to foot in blaol;. He
W.L5 about lifty, witli grizzly grey hair, which stood upright on his head,
and his face at the present moment wore on it an inulceeper's smile.
13 ut it could also assume an imikeeper's frown, and on occasions did so—when bills were disputed, or unreasonable strangers thought that
they knew the distance in posting miles round tlie neighbourhood of
Iiceds better than did he, Mr. Crump, who had lived at the Bull Inn all

his life. But Mr. Crump rarely frowned on commercial gentlemen,
from whom was derived the main stay of his business and the main
-irop of his house.

" Mr. Crump," began Moulder, "here has occurred a very unpleasant
ransaction."
" I know all about it, gentlemen," said Mr. Crump. " The waiter

"as acquainted me, and 1 can assure you, gentlemen, that I am ex-

tremely sorry that anything should have arisen to disturb the harmony
of your dinner-table."

" We must now call upon you, Mr. Crump," began Mr. Moulder,
who was about to demand that Dockwrath should be turned bodily out

of the room.
" If you'll allow me one moment, Mr. Moulder," continued Mr.

Crump, " and I'll tell you what is my suggestion. The gentleman here,

who 1 understand is a lawyer, does not wish to comply with the rules

of the commercial room."
" I certainly don't wish or intend to pay for drink that I didn't

order and haven't had," said Dockwrath.
" Exactly," said Mr. Crump. " And therefore, gentlemen, to get

out of the difficulty, we'll presume, if you please, that the bill is

paid."
" The lawyer, as you call liim, wiU have to leave the room," said

Moulder.
" Perhaps he will not object to step over to the coffee-room on the

other side," suggested the landlord.
" I can't think of leaving my seat here under such circumstances,"

said Dockwrath.
"You can't!" said Moulder. "Then you must be made, as I

take it."

"Let me see the man that will make me,'' said Dockwrath.

Mr. Crump looked very apologetic and not very comfortable.

"There is a difhculty, gentlemen; there ,is a difDiculty, indeed," he

said. " The fact is, the gentleman should not have been showed

into tlie room at all; " and he looked very angrily at his own servant,

James.
" He said he was 'mercial," said James. " So he did. Now he says

as how he's a lawyer. What's a poor man to do f
"

" I'm a commercial lawyer," said Dockwrath.

"He must leave the room, or I shall leave the house," said

Moulder.
" Gentlemen, gentlemen !

" said Crump. " This kind of th'jig do<J?.
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not happen often, and on this occasion I must try your 3di;d

latience." If Mr. Moulder would allow me to suggest that the

commercial gentlemen should take their wine in the large drawiij(^--

room up stairs this evening, Mrs. C. will do her best to make it

comfortable for them in five minutes. There of course they can be

private."

There was something in the idea of leaving Mr. Dockwrath alone

in his glory which appeased the spirit of the great Moulder. He had

known Crump, moreover, for many years, and was aware that it would

be a dangerous, and probably an expensive proceeding to thrust out

the attorney by violence. " If the other gentlemen are agreeable, I

am," said he. The other gentlemen were agreeable, and with the ex-

ception of Kantwise, they all rose from their chairs.

" I must say I think you ought to leave the room as you don't

choose to abide by the rules," said Johnson, addressing himself to

Dookvnrath.
" That's your opinion,'' said Dockwrath.
" Yes, it is," said Johnson. " That's my opinion."
"My own happens to be different," said Dockwrath ; and so he kept

his chair.

"There, Mr. Crump," said Moulder, taking half a crown from

his pocket, and throwing it on the table. "I shan't see you at a

loss."
" Thank you. Sir," said Mr. Crump ; and he very, humbly took up

the money.
" I keep a little account for charity at home," said Moulder.
" It don't run very high, do it ? " asked Snengkeld, jocosely.

" Not out of the way, it don't. But now I shall have the pleasure

of Vfriting down in it that I paid half a crown for a lawyer who couldn't

afford to settle his own dinner bUi. Sir, we have the pleasure of wish-

ing you a good-night."
" I hope you'll find the large drawing-room up stairs quite comfort-

able," said Dockwrath.
And then they aU marched out of the room, each with his own

glass, Mr. Moulder leading the way with stately step. It was pleasant

to see them as they all followed their leader across the open passage

of the gateway, in by the bar, and so up the chief staircase. Mr.
Moulder walked slowly, bearing the bottle of port and his own glass,

and Mr. Snengkeld and Mr. Gape followed in lijie, bearing also their

own glasses, and maintaining the dignity of their profession under
circumstances of some difSoulty.

" Gentlemen, I really am sorry for this little accident," said Mr.
Crump, as they were passing the bar ;

" but a lawyer, you know "

" And such a lawyer, eh, Crump ? " said Moulder.
" It might be five and twenty pound to me to lay a hand on him !

"

said the landlord.

When the time came for Mr. Kantwise to move, he
, considered liie

matter well. The chances, however, as he calculated them, wac9
against any profitable business being done with th? attorney, so fcs aiw)
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left the room. "Good-night, Sir," he said as he went. " I wish .you
a very good-night."

" Take care of yourself," said Docbvrath; and then the attorney aptut
the rest of the evening alone.

CHAPTER X.

ME., MHS., AND MISS rUENIVAL.

I WILL now ask my readers to come with me up to London, in order
tliat I may introduce them to the family of the Purnivals. We shall see

much of the Purnivals before we reach the end of our present under-
taking, and it will be well that we should commence our acquaintance
with them as early as may be done.

Mr. Jumival was a lawyer—1 mean a barrister—belonging to, Lin-
coln's Lm, and hving at the time at which our story is supposed to

commence in Harley Street. But he had not been long a resident in

Harley Street, having left the less fashionable neighbourhood of Russell

Square only two or three years before that period. On his marriage

he had located himself in a small house in Keppel Street, and had
there remained till professional success, long waited for, enabled hun
to move further west, and indulge himself with the comforts of larger

rooms and more servants. At the time of which I am now speaking

Mr. Pumival was known, and well known, as a successful man; but
he had struggled long and hard before that success had come to him,

and during the earhest years of his married life had found the work of

keeping the wolf from his door to be almost more than enough for his

energies.

Mr. Purnival practised at the common law bar, and early in life

had attached himself to the home circuit. J cannot say why he obtained

no great success tiU he was nearer fifty than forty years of age. Ac
that time I fancy that barristers did not come to their prime till a period

of life at which other men are supposed to be in their decadence.

Nevertheless, he had married on nothing, and had kept the woH from

the door. To do this he had been constant at his work in season and
out of season, during the long hours of day and the long liours of night.

Throughout his term times he had toiled in court, and durmg the

vacations he had 'toiled out of coui-t. He had reported volumes of

cases, having been himself his own short-hand writer,—as it is well

known to most young lawyers, who as a rule always fill an upper shelf

in their law libraries with Parnival and Staples' seventeen volumes m
calf. He had worked for the booksellers, and for the newspapers,

and for the attorneys,—always working, however, with reference to

the law; and though he had worked for years with the lowest pay, no

man had heard him complain. That no woman had heard him do so, J

5—2
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will not say ; as it is more than probable that into the sjmpathisinj!;

ears of Mrs. Purnival he did pour forth plaints as to the small wages

which the legal world meted out to him in return for his labours. He
was a constant, hard, patient man, and at last there came to him the

full reward of aU his industry. What was the special case by whica

Mr. Furnival obtained his great success no man could say. In all

probability there was no special case. Gradually it began to be under-

stood that he was a safe man, understandmg his trade, true to his

chents, and very damagmg as an opponent. Legal gentlemen are, I

believe, quite as often bought off as bought up. Sir lliohard and Mr.

Fumival could not both be required on the same side, seeing what a

tower of strength each was in himself; but then Sir Richard would be

absolutely neutralised if Mr. Purnival were employed on the other side.

This is a system well understood by attorneys, and has been found to be

t'xtremely lucrative by gentlemen leading at the bar.

Mr. Eumival was now fifty-five years of age, and was beginnmg to

show in his iace some traces of his hard work. Not that he was

becoming old, or weak, or worn ; but his eye had lost its fire—except

the fire pecuhar to his profession ; and there were wrinkles in his fore-

head and cheeks ; and his upper lip, except when he was speaking,

hung heavily over the lower ; and the loose skin below his eye was

forming itseLT into saucers ; and his hair had become grizzled ; and on

his shoulders, except when in court, there was a slight stoop. As seen

in his wig and gown he was a man of commanding presence,—and for

ten men in London who knew him in this garb, hardly one knew him
without it. He was nearly six feet high, and stood forth prominently,

with square, broad shoulders and a large body. His head also was
large ; his forehead was high, and marked strongly by signs of intellect;

his nose was long and straight, his eyes were very grey, and capable to

^u extraordinary degree both of direct severity and of concealed

sarcasm. Witnesses have been heard to say that they could endure

all that Mr. Purnival could say to them, and continue in some sort to

answer all his questions, if only he would refrain from looking at them.

But he would never refrain; and therefore it was now well understood
how great a thing it was to secure the services of Mr. Purnival. " Sir,"

an attorney would say to an unfortunate client doubtful as to the

expenditure, " your witnesses will not be able to stand in the box if we
allow Mr. Purnival to be engaged on the other side." I am inclined

to think that Mr. Purnival owed to this power of his eyes his almost
unequalled perfection in that peculiar branch of his profession. His
voice was powerful, and not unpleasant when used withm the precincts

of a court, though it grated somewhat harshly on the ears in the smaller

compass of a private room. His flow of words was free and good, and
seemed to come from him without the shghtest effort. Such at least

was always the case with him when standing wigged and gowned before

a judge. Latterly, however, he had triedjh^, elo^qjience on another
arena, aud not altogether with equal success.'^^e was now iia^'rliament,

sitting as member for the Essex Marshe?,j^and he had not a^fet carried

either the country or the House with hini, although he had been
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freoacntly on his legs. Some men said that with a little practice he
would jet become very serviceable as au honourable and learned
member ; but otliers expressed a fear that he had come too late in life

to these new duties.

I have spoken of Mr. Purnival's great success in that branch of his

profession which required from him the examinatioa of evidence, but I
would not have it thought that he was great only in this, or even mamlj
in this. There are gentlemen at the bar, among whom I may perhaps
notice my old friend Mr. Chaffanbrass as the most conspicuous, wiia

have confined their talents to the brow-beating of witnesses,—greatly t&

their own profit, and no doubt to the advantage of society. But 1
would have it understood that Mr. Purnival was by no means one of

these. He had been no Old Bailey lawyer, devoting himself to the

manumission of murderers, or the security of the swindling world in

general. He had been employed on abstruse points of law, had been
great in will cases, very learned as to the rights of railways, peculiarly

apt in enforcing the dowries of married women, and successful above
all things in separating husbands and wives whose lives had not been
passed in accordance with the recognised rules of Hymen. Indeed there

IS no branch of the Common Law in which he was not regarded as

great and powerful, though perhaps his proficiency in damaging the

general characters of his opponents has been recognised as his especial

forte. Under these circumstances I should grieve to have him con-

founded with such men as Mr. Chaffanbrass, who is hardly known by
the profession beyond the precincts of his own peculiar court in the

City. Mr. Furnival's reputation has spread itself wherever stuff gowns
and horsehair wigs are held in estimation.

Mr. Turnival, when clothed in his forensic habiliments, certainly

possessed a solemn and severe dignity which had its weight even with

the judges. Those who scrutinised liis appearance critically might have
said that it was in some respects pretentious ; but the ordinary jurymen
of this country are not critical scrutinisers of appearance, and by them
sxe was never held in light estimation. When in his addresses to them,

appealing, to their intelligence, education, and enlightened justice, he

would declare that the property of his clients was perfectly safe in their

'lands, he looked to be such an advocate as a litigant would fain possess

when dreading the soundness of his own cause. Any cause was sound

to him when once he had been feed for its support, and he carried in his

countenance his assurance of this soundness,—and the assurance of

unsoundness in the cause of his opponent. Even he did not always

wm ; but on the occasion of his losnig, those of the unmitiated who had

heard the pleadings would express their astonishment that he should not

have been successful.

When he was divested of his wig his appearance was not so perfect.

There was then a hard, long straightness about his head and face, giving

to his countenance the form of a parallelogram, to which there belonged

a certain meanness of expression. He wanted the roundness of fore-

head, the short lines, and the graceful curves of face which are necessary

io unadorned manly comelmesa. His whiskers were small, grizzled.
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and ill grown, and required the ample relief of his wig. In no guisa

did he Took other than a clever man ; but in his dress as a simple

citizen he would perhaps be taken as a clever man in whose tenderness

of heart and cordiality of feeling one would not at first sight place

implicit trust.

As a poor man Mr. Jumival had done his duty well by his wife and
family,—for as a poor man he had been blessed with four children.

Three of these had died as they were becoming men and women, and
now, as a rich man, he was left with one daughter, an only child. As
a poor man Mr. Pnrnival had been an excellent husband, going forth in

the morning to his work, struggling through the day, and then returning

to his meagre dinner and his long evenings of unremitting drudgery.

The bodily strength which had supported him through his work in those

days must have Been immense, for he had allowed himself no holidays.

And then success and money had come,—and Mrs. Fumival sometimes
found herself not quite so happy as she had been when watching beside

him in the days of their poverty.

The equal mind,—as mortal Delius was bidden to remember, and as

Mr. Pumival might also hare remembered had time been allowed him
to cultivate the classics,— the equal mind should be as sedulously

maintained when things run well, as well as when they run hardly; and
perhaps the maintenance of such equal mind is more difficult in the

former than in the latter stage of hfe. Be that as it may, Mr. Fumival
could now be very cross on certain domestic occasions, and could also

be very unjust. And there was worse than this,—much worse behind.

He, wno in the heyday of his youth would spend night after night

poring over his books, copying out reports, and never asking to see a

female habiliment brighter or more attractive than his wife's Sunday
gown, he, at the age of fifty-five, was now running after strange god-

desses ! The member for the Essex Marshes, in these his latter days,

was obtaining for himself among other successes the character of a

Lothario ; and Mrs. Furnival, sitting at home in her genteel drawing-

room near Cavendish Square, would remember with regret the small

dingy parlour in Keppel Street.

Mrs. Turnival in discussing her grievances would attribute them
mainly to port wine. In his early days Mr. Puinival had been essentially

an abstemious man. Young men who work fifteen hours a day must be
so. But now he had a strong opinion about certain Portuguese
vintages, was convinced that there was no port wine in London equal

to the contents of his own bin, saving always a certain green cork
appertaining to his own club, which was to be extracted at the rate of

thirty shillings a cork. And Mrs. Fumival attributed to these latter

studies not only a certam purple hue which was suffusing his nose and
cheeks, but also that unevenness of character and those supposed
domestic improprieties to which aUnsion has been made. It may,
however, be as well to explain that Mrs. Ball, the old family cook and
housekeeper, who had ascended with the Pumivals in the world, opined

that made-dishes did the mischief. He dined out too often, and was a

deal too particular about his dinnerwhen he dined at home. If Erovidenoe
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would see fit to visit him with n sharp attack of the gout, it woold—so
thought Mrs. Ball—be better for all parties.

Whether or uo it may have been that Mrs. Eumival at fifty-five

—

for she and her lord were of the same age—was not herself as attractive

In her husband's eyes as she had been at thirty, I will not pretend to
say. There can have been no just reason for any such change in feeling,

seeing that the two had grown old together. She, poor woman, would
still have been quite content with the attentions of Mr. Pumival,
though his hair was grizzled and his nose was blue ; nor did she ever
think of attracting to herself the admiration of any swain whose general
comeliness might be more free from all taint of age. Why then should
he wander afield—at the age of fifty-five ? That he did wander afield,

poor Mrs. Eurnival felt in her agony convinced ; and among those ladies

whom on this account she most thoroughly detested was our friend

Lady Mason of Orley Farm. Lady Mason and the lawyer had first

become acquainted in the days of the trial, now long gone by, on which
occasion MTr. Purnival had been employed as the junior counsel ; and
that acquaintance had ripened into friendship, and now flourished in full

vigour,—^to Mrs. Pumival's great sorrow and disturbance.

Mrs. Fumival herself was a stout, sohd woman, sensible on most
points, but better adapted, perhaps, to the life in Keppel Street than
that to which she had now been promoted. As Kitty Blacker she

had possessed feminine charms which would have been famous had
they been better known. Mr. Furnival had fetched her from farther

east—from the region of Great Ormond-street and the neighbourhood
of Southampton Buildings. Her cherry cheeks, and her round eye,

and her full bust, and her fresh lip, had conquered the hard-tasked

lawyer ; and so they had gone forth to fight the world together. Her
eye was stiU round, and her cheek red, and her bust full,—there had
certainly been no falling off there ; nor will I say that her lip had lost

all its freshness. But the bloom of her charms had passed away, and
she was now a solid, stout, motherly woman, not bright in converse,

but by no means deficient ui mother-wit, recognising well the duties

which she owed to others, but reoo^jising equally well those which others

owed to her. All the charms of her youth—haa they not been given to

him, and also all her sohcitude, all her anxious fighting with the hard

world ? When they had been poor together, had she not patched and

turned and twisted, sitting silently by his side into the long nights,

because she would not ask him for the price of a new dress ? And yet

now, now that they were rich ? Mrs. Furnival, when she put such

questions within her own mind, could hardly answer this latter one

with patience. Others might be afraid of the great Mr. Eurnival in his

wig and gown; others might be struck dumb by his power of eye and

mouth; but she, she, the wife of his bosom, she could catch him without

his armour. She would so catch him and let him know what she

thought of all her wrongs. So she said to herself many a day, and yet

the great deed, in all its explosiveness, had never yet been done,

SmaU attacks of words there had been many, but hitherto the courage

to speak out her griefs openly had been wanting to her.
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I can now allow myself but a small space to say a few words oi

Sophia yuiiiival, and yet in that small space must be conflnei all the

direct description which can be given of one of the principal personages

of this story. At nmeteen Miss Eumival was in all respects a young
woman. She was forward in acquirements, in manner, in general

mteUigence, and in powers of conversation. She was a handsome, tall

girl, with expressive grey eyes and dark-brown hair. Her mouth, and
hair, and a certain motion of her neck and turn o^' her head, had come
to her from her mother, but her eyes were those of her father; they

were less sharp, perhaps, less eager after their prey ; but they were
bright as his had been bright, and sometimes had in them more of abso-

lute command than he was ever able to throw into his own.
Their golden days had come on them at a period of her life which

enabled hnr to make a better use of them than her mother could do.

She never felt herself to be struck dumb by rank or fashion, nor did she

in the drawing-rooms of the great ever show signs of an Eastern origin.

She could adapt herself without an effort to the manners of Cavendish

Square ;—ay, and if need were, to the ways of more glorious squares

even than that. Therefore was her father never ashamed to be seen

with her on his arm in the houses of his new friends, though on such

occasions he was willing enough to go out without disturbing the

repose of Ids wife. No mother could have loved her children with a

warmer affection than that which had warmed the heart of poor Mrs.

Furnival ; but under such circumstances as these was it singular that

lihe should occasionally become jealous of her own daughter ?

Sophia Fnrnival was, as I have said, a clever, attractive girl, hand-

some, well-read, able to hold her own with the old as well as with the

young, capable of hiding her vanity if she had any, mild and gentle to

girls less gifted, animated in conversation, and yet possessing an eye

ihat could fall softly to the ground, as a woman's eye always should

fall upon occasions.

Nevertheless she was not altogether charming. " I don't feel quite

sure that she is real," Mrs. Orme had said of her, when on a certain

occasion Miss Furuival had spent a day and a night at The Cleeve.

CHAPTEB. XI.

MRS. rUKXIVAL AT HOME.

Lucius MasON on his road to Liverpool had passed througk

London, and had found a moment to call in Harley Street. Since his

return from Germany he had met Miss Eurnival both at home at his

Mother's house—or rather his own—and at the Cleeve. Miss Fur-

nival had been in the neighbourhood, and had spent two days with the

great people at the Cleeve, and one day with the little people at Orley



MBS. FOKNIVAL AT UOME. 73

Far:n. Lucius Masoa had found that she was a sensible gir!, capable of
discussLP.g great subjects with h;ai ; and had possibly found some other
charms in her. Therefore he had called in Harley Street.

On that occasion he could only call as he passed through London
vrithout delay ; but he received such encouragement as induced him to
spend a night in town on his return, in order that he might accept an
invitation to drink tea with the Furnivals. " We shall be very happy to

see you," Mrs. Eurnival had said, backing the proposition which had
come from her daughter without any very great fervour ; " but I fear

Mr. Purnival will not be at home. Mr. Furnival very seldom is at

home now." Young Mason did not much care for fervour on the part of

Sophia's mother, and tiierefoi'e had accepted the invitation, though he
was obliged by so doing to curtail by some hours his sojourn among the

guano stores of Liverpool.

It was the time of year at which few people are at home iu London,
being the middle of October ; but Mrs. Furnival was a lady of whom
at such periods it was not very easy to dispose. She could have made
herself as happy as a queen even at Margate, if it could have suited

Furnival and Sophia to be happy at Margate with her. But this did

not suit Furnival or Sophia. As regards money, any or almost all

other autumnal resorts were open to her, but she could be contented at

none of them because Mr. Furnival always pleaded that business—law
business or political busiuess—took him elsewhere. Now Mrs. Furni-

val was a woman who did not like to be deserted, and who could nut,

in the absence of those social joys which Providence had vouchsafed to

her as her own, make herself happy witli the society of other women
such as herself. Furnival was her husband, and she wanted him to

carve for her, to sit opposite to her at the breakfast table, to tell her

the news of the day, and to walk to church with her on Sundays. They
had been made one flesh and one bone, for better and worse, thirty

years since; and now in her latter days she could not put up with

disseveration and dislocation.

She had gone down to Brighton in August, soon after the House
broke up, and there found that very handsome apartments had been

taken for her—rooms that would have made glad the iieart of many a

lawyer's wife. She had, too, the command of a fly, done up to look

like a private brougham, a servant in livery, the run of the pubhc
assembly-rooms, a sitting in the centre of the most fashionable church

in Brighton—all that the heart of a woman could desire. All but the

one thing was there ; but, that one thmg being absent, she came
moodily back to town at tlie end of September. She would have ex-

changed them all with a happy heart for very moderate accommodation

at Margate, could she have seen Mr. Fumival's blue nose on the other

side of the table every morning and evening as she sat over her shrimps

and tea.

Men who had risen iu the world as Mr. Furnival had done do find it

sometimes difficult to dispose of their wives. It is not that the ladies

are in themselves more unQt for rising than their lords, or that if

occasion demanded they would not as readily adapt iiemselves to new



74 OBXHT rAfua.

spneres. But tliey do not rise, and occasion does not demand it. A
man elevates his wife to his owa rank, and when Mr. Brown, on
becoming solicitor-general, becomes Sir Jacob, Mrs. Brown also becomes
my lady. But the whole set among whom Brown must be more or

less thrown do not want her ladyship. On Brown's promotion she did

not become part of the bargain. Brown must henceforth have two
existences—a pubho and a private existence ; and it will be weE for

Lady Brown, and well also for Sir Jacob, if the latter be not allowed to

dwindle down to a minimum.
If Lady B. can raise herself also, if she can make her own occasion

—

if she be handsome and can flirt, if she be impudent and can force her

way, if she have a daring mind and can commit great expenditure, if she

DC clever and can make poetry, if she can in any way create a separate

glory for herself, then, indeed. Sir Jacob with his blue nose may follow

his own path, and aU will be well. Sir Jacob's blue nose seated opposite

to her will not be her snmmum bonum.
But worthy Mrs. Euvnival—and she was worthy—^had created for

herself no such separate glory, nor did she dream of creating it ; and
therefore she had, as it were, no footing left to her. On this occasion

she had gone to Brighton, and had returned from it sulky and wretched,
bringing her daughter back to London at the period of London's
greatest desolation. Sophia had returned uncomplaining, remembering
chat good things were in store for her. She had been asked to spend

her Christmas with the Staveleys at Noningsby—the family of Judge
Staveley, who lives near Alston, at a very pretty country place so

called. Mr. Fumival had been for many years acquainted with Judge
Staveley—had known the judge when he was a leading coimsel : and
now that Mr. Tumival was a rising man, and now that he had a pretty

daughter, it was natural that the young Staveleys and Sophia Fumival
should know each other. But poor Mrs. Furnival was too ponderous

for this mounting late in hfe, and she had not been asked to Noningsby.

She was much to good a mother to repine at her daughter's promised

gaiety. Sophia was welcome to go ; but by all the laws of God and
man it would behove her lord and husband to eat his mince-pie at

nome.
" Mr. Furnival was to be back in town this evening," the lady said

as though apologising to young Mason for her husband's absence, when
lie entered the drawing-room, " but he has not come, and I dare say

will not come now."
Mason did not care a straw for Mr. Eurnival. " Oh ! won't he ? " said,

he. " I suppose business keeps him."

"Papa is very busy about politics just at present," said Sophia,

wishin" to make matters smooth in her mother's mind. "He was
obbged to be at Romford in the beginning of the week, and then he

went down to Birmingham. There is some congress going on there, is

there not ?

"

" AH that must take a great deal of time," said Lucius.

"Yes ; and it is a terrible bore," said Sophia. " I know papa finds

•t an."
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"Your papa likes it, I believe," said Mrs. Fiirnival, wlio would not
hide even uer grievances under a bushel.

" I don't thmk he likes being so much from home, mamma. Of
course he likes excitement, and success. AH men do. Do tnev not
Mr. Mason?" V"-'

"""'

" They all ought to do so, and women also."
" Ah ! but women have no sphere, Mr. Mason."
" They have minds equal to those of men," said Lucius, gallantly, " and

ought to be able to make for themselves careers as brilliant."
" Women ought not to have any spheres," said Mrs. Purnival.
" I don't know that I quite agree with you there, mamma."
•i* The world is becoming a great deal too fond of what yon call excite-

ment and success. Of course it is a good thing for a man to make
money by his profession, and a very hard thin"; when he can't do it,"

added Mrs. Furnival, thinking of the olden days. ' 'But if success in

life means rampaging about, and never knowing what it is to sit quiet
over his own iireside, I for one would as soon manage to do witnout
it."^

"But, mamma, I don't see why success should always be ram-
pageous."

"Literary women who have achieved a name bear their honours
quietly," said Lucius.

" I don't know," said Mrs. Furnival. " I' am told that some of them
are as fond of gadding as the men. As regards the old maids, I don't care

so much about it ; people who are not married may do what they like

with themselves, and nobody has anything to say to them. But it is

very different for married people. They have no business to be enticed

away from their homes by any success."

"Mamma is all for a Darby and Joan life," said Sophia laughing.
" No, I am not, my dear ; and you should not say so. I don't advocate

anything that is absurd. But I do say that life should be lived at

home. That is the best part of it. What is the meaning of home
if it isn't that?"_
Poor Mrs. Furnival ! she had no idea that she was complaining to a

stranger of her husband. Had any one told her so she would have

declared that she was discussing general world-wide topics ; but Lucius

Mason, young as he was, knew that the marital shoe was pinching the

lady's domestic corn, and he made haste to change the subject.

" You know my mother, Mrs. Furnival ?
"

Mrs. Furnival said that she had the honour of acquaintance with

Lady Mason ; but on this occasion also she exhibited but little fervour.

" I shall meet her up in town to-morrow," said Lucius. " She is

coming up for some shopping."
" Oh ! indeed," said Mrs. Furnival
" And then we go down home together. I am to meet her at the

chymist's at the top of Chancery Lane."

Now this was a very unnecessary communication on the part of young

Mason, and also an unfortunate one. " Oh ! indeed," said Mrs. Fiir-

nival agaiuj throwing her head a little back. Poor woman ! sliU could
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not coueeal what was in licr mind, and her daughter kaew all abotit it

immediately. The truth was this. Mr. Furnival had been for some

days on the moye, at Birmingham and ebewhere, and had now sent up

sudden notice that he should probably be at home that very night. He
should probably be at home that night, but in such case would be com-

pelled to return to his MendS at Birmingham on the following afternoon.

Now if it were an ascertained fact that he was coming to London
merely with the view of meeting Lady Mason, the wife of liis bosom
would not think it necessary to provide for him the warmest possible

welcome. This of course was not an ascertained fact ; but was there

not terrible grounds of suspicion ? Mr. Furnival's law chambers were

in Old Square, Lincoln's Inn, close to Chancery Lane, and Lady Mason
had made her appointment with her son within five minutes' walk of

that locality. And was it not in itself a strange coincidence that Lady
Mason, who came to town so seldom, should now do so on the very day

of Mr. Furnival's sudden return ? She felt sure that they were to

meet on the morrow, but yet she could not declare even to herself that

it was an ascertained fact.

" Oh ! indeed," she said ; and Sophia understood all about it, though

Lucius did not.

Then Mrs. Furnival sank into silence ; and we need not follow, word
for word, the conversation between the young lady and the young
gentleman. Mr. Mason thought that Miss Fumival was a very nice

girl, and was not at aU ill pleased to have an opportunity of passing an

evening in her company ; and Miss Furnival thought . What she

thought, or what young ladies may think generally about young gentle-

men, is not to be spoken openly ; but it seemed as though she also

were employed to her own satisfaction, while her mother sat moody in

ner own arm-chair. Li the course of the evening the footman in livery

Drought in tea, handing it round on a big silver salver, which also added
to Mrs. Furnival's unhappiness. She would have liked to sit behind

her tea-tray as she used to do in the good old hard-working days, with

a small pile of buttered toast on the slop-bowl, kept warm by hot water

below it. In those dear (jld hard-working days, buttered toast had been
a much-loved dehcacy with'Fumival ; and she, kind woman, had never

begrudged her eyes, as she sat making it for him over the parlour fire.

Nor would she have begrudged them now, neither her eyes nor the

work of her hands, nor all the thoughts of her heart, if he would have
consented to accept of her handiwork ; but in these days Mr. Furnival

had learned a relish for other delicacies.

She also had liked buttered toast, always, however, taking the

pieces with the upper crust, in order that the more luscious morsels

might be left for him: and she had liked to prepare hercwn tea

leisurely, putting in slowly the sugar and cream—skimmed milk it

had used to be, dropped for herself with a sparing hand, in order

that his large breakfast-cup might be whitened to his liking; but
though the miUc had been skimmed and scanty, and though the tea

itself had been put in with a sparing hand, she had then been
lustress of the occasion. She had had her own way, and in stinting
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aerself had louad her own reward. But now— the tea had no
flavour now that it was

^
made in the kitchen and brought to her,

cold and vapid, by a man in livery whom she half feared to keep waiting
while she ministered to her own wants.

And so she sat moody in her arm-chair, cross and sulky, as her
daughter thought. But yet there was a vein of poetry in her heart as
she sat there, little like a sibyl as she looked. Dear old days, in wliich
her cares and solicitude were valued ; in which she could do something
for the joint benefit of the firm into which she had been taken as a part-

ner ! How happy she had been in her struggles ! how piteously haa her
heart yearned towards him when she thoueht that he was struggling too
fiercely ! how brave and constant he hail been ! and how she loved
him as he sat steady as a rock at his grinding work ! Now had
come the great success of which they had both dreamed together, of

which they had talked as arm in arm they were taking the exercise

that was so needful to him, walking qnickly round Russell Square,

quickly round Bloomsbury Square and Bedford Square, and so back
to the grinding work in Keppel Street. It had come now—all of

which tney had dreamed, and more than all they had dared to hope.

But of what good was it ? Was he happy ? No ; he was fretful,

bilious, and worn with toil which was hard~to him because he ate

and drank too much; he was ill at ease in public, only half underst;m.d-

ing the political life which he was obliged to assume in his new
ambition; and he was sick in his conscience—she was sure that

must be so : he could not thus neglect her, his loving, constant wife,

without some pang of remorse. And was she happy ? She migh.
have revelled in silks and satins, if silks and satins would have done
her old heart good. But they would do her no good. How she had joyed

in a new dress, when it had been so hard to come by, so slow in

coming, and when he would go with her to the choosing of it

!

But her gowns now were hardly of more interest to her than the

joints of meat which the butcher brought to the door with the

utmost regularity. It behoved the butcher to send good beef and

the milliner to send good silk, and there was an end of it.

Not but what she could have been ecstatic about a full skirt on a

smart body if he would ijave cared to look at it. In truth she was

sliU soft and young enough within, though stout, and solid, and

somewhat aged without. Though she looked cross and sui-ly that

night, there was soft poetry within her heart. If Providence, who
had bountifully given, would now by chance mercifully take away

those gifts, would she not then forgive everything and toil for him

again with the same happmess as before? Ah! yes; she could

forgive everythmg, anything if he would only return and be con-

tented to sit opposite to her once again. "Oh! mortal Delius, dearest

lord and husband !
" she exclamied witliin her own breast, in language

somewhat differing from that of the Roman poet, " why hast thou not

remembered to maintain a mind equal in prosperity as it was always

equal and well poised in adversity ? Oh ! my Debus, smoe prosperity

oas been too much for thee, may the Lord bless thee once more with



the adversity which thou canst bear—which thou canst bear, and I with

thee
!

" Thus did she sing sadly within her own bosom—sadly, but

with true poetic cadence; while Sophia and Lucius Mason, sitting

by, when for a moment they turned then: eyes upon her, gave her credit

only for the cross solemnity supposed to be mcidental to obese and
declining years.

And then there came a ring at the bell and a knock at the door, and
a rush along the nether passages, and the lady knew that he of whom
she had been thinking had arrived. In olden days she had ever met him
in the narrow passage, and, indifferent to the maid, she had hung about

his neck and kissed him in the hall. Sut now she did not stir from her

chair. She could forgive him all and run again at the sound of his

footstep', but she must first know that such forgiveness and such running

would be welcome.
" That's papa," said Sophia.
" Don't forget that I have not met him since I have been home from

Germany," said Lucius. " You must introduce me."
Li a minute or two Mr. Purnival opened the door and walked into

the room. Men when they arrive from their travels nowadays have

no strippings of great coats, no deposits to make of tliick shawls and
double gloves, no absolutely necessary changes of raiment. Such had been
the case when he had used to come back cold and weary from the

circuits; but now he had left Birmingham since dinner by the late

express, had enjoyed his nap in the train for two hours or so, and
wMked into his own drawing-room as he might have done had he dined

in his own dining-room.
" How are you, Kitty ? " he said to his wife, handing to her the

forefinger of Ms right hand by way of greeting. " Well, Sophy, my
love

; " and he kissed his daughter. " Oh ! Lucius Mason. I am very

glad to see you. I can't say I should have remembered you unless I

had been told. You are very welcome in Harley Street, and I hope
you win often be here."

" It's not very often he'd find you at home, Mr. Pumival," said the

aggrieved wife.

"Kot so often as I could wish just at present; but things wUl be
more settled, I hope, before very long. Hot's your mother, Lucius ?

"

" She's pretty well, thank you. Sir. I've to meet her in town to-

morrow, and go down hOme with her."

There was then silence in the room for a few seconds, during which
Mrs. Purnival looked very sharp at her husband. " Oil ! she's to be
in town, is she ? " said Mr. Eurnival, after a moment's^ consideration.

He was angry with Lady Mason at the moment for having put him
into this position. Why had she told her son that she was to be

up in liondon, thus produCmg conversation and tittle-tattle which made
deceit On his part absolutely necessary ? Lady Mason's business in

London was of a nature which would not bear much open talking.

She herself, in her earnest letter summoning Mr. !Furnival up from
Birmingham, had besought him that her visit to his chambers might

aot be made matter of discussion. New troubles might be coming



MBS. rUKNIVAL AT HOMB. 7?

on hoi', but also tlicy miglit not ; aiid she was very anxious that nc
one should know that she was seeking a lawyer's advice on the
matter. To all this Mr. Furnival had given in his adhesion ; and yet
she had put it into her son's power to come to his drawing-room
and chatter there of her whereabouts. For a moment or two he
doubted ; but at the expiration of those moments he saw that the deceit
was necessary. " She's to be in town, is she ? " said he. The reader
will of course observe that this deceit was practised, not as between
husband and wife with reference to an assignation with a lady, but
between the lawyer and the outer world with reference to a prvate
meeting with a client. But then it is sometimes so difficult to make wives
look at such matters in the right light.

" She's coming up for some shopping," said Lucius.
."Oh ! indeed," said Mrs. Furmval. She would not have spoken if

she could have helped it, but she could not help it ; and then there was
silence in the room for a minute or two, which Lucius vainly endeavoured
to break by a few indifferent observations to Miss Eurnival. The words,
however, which he uttered would not take the guise of indifferent

observations, but fell flatly on their ears, and at the same time solemnly,

as though spoken for the sole purpose of creating sound.
" I hope you have been enjoying yourself at Birmingham," said Mrs.

Purnival.

"Enjoying myself! I did not exactly go there for enjoyment."
" Or at Romford, where you went before ?

"

" Women seem to think that men have no purpose but amusement
when they go about their daily work," said Mr. Purnival ; and then he
threw himself back in his arm-chair, and took up the last Quarterly.

Lucius Mason soon perceived that all the harmony of the evening

had in some way been marred by the return of the master of the house,

and that he might be in the way if he remained ; he therefore took his

leave.

"I shaK want breakfast punctually at half-past eight to-morrow
morning," said Mr. Eurnival, as soon as the stranger had withdrawn.
" I must be in chambers before ten ;

" and then he took his candle and
withdrew to his own room.

Sophia rang the bell and gave the servant the order; but Mrs.
Eurnival took no trouble in the matter whatever. In the olden days

she would have bustled down before she went to bed, and have seen

herself that everything was ready, so that the master of the house might

not hh kept waiting. But all tmr -vaS' hothing to her now.
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ALa. Furnival's chambers were on the first floor in a very dingj

efluice m Old Square, Lincoln's Inn. This square was always diiiey,

even wflen it was comparatively open and served as the approach irom

Chancery, Lane to the Lord Chancellor's Court ; but now it has been

built up with new shops for the Vice-Chancellor, and to my eyes it

seems more dingy than ever.

lie there occupied three rooms, all of them sufficiently spacious for the

purposes required, but which were made oppressive by their general

dinginess and by a smell of old leather which pervaded them. In one
of them sat at his desk Mr. Crabwitz, a gentleman who had now been
with Mr. Furnival for the last fifteen years, and who considered that no
inconsiderable portion of the barrister's success had been attributable

to his own energy and genius. Mr. Crabwitz was a genteel-looking

man, somewhat over forty years of age, very careful as to his gloves, hat,

and umbrella, and not a little particular as to his associates. As he was
unmarried, fond of ladies' society, and presumed to be a warm man in

money matters, he had his social successes, and looked down from a

considerable altitude on some men who from their professional rank might
have been considered as his superiors. He had a small bachelor's box
down at Barnes, and not unfrequently went abroad in the vacations.

The door opening into the room of Mr. Crabwitz was in the corner

fronting you on the left-hand side as you entered the chambers. Imme-
diately on your left was a large waiting-room, in which an additional

clerk usually sat at an ordinary table. He was not an authorised part

of the estabUshment, being kept only from week to week ; but neverthe-

less, for the last two or three years he had been always there, and Mr.
'Crabwitz intended that he should remain, for he acted as fag to Mr.
Crabwitz. This waitmg-room was very dingy, much more so than the

clerk's room, and boasted of no furniture but eight old leathern chairs

and two old tables. It was surrounded by shelves which were laden

witli books and dust, which by no chance were ever disturbed. But to

my ideas the most dingy of the three rooms was that large one in which
the great man himself sat ; the door of which directly fronted you as

you entered. The furniture was probably better than that in the other

chambers, and the place had certainly the appearance of warmth and

life which comes from frequent use ; but nevertheless, of all the rooms in

which I ever sat I think it was the most gloomy. There were heavy
curtains to the windows, which had once been ruby but were now
brown ; and the ceiling was brown, and the thick carpet was brown, and
the books which covered every portion of the wall were brown ; and
Vic («iutcrl wood-work of the doors and windows was of a dark brown.
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Here, on the morniug with which we have now to deal, sat Mr. Fumival
over liis papers from ten to twelve, at wliich latter hour Lady Mason was
to come to him. The holidays of Mr. Crabwitz had this year been cut short
in consequence of his patron's attendance at the great congress which was
now sittmg, and although all London was a desert, as he had piteously
complained to a lady of his acquaintance whom he had left at Boulogne,
he was there in the midst of the desert, and on this morning was sitting
in attendance at his usual desk.
Why Mr. Furnival should have breakfasted by himself at half-past

eight in order that he might be at his chambers at ten, seeing that the
engagement for -which he had come to town was timed for twelve, I
will not preteud to say. He did not ask his wife to join him, and
consequently she did not come down till her usual time. Mr. Purnival
breakfasted by himself, and at ten o'clock he was in his chambers.
Though alone for two hours he was not idle, and exactly at twelve Mr.
Crabwitz opened his door and announced Lady Mason.
When we last parted with her after her interview with Sir Peregrine

Orme, she had resolved not to communicate with her friend the lawyer,
—at any rate not to do so immediately. Thinking on that resolve she
had tried to sleep that night ; but her mind was altogether disturbed,

and she could get no rest. What, if after twenty years of tranquillity all

her troubles must now be recommenced ? What if the battle were
again to be fought,—with such termination as the chance of war might
send to her ? Why was it that she was so much greater a coward now
than she had been then ? Then she had expected defeat, for her friends

had bade her not to be sanguine ; but in spite of that she had borne
up and gone gallantly through the ordeaL But now she felt that if

Orley Earm were hers to give she would sooner abandon it than renew
the contest. Then, at that former period of her life, she had prepared

her mind to do or die in the cause. She had wrought herself up for

the work, and had carried it through. But having done that work,
having accomplished her terrible task, she had hoped that rest might be
in store for her.

As she rose from her bed in the morning after her interview with Sir

Peregrine, she determined that she would seek counsel from him in

whose counsel she could trust. Sir Peregrine's friendship was more
valuable to her than that of Mi. Furnival, out a word of advice from
Mr. Fumival was worth all the spoken wisdom of the baronet, ten

times over. Therefore she wrote her letter, and proposed an appoint-

ment ; and Mr. Furnival, tempted as I have said by some evil spnit to

stray after strange goddesses in these his blue-nosed days, had left his

learned brethren at their congress in Birmingham, and had hurried up to

town to assist the widow. He had left that congress, though the

wisest Rustums of the law from all the civilised countries of Europe
were there assembled, with Boanerges at their head, that great, old,

valiant, learned, British B,ustum, inquiring with energy, solemnity, and

caution, with much shaking of ponderous heads and many sarcasms

from those which were not ponderous, whether any and what changes

Eight be made in the modes of answering that great question, " Giiiltj
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or not guilty P " and that other equally great question, " Is it meum or

19 it tuum ? " To answer which qoestion justly should be the cud a^d
object of every lawyer's work. There were great men there from Pjiris,

very capable, the Ulpians, Triboniaus, and Papinians of the new empire,

armed with purest sentiments expressed i in antithetical aud magnilo-

quent phrases, ravishing to the ears, and armed also with a code which,

taken m its integrity, would necessarily, as the logical consequence

of its clauses, driye all injustice from the, face of the earth. And there

were great practitioners from Germany, men very skilled in the use

of questions,"wJiq profess that the tongue of man, if adequately skilful,

may always prevail on guilt to disclose itself ; who believe in the power
of thejl own craft to produce truth, as our forefathers believed in

torture'; and sometimes with the same result. And of, course all that

was great on the British' bench, and all that was famous at the British

bar was there,—men very unlike their German brethren, men who
thought that guilt never should be asked, to tell of itself,—men who
were customarily but imconsciously shocked whenever pn^vary gull,c did

tell of itself. Men these were, mostly of high and noble feeling, boM
and bred to live with upright hearts and clean hands, but taught by
the peculiar tenets of their profession, to think that that which was
high and noble in their priva/te intercourse with the world need not

also be so esteemed in theii: legale practicci And there were Italians

there, good-humoured, joking, 'easy fellows, who would laugh their

cUents m and out of their difficulties ; and: , Spaniards, very grave and

serious, who doubted much in their minds whether justice might not

best be bought' and sold ; and our brethren from the United States

were present also, very eager to show that lin this country law, and

justice also, were clouded and nearly buried beneath their, wig and

goWh. ' . . .,,.
: ,,,^

All these and all this did Mri'lPurnival desert for the space of;twenty-

•foiii hours in order that he might comply, with the request of Lady
Mason. Had she'known what it was that she was calling on him to

leave, no doubt she would have borne her troubles for another week,

—

for another fortnight, till those Biustums at Birmingham had brought

their labours to a close. She would nOt have robbed the English,bar

of one of the warmest supporters of its present mode of practice, even

fora day, had she known 'how much that support was needed at the

present moment. But she had not known; and,', Mr, iPurnival, moved
Dy her woman's plea, had not been liard . enough in his heart to

refuse her. ' .-....'_

Wien' she' entered the room she was dressed y.ery plainly as was

her custom, and a thick veil covered her face ; hut still,she,was dressed

with care. - There was-iiothing ofthedowdiness of the lone lorn woman
about Her, none of that lanky; washed-out appearance which sprrow and

trouble so often give to females. Had she given way to dowdiness, or

suffered herself to be, as it were, washed out, Mr. Furnival, we may
say, would not have been there -to- meet, her;—of which faptjLady

Mason was perhaps aware. •
'

,

"
} am so grateful to you for this trouble," she said, as she reused
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her veil, and while he pressed her hand between both his own. " I
tan only ask you to believe that I would not have troubled you unless I
iiad been greatly troubled myself."

Mr. Eurnival, as he placed her in an arm-chair by the fireside,

declared his sorrow that she should be in grief, and then he took the other
arm-chair himself, opposite to her, or rather close to her,—much closer
to her than he ever now seated himself to Mrs. I". " Don't speak of
my trouble," said he, " it is nothing if I can do anytlung to relieve
you." But though he was so tender, he did not omit to tell her of her
'folly in having informed her son that she was to be in Loudon. " And
have you seen him ? " asked Lady Mason.

" He was in Harley Street with the ladies last night. But it does
not matter. It is only for your sake that I speak, as I know that you
wish to keep this matter private. And now let us hear what it is. I
cannot think that there can be anything which need really cause you
trouble." And he again took her hand,—that he might encourage her.

Lady Mason let him keep her hand for a minute or so, as though she

did not notice it ; and yet as she turned her eyes to him it might appear

that his tenderness had encouraged her.

Sitting there thus, with her hand in his,—with her hand in his during

the first portion of the tale—she told him all that she wished to tell.

Something more she told now to him than she had done to Sir Pere-

grine. "I learned from her," she said, speaking about Mrs. Dockwrath
and her husband, " that he had found out something about dates which
the kwyers did not find out before."

" Something about dates," said Mr. rurnival, looking with all his eyes

into the fire. " You do not Tcnow what about dates ?
"

" No ; only this ; that he said that the lawyers in Bedford Row

—

'-"

" Bound and Crook ?
"

" Yes ; he said that they were idiots not to have found it out before ;

and then he went pf^to Groby Park. He came back last, night; but of

course I have not seen her since."

By this time Mr. I'urnival had dropped the hand, and was sitting

still, meditating, looking earnestly at the fire while Lady Mason was

looking earnestly at him. She was trying to gather from his face

whether he had seen signs of danger, and he was trying to gather from

her words whether there might really be cause to apprehend danger.

How was he to know what was really inside her mind ; what were her

actual thoughts and inward reasonings on this subject ; what private

knowledge she might have which was stni kept back from him ? In

the ordinary intercourse of the world when one man seeks advice from

another, he who is consulted demands in the first place that he shall be

put in possession of all the circumstances of the case. How else will it

be possible that he should give advice ? But in matters of law it is

different. If L having committed a crime, were to confess my crimi-

nality tolhe gentleman engaged to defend me, might he not be called on

to say: "Th/3n, oh my friend, confess it also.to the judge ; and so let

justice be done. Buat coelum, and the rest of it ? " But who would

oay a lawyer for cuimael such as that ?

6-2
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In this ease there was no question of payment. The advice to ht

f^Wen -was to a widowed woman from an experienced man of the

world ; but, nevertheless, he could only make his calculations as to her

peculiar case in the way in which he ordinarily calculated. Could it be

possible that anything had been kept back from him ? Were there facts

unknown to him, but known to her, which would be terrible, fatal,

damning to his sweet friend if proved before all the world ? He could

not bring himself to ask her, but yet it was so material that he should

know ! Twenty years ago, at the time of the trial, he had at one time

thought,—it hardly matters to tell what, but those thoughts had not

been favourable to her cause. Then his mind had altered, and he had

learned,—as lawyers do learn—to believe in his own case. And when
the day of triumph had come, he had triumphed loudly, commiserating

his dear friend for the unjust suffering to which she had been subjected,

and speaking in no low or modified tone as to the grasping, greedy

cruelty of that man of Groby Park. Nevertheless, through it all, he

had felt that Round and Crook had not made the most of their case.

And now he sat thinking, not so much whether or no she had been
in any way guilty with reference to that will, as whether the counsel

he should give her ought in any way to be based on the possibility of

her having been thus guilty. Nothing might be so damning to her

cause as that he should make sure of her innocence, if she were not

innocent ; and yet he would not ask her the question. If innocent,

why was it that she was now so much moved, after twenty years of

quiet possession?
" It was a pity," he said at last, " that Lucius should have disturbed

that fellow in the possession of his fields."

"It was ; it was !
" she said. "But I did not think it possible that

Miriam's husband should turn agamst me. Would it be vrise, do you
think, to let him have the land again ?

"
,

" No, I do not think that. It would be telling him, and telling others
also, that vou are afraid of him. If he have obtained any information
that may be considered of value by Joseph Mason, he can sell it at
1 higher price than the holding of these fields is worth."
"Would it be well ? " She was ^asking a question and then

checked herself.

" Would what be well ?
"

" I am so harassed that I hardly know what I am saying. Would it

be vrise, do you thmk, if I were to pay him anything, so as to keep him
quiet ?

"

" What ; buy him off, you mean ?
"

" Well, yes ;—if you call it so. Give him some sujn of money in
compensation for his land ; and on the understanding, you know ,"
and then she paused.

"Thatdepends on wbai jie may haro to sell," said Mr. Purnival.
hardly daring to look at her.

" Ah
!
yes," said the widow. And then there was another pause.

5' I do not think that that would be at all discreet," saidMr.Turni?al-
" Aftev all, the chances are that it is all moonshine."
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"You think so?"
" Yes ; I cannot but think so. What can that man possibly have

found among the old attorney's papers that may be injurious to your
interests ?

"

" Ah ! I do not know ; I understand so little of these things. At the
time they told me,—you told me that the law might possibly go against
iny boy's rights. It would have been bad then, but it would be ten
times more dreadful now."
"But there were many questions capable of doubt then, which were

definitively settled at the trial. As to your husband's inteUeot on that
day, for instance."

" There could be no doubt as to that."
" No ; so it has been proved ; and they will not raise that point again.

Could he possibly ha-ve made a later will ?
"

" No ; I am sure he did not. Had he done so it could not have been
found among Mr. Usbech's papers ; for, as far as I remember, the poor
man never attended to any business after that day."
"What day?"
" The 14th of July, the day on which he was with Sir Joseph."
It was singular, thought the bari'ister, with how much precision she

remembered the dates and circumstances. That the circumstances of

the trial should be fresh on her memory was not wonderful ; but how
was it that she knew so accurately things which had occurred before

the trial,—when no trial could have been expected ? But as to this he
said nothing.

"And you are sure he went to Groby Park ?
"

" Oh, yes ; I have no doubt of it. I am quite sure."

"I do not know that we can do any tiling but wait. Have you
mentioned this to Sir Peregrine ? " It immediately occurred to Lady
Mason's mind that it would be by no means expedient, even if it were
possible, to keep Mr. Fumival in ignorance of anything that she really

did; and she therefore explained that she had seen Sir Peregrine. "1
was so troubled at the first moment that I hardly knew where to turn,"

she said.

" You were quite right to go to Sir Peregrine."
" I am so glad you are not angry with me as to that."

"And did ne say anything—anything particular ?
"

" He promised that he would not desert me, should there be any new
difaculty."

" That is well. It is always good to have the countenance of such a

neighbour as he is."

" And the advice of such a friend as you are." And she again put

out her hand to him.

"Well; yes. It is my trade, you know, to give advice," and he

smiled as he took it.

"How should I live through such troubles without you?
"

"We lawyers are very much abused nowadays," said Mr. Purnival,

thinking of what was going on down at Birmingham at that very

moment ;
" but I hardly know how the world would get on without ua.

'
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" All ! but all lawyers are not like you."
" Some perhaps worse, and a great many much better. But as I was

saying, 1 do not think I woiild take any steps at present. The man
Dockwrath is a vulgar, Ipwrminded, revengeffil fellow; and I would

endeavour to forget him:."

"Ah! if I could!"
" And why not ? What can he possibly Lave learned to '

your

injury?" And then as it seemed to Lady Mason that Mr. Furuival

expected some reply to this question, she forced herself to give him one.
" I suppose that he cannot know anything."
" I tell you what I might do," ; said Mr. Purnival, who was^ still

musing. "Round himseE is not a bad fellow, and I am acquainted

with him. He was the junior partner in that house at the time of the

trial, and I know that he persuaded, Joseph Mason not to appeal to the

Lords. I will contrive, if possible, to see him. I shall be able to learn

from him at any rate whether anything is being done."

"And then if I hear that there is not, I shall be comforted." , , •

" Of course ; of course."

"But if there is—-"

" I think there will be nothing of the sort," said Mr, Purnival, leaving

his seat as he spoke.

"But if there is I shall have your aid?" and she slowlj rose

from her chair as she spoke.
,

Mr. Eurnival gave her a promise of this, as Sir Peregrine had done

before ; and then with her handkerchief to her eyes she thanked him.

Her tears were not false, as Mr. Eurnival well saw ; and seeing that ^he

wept, and seeing that she was beautiful, and feeling that in her grief and

in her beauty she had come to him for aid, his heart was . softened

towards her, aiid he put out his arms as though he would take her to

his heart—as a daughter. "Dearest friend," he said, " trust me.that

no harm shall come to you."
" I will trust you," she said, gently stopping the motion of his arm.

" Iwill trust you, altogether. And when you have seen Mr. Round,

shall I hear from you ?"

At this moment, as they were standing close together, the door

opened, and Mr. Crabwitz introduced another lady—who indeed had

advanced so quickly towards the door of Mr. Furnival's room, that the

clerk had been hardly able to reach it before her.

" Mrs. Fumival, iif you please, Sir," said Mr. Crabwits.
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CHAPTJEB, Xm.

RTJILTT, OB NOT GUILTY,

Us?0BI(lNATEL3r. for Mr. Purnival, the intruder was Mi-s. Pumival—
whether he pleased or whether he did not please. There she was
in his law chamber, present in the flesh, a sight pleasing neither to
ner husband nor to her husband's client. She had knocked at the
outside door, which, in the.' absence of the fag, had been opened by
Mr. Crabwitz, and had immediately walked across th? passage towards
her husband's room, expressing her knowledge that Mr. Purniyal
was within. Mr. Crabwitz had all the will in the world to stop bet
progress, but he found that he lacked the power to stay it for a
moment.
The advantages of matrimony are many and

,
great—so many and so

great, that all men, doubtless, ought to marry. But eyen matrimony
may have its drawbacks; among which unconcealed and undeserved
jealousy on the part of the wife is perhaps as disagreeable as any.

What IS a man to do when he is accused before the world,—before any
small fraction of the world, of making love to some lady of his

acquaintance ? What is he to say? What way is he to look? "My
love, I didn't. I never did, and wouldn't think of it for worlds. I say
it with my hand on my heart. There is Mrs. Jones herself, and 1

appeal to her." He is reduced to that ! But should any innocent man
be so reduced by the wife of his bosom ?

lam speaking of undeserved,jealousy, and itmay therefore be thought
that my remarks do not apply to Mrs., Furnival. They do apply to her

as much as to any woman. That general idea as to the strange god-

desses was on her part no more than t\ susp-icioa
;

^nd all women who
so torment themselves and their husbands may plead as much as she

could. And for this peculiar idea as to Lady Mason she had no ground
whatever. Lady Mason may have had her faults, but a propensity to

rob Mrs. Fumival of her husband's affections had not hitherto been one

of them. Mr. Pumival was a clever lawyer, and she had great need ot

his assistance ; therefore she had come: to his chambers,, and therefore

she had placed her hand in .his. That Mr., Purniy^l liked, his client

because she was good looking, may be true. I like my horse, my
picture, the view from my study window for the same reason. I am
inclined to think that there was nothing more in it than that.

"My dear!" said Mr. Pumival, stepping a little back, and letting

his hands fall to his sides. Lady Mason also took a step backwards,

and then "with considerable presence of mind recovered herself and put

out her hand to greet Mrs. Pumival.
" How do you do. Lady Mason ? " said Mrs. Pumival, without any

presence of mind at all. "I hope I have the pleasure of seeing you

7VJ well. I did hear that you were to be in town—shopping; "but
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I did flot for a moment expect the—gratification of finding you liere.*

And every word that the dear, good, heart-sore woman spoke, told

the tale of her jealousy as plainly as though she had flown at Lady
Mason's cap with all the hold demonstrative enersy of Spitalfields or

St. Giles.

" I came up on purpose to see Mr. Furnival about some unfortunate

law business," said Lady Mason.
" Oh, indeed ! Tour son Lucius did say—shopping."
" Yes ; I told Mm so. When a lady is unfortunate enough to be

driven to a lawyer for advice, she does not wish to make it known.
I should be very sorry if my dear boy were to guess that I had this

new trouble ; or, indeed, if any one were to know it. I am sure that

I shall be as safe with you, dear Mrs. Pumival, as I am with your
husband." And she stepped up to the angry matron, looking earnestly

into her face.

To a true tale of woman's sorrow Mrs. Fumival's heart could be as

soft as snow under the noonday sun. Had Lady Mason gone to her

and told her all her fears and all her troubles, sought counsel and aid

from her, and appealed to her motherly feelings, Mrs. Furnival would
have been urgent night and day in persuading her husband to take up
the widow's case. She would have bade him work his very best without

fee or reward, and would lierself have shown Lady Mason the way to

Old Square, Lincoln's Inn. She would have been discreet too, speaking

no word of idle gossip to any one. When he, in their happy days, had
told Lis legal secrets to her, she had never gossiped,— had never

spoken an idle word concerning them. And she would have been
eonstant to her friend, giving great consolation in the time of trouble,

as one woman can console another. The thought that all this might be
so did come across her for a moment, for there was innocence written

in Lady Mason's eyes. But then she looked at her husband's face

;

find as she found no innocence there, her heart was again hardened.

The woman's face could lie ;—" the faces of such women are all lies,"

Mrs. Pumival said to herself;—^but in her presence his face had been

compelled to speak the truth.
" Oh dear, no ; I shall say nothing, of course," she said. " I am

quite sorry that I intruded. Mr. Fnmival, as I happened to be in Hol-

born—at Mudie's for some books—I thought I would come down and

ask whether you intend to dine at home to-day. You said nothing

about it either last night or this morning ; and nowadays one really

4oes not know how to manage in such matters."
" I told you that I should return to Birmingham this afternoon; I

shall dine there," said Mr. Pumival, very sulkily.

" Oh, very well. I certainly knew that you were going out of

town. I did not at all expect that you would remain at home ; but

1 thought that you might, perhaps, like to have your dinner before you
went. Good-morning, Lady Mason ; I hope you may be successful in

your—lawsuit." And then, curtsying to her husband's client, she pre-

pared to withdraw.
" I believe 1 have said all that I need say, Mr; FuiTnvali" said Lad»
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Mason ;
" so that if Mrs. Fumival wishes ," and she also gathered

herself up as though she were ready to leave the room.
" I hardly know what Mrs. Eurnival wishes," said the husband.
"My wishes are nothing" said the wife, "and I really am quite

sorry that I came in." And then she did go, leaving her husband and
the woman of whom she was jealous once more alone together. Upon
the whole I think that Mr. Purnival was right in not going home that

day to his dinner.

As the door closed somewhat loudly behind the angry lady—Mr.
Crabwitz having rushed out hardly in time to moderate the violence

of the slam—Lady Mason and her imputed lover were left looking at

each other. It was certainly hard upon Lady Mason, and so she felt

it. Mr. Pumival was fifty-five, and endowed with a bluish nose ; and
she was over forty, and had lived for twenty years as a widow without

incurring a breath of scandal.

"I hope I have not been to blame,'' said Lady Mason in a soft,

sad voice ; " but perhaps Mrs. Furnival specially wished to find you
alone."

" No, no ; not at all."

" I shall be so unhappy if I think that I have been in the way. If

Mrs. Eurnival wished to speak to you on business I am not surprised

that she should be angry, for I know that barristers do not usually

allow themselves to be troubled by their clients in their own
chambers."

" Nor by their wives," Mr. Furnival might have added, but he did

not.
" Do not mind it," he said ;

" it is nothing. She is the best-tem-

pered woman in the world ; but at times it is impossible to answer even

for the best tempered."
" I will trust you to make my peace with her."
" Yes, of course ; she will not think of it after to-day ; nor must you,

Lady Mason."
"Oh, no; except that I would not for the world be the c^use of

annoyance to my friends. Sometimes I am almost inclined to think

that I will never trouble any one agaiu with my sorrows, but let

things come and go as they may. Were it not for poor Lucius I should

do so."

Mr. Eurnival, looking into her face, perceived that her eyes were

full of tears. There could be no doubt as to their reality. Her eyes

were full of genuine tears, brimming over and running down ; and

the lawyer's heart was melted. ''I do not know why you should

say so," he said. "I do not think your friends begrudge any little

trouble they may take for you. I am sure at least that 1 may so say

for myself."
" You are too kind to me ; but I do not on that account the less

know how much it is I ask of you."
"

' The labour we delight in physics pain,' " said Mr. Eurnival gal-

Iwitly. "But, to tell the truth. Lady Mason, I cannot understand

why you should be so much out of heart. T remember well how brave
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and constant you were twenty years ago, when there really was oansB

for trembling."
,

" Ah,, 1 was younger theii."

,
,". So the almanac tells us ; but if the alnianac ijid not tell us I should

never know it. , We are all older, of course. Twenty, years does not

go by without leaving its marks,' as I pan feel myself."
" Men do not grow old as women do, who live alone and gather rust

as they feed on their own thoughts." ,
, ,

"I know no one whom time has touched so lightly as yourself, Lady
Masoa; but if I may speak to you as a friend

"

" If you may. not, Mr. Eurnival, ,who may ?
"

"1 sliouldtell you that you- are weak to be so despondent, or rather

so unhappy." .,.„;.. ;„

'

"Another lawsuit would kill me, I think. You say that' I was brave

and.cqnstaut before, but you qaiinpt understand what I suffered. I

nerved myself to bear it, truing myself that it was the first duty that

I owed to the babe that was lying on ihy bosom. And when Standing

there in the court, with that terrible array, around me, with the

eyes of all men on me, the eyes of men who thought that I had been

guilty of sp terrible a criine, for the sake 6f that child who was so

weak I could he brave. But it nearly kUled ine. Mr. Purnival, I
could not: go through that again ; no, not even for his saike. If. you can

save me from that, even though it be by the buying off of that un-

grateful' mau'

—

-
—

".

" You must not think of that.''

"Must I not? ah me!;?,
_

" Will you tell Lucius all this, and let him come to me ?
"

" No ; not for worlds. He would defy fevery one, and glory in

the fight; but after- all.; it is I that must bear the brunt. No^; he
shall npt know it ;—unless it becomes so public that he must know it."

And then, with some futher pressing of the hand, and further words
of encouragement which were partly tender as from the man, and partly

fprejisijC,as from the lawyer, Mr. Furmval permitted her to gd^ arid she

found her son at the chymist's shop in Holbpfn as she had appointed.

There were no , traces of tears or of sorrow In h'er fi6e as she smiled

on Lucius while giving him her hand, and then when they "were in a

cab together she as^ed him as to .his success at Liverpool.

"I am very, glad that I weht,".,said he, "very glad indeed. I saw
the merchants there who are the. real importers' of the article, and I

havei madearrangenjents with thepi."
'

" Will it be cheaper so, Luciu^? ".
"

"Cheaper! nof what women generally pall 'cneapdr. If there be
anything on earth that I hate, it is a bargain. A man who loPks for

bargains must be a dupe or a cheat, and is probably ,both,"
" Both, Lucius ! Then he is doubly iinfortunate."

"He is a cheat becauseh^ wants tilings for less tlian.tjieir value;

and a dupe because, as a matter of course, he does not get, what he
wants. 1 made no bargain at Liverpool,—at least, no elieap bargaiii:

but I have made arrangements fdr a sufficient supply of a &rst-iate
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onadulterated artiple at its proper market price, and I do not fear bu.
the results will be remunerative." And then, as they went home in
the railway carriage, the mother talked to her son about his farming aa
though she bad forgotten her other troiuble, and. she explained to him
liow he was to dine witb Sir Peregrine.

"I shall be delighted to dine witb Sir Peregrine," said Lucius,
" and very well pleased to have an opportunity of talking to him about
his own way of managing bis land.; but, mother, I will not promise to
be guided by so very old-fasbioned a professor."

Mr. Furnival, when he was left alone, sat thinking over tlie inter-

view that had passed. At first, as was most .natural,: he bethought
himself of his wife ; and I regret to say that the love wliicli lie borq
to her, and the gratitude wMcb- he owed to her, and ,the memory of

all that they had suffered ' and enjoyed together, did not fill liis heart
with thoughts towards her as tender as they should have done. A
black frown came across his brow as he meditated on her late intrusion,

and he made some sort of resolve that that kind of thing shoiiltl be
prevented for the future. He did not make up his mind how he would
prevent it, '— a point which husbands sometimes overlooTc in their

marital resolutions. And then, instead of counting up her virtues, he
counted up his own. Had he Hot given her everything; a house such as

she had not dreamed of in her younger days ? servants, carriages,

money, comforts, and luxuries of all sorts ? He had begrudged her

'lothing, had let ber have her full share of all hiS; hard^^irned, gains

;

and yet she could be ungrateful fqr all this, and allow her h^ad to be
filled v/itb whims and fancies as tliough she were, a young' girl,-^to his

great annoyance and confusion. He would let b^r know that hip

chambers, his law chambers, should, be private even from her. He
would not allow himself to become a laughing-stock to his own clerks

and his own brethren through the impertinent folly of, a wyman wjio

owed to him everything;—and so on. I regret to say that h§ never

once thought of those: lonely evenings in Harley,. Street, of those long

days which the poor woman was doomed to pass without the only

companionship which was valuable to her, He never thought of that

vow which they had both made at the altar, which she had kept so

loyally, and whicb required of him a cherishing, comforting, enduring

love. It never occurred to him that in denying her this he as much
broke his promise to her as though he had taken to himself in very

truth some. strange goddess, leaving, his wedded wife,with a ppld cere-

mony of alimony or such-like. He had been open-handed to her as re-

gards money, and therefore sbie ought not to be troublesome ! He had

done bis duty by her, and therefore he would not permit her to be

troublesome ! Such, I regret to say, were his thoughts and resolutions

as he sat thinking and resolving about Mrs. Purnival.

And then^ by degrees,, his mind turned away to that other lady, and

they became much more tender. Lady Mason was certauily both , in-

teresting and comely in her grief. Her colour could still come and go,

ber hand was still soft and small, her hair was still brown and smooth.

There were no wrinkles in her brow though care had passed over it

;
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her step could still fall lightly, though it had borne a heavy weight 0/

sorrow. I fear that he made a wicked comparison—a comparison
that was wicked although it was made unconsciously.

But by degrees he ceased to think of the woman and began to think

bi the client, as he was in duty bound to do. What was the real truth

of all this ? Was it possible that she should be alarmed in that way
because a small country attorney had told his wife that he had found
some old paper, and because the man had then gone off to Yorkshire ?

Nothing could be more natural than her anxiety, supposing her to be

aware of some secret which would condemn her if discovered ;—but no-

thuig more nimatural if there were no such secret. And she must aow

!

In her bosom, if in no other, must exist the knowledge whether or no
that will were just. ' If that will were just, was it possible that she

should now tremble so violently, seeing that its justice had been sub-

stantially proved in various courts of law ? But if it were not just

—

if it were a forgery, a forgery made by her, or with ner cognizance

—

and that now this truth was to be made known ! How terrible would
that be ! But terrible is not the word which best describes the idea

as it entered Mr. Purnival's mind. How wonderful would it be ! how
wonderful would it all have been ! By whose hand in such case had
:hose signatures been traced ? Could it be possible that she, soft,

beautiful, graceful as she was now, all but a girl as she had then been,

could have done it, unaided,—by herself?—that she could have sat

down in the still hour of the night, with that old man on one side and
her baby in his cradle on the other, and forged that wiU, signatures ar.d

all, in such a manner as to have carried her point for twenty years,

—

so skilfully as to have bailed lawyers and jurymen and resisted the

eager greed of her cheated kinsman ? If so, was it not all wonderful ?

Had not she been a woman worthy of wonder ?

And then Mr. Purnival's mind, keen and almost unerring at seizmg

legal points, went eagerly to work, considering what new evidence

might now be forthcoming. He remembered at once the circumstances

of those two chief witnesses, the clerk who had been so muddle-headed,

and the servant-girl who had been so clear. They had certainly wit-

nessed some deed, and they had done so on that special day. If there

had been "a fraud, if there had been a forgery, it had been so clever as

almost to merit protection ! But if there had been such fraud, the

nature of the means by which it might be detected became plain to the

mind of the barrister,—plainer to him without knowledge of any cir-

cumstances than it had done to Mr. Mason after many of such circum-

stauecs had been explained to him.

But it was impossible. So said Mr. Furnival to himself, out loud

;

—speaking out loud in order that he might convince himself. It was
impossible, he said again; but he did not convince himself. Should
he ask her ? No ; it was not on the cards that he should do that.

Ajid perhaps, if a further trial were forthcoming, it might be better for

hei sake that he should be ignorant. And then, having declared again

that it was impossible, he rang his bell. " Crabwitz," said he, with-

out looking at the man, "just step over to Bedford Row, with mj
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eompliments, and learn what is Mr. Round's present address ;— old Mr.
Round, you know."

Mr. Crabwitz stood for a moment or two with the door in his hand,
and Mr. Furnival, going back to his own thoughts, was expecting the
man's departure. " Well," he said, looking up and seeing that his
myrmidon still stood there.

Mr. Crabwitz was not in a very good humour, and had almost made
up his mind to let his master know that such was the case. Looking
at his own general importance in the legal world, and the inestimable
services which he had rendered to Mr. Purnival, he did not think that
that gentleman was treating him well. He had been summoned back
to his dingy chamber almost without an excuse, and now that he was
ill London was not permitted to join even for a day the other wise
men of the law who were assembled at the great congress. Por the
last four days his heart had been yearning to go to Birmingham, but
had yearned in vain ; and now his master was sending him about town
as though he were an errand-lad.

" Shall I step across to the lodge and send the porter's boy to Round
and Crook's ? " asked Mr. Crabwitz.

"The porter's boy! no; go yourself; you are not busy. Why
should I send the porter's boy on my business ? " The fact probably
was, that Mr. I'umival forgot his clerk's age and standing. Crabwitz
had |been ready to run anywhere when his employer had first known
him, and Mr. Eurnival did not perceive the change.

" Very well. Sir ; certainly I will go if you wish it ;—on this oc-

casion that is. But I hope. Sir, you wul excuse my saying "

" Saying what ?
"

" That I am not exactly a messenger, Sir. Of course I'll go now,
as the other clerk is not in."

" Oh, you're too great a man tQ walk across to Bedford Row, are

you ? Give me my hat, and I'll go."

"Oh, no, Mr. Jurnival, I did not mean that. I'll step over to Bed-
ford Row, of course :—only I did think

"

"Think what?"
"That perhaps I was entitled to a little more respect, Mr. Tur-

nival. It's for your sake as much as my own that I speak. Sir; but if

the gentleman in the lane see me sent about like a lad of twenty. Sir,

they'll think
"

" What will thoy think ?
"

" I hardly know what they'll think, but I know it will be very disa-

greeable. Sir;—very disagreeable to my feelings. I did think, Sir, that

perhaps "

" I'U tell you what it is, Crabwitz, if your situation here dees not suit

you, you may leave it to-morrow. I shall have no difficulty in finding

another man to take your place."
" I am sorry to hear you speak in that way, Mr. Eurnival, very

sorry—alter fifteen years, Sir
"

""You find yourself too grand to walk to Bedford How !"

'• Oh, no. I'll go now, of course, Mr. Furnival." And thee Mr,
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Crabwitz did go, meditating as he went many things to himself. He
knew his own value, or thought that he blew it ; and might it not be
possible to, find some -patron, who would appreciate his services more
jastly tlian did Mr. rufnival?

CHAPTER XIV.

:. , , DINNEE AT THE CLEEVE.

iLady Mason on her retui-nfrom London found a note from Mrs,
Orme asking both her and her son to dine at The Cleeve on the follow-

ing, day. As it had been already settled between her and Sir Peregrine

that Lucius should dine there in order that he might be talked to

respecting his mania for guano, the invitation could not be refused

;

but, as for Lady Mason herself, she would much have preferred to re-

main at home.
Indeed, Jier uneasiness' on that guano matter had been so out-

w.eighpd by worse uneasiness from another source, that she had be-

come, if not indifferent, at any rate tranquil on the subject. It might
be well that Sir Peregrine should preach his sermon, and well that

Lucius should hear it ; but for herSeif it would, she thought, have been
more comfortable for her to eat her dinner alone. She felt, however,

that she could not do so.' Any amount of tedium would be better

than the danger of ©faring a slight to Sir Peregrine, and therefore she

wrote a pretty little note to say that both of them would, be. at The
. Glepy;e,at sevqn.

" Lucius, my dear, I waut you to do me a great favour," she- said as .

she sat by her son in the Hamworth fly.

" A great favour, mother ! of course I will do anything for you that

I can."
" It is that you will bear with Sir Peregrmc to-night."

,'^ Bear with him ! I do not know exactly what you mean. Of course

Iwill remember that he is an old man, and not answer him as I would
one of my own age."

" I am sure of that, Lucius, because you are a gentleman. As much
forbearance as thata young man, if he be a gentleman, will, always
show to an old inan. But what I ask is something more than that.

Sir' Peregrine has beSn farming all his life."-

" Yes ; and see what are the results ! He has three or four hun-
dred acres of uncultivated land on his estate, all of which would grow
wheat."

" I know nothing about that," said Lady Mason.
" Ah, but' that's ' the question. My trade is to be that of a farmer,

and you are sending me to school. Then comes the question, Of whst
Boit is the schoolmaster E " •' •
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"Lam not talking about farming now, Lucius."
"Buthewilltaltof it."

"And cannot you listen to him witliout contradicting him— -foi
my sake? It is of the greatest consequence to me,—of the very
greatest, Lucius, that I should have the benefit of Sir Peregrine's
friendship."

" If he would quarrel with you because I chanced to disagree with
him about the management of laud, his friendship would not be worth
havmg."

" I do not say that he will do so ; but I am sure you can understand
that. an old man may be tender on such points. At any rate I ask it

from you as a favour. You cannot giiess how important it is to me to

be on good terms with such a neighbour."
" It is always so in England," said Lucius, after pausing for a while.

" Sir Peregrine is a man of family, and a baronet ; of course all th»
world, the world of Hamworth that is, should bow down at his" feet.

And I too must worship the golden image which Nebuchadnezzar, the
King of Fashion, has set up !

"

" Lucius, you are unkmd to me."
" No, mother, not unkind : but like all men, I would fain act in such

matters as my own judgment may direct me."
".My friendship with. Sir Peregrine Orme has nothing to do with his

rank ; but it is of importance to me that both you and I should stand

well in his sight." There was nothing more said on the matter ; and
then they got dovn at the front door, and were ushered through the

low wide hall into the drawing-room.
The three generations of the family were there,—Sir Peregriae, his

daughter-hi-law, and.the heir. Lucius Mason had been. at The Cleeve

two or three tiraes, since' his return from Gefinahy, -and"bn going there

had always declared to himself that it" was the sanie to him as though
he. were going into thehouse of Mis. Arkwright, the doctor's widow
at Hamworth,—or even into the, kitchen of Sarmer Greenwood. He
rejoiced to call himself^ .a democrat, and would "boast that rank could

liave no effect on hup. But his bpast was was an untrue boast, and he
could not carry himself .^j; The Cleeve as he would have done and did

in Mrs. Arkwright's little drawing-room. There was a' majesty in the

manner of Sir Peregrine which did awe him; there were tokens of

birth and a certain, grace of manner about Mrs. Orme which kept down
his assumption ; and even with young Peregrine he found that though

he might .be equal he could by no means be more than equal. He had

learned more than Peregrine ,Orme, had ten times more knowledge in

his head, had read books of which Peregrine did not everi kno'w the

names and probably never would know them; but on his side also

young Orme possessed something which the other wanted. What that

something might be Lucius Mason did not at all iihderstand.

M.rs. Orme got up from her corner on the sofa to greet her, friend,

and with, a soft pmile and two or three all but whispered words led her

lorward to the ,fire, Mrs. Orme was not a woman given to much speech

or eflUQwed with outward warmth of manners, but she coiddroaks?
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her few words go very far ; and tlien the pressure of her hand, wfiwi

it was given, told more than a whole embrace from some other women.
There are ladies who always kiss their female friends, and always C!.ll

them " dear." In such cases one cannot but pity her who is so be-

kissed. Mrs. Orme did not kiss Lady Mason, nor did she call her

dear ; but she smiled sweetly as she uttered her greeting, and looked

kindness out of her marvellously blue eyes ; and Lucius Mason, look-

ing on over his mother's shoulders, thought that he would like to have
her for bis friend in spite of her rank. If Mrs. Orme would give him a

lecture on farming it might be possible to listen to it without contradic-

tion ; but there was no chance for him in that respect. Mrs. Orme
never gave lectures to any one on any subject.

" So, Master Lucius, you have been to Liverpool, I hear," said Sir

Peregrine.
" les. Sir—^I returned yesterday."
" And what is the world doing at Liverpool ?

"

"The world is wide awake there. Sir."

" Oh, no doubt ; when the world has to make money it is always

wide awake. But . men sometimes may be wide awake and yet

make no money ;— may be wide awake, or at any rate think that

they are so."
" Better that. Sir Peregrme, than wilfully go to sleep when there ia

50 much work to be done."
" A man when he's asleep does no harm," said Sir Peregrine.
" What a comfortable doctrine to think of when the servant cornea

with the hot water at eight o'clock iu the morning !
" said his

grandson.
" It is one that you study very constantly, I fear," said the old man,

who at this time was on excellent terms with his heir. There had
been no apparent hankering after rats since that last compact had been
made, and Peregrine had been doing great things with the H. H.

;

winning golden opinions from all sorts of sportsmen, and earning a
great reputation for a certain young mare which had been bred by Sir

Peregrine himself. Toxes are vermm as well as rats, as Perry in his

wickedness had remarked ; but a young man who can break an old

one's heart by a predilection for rat-catching may win it as absolutely

and irretrievably by prowess after a foi. Sir Peregrine had told to

four different neighbours how a fox had been run into, iu the open,
near Alston, after twelve desperate miles, and how on that occasion
Peregrine had been in at the death with the huntsman and only one
other. " And the mare, you know, is only four years old and hardly
half trained," said Sir Peregrme, with great exultation. " The young
scamp, to have ridden her in that way 1 " It may be doubted whether
he would have been a prouder man or said more about it if his grand-
son had taken honours.

And then the gong sounded, and Sir Peregrine led Lady Mason
into the dining-room. Lucius, who as we know thought no more
of the Ormes than of the Joneses and Smiths, paused in his awe be-

fore he gave his arnt to Mrs. Orme; and when he did so he led bei
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kway in perfect silence, tliougk he would have given anything to be
able to talk to her as he went. But lie bethought himself that un-
fortunately Le could find nothing to say. And when he sat down it

was not much better. He had not dined at The Cleeve before, and I
am not sure whether tlie butler in plain clothes and the two 'men in
hvery did not help to create his confusion,—in spite of his well-digested
democratic ideas.

The conversation during dinner was not very bright. Sir Peregrine
said a few words now and again to Lady Mason, and she replied
with a few others. On subjects which did not absolutely appertain
to the dinner, she perhaps was the greatest talker ; but even she did
not say much. Mrs. Orme as a rule never spoke unless she were
spoken to in any company consisting of more than herself and one
other; and young Peregrine seemed to imagine that carving at
ihe top of the table, asking people if they would take stewed beef,

and eating his own dinner, were occupations quite sufScient for his

energies. " Have a bit more beef, Mason; do. If vou will, I will."

So far he went in conversation, but no farther while Ls work was still

before him.

When the servants were gone it was a little better, but not much.
" Mason, do you mean to hunt this season ? " Peregrine asked.
" Wo," said the other.
" Well, I would if I were you. You will never know the fellows

about here pnless you do."
" In the first place I can't afford the time," said Lucius, " and in the

next place I can't afford the money." This was plucky on his part, and
it was felt to be so by everybody in the I'oom ; but perhaps had he
spoken all the truth, he would have said also that he was not accustomed
to horsemanship.

" To a fellow who has a place of his own as you have, it costs no-

thing," said Peregrine.
" Oh, does it not ? " said the baronet. " I used to think dif-

ferently."
" Well ; not so much, I mean, as if you had everything to buy. Be.

sides, I look upon Mason as a sort of a Crcesus. What on eartk

has he got to do with his money ? And then as to time ;—upon my
word I don't understand what a man means when he says he has not

got time for hunting."
" Lucius intends to be a farmer," said his mother.
" So do I," said Peregrine. " By Jove, I should think so. If I

had two hundred acres of land in my own hand I should not want
anything eke in the world, and would never ask any one foi a

shilling."

" If that be so, I might make the best bargain at once that ever

a man made," said the baronet. " If I might take you at your word,

Master Perry
"

" Pray don't talk of it, Sir," said Mrs. Orme.
" ton may be quite sure of this, my dear—that 1 shall not do morfl

than talk of it." Then Sir Peregrine asked Lady Mason if she would

7
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take any more wine ; after which the ladies withdrew, and the iecttiK

commenced.
But we will in the first place accompany the ladies into the drawing-

room for a few minutes. It was hinted in one of the first chapters hi

this story that Lady Mason might have become more intimate than she

had done with Mrs. Orme, had she so pleased; and by this it will of

course be presumed that she had not so pleased. All this is perfectly

5rue. Mrs. Orme had now been living at The Cleeve the greater

portion of her life, and had never while there made one really well-

loved friend. She had a sister of her own, and dear old friends of her

childhood, who lived far away from her in the northern counties.

Occasionally she did see them, and was then very happy ; but this

was not frequent with her. Her sister, who was married to a peer,

might stay at The Cleeve for a fortnight, perhaps once in the year

;

but Mrs. Orme herself seldom left her own home. She thought,

and certainly not without cause, that Sir Peregrine was not happy
in her absence, and therefore she never left him. Then, living

there so much alone, was it not natural that her heart should desire

a friend?

But Lady Mason had been living much more alone. She had no
sister to come to her, even though it were but once a year. She had
no intimate female friend, none to whom she could reily speak witli

the full freedom of friendship, and it would have been delightful to

have bound to her by ties of love so sweet a. creature as .Mrs. Orme,
a widow like herself,—and like herself a widow with one only son.

But she, warily picking her steps through life, had learned the necessity

of being cautious in all things. The countenance of Sir Peregrine had
been invaluable to her, and might it not be possible that she should

lose that countenance ? A word or two spoken now and then again,

a look not intended to be noticed, an altered tone, or perhaps a change
in the pressure of the old man's hand, had taught Lady Mason to

think that he might disapprove such intimacy. Probably at the moment
she was right, for she was quick at reading such small signs. It be-

hoved her to be very careful, and to indulge in no pleasure which might
be costly ; and therefore she had denied herself in this matter,—as in

so many others.

But now it had occurred to her that it might be well to change hei

conduct. Either she felt that Sir Peregrine's friendship for her was too

confirmei to be shaken, or perhaps she fancied that she might
strengthen it by means of his daughter-in-law. At any rate she re-

solved to accept the offer which had once been tacitly made to her, if

it were still open to her to do so.

" How little changed your boy is !
" she said when they were seated

near to each other, with their coffee-cups between them.
" No ; he does not change quickly ; and. as you say, he is a boy atill

m many thmgs. I do not know whether it may not be better that it

should be so."

"I did not mean to call him a boy in that sense," said Xjm;
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" But you might ; now your son is q^uite a man."
"Poor Lucius ! yes ; in his position it is necessary. His little bit of

property is already Lis own ; and then he has no one 'like Sir Peregrino
to look ?ut for him. Necessity makes him manly."

" He will us marrying soon, 1 dare say," suggested Mrs. Orme.
" Oh, I hope not. Do you think that early marriages are good for

young men ?
"

"Yes, I think so. Why not?" said Mrs. Orme, thinking of her
own year of married happiness. " Would you not wish to see Lucius
marry ?

"

" 1 fancy not. I should be afraid lest I should become as nothing
to liira. And yet I would not have you think that I am selfish."

" I am sure that you are not that. I am sure that you love him
better than aU the world besides. I can feel what that is myself."

" But you are not alone with your boy as I am. K he were to

send me from him, there would be nothing left for me in this

world."
" Send you from him ! Ah, because Orley Farm belongs to him.

But he would not do that ; I am sure he would not."
" He would do nothing unkind ; but how could he help it if his wife

wished it ? But nevertheless I would not keep him single for that

reason ;—no, nor for any reason if I knew that he wished to marry. But
it would be a blow to me."
"I sincerely trust that Peregrine may marry early," said Mrs.

Orme, perhaps thinking that babies were preferable either to rats or

foxes.

" Yes," it would be well 1 am sure, because you have ample means,

and the house is large ; and you would have his wife to love."
" If she were nice it would be so sweet to have her for a daughter. I

also am very much alone, though perhaps not so much as you are.

Lady Mason."
" I hope not—for I am sometimes very lonely."
" I have often thoughtthat."

"But I should be wicked beyond everytlung if I were to com-

plain, seeing that Providence has given me so much that Iliad no
-ight to expect. What should I have done in my lonehness if Sir

Peregrine's hand and door had never been opened to me ? " And
then for the next half-hour the two ladies held sweet converse

together, during which we will go back to the gentlemen over their

wine.
" Are you drinking claret ? " said Sir Peregrine, arranging himself

nnd his bottles in the way that was usual to him. He had ever been a

jf.odferate man himself, but nevertheless he had a businessJike way o'

going to work after dinner, as though there was a good deal to b«

flone before the drawing-room could be visited.

" No more wine for me, Sir," said Lucius.
•' No wme !

" said Sir Peregrine the elder.

" Why, Mason, you'll never get on if that's the way with you," oud
Peregrine the younger.
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" I'll try, at any rate," said the otlier.

" Water-drinker, moody tliinker," and Peregrine sang a word or tVO
fiom an old drinking-song.

" I am not quite sure of that. We Englishmen I suppose are tho
moodiest thinkers in all the world, and yet we are not so much
given to water-drinking as our lively neighbours across the Channel."

Sir Peregrine said nothing more on the subject, but he probably
thought that his young friend would not be a very comfortable neigh-

bour. His present task, however, was by no means that of teaching

him to drink, and he struck oif at once upon the business he had under-

taken. " So your mother tells me that you are going to devote all

your energies to farmmg."
" Hardly that, I hope. There is the land, a)id I mean to see what

I can do with it. It is not much, and I intend to combme some other

occupation with it."

" lou will find that two hundred acres of land will give you a good
deal to do ;—that is if you mean to make money by it."

" I certainly hope to do that,—in the long run."
" It seems to me the easiest thing in the world," said Peregrine.
" You'll find out your mistake some day ; but with Lucius Mason it

is very important that he should make no mistake at the commencement.
!For a country gentleman I know no prettier amusement than ex-

perimental farming !—but then a man must give up all idea of making
his rent out of the land."

" I can't afford that," said Lucius.

"No ; and that is why I take the liberty of speaking to you. I hope
that the great friendship which I feel for your mother will be "allowed

to stand as my excuse."
" I am very much obliged by your kindness. Sir ; I am indeed."
" The truth is, I think you are beginning wrong. You have now

been to Liverpool, to buy guano, I believe."
" Yes, that and some few other things. There is a man there who

has tal^en out a patent
"

" My dear fellow, if you lay out your money in that way you will

never see it back again. Have you considered in the first place what
yourJourney to Liverpool has cost you?"

"Exactly nine and sixpence per cent, on the money that I laid

out there. Now that is not much more than a penny in the pound
on the sum expended, and is not for a moment to be taken into

consideration in comparison with the advantage of an improved
market."

There was more in this than Sir Peregrine had expected to en-

counter. He did not for a moment doubt the truth of his own
experience or the folly and danger of the young man's proceedings

;

but he did doubt his own power of proving either the one or the

other to one who so accurately computed his expenses by per-

centages on his outlay. Peregrine opened his eyes and sat by,

vroudering in silence. What on earth did Mason mean by an im-

proved market ?
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" 1 am afraid, then," said tae baronet, " that you must have laid o:;t

a ^arge sum of money."
"A man can't do any good, Sir Peregrine, by hoarding hia capital, I

don't think very much of capital myself "
"Don't you?"
" Not of the theory of capital ;—not so much as some people do

;

but if a man has got it, of course it shoidd be expended on the trade
to which it is to be applied."

" But some little knowledge—some experience is perhaps desirable
before any great outlay is made."

"Yes; some little knowledge is necessary,—and some great know-
ledge would be desirable if it were accessible ;—but it is not, as I take
it."

" Long years, perhaps, devoted to such pursuits
"

" Yes, Sir Peregrine ; I know what you are going to say. Experience
no doubt will teach something. A man who has walked thirty miles a
day for thirty years will probably know what sort of shoes will best

suit his feet, and perhaps also the kind of food that will best support
him through such exertion : but there is very little chance of his in-

venting any quicker mode of travelling."

" But he will have earned his wages honestly,'' said Sir Peregrine,

almost angrily. In his heart he was very angry, for he did not love to

"be interrupted.
" Oh, yes ; and if that were sufficient we might all walk our thirty

miles a day. But some of us must earn wages for other people, or the

world will make no progress. Civilisation, as I take it, consists in efforts

made not for oneself but for others."
" If you won't take any more wine we will join the ladies," said the

baronet.
" He has not taken any at all," said Peregrine, filling his own glass

for the last time and emptving it.

"That young man is the most conceited puppy it was ever my mis-

fortune to meet," said Sir Peregrine to Mrs. Orme, when she came to

kiss him and to take his blessing as she always did before leaving him

tor the night.
" I am sorry for that," said she, " for I like his mother so much."
" I also like her," said Sir Peregrine ;

" but 1 caimot say that I shall

ever be very fond of her son."

"I'll tell you what, mamma," said young Peregrine, the same even-

ing in his mother's dressing-room. " Lucius Mason was too many for

the governor this evening."
" I hope he did not tease your grandfather."
" He talked him down regularly, and it was pl^in enongh thit ti'au

governor did not like it."

And then the day was over.
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CHAPTER XV.

A MOKNING CALL AT MOUNT I'LEASABT \'II,LA.

Jh the following day Ladv Mason, made two visits, using her new
vehicle for the first time. She would fain have -wralked had she dared

;

but she would have given terrible offence to her son by doing so. He
had explamed to her, and with some truth, that as their joint income

was now a thousand a year, she was quite entitled to such a luxury

;

and then he went on to say that as he had bought it for her, he should

be much hurt if she would not use it. She had put it off from day to

day, and now she could put it off no longer.

Her first visit was by appointment at The Cleeve. She had promised

Mrs. Orme that she would come up, some special purpose having been

named ;-T-but with the real idea, at any rate on the part of the latter,

that they might be more comfortable together than alone. The walk across

from Orley Sarm to The Cleeve had always been very dear to Lady
Mason. Every step of it was over beautiful ground, aaid a delight in

scenery was one of the few pleasures which her lot in life had permitted

her to enjoy. But to-day she could not allow herself the walk.

Ber pleasures and delight must be postponed to her son's wishes ! But
then she was used to that.

She found Mrs. Orme alone, and sat with her for an hour. I do

not know that anything was said between them which deserves to be
specially chronicled. Mrs. Orme, though she told her many thingA,

did not tell' her what Sir Peregrine had said as he was going up to

his bed-room on the preceding evening, nor did Lady Mason say much
about her son's farming. She had managed to gather from Lucius

that he had not been deeply impressed by anything that had fallen

from Sir Peregrine on the subject, and therefore thought it as well

to hold her tongue. She soon perceived, also, from the fact of Mrs.
Orme saying nothing about Lucius, that he had not left behind

him any very favourable impression. This was to her cause of ad-

ditional sorrow, but she knew that it must be, borne. Nothing that

she could say would induce Lucius to make, himself acceptable to Sir

Peregrine.

When the hour was over she went down again to her, little car-

riage, Mrs. Orme coming with her to look at it, and ia the hall they

met Sir Peregrine.
" Why does not Lady Mason stop for lunch ? " said he. " It is past

half-past one. I never knew anythmg so inhospitable as turning her

«ut at this moment."
" I did ask her to stay," said Mrs. Orme.
" But I command her to stay," said Sir Peregrine, knocking his

stick upoB the stoae floor of the ball. "And let roe see who will dart
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to disobey ,me. John, let Ladjr Mason's carriage and pony stand in
ttie opeu coach-house till she is ready^." So Lady Mason went back
and did remain for lunch. She was pamfuUy anxious to mauitain the
best possible footing in that house, out still more auxious not to have-

it thought that she was intruding. She had feared that Lucius by his

offence might have estranged Sir Peregrine against herself; but that' at
any rate was not the case. ,

After lunch she drove herself to Hamworth and made her second
visit. On this occasion she called on one Mrs. Arkwright, who was a
very old acquaintance, though hardly to be called an intimate friend.

The late ]M!r. Arkwright—Dr. Arkwright, as he used to be styled in

Hamworth—had been Sir Joseph's medical attendant for many years,

and therefore there had been room for an intimacy. No real friend-

ship, that is no friendship of confidence, had sprimg up ; but never-

theless the doctor's wife had known enough of Lady Mason in

younger days to justify her in speaking of things which would not

have been mentioned between merely ordinary acquaintance. " I

am glad to see you have got promotion," said the old lady, lookmg
out at Lady Mason's Uttle phaeton on the gravel sweep which
divided Mrs. Arkwright's house from the street. For Mrs. Ark-

wright's house was Mount Pleasant Villa, and therefore was entitled

to a sweep.
" It was a present from Lucius," said the other, " and as such must

be used. But I shall never feel myself at home in my own carriage."
" It is quite proper, my dear Lady Mason, quite proper. With his

income and witli yours I do not wonder that he insists upon it. It is

quite proper, and just at the present moment pecuharly so."

" Lady Mason did not understand this ; out she would probably

have passed it by without understanding it, had she not thought

that there was some expression more than ordinary in Mrs. Ark-

wright's face. " Why peculiarly so at the present moment ? " she

said.

"Because it shows that this fooKsh report which is going about

has no foundation. People won't beheve it for a moment when they

see you out and about, and happy-Hke."
" What rumour, Mrs. Arkwright ? " And Lady Mason's heart sunk

within her as she asked the question. Slie felt at once to wliat it

must allude, though .she had conceived no idea as yet that there was

any rumour on the subject. Indeed, during the last forty-ei"ht houis,

since she had left the chambers of Mr. Jurnival, she had Been more

at ease within herself than during the previous days which had elapsed

subsequent^to the ill-omened visit made to her by Miriam Dookwrath.

It had seenled to her that Mr. Purnival anticipated no danger, and

his manner and words had almost given her confidence. But no\y,

—now that a public rumour was spoken of, her heart was as low again

as ever.

"Sure, haven't you heard?" said Mrs. Arkwright. "Well, I

wouldn't be the first to tell you. only that I know that there is no truth

iu it."
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" You might as well tell ae now, as I sliall be apt to believe worse

than the truth after what you have said."

And then Mrs. Arkwright told her. " People have been saying that

Mr. Mason is again gomg to begin those law proceedings about the

farm ; but I for one don't believe it."

" People have said so I
" Lady Mason repeated. She meant

nothing; it was nothing to her who the people were. If one said

it now, all would soon be saying it. But she uttered the words

because she felt herself forced to say something, and the power of

thinking what she might best say was almost taken away from

oer.
" I am sure I don't know where it came from," said Mrs. Ark-

wright ; " but I would not have alluded to it if I had not thought

that of course, you had heard it. I am very sorry if my saying it has

vexed you."
" Oh, no," said Lady Mason, trying to smile.

" As I said before, we all know that there is nothing in it ; and
your having the pony chaise just at this time will make everybody see

that you are quite comfortable yourself."

"Thank you, yes; good-bye, Mrs. Arkwright." And then she

made a great effort, feemig aware that she was betraying herself, and
that it behoved her to say something which might remove the suspicion

which her emotion must have created. " The very name of that law-

suit is so dreadful to me that I can hardly bear it. The memory of it

is sc terrible to me, that even my enemies would hardly wish that it

should commence again."

"Of course it is merely a report," said Mrs. Arkwright, almost

trembling at what she had done.
" That is all—at least I believe so. I had heard myself that some

such threat had been made, but I did not think that any tidings of it

had_got abroad."

"It was Mrs. Whiting told me. She is a great busybody, you
know." Mrs. Whiting was the wife of the present doctor.

" Dear Mrs. Arkwright, it does not matter in the least. Of course

I do not expect that people should hold their tongue on my account.

Good-bye, Mrs. Arkwright." And then she got into the little carriage,

and did contriye to drive herself home to Orley Farm.
"Dear, dear, dear, dear!" said Mrs. Arkwright to herself when

she was left alone. •" Only to think of that ; that she should be
knocked in a heap by a few words—in a moment, as we may say."

And then she began to consider of the matter. "I wonder what
there is in it ! There must be something, or she would never have
looked so like a ghost. What will they do if Orley Farm is taken
away from them after all

!

" And then Mrs. Arkwright hurried out on her
daily little toddle through the town, that she might talk about this

and be talked to on the same subjects She was by no means an ill-

natured woman, nor was she at all inclined to direct against Lady
Mason any shght amount of venom which might alloy her disposition.

But then the matter was of such importance ! The people of Ham-
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worth had hardly yet ceased to talk of the last Orley Farm trial ; and
would it not be necessary that they should talk much more if a new
trial were really pending? Lookmg at the matter in that light,
would not such a trial be a godsend to the people of Haraworth ?

Therefore I beg that it may not be imputed to Mrs. Arkwright
as a fault that she toddled out and sought eagerly for her
gossips.

Lady Mason did manage to drive herself home ; but her success in
the matter was more owing to the good faith and propriety of her
pony, than to any skilful workmanship on her own part. Her first

desire had been to get away from Mrs. Arkwright, and having made
that effort she was for a time hardly able to make any other. It was
fast coming upon her now. Let Sir Peregrine say what comforting
words he might, let Mr. Eurnival assure her that she was safe with ever
so much confidence, nevertheless she could not but believe, could not
but feel inwardly convinced, that that which she so dreaded was to hap-
pen. It was written iu the book of her destiny that there should be a
new trial.

And now, from this very moment, the misery would again begin.
People would point at her, and talk of her. Her success in obtaining
Orley Farm for her own child would again be canvassed at every
house in Hamworth ; and not only her success, but the means also by
which that success has been obtained. The old people would re-

member and the young people would incjuire ; and, for her, tranquillity,

repose, and that retirement of Ufe which had been so valuable to her,

were all gone.

There could be no doubt that Dockwrath had spread the report

immediately on his return from Yorkshire ; and had sne well thought
of the matter she might have taken some comfort from this. Of
course he would tell the story which he did tell. His confidence in

being able again to drag the case before the courts would by no means
argue that others believed as he believed. In fact the enemies now
arraigned against her were only those whom she abeady knew to

be so arraigned. But she had not sufficient command of her thoughts

to be able at first to take comfort from such a reflection as this. She
felt, as she was being carried home, that the world was going from
her, and that it would be well for her, were it possible, that she should

die.

Eut she was stronger when she reached her own door than she had
been at Mrs. Arkwright's. There was still within her a great power
of self-maintenance, if only time were allowed to her to look about

and consider how best she might support herself. Many women are

in this respect as she was. With forethought and summoned patienca

they can endure great agonies ; but a sudden pang, unexpected, over

whelms them. She got out of the pony carriage with her ordinary

placid face, and walked up to her own room without having given

any sign that she was uneasy ; and then she had to determine how
she should bear herself before her son. It had been wifh her a great

object that both Sir Peregrine and Mr. Purnival should first hear of



106 OBL£X FAKU.

the tidings fEom her, aud that they should both promise her their aid

whoa they had heard the story as she would telTit. In this she had
been successful;, and it now seemed to her that prudence would re-

quire her toiacti in the same way towards Lucius. Had it been possible

to keep this matter from him altogether, she would have given much
to do so ; but now it would not be possible. It was clear that Mr.
Dookwrath had chosen to make the matter public, acting no doubt
with foretliought in doing so; and Lucius would be sure to hear

words which would become common in Hamworth. Difficult as the

task would be to her, it would be best that she should prepare him.

So she sat alone till ,dinner4im,e planning how she would do tnis. She
had sat alone for hours in the same, way planning how she would tell

her story to Sir Peregrine ; and again as to her second story for Mr.
Furnival. Those whose withers are unwrung can hardly guess how
absolutely a sore under the collar will embitter every hour for the poor
jade who is. so tormented

!

But she met him at dinner with a smihng face. Hp loved to see her

smile, and often told her so, almost upbraiding her when she would
look sad. Why should she be sad, seeing that she had everything

that a woman could desire ? Her mind was burdened with no heavy
thoughts as to feeding coming multitudes. She had no contests to

wage with the desultory chymists of the age. His purpose was to

work hard during the,hours of the day,—hard also dunug many hours

of the night; and it was becoming that his mother should greet him
softly during his few. intervals of idleness. He told her so, in some
words not badly chosen for such telling ; and she, loving mother that

she was, strove valiantly to obey him.

During .dinner she could not speak to him, nor immediately alter

dinner. . The evil moment she put off from half-hour to half-hour, still

looking as though all were quiet within her bosom as she sat beside

him with her book in her hand. He was again at work before she

began her story ; he thought at least that he was at work, for he had
before him on the table both Prichard and Latham, and was occupied
m making copies from some drawings of skulls which purposed to re-

present the cerebral development of certain of our more distant Asiatic

brethren.
" Is it not smgular," said he,. " that the jaws of men born and bred

in a hunter state should be differently formed from those of the agri-

cultural tribes ?
"

" Are they ? " said Lady Mason.

"Oh yes ; the maxillary pi'oflle is quite different. You will see this

especially with the Mongolians, among the Tartar tribes. It seems to

me to be very. much, the same difference as that between a man and a
sheep, but Prichard makes no si;ich remark. Look here at this fellow

;

he must have been intended to eat nothing but flesh ; and that raw, and
without, any knife or fork."

"I don't suppose they had many kuives or forks."
" By close observation I do not doubt that one could tell from a

zmxle tooth flot only what food the owner of it had been accustomed



A MOENING CALL Al MOUNT PLEASANT VILLA. 197

to eat, but what language he had spoken. I say close obserration, you
kaow. It could not be done in a day,"

" I suppose not." And then the student agam bent over his draw-
ing. " You see it would have been impossible for the owner of such a
jaw as that to have ground a grain of corn between his teeth, or to have
masticated even a cabbage."

" Lucius," said Lady Mason, becoming courageous on the spur of
the moment, "I want you to leave that for a moment and speak
to me."

" Well," said he, putting down his pencil and turning round. " Here
lam."
"You have heard of the' lawsuit which I had with your brother when

you were an infant ?
"

" Of course I have heard of it ; but I wish you would not caU that

man my brother. He would not own me as such, and I most certainly

would not own him. As far as I can learn he is one of the most de-

testable human beings that ever existed."
" You have heard of him from an unfavourable side, Lucius ;

you should remember that. He is a hard man, I believe ; but I do
not know that he would do anything which he thought to be unjust."

" Why, then, did he try to rob me of my property i"

"

" Because he thought that it should have been his own. I cannot
see into his breast, but I presume that it was so."

" I do not presume anything of the kind, and never shall. I was
au infant and you were a woman,—a woman at that time without
many friends, and he thought that he could rob us under cover of

the law. Had he been commonly honest it would have been enough
for him to know what had been my father's wishes, even if the

will had not been rigidly formal. I look upon him as a robber and
a thief."

" I am sorry for that, Lucius, because I differ from you. What I
wish to tell you now is this,—that he is thinking of trying the question

again."
' What !— thinking of another trial now ? " and Lucius Mason

pushed his drawings and books from him wjth a vengeance.

"So I am told."
" And who told you ? I cannot beHeve it. If he intended anything

of the kind I must have been the first person to hear of it. It would
be my business now, and you may be sure that he would have taken
care to let me know his purpose."

" And then by degrees she explained to him that the man himself,

Mr. Mason of Groby, had as yet declared no such purpose. She had
intended to omit all mention of the name of Mr. Dockwrath, but she

was nnable to do so without seeming to make a mystery with her

son. When she came to explain how the rumour had arisen and why
she had thought it necessary to tell him this, she was obliged to say

that it had all arisen from the wrath of the attorney. " He has been to

Groby Park," she said, "and now that he has returned be is spreading

this report."
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" I shall go to him to-morrow," said Lucius, verj sleml;,

"No, no; you must not do that. You must promise me that jot
will not do that."

" But I shall. You cannot suppose that I shall allow such a man a»

that to tamper with my name without noticing it ! It is my busmess
now."

" No, Lucius. The attack will be against me rather than you ;—
that is, if an attack be made. I have told you because I do not lite to

have a secret from you."
"Of course you have told me. If you aic attacked who should

defend you, if I do not ?

"

" The best defence, indeed the only defence till they take some active

step, will be silence. Most probably they will not do anything, and
then we lean afford to live down such reports as these. You caa

understand, Lucius, that the matter is grievous enough to me ; and I
am sure that for my sake you will not make it worse by a personal

quarrel with such a man as that."

"I shall go to Mr. Purnival," said he, " and ask his advice."

"I have done that already, Lucius. I thought it best to do so,

when first I heard that Mr. Dockwrath was moving in the matter. It

was for that that I went up to town."
" And why did you not tell me ?

"

"I then thought that you might be spared the pain of knowing
anything of the matter. I tell you now because I hear to-day in

Hamworth that people are talking on the subject. You might be
annoyed, as I was just now, if the first tidings had reached you from
some .stranger."

He sat silent for a while, turning his pencil in his hand, and looking

as though he were going to settle the matter off hand by his own
thoughts. " I tell you what it is, mother ; I shall not let the burden of

. ihis fall on your shoulders. You carried on the battle before, but I
must do so now. If I can trace any word of scandal to that fellow

Dockwrath, I shall indict him for a libel."

" Oh, Lucius
!

"

" I shall, and no mistake
!

"

What would he have said had he known tnat nis mother nad ab-

solutely proposed to Mr. Turnival to buy off Mr. Dockwrath's ani-

mouty, almost at any price F
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CHAPTER XVI.

HE. DOCKWBATH IN BEDPOED EOT.

Mr. Dockweath, as he left Leeds and proceeded to join the bosorii

of his family, was not discontented with what he had done. It might
not improbably have been the case that Mr. Mason would altogether

refuse to see him, and having seen him, Mr. Mason might altogether have
declined his assistance. He might have been forced as a witness to dis-

close his secret, of which he could make so much better a profit as a legal

adviser. As it was, Mr. Mason had promised to pay him for his services,

and would no doubt be induced to go so far as to give him a legal claim

for payment. Mr. Mason had promised to come up to town, and had
instructed the Hamworth attorney to meet him there ; and under such
circumstances the Hamworth attorney had but Uttle doubt that time

would produce a considerable bill of costs in his favour.

And then he thought that he saw his way to a great success. I

should be painting the Devil too black were I to say that revenge was
his chief incentive in that which he was doing. All our motives are

mixed ; and his wicked desire to do evil to Lady Mason in return for

the evil which she had done to him was mingled with professional

energy, and an ambition to win a cause that ought to be won

—

especially a cause which others had failed to win. He said to himself,

on finding those names and dates among old Mr. Usbech's papers, that

there was still an opportunity of doing something considerable in this

Orley Farm Case, and he had made up his mind to do it. Professional

energy, revenge, and money considerations would work hand in hand in

this matter ; and therefore, as he left Leeds in the second-class railway

carriage for London, he thought over the result of his visit with con-

siderable satisfaction.

He had left Leeds at ten, and Mr. Moulder had come down in the

same omnibus to the station, and was travelling in the same train in a

first-class carriage. Mr. Moulder was a man who despised the second •

class, and was not slow to say so before other commercials who travelled

at a cheaper rate than he did. "Hubbies and Grease," he said,

" allowed him respectably, in order that he might go about their

business respectable ; and he wasn't going to give the firm a bad name

by being seen in a second-class carriage, although the difference wouIq

go into nis own pocket. That wasn't the way he had begun, and that

wasn't the way he was going to end." He said nothing to Mr.

Dockwrath in the morning, merely bowing in answer to that gentleman's

salutation. "Hope you were comfortable last night in the back

drawing-room," said Mr. Dockwrath ; but Mr. Moulder in reply only

looked at him.

At the Mansfield Station, Mr. Kantwise, with his huge wooden boses,
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appeared on tlie platform, and he got into the same carriage with Mr.
Dockwrath. He had come on by a night train, and had been doing a

stroke of business that morning. " Well, Kantwise," Moulder holloaed

out from his warm, well-padded seat, " doing it cheap and nasty, eh ?
"

"Not at all nasty, Mr; Moulder," said , the other. "And I find

myself among as respectable a class of society in the second-class as

you do in the first
; quite so ;—and perhaps a little better," Mr. Kant-

wise added, as he took his seat immediately opposite to Mr. Dockwrath.
" I hope I have the pleasure of seeing you pretty bobbish this morning.

Sir." And he shook hands cordially with the attorney. •

" Tidy, thank you," said Dockwrath. " My company last night did

not do me any harm ; you may swear to that."

"Ha! ha! ha! I was so delighted that you got the better of

Moulder ; a domineering party, isn't he ? quite terrible ! For myself, I
can't put up with him sometimes."

" I didn't have to put up with him last night."

"No, no; it was very, good, wasn't it now? very capital, indeed.

All the same I wish you'd heard Busby give us 'Beautiful Venice, City

of Song !
' A charming voice has Busby ; quite charming." And there

was a pause for a minute or so, after which Mr. Kantwise resumed the

conversation. You'll allow me to put you up one of those drawing-

room set? ? " he said.

" Well, I am afraid not. I don't think they are strong enough where
there are children."

. . ,

"Dear, dear; dear, dear; to hear;you say so, Mr. Dockwrath! Why,
tlifey are made for strength. They are lie very things for children,

because they don't break, you know."
" But they bend terribly."
" By no means. They're so elastic that they always recovers them-

selves. I didn't show yoVl that; but you might turn the backs of them
chairs nearly down to the ground, and they will come straight again.

You let me send you a, set. for your wife to look at. If she's not

charmed with them I'll—I'U—I'll eat them."
" Women are charmed with anything," said Mr. Dockwrath. " A

new bonnet does that." :

" They know what they are abput pretty well, as I dare say you have

found out. I'll send express to Sheffield and have a completely new set

put up for you."
,

" Por twelve, seventeen six, of course ?
"

;

" Oh ! dear no, Mr. Dockwrath, The lo\vest figure for ready money,
delivered free, is fifteen ten."

,

" I couldn't think of paying nipre than Mrs. Mason."
"Ah! but that was a damaged set ; it was indeed. And, she merely

wanted it as a present for ,th& curate's wife. The table was quite

sorung, and the music-stoolwouldn't twist," ' ,

" But you'll send them to me new ?" •
• •

,

" New from the manufactory ; upon my word we will."

"A table that you have never acted upon—have never showu cff oat
standing in the middle, vou know ?

"
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"Yes; Qpon my honour. You sliall have them direct from the
workshop, and sent at once

; you shall find them in your drawing-room
on Tuesday next."

"We'll say thirteen ten."
" I couldn't do it, Mr. Dockwrath " And So they went on bar-

gaining half the way up to town, till at last they came to terms for

fourteen eleven. " And a very superior article your lady will find

them," Mr. Kantwise said as he shook hands with his new ,friend at

parting.

One day Mr. Dockwrath remained at home in the bosom of his

family, saying all manner of spiteful things against Lady Mason, and on
the next day lie went up to town and called on Round and Crook.
That one day he waited in order that Mr. Mason might have time to

write ; but Mr. Mason had written on that very day of the visit to Groby
Park, and Mr. Round junior was quit* ready for Mr. Dockwrath when that

gentleman called.

Mr. Dockwrath when at home had agam. cautioned his wife to have
no intercourse whatever " with that swindler at Orley Farm," wishing

thereby the more thoroughly to imbue poor Miriam with a conviction

that Lady Mason had committed some fraud with reference to the will.

" You had better say nothing about the matter anywhere ; d' you hear ?

People will talk ; all the world will be talking about it before long. But
that is nothing to you. If people ask you, say that yon believe that I

am engaged in the case professionally, but that you know nothing

further." As to all which Miriam of course promised the most exact

obedience. But Mr. Dockwrath, though he only remained one day in

Hamworth before he went to London, took care that the curiosity of

his neighbours should be sufficiently excited.

Mr. Dockwrath felt some little trepidation at the heart as he walked
into the office of Messrs. Bound and Crook in Bedford Row. Messrs.

Round and Crook stood high in the profession, and. were men who in

the ordinary way of business would have had no personal'dealings with

such a man as Mr. Dockwi-ath. Had any such intercourse become
necessary on commonplace subjects Messrs. Round and Crook's con-

Cdeutial clerk might have seen Mr. Dockwrath, but even he would have

looked down upon the Hamworth' attoriiey as froin a great moral

neight. But now, in the matter of the Orley l"arm Case, Mr. Dpckwratji

had determined that he would transact business only on equal terms

with the Bedford Row people. The secret was his—of his findmg ; he

knew the strength of his own position, and he would use it. But,never-

theless he did tremble inwardly as he asked whether Mr. Round was
within ;—or if not Mr. Round, then Mr. Crook.

There were at present three members in the firm, though the old

name remained unaltered. The Mr. Round and the Mr. Crook of

former days were stiU working partners ;—the very Round and the

very Crook who had carried on the battle on the part of Mr. Mason of

Groby twenty years ago ; but to them had been added another Mr.

Round, a son of old Round, who, though his name did not absolutely

appear in the nomenclature of the firm, was, as a working inan, the
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most important person in it. Old Mr. Round might no* he said to he
ornamental and communicative. He was a hale man of nearly seventy,

who thought a great deal of his peaches up at Isleworth, who came to

the office five times a week—not doing very much hard work, and who
took the largest share in the profits. Mr. Round senior had enjoyed
the reputation of being a sound, honourable man, but was now con-

sidered by some to be not quite sharp enough for the practice of the

present day.

Mr. Crook had usually done the dirty work of the firm, having been
originally a managing clerk ; and he still did the same—iu a small way.

He had been the man to exact penalties, look after costs, and attend to

any criminal business, or business partly criminal in its nature, which

'

might chance find its way to them. But latterly in all great matters

Mr. Round junior, Mr. Matthew Round—his father was Richard—was

the member of the firm on whom the world in general placed the greatest

dependence. Mr. Mason's letter had in the ordinary way of business

come to him, although it had been addressed to his father, and he had
resolved on acting on it himself.

When Mr. Dockwrath called Mr. Round senior was at Birmingham,
Mr. Crook was takmg his annual holiday, and Mr. Round junior was

reigning alone in Bedford Row. Instruction had been given to the

clerks that if Mr. Dockwrath called he was to be shown in, and there-

fore he found himself seated, with much less trouble than he had
expected, in the private room of Mr. Round junior. He had expected

to see an old man, and was therefore somewhat confused, not feeling

quite sure that he was in company with one of the principals; but
nevertheless, looking at the room, and especially at the arm-chair &nd

carpet, he was aware that the legal gentleman who motioned him to a

seat could be no ordinary clerk.

The manner of this legal gentleman was not, as Mr. Dockwrath
thought, quite so ceremoniously civil as it might be, considering the

important nature of the business to be transacted between them. Mr.
Dockwrath intended to treat on equal terms, and so intending would
have been glad to have shaken hands with his new ally at the commence-
ment of their joint operations. But the man before him—a man
younger than himself too—did not even rise from his chair. "Ah ! Mr
Dockwrath," he said, takmg up a letter from the table, " will you have

the goodness to sit down ? " And Mr. Matthew Round wheeled his

own arm-chair towards the fire, stretching out his legs comfortably, and
pointing to a somewhat distant seat as that intended for the accom-
modation of his visitor. Mr. Dockwrath seated himself in the somewhat
distant seat, and deposited his hat upon the floor, not being as yet quite

at home in his position ; but he made up his mind as he did so that he
would be at home before he left the room.

" I find that you have been down in Yorkshire with a client of oursj

Mr. Dockwrath," said Mr. Matthew Round.
" Yes, I have," said he of Hamworth.
" Ah ! well— ;

you are in the profession yourself, I beliero P
"

" Yes ; I am an attorney."
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" Would it not have been well to have come to us first ?
"

"No, 1 think not. I havo not the pleasure of knowing your
name, Sir."

" My name is Bxjund—Matthew Round."
"I beg your pardon. Sir; I did not know," said Mr. Dockwrath,

bowing. It was a satisfaction to him to learn that he was closeted
with a Mr. Round, even if it were not the Mr. Round. " No, Ml-.

Round, I can't say that I should have thought of that. In the first

place I didn't know whether Mr. Mason employed any lawyer, and the
next

"

" Well, well ; it does not matter. It is usual among the profession

;

but it does not in the least signify. Mr. Mason has written to us, and
he says that you have foimd out something about that Orley Farm
business."
" Yes ; I have found out something. At least, I rather think so."
" Well, what is it, Mr. Dockwrath ?

"

" Ah ! that's the question. It's rather a ticklish business, Mr. Round

;

a family affair, as I may say."
" Whose family ?

"

"To a certain extent my family, and to a certain extent Mr. Mason's
family. I don't know how far I should be justified in laying all tlie

fiacts before you—wonderful facts they are too—in an off-hand way like

that. These matters have to be considered a great deal. It is not
only the extent of the property. There is much more than that in it,

Mr. Round."
" If you don't tell me what there is in it, I don't see what we are to

do. I am sure you did not give yourself the trouble of coming up here

from Hamworth merely with the object of telling us that you are going
to hold your tongue."

" Certainly not, Mr. Round."
" Then what did you come to say ?

"

" May I ask you, Mr. Round, what Mr. Mason has told you with

reference to my interview with him ?
"

" Yes ; I will read you a part of his letter
—

' Mr. Dockwrath is of

opinion that the will under which the estate is now enjoyed is absolutclv

a forgery.' I presume you mean the codicil, Mr., Dockwrath ?
"

" Oh yes ! the codicil, of course."
"

' And he has in his possession documents which I have not seen,

but which seem to me, as described, to go far to prove that this

certainly must have been the case.' And then he goes on with a

description of dates, although it is clear that he does not understand

the matter himself—indeed he says as much. Now of course we must
see these documents before we can give our client any advice." A
certain small portion of Mr. Mason's letter Mr. Round did then read,

but he did not read those portions in which Mr. Mason expressed bis

firm determination to reopen the case against Lady Mason, and even to

prosecute her for forgery if it were found that he had anything like a
fair chance of success in doing so. " I know that you were convmced/'
he had said, addressing himself personally to Mr. Hound senior, " thiit

8
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Lady Mason was aotjing in good faith. I was always convinced of tin

contrary, and am more sure of it now tKan ever." Tliis last paragraph,

Mr. Round junior had not thought it necessary to read to Mi-.

Dock^vrath.
" The documents to which I allude are in reference to niy confidential

family matters ;,and I certainly shall not produce them without knowing
on what ground I am standing."

,

.

" Of course you are aware, M^r. Doekwratli, that we could compel
you."

" There, Mr. Round, I must be allowed, to differ."

" It won't come to that, of course. If you have anything worth

showing, you'll show it ; and if we make use of you as a witness, it must
be as a willing witness."

" I don't think it probable that I shall be a witness in the matter

at all."

"Ah, well; perhaps not. My own impression is that no case

will be made out ; that there will be nothmg to take before a jury."
" There, again, I must differ from you, Mr. Round."
" Oh, of course ! I suppose the real fact . is, that it is a matter of

money. You want to be paid for what information you have got. That
is about the long and the short of it ; eh, Mr. Dockwrath ?,

"

" I don't know what you call the, long ,and the short of it, Mr.
Round ;'or what may be your way of doing business. As a professional

man, of course I expect to be paid for my work ;—and I have no doubt
that you expect the same."

, ,
.

" No doubt, Mr. Dockwrath ; but—as you have made the comparison,

I hope you will excuse me for saying so—we always wait till our
clients come to us."

Mr. Dockwrath drew himself up with some intention of becoming
angry ; but he hardly knew how to carry it out ; and then it might be a

question whether anger would serve his turn. " Do you mean to say,

Mr. Round, if you had found documents such as these, you would have
done nothing about them—^that you would have passed them by as

worthless ?
"

"I can't say that till I know what the documents are. If I, found
papers concerning the client of another firm, I should go to that firm if

I thought that they demanded attention."

"I didn't know anything about the firm ;•—how was 1 19 kjnow ?
"

" Well ! you know now, Mr. Dockwrath! As I ' understand it, oui;

client has referred you to us. If you have anything to say, we, are

ready to hear it. If you have anything to show, v>'e are ready to look

at it. If you have nothing to say, and nothing to show "

"Ah, but I have; only "_
" Only you want us to make it Mforth your while, ^(e might, as ^yell

tave the truth at pncq. Is not that about it ? "
,

,
. .i i

" I want to see my way, of course." \ ,
,, j,

"Exactly. And now, Mr. Dockwrath, 5 must make you underhand
that we don't do business in that way." '

,

" Tbfin I shiiU see Mi-. Mason agam myseil."
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"That you eaa do. He will be in town next week, and, as 1 believe,

wishes to see you. As regards your expenses, if you can show us that

you have any communication to make that is worth our client'i

attention, we wUl see that you are paid what you are out of pocket, and
some fair remuneration for the time you may have lost ;—not as an
attorney, remember, for in that light we cannot regard you."

" I am every bit as much an attorney as you are."
" No doubt ; but you are not Mr. Mason's attorney ; and as long

as it suits him to honour us with his custom, you cannot be so

regarded."
" That's as he pleases.''

" No ! it is not, Mr. Dockwrath. It is as he pleases whether he
employs you or us ; but it is not as. he pleases whether he employs both
on Dusiness of the same class. He may give us his confidence, or he
may withdraw it."

"Looking at the way the matter was managed before, perhaps the

latter may be the better for him."
" Excuse me, Mr. Dockwrath, for saying that that is a question I

shall not discuss with you."
Upou this Mr. Dockwrath jumped from his chair, and took up liis

hat. " Good-morning to you, Sir," said Mr. Round, without moving
from his chair ;

" I will tell Mr. Mason that you have declined making
any communication to us. He will probably know your address—rif he
should want it."

Mr. Dockwrath paused. Was he not about to sacrifice substantial

advantage to momentary anger ? Would it not be better that he
should carry this impudent young London lawyer with him if it were
possible ? " Sir," said he, " I am quite willing to tell you all that I
know of this matter at present, if you have the patience to hear it."

" Patience, Mr. Dockwrath ! Why, I am made of patience. Sit

down again, Mr. Dockwrath, and think of it."

Mr. Dockwrath did sit down again, and did think of it ; and it ended
in his telling to Mr. Round all that he had told to Mr. Mason. As he

did so, he looked closely at Mr. Round's face, but there he could read

nothing. " Exactly," said Mr. Round. " The fourteenth of July is

the date of both. I have taken a memorandum of that. A final deed

for closing partnership, was it ? I have got that down. John Ken-
neby and JBridget Bolster. I remember the names,—witnesses to both

deeds, were they ? I understand; nothing about this other deed was
brought up at the trial ? I see the point—such as it is. John
Kenneby and Bridget Bolster;—both beheved to be living. Oh, you
can give their address, can you ? Decline to do so now ? Very well ;

it does not matter. I think I understand it all now, Mr. Dockwrath

;

and when we want you again, you shall hear from us. Samuel Dock-
wrath, is it ? Thank you. Good-momiag. If Mr. Maspn wishes to see

you, he will write, of course. GoOd-day, Mr. Dockwrath."

And so Mr. Dockwrath weut home, not quite contented Tith ha
iay'a work.

S—

8
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CHAPTEE XVIL

VON BAUHR.

It will be remembered that Mr. Crabwitz was sent across from

uincolu's Inn to Bedford Row to ascertain the present address of old

Mr. Bx)und. " Mr. Round is at Birmingham," he said, coming back.

"Every one connected with the profession is at Birmingliam,

except

—

'—

"

" The more fools they," said Mr. -Fumival.
" I am thinking of going down myself this evening," said Mr. Crab-

witz. "As you will be out of town. Sir, I suppose 1 can be spared ?

"

"You too!"
" And why not me, Mr. Fumival ? When all the profession is

meeting toother, why should not I be there as well as another? I

hope you do not deny me my right to feel an interest in the great

subjects which are being discussed."
" Not in the least, Mr. Crabwitz. I do not deny you your right to

be Lord Chief Justice, if you can accomplish it. But yon cannot be

Lord Chief Justice and my clerk at the same time. Nor can you be in

my chambers if you are at Birmingham. I rather think 1 must trouble

you to remain here, as I cannot tell at what moment I may be in town
again."

"Then, Sir, I'm afraid " Mr. Crabwitz began his speech and
then faltered. He was going to tell Mr. Eurnival that he must suit

himself with another clerk, when he remembered his fees, and paused.

It would be very pleasant to him to quit Mr. Fumival, but where could

he get such another place ? He knew that he himself was invaluable,

but then he was invaluable only to Mr. Fumival. Mr. Fumival would
be mad to part with him, Mr. Crabwitz thought ; but then would hf
Bot be almost more mad to part with Mr. Fumival ?

" Eh ! well ? " said Mr. Furnival.
" Oh ! of course ; if you desire it, Mr. Fumival, I will remain. But ]

must say I think it is rather hard."
" Look here, Mr. Crabwitz ; if you think my service is too hard

upon you, you had better leave it. But if you take upon yourself to

tell me so again, you must leave it. Eemember that." Mr. F'uraival

possessed the master mind of the two ; and Mr. Crabwitz felt this as ho
slunk back to his own room.

So Mr. Round also was at Birmin|;ham, and could be seen there.

This was so far well ; and Mr. Furmval, having again with mthless
malice sent Mr. Crabwitz for a cab, at once started for the Euston
Square Station. He could master Mr. Crabwitz, and felt a certain

oleasure in having done so ; but could he master Mrs. F. ? That lady

Utd on one or two late occasions shown her anger at the esistmg state
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of her domestic uffaiis, and had once previously gone so fat as to make
her lord understand that she was jealous of his proceedings with
reference to other goddesses. But she had never before done tliis in
the presence of other people ;—she had never allowed any special
goddess to see that she was the special object of jealousy. Now she
had not only committed herself in this way, but had also committed him.
making him feel himself to be ridiculous ; and it was highly necessary
that some steps should be taken ;—if he only knew what step ! All
which kept his mind active as he journeyed in the cab.

At the station he found three or four other lawyers, all bound for

Birmingham. Indeed, during this fortnight the whole line had been
alive with learned gentlemen going to and fro, discussing weighty
pomts as they rattled along the iron road, and shaking their ponderous
heads at the new ideas which were being ventilated. Mr. Furnival,
with many others—indeed, with most of those who were so far advanced
in the world as to be makmg bread by their profession—was of opinion
that all this palaver that was going on in the various tongues of Babel
would end as it began—in words. " Vox et prseterea nihil." To
practical EngUshmen most of these international congresses seem to

arrive at nothing else. Men will not be talked out of the convictions of

their lives. No living orator would convince a grocer that coffee should
be sold without chicory ; and no amount of eloquence will make an
English lawyer think that loyalty to truth should come before loyalty to

his client. And therefore our own pundits, though on this occasion

they went to Birmingham, summoned by the greatness of the occasion,

by the dignity of foreign names, by interest in the question, and by the

influence of such men as Lord Boanerges, went there without any doubt
on their minds as to the rectitude of their own practice, and fortified

with strong resolves to resist all idea of change.

And indeed one cannot understand how the bent of any man's mind
should be altered by the sayings and doings of such a congress.

" Well, Johnson, what have you all been doing to-day ? " asked Mr.
Furnival of a special friend whom he chanced to meet at the club which
had been extemporised at Birmingham.

" We have had a paper read by Von Bauhr. It lasted three

hours."
" Three hours ! Heavens ! Von Bauhr is, I think, from Berlin."

"Yes; he and Dr. Slotacher. Slotacher is to read his paper the day

after to-morrow."

"Then I think I shall go to London again. But what did Vou
B.iiihr say to you during those three hours ?

"

" Of course it was all in German, and I don't suppose that any one

understood him,—unless it was Boanerges. But 1 believe it was the

old story, going to show that the same man might be judge, advocate,

hnd jury."
" No doubt ;—if men were machines, and if you could find such

machines perfect at all points in their machinery."
" And if the machines had no hearts ?

"

" Miichines don't have hearts," said Mr, Eurnival ;
" especially those
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in Germany. And what did Boanerges say ? His answer did not take

three hours more, I hope."

"About twenty minutes; but what he did say was lost on Von
Bauhr, who understands as much English as I do German. He said

.that the practice of the Prussian coujts had always been to him a

subject of mtense interest, and that the general justice of their verdicts

could not be impugned."
.

" Nor ought it, seeing that a single trial for murder will occupy a

court .for three weeks. He should have asked Von Bauhr how much
work he 'usually got through in the course of a sessions. I don't seem
to have lost much by being away. By-the-bye, do. you happen to know
whether Round is here ?

"

"What, old Bxjund? I saw him in the hall to-day yawning as

though he would burst." And then Mr. Fumival strolled off to look for

the sttprney among the various purlieus frequented by the learned

itrangers.
" Jurnival," said another barrister, accosting him—an elderly man,

small, with sharp eyes and bushy eyebrows, dirty in his attire and poor

in his general appearance—"have you seen Judge Staveley?" This

was Mr. Chaffanbrass, great at the Old Bailey, a man well able to hold

his own in spite of the meanness of his appearance. At such a meeting

as this the English bar generally could have had no better representative

than Mr. Chaffanbrass.

"No;ishehere?"
" He must be here. He is the only man they could find who knows

tnough Italian to understand what that fat fellow from Florence will

say .to-morrow."

"We're to have the Italian to-morrow, are we ?
"

" Yes ; and Staveley afterwards. It's as good as a play ; only, like

all plays, it's three times too long-. I wonder whether anybody here

believes m it ?
"

" Yes, Pelix Graham does."

.," He believes everything—unless it is the Bible. He is one of those

young men who look for an instant milleimium, and who regard them-
selves not only as the prophets who foretell it, but as the preachers

who will produce it. For myself, I am too old for a new gospel, with
Felix Graham as an jostle."

" They say that Boanerges thinks a great deal of him."
" That can't be true, for Boanerges never thought much of any one

bi»;t himself. Well, I'm off to bed, for I find a day here ten times more
fatiguing than the Old Bailey in July."

On the whole the meeting was rather dull, as such meetings usually

are. It must not Ijc supposed that any lawyer could get up at will, as

the spirit moved,him, and utter his own ideas; or that alL members of

Ihe congress could speak if only they could catch the speaker's eye.

Had this been so, a man might have been supported by the hope of

having some finger hi the pie, sooner or later. But in such case the

congress would have lasted for ever. As it was, the names of those

who were invited to address the meetmg were arranged, and of course
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men from each country were selected who were best' known in their
own siiecial walks of their profession. But then these best-known men
took an unfau: advantage of their position, and were ruthless in the
lengthy cruelty of their addresses. Von Bauhr at Berlin was no doubt
a great lawyer, bnt he should not have felt so confident that the legal
proceedings of England and of the civilised world in general could be
reformed by his readmg that book of his from the rostrum in the hall

at BirminMam !

' The civilised world in general, as there represented,
had been disgusted, and it was surmised that poor Dr. Slotacher would
find bnt a meagre audience when his turn came.
At last Mr. Eurnival succeeded in hunting up Mr. Round, and found

him recruiting outraged nature with a glass of brandy and water and a

cimr. "Looking for me, have you? Well, here I am; that is to say,

what is left of me. Were you in the haE to-day ?
"

" No ; I was up in town."
"Ah! that accounts for your being so fresh. I wish I had been

there. Do you ever do anything in this way?" and Mr. Round
touched the outside of his glass of toddy with his spoon. Mr. Purnival
said that he never did do anything in that way, which was true.

Port wine was his way, and it may be doubted whether on the whole
it is not the more dangerous way of the two: But Mr. Purnival,

though he would not drink brandy and water or smoke cigars, sat

down opposite to Mr. Round, and had soon broached the subject which
was on his mind.

" Yes," said the attorney, " it is quite true that I had a letter on the

subject from Mr. Mason. The lady is not wrong in supposing that

some one is moving in the matter."
" And your client wishes you to take up the case again ?

"

"No doubt he does. He was not a man that I ever greatly Kked,

Mr. Eurnival, though I bcKeve he means well. He thinks that he has

been ill used ; and perhaps he was ill used—by his father."

" But that can be no possible reason for badgering the hfe out of his

father's widow twenty years after his father's death !
".

" Of course he thinks that he has some new evidence. I can't say I

looked into the matter much myself. I did read the letter ; but that

was all, and then I handed it to my son. As far as I remember, Mr.
Mason said that some attorney at Hamworth had been to him."

" Exactly ; a low fellow whom you would be ashamed to see in your

office 1 He fancies that young Mason has injured him ; and though he

has received numberless benefits from Lady Mason, this is the way in

which he chooses to be revenged on her son."
" We should have nothing to do with such a matter as that, you

know. It's not our line."

"No, of course it is not; I am well aware of that. And I am
equally well aware that nothing Mr. Mason can do can shake Lady
Mason's title, or rather her son's title, to the property. But, Mr. Roimdj
if he be encouraged to gratify his malice

"

" If who be encouraged ?
"

"Yom client, Mr. Mason of Groby;—there can be no doubt that
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ue miglit Larass this unfortuuate lady till lie brouglit her nearly to

the grave."
" That would be a pity, for I believe she's still aa UQOommon pretty

woman." And the attorney indulged in a little fat inward chuckle ; for

in these days Mr. Furnival's taste with reference to strange goddesses
was beginning to be understood by the profession.

" She is a very old friend of mine," said Mr. Purnival, gravely, " a

very old friend indeed ; and if I were to desert her now, she would have
no one to whom she could look."

" Oh, ah, yes ; I'm sure you're very kind ;
" and Mr. Exsund altered

iiis face and tone, so that they might "be in conformity with those of his

companion. " Anything I can do, of course I shall he very happy. I

should be slow, myself, to advise my client to try the matter again, but

to tell the truth anything of this kind would go to my son now. I did

read Mr. Mason's letter, but I immediately handed it to Matthew."
" I wUl tell you how you can oblige me, Mr. Bx)und."
" Do tell me ; I am sure I shall be very happy."
" Look into this matter yourself, and talk it over with Mr. Mason

before you allow anything to be done. It is not that I doubt your son's

discretion. Indeed we all know what an exceedingly good man of

business he is."

" Matthew is sharp enough," said the prosperous father.

" But then young men are apt to be too sharp. I don't know whether
you remember the case about that Orley Parm, Mr. Hound."

" As well as if it were yesterday," said tbe attorney.
" Then you must recollect how thoroughly you were convinced that

your client had not a leg to stand upon."

"It was I that insisted that he should not carry it before the

Chancellor. Crook had the general management of those cases

then, and would have gone on ; but I said, no. I would not see my
client's money wasted in such a wild-^oose chase. In the first place

the property was not worth it ; and in the next place there was
nothmg to impugn the w,iU. If I remember right it all turned on
whether an old man who had signed as witness was well enough to write

his name."
" That was the point."

"And I think it was shown that he haa nimself signed a receipt on

that very day—or the day after, or the day before. It was something

of that kind."
" Exactly ; those were the facts. As regards the result of a new

trial, no sane man, I fancy, could have any doubt. You know as

well as any one living how great is the strength of twenty years of

possession
"

" It would be very strong on her side, certainly.''

" He would not have a chance ; of course not. But, Mr. Kouud,
he might make that poor woman so wretched that death would be a

relief to her. Now it may be possible that somethmg looking like

fresh evidence may have been discovered ; something of this kind

prqbsbly has been found, or this man would not be moving ; he would
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not have gone to the expense of a journey to Yorksbiie had he not sot
told of some new story."

" He has something in his head; you may be sure of that."
"Don't let your son be run away with by this, or advise youi

client to incur the terrible expense of a new trial, without knowing
what you are about. I tell you fairly that I do dread such a trial on
this poor lady's account. Reflect what it would be, Mr. Eound, to any
lady of your own family."

" I don't think Mrs. Round would mind it much ; that is, if she were
sure of her case."

" She is a strong-minded woman ; but poor lady Mason "

"She was strong-minded enough too, if I remember right, at the
last trial. I shall never forget hovv. composed she was' when old
Bennett tried to shake her evidence. Do you remember how bothered
he was ?

"

" He was an excellent lawyer,—was Bennett. There are few better
men at the bar nowadays."
"You wouldn't have found him down here,-. Mr. Furnival, listening

to a German lecture three hours long. I don't know how it is, but I
think we all used to work harder in those days than the young men
do now." And then these eulogists of past days -went back to the
memories of their youths, declaring how in the old glorious years, now
gone, no congress such as this would have had a chance of success.

Men had men's work to do then, and were not wont to play the fool,

first at one provincial town and then at another, but stuck to their

oars and made their fortunes. " It seems to me, Mr. Purnival," said

Mr. Round, " that this is all child's play, aud to tell the truth I am
half ashamed of myself for being here."

" And you'll look into the matter yourself, Mr. Round ?
"

" Yes, I will, certainly."
" I shall take it as a great favour. Of course you will advise your

client in accordance with any new facts which may be brought
before you ; but as I feel certain that no case against young Mason
can have any merits, I do hope that you will be able to suggest to Mr.
Mason of Groby that the matter should be allowed to rest." And
then Mr. rurnival took his leave, still thinking how far it might be

possible tljat the enemy's side of the question might be supported by
real merits. Mr. Roiind was a good-natured old fellow, and if the case

could be inveigled out of his son's hands and into his own, it might be

possible that even real merits should avail nothing.

"I confess I am getting rather tired of it," said Felix Graham that

evening to his friend young Staveley, as he stood outside his bed-room

door at the top of a narrow flight of stairs in the back part of a large

hotel at Birmingham.
" Tired of it ! I should think you are too.?'

" But nevertheless I am as sure as ever that good will come from it,

I am inclined to think that the same kind of thing must be enditred

Ijefore any improvement is made in anything."
" Thftt all reformers have to undergo Von Bauhr ?

"
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" Yes, all of them ihat do any good. Von Baulir's words were verj

dry, no doubt."
" You don't mean to say that you understood them ?

"

" Not many of them. A few here and there, for the first half-hour,

came trembling home to my dull comprehension, and then "
" Tou went to sleep."

"The sounds became too difficult for niy ears; but dry and dull

and hard as they weri, they will not absolutely' fall to the ground.

He had a meaning in them, and that meaning will produce itself in

some shape:"
" Heaven forbid that it should ever do so in my presence ! All the

iniquities of which the English bar may be guilty cannot be so intoler-

able to humanity as Von Bauhr."
_' "Well, good-night, old fellow; your governor is to give us his

^^deas to-morrow, and perhaps he wUl be as bad to' the Germans as your
Von Bauhr was to us."

" Then I can only say that my governor will be very cruel to the

Germans." And so they two went to their dreams.

In the mean time Von Bauhr was sitting alone looking back on the

past hours with ideas and views very different from those of the

many English lawyers who were at that time discussing his demerits.

To iiim the day had been one long triumph, for his voice had
sounded sweet in his own ears as, period after period, he had poured

forth in full flowing language the gathered wisdom and experience

of his life. Public men in England have so much to do that they

cannot give time to the preparation of speeches for such meetings

as these, but Von Bauhr had been at work on his pamphlet for months.

Nay, taking it in the whole, had he not been at work on it for years ?

And now a kind Providence had given him the opportunity of

pouring it forth before the assembled pundits gathered from all the

nations of the civihsed world.

As he sat there, solitary in his bed-rOom, his hands dropped down
by his side, his pipe hung from his mouth on to his breast, and his

eyes, turned up to the ceiling, were lighted almost with inspiration.

Men there at the congress, Mr. Ghaffanbrass, young Staveley, Eelix

Graham, and others, had regarded him as an impersonation of dul-

ness; but through his mind and brain, as he sat there wrapped in

his old dressing-gown, there ran thoughts which seemed to lift him
lightly from the earth into an elysiura of justice and mercy. And
at the end of this elysiuth, which wias not wUd in its beauty, but
trim and orderly in its graceftilness—as might be a beer-garden at
Munich—there stood among ' flowers and vases a pedestal, grand
above all other pedestals in that garden; and on this there was a
bust with an inscription:

— "To 'Von Bauhr, who reformed the laws
of nations."

It was a grand thought; and though there was in it much of
human conceit, there was in it also much of human philanthropy,
If a reign of justice could be restored through his efforts—through
those efforts m which on this hallowed day he had been enabled to
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make so great a progress—liow beautiful would it be! And then
ss he sat there, while the smoke still curled from his unconscious
nostrils, he felt that he loved all Germans, all Englishmen, even
all Frenchmen, in his very heart of hearts, and especially those

who had travelled wearily to this English town that they might
listen to the results of his wisdom. He said to himself, -and said

truly, that he loved the world, and that he would willmgly spend
himself in these great endeavours for the amelioration of its laws
and the perfection of its judicial proceedings. And then he betook
himself to bed in a frame of mind that was not unenviable.

I am inclined, myself, to agree with Eelis Graham that such
efforts arc seldom absolutely wasted. A man who strives honestly

to do good will generally do good, though seldom perhaps as much
as he has himself anticipated. Let Von Baulir have his pedestal

among the flowers, even though it be small and humble !

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE ENGLISH VON BATJHR.

On the following morning, before breakfast, Felix Graham and
Augustus Staveley prepared themselves for the labours of the

comiag day by a walk into the country ; for even at Birmingham, by
perseverance, a walk into the country may be attained,—and very

pretty country it is when reached. These congress meetings did not

Dcgin before eleven, so that for ^lose who were active time for

matutinal exercise was allowed.

Augustus Staveley was the only son of the judge who on that day

was to defend the laws of England from such attacks as might be

auade on them by a very fat advocate from Florence. Of Judge
Staveley himself much need not be said now, except that he lived

at Noningsby, near Alston, distant from The Cleeve about nine miles,

aud that at his house Sophia Fumival had been invited to pass the

coming Christmas. His son was a handsome clever fellow, who had
nearly succeeded in getting the Newd^ate, and was now a member
of tlie Middle Temple. He was destined to follow tie steps of his

father, and become a light at the Common Law bar ; but hitherto he

had not made much essential progress. The world' had been too

pleasant to him to allow of his giving many of his hours to work.

His father was one of the best men in the world, revered on the

bench, and loved by all men ; but he had not suflcient parental

sternness to admit of his drivin" his son well into harness. He
himself had begun the world with little or nothing, and had therefore

succeeded; but his son was already possessed of almost everything

that he could want, and therefore his success seemed doubtful. His
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ohambcrs wore luxuriously funiislied, lie had his horse in ['iccadilly,

his father's house at Nouingsby was always open to him, and tho

society of London spread out for him all its allurements. Under
such circumstances how could it be expected that he should work ?

Nevertheless he did talk of working, and had some idea in his head
of the manner in which he would do so. To a certain extent ho

liad worked, and he could talk fluently of the little that he knew.
The idea of a far niente life would have been intolerable to him

;

but there were many among his friends who began to think tliat

such a life would nevertheless be his ultimate destiny. Nor did

it much matter, they said, for the judge was known to have made
money.

But his friend Felix Graham was rowing in a very different

boat; and of him also many prophesied that he would hardly be

able to push his craft up against the strength of the stream. Not
that he was an idle man, but that he would not work at his oars in

tlie only approved method of making progress for his boat. He
also had been at Oxford ; but he had done Tittle there except talk at

a debating society, and make himself notorious by certain ideas on
religious subjects which were not popular at the University. He
had left without taking a degree, m consequence, as it was believed,

of some such notions, and had now been called to the bar with a

fixed resolve to open that oyster with such weapons, offensive and
defensive, as nature had given to him. But here, as at Oxford, he

would not labour on the same terms with other men, or make
himself subject to the same conventional rules; and therefore it

seemed only too probable that he might win no prize. He had
ideas of his own that men should pursue their labours without

special conventional regulations, but should be guided in their work
by the general great niles of the world,—such for instance as those

given in the commandments:—"Thou shalt not bear false witness;

Thou shalt not steal
; " and others. His notions no doubt were

great, and perhaps were good; but hitherto they had not led him
to much pecuniary success in his profession. A sort of a name he
had obtained, but it was not a name sweet in the ears of practising

attorneys.

And yet it behoved Pelix Graham to make money, for none was
coming to him ready made from any father. Father or mother he had
none, nor uncles and aunts likely to be of service to him. He had
Dcgiin the world witk some small sum, which had grown smaller and
ESialler, till now there was left to him hardly enough to create an infini-

tesimal dividend. But he was not a man to become down-hearted on that

account. A living ofsome kmd he could pick up, and did now procure for

himaelf, from the press of the day. He wrote poetry for the periodi-

cals, and polities for the penny papers, with considerable success and
sufficient pecuniary results. He would sooner do this, he often

boasted, than abandon his great ideas or descend into the arena with

other weapons thfin those whiph he regarded a§ fitting for ;«j hon^gl

»|ip'e |ian4,
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Augustus Slavelej-, who could be very prudent for his friend,

declared that marriage would set him right. If Pelix would niarr;

he would quietly slip his neck into the collar and work along with
the teani, as useful a horse as ever was put to the wheel of a coaeh.
But FeUx did not seem inclined to marry. He had notions about
that also, and was believed by one or two who knew him intimately
to cherish an insane affection for some unknown damsel, whose
parentage, education, and future were not likely to assist his views
in the outer world. Some said that he was educating this damsel
for his wife,—moulding her, so that she might be made fit to suit

liis taste ; but Augustus, though he knew the secret of all tliis, was
of opinion that it would come right at last. " He'll meet some girl

in the world with a hatful of money, a pretty face, and a sharp

tongue; then he'll bestow his moulded bride on a neighbouring
baker with two hundred pounds for her fortune ;—and everybody
will be happy."

Pelix Graham was by no means a handsome man. He was tall

and thin, and his face had been shghtly marked with the small-pox.

He stooped in his gait as he walked, and was often awkward with

his hands and legs. But he was full of enthusiasm, indomitable, as

far as pluck would make him so, in contests of all kinds, and when
he talked on subjects which were near his heart there was a radiance

about him which certainly might win the love of the pretty girl with

the sharp tongue and the hatful of money. Staveley, who really

loved him, had already selected the prize, and she was no other than

our friend, Sophia Eurnival. The sharp tongue and the pretty face and
the hatful of money would all be there ; but then Sophia Pumival
was a girl who might, perhaps, expect in return for these things

more than an ugly face which could occasionally become radiant with

enthusiasm.

The two men had got away from the thickness of the Birmingham
smoke, and were seated on the top rung of a gate leading into a

stubble field. So far they had gone with mutual consent, but further

than this Staveley refused to go. He was seated with a cigar in his

mouth. Graham also was smoking, but he was accommodated with

a short pipe,
" A walk before breakfast is all very well," said Staveley, " but I

am not going on a pUgrimage. We are four miles from the inn this

minute."
" And for your energies that is a good deal. Only think that you

should have been doing anything for two hours before you begin

to feed."
" 1 wonder why matutinal labour should always be considered as £0

meritorious. Merely, I take it, because it is disagreeable."

" It proves that the man can make an effort."

"Every prig who wishes to have it believed that he does more than

his neighbours either burns the midnight lamp or gets up at four in the

morning. Good wholesome work between breakfast and dinner never

eeems to count for anything."
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" Have you ever tried ?
"

" Yes ; I am trying noWj liere at Birmingham."
" Not you."
" That's so like you, Graham. You don't believe that anybodj it

attending to what is going on except yourself. I mean to-day to take

in the whole theory ol' Italian jurisprudence."
" I have no doubt that you may do so with advantage. I do not

suppose that it b very good, but it must at any rate be better

than our own. Come, let us go back to the town; my pipe is

finished."

"Pill another, there's a good fellow. I can't afford to throw away
my cigar, and I hate walking and smoking. You mean to assert that

our whole system is bad, and rotten, and unjust ?
"

"I mean to say that 1 think so."
" And yet we consider ourselves the greatest people in the world,

—

or at any rate the honestest."
" I think we are ; but laws and their management have nothing to

do with making people honest. Good laws won't make people honest,

nor bad laws dishonest."
" But a people who are dishonest in one trade will probably be dis-

honest in others. Now, you go so far as to say that all EngUsh
lawyers are rogues."

" I have never said so. I beliave your father to be as honest a mau
as ever breathed."

" Thank you. Sir," and Stavelcy hfted his hat.
" And I would fain hope that I am an honest man myself."
" Ah, but you don't make money by it."

"What I do mean is this, that from our love of precedent and
ceremony and old usages, we have retained a system which contauis

many of the barbarities of the feudal times, and also many of its hes.

We try our culprit as we did in the old days of the ordeal. If luck

will carry him through the hot ploughshares, we let him escape though
we know him to be guilty. We give bun the advantage of every

technicality, and teach him to lie in his own defence, if nature has not

sufficiently so taught him already."
" You mean as to his plea of not guilty."

" No, I don't ; that is little or nothing. We ask him whether or

no he confesses his guilt in a foolish way, tending to induce him to

deny it; but that is not much. Guilt seldom will confess as long.as a

chance remains. But we teach him to lie, or rather we lie for him
during the whole ceremony of his trial. We think it merciful to give

him chances of escape, and hunt him as we do a fox, in obedience to

certain laws framed for his protection." \

" And should he have no protection ?
"

"None certaudy, as a guilty man; none which may tend towards the

concealing of his guilt. Till that be ascertained, proclaimed, and made
apparent, every man's hand should be against him."

" But if he IS innocent ?
"

"Therefore let him be tried with every possible care, I know
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faa onderstand what I mean, though you look as though you did
not. Por the protection of his innocence let astute and good men
work their best, but for the concealmg of his guilt let no astute or
good man work at all."

"And you would leave the poor victim in the dock without
defence ?

"

"By no means. Let the poor victim, as you call Iiira,—who in

ninety-nine cases out of a hundred is a rat who has been preying in our
granaries,—let hun, I say, have his defender, — the defender of his

possible hinocence, not the protector of his probable guilt. It all re-

solves itself into this. Let every lawyer go into court with a mind
resolved to make conspicuous to the light of day that which seems to

liiin to be the truth. A lawyer who does not do that—who does the re-

verse of that, has in my mind undertaken work which is unfit for a

gentleman and impossible for an honest man."
"What a pity it is that you should not have an opportunity of

rivallmg Von Bauhr at the congress !

"

" I have no doubt that Von Bauhr said a great deal of the same
nature ; and what Von Bauhr said will not wholly be wasted, though it

may not yet have reached our sublime understandings."
" Perhaps he will vouchsafe to us a translation."
" It would be useless at present, seeing that we cannot bring our-

selves to believe it possible that a foreigner should in any respect be
wiser than ourselves. If any such point out to us our follies, we at

once claim those follies as the special evidences of our wisdom. We
are so self-satisfied with our own customs, that we hold up our hands
with surprise at the fatuity of men who presume to point out to us
their defects. Those practices in which we most widely depart from
the broad and recognised morality of all civilised ages and countries

are to us the Palladiums of our jurisprudence. Modes of proceeding

which, if now first proposed to us, would be thought to come direct

from the devil, have been made so sacred by time that they have lost

all the horror of their falseness in the holitfess of their age. We can-

not understand that other nations look upon such doings as we regard

the human sacrifices of the Brahmins ; but the fact is that we drive a

Juggernaut's car through every assize town in the country, three times

a year, and allow it to be dragged ruthlessly through the streets o'

the metropolis at all times and seasons. Now come back to breakfast,

for I won't wait here any longer." Seeing that these were the ideas

of I'elix Graham, it is hardly a matter of wonder that such men as Mr.
Enrnival and Mr. Round should have regarded his success at the bar

as doubtful.
" Uncommon bad mutton chops these are," said Staveley, as they

sat at their meal in the cofiee-room of the Imperial Hotel.

"Are they?" said Graham. "They seem to me much the same as

other mutton chops."
" They are uneatable. And look at this for coffee ! Waiter, take

thin away, and have some made fresh."
" Ym, Sir," said the waiter, .striving to escape without further cotument.
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" And, waiter "

" Yes, Sir ;
" and tl^ poor over-driven functionary returned.

"Ask them from me"whetker they know how to make coffee. It

docs not consist of an unlimited supply of lukewarm water poured
over an infinitesimal proportion of chicory. That process, time-

honoured in the hotel line, will^ not produce the beverage called

coffee. Will you have the goodness to explain that in the bar as

coming from me ?
"

^.^

"Yes, Sir," said the waiter; and then he was allowed to dis-

appear.
" How can you give yourself so much trouble with no possible hope

of an advantageous result ? " said Eelix Graham.
" That's what you weak men always say. Perseverance in such a

course will produce results. It is because we put up with bad things

that hotel-keepers continue to give them to us. Three or four Erench-

men were dining with my father yesterday at the King's Head, and

I had to sit at the bottom of the table. I declare to you that I
literally blushed for my country; I did indeed. It was useless to

say anything then, but it was quite clear that there was nothing that

one of them could eat. At any hotel in France you'll get a good

dinner ; but we're so proud that we are ashamed to take lessons." And
thus Augustus Staveley was quite as loud against his own country,

and as laudatory with regard to others, as ITelix Graham had been

before breakfast.

And so the congress went on at Birmingham. The fat Italian from

Tuscany read his paper ; but as he, though judge in his own country

>nd reformer here in England, was somewhat given to comedy, this

morning was not so dull as that which had been devoted to Von
Bauhr. After him Judge Staveley made a very elegant, and some said,

a very eloquent speech • and so that day was done. Many other

days also wore themselves away in this process ; numerous addresses

were read, and answers made to them, and the newspapers for the

time were full of law. The defence of our own system, which was
supposed to be the most remarkable for its pertinacity, if not for its

justice, came from Mr. Furnival, who roused himself to a divine

wrath for the occasion. And then the famous congress at Birmiue^

ham was brought to a close, and all the foreigners returned to thev

own countries.
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CHAPl'ER XLX.

THE STATELET FAMILY.

Ihb next two months passed by without any events which deserve
our special notice, unless it be that Mr. Joseph Mason and Mr. Dock-
wrath had a meetmg in the room of Mr. Matthew Round, in Eedford
Eow. Mr. Dockwrath struggled hard to effect this without the pre-

sence of the London attorney ; but he struggled in vain. Mr. Round
was not the man to allow any stranger to tamper with his client, and
Mr. Dockwrath was forced to lower his flag before him. The re-

sult was that the document or documents which had been discovered

at Hamworth were brought up to Bedford Row ; and Dockwrath
at last made up his mind that as he could not supplant Matthew
Rouna, he would consent to fight under him as his lieutenant— or
even as his sergeant or corporal, if no higher position might be allowed

to him.

"There is something in it, certainly, Mr. Mason," said young
Round ;

" but I cannot undertake to say as yet that we are in a

position to prove the point."
" It will be proved," said Mr. Dockwrath.
" I confess it seems to me very clear," said Mr. Mason, who by this

time had been made to understand the bearings of the question. "It
is evident that she chose that day for her date because those two
persons had then been called upon to act as witnesses to that other

ieed."
" That of course is our allegation. I only say that we may have

some difficulty in proving it."

" The crafty, thieving swindler !
" exclaimed Mr. Mason.

"She has been sharp enough if it is as we think," said Round,

laughing; and then there was nothing more done in the matter for

some time, to the great disgust both of Mr. Dockwrath and Mr.

Mason. Old Mr. Round had kept his promise to Mr. Pumival; or, at

least, had done something towards keeping it. He had not himself

taken the matter into his own hands, but he had begged his son to

be cautioas. "It's not the sort of business that we care for. Mat.,"

said he; "and as for that fellow down in Yorkshire, I never liked

him." To this Mat. had answered that neither did he like Mr.

Mason; but as the case had about it some very remarkable points, it

was necessary to look into it ; and then the matter was allowed to

stand over till after Christmas.

TVe will now change the scene to Noningsby, the judge's country

seat, near Alston, at which a party was assembled for the Christmas

holidays. The judge was there of course,—without liis wig ; m which

g'l'se I am incUned to rhink that judges spend the more comfortsW*
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houra of their existence ; and there also was Lady Staveley, her
presence at home being altogether a matter of course, inasmuch as

ihe had no other home than Noningsby. For many years past, ever

since the happy day on which Noningsby had been acquired, she had
repudiated London; and the poor judge, when callea upon by his

duties to reside there, was compelled to live like a bachelor, in

lodgings. Lady Staveley was a good, motherly, warm-hearted woman,
who thought a great deal about her flowers and fruit, believing that no
one else had them so excellent,—much also about her butter and eggs,

which in other houses were, in her opinion, generally unfit to be eaten

;

she thought also a great deal about her children, who were all swans,

—though as she often observed with a happy sigh, those of her neigh-

bours were so uncommonly like geese. But she thought most of all

of her husband, who in her eyes was the perfection of all manly
virtues. She had made up her mind that the position of a puisne

judge in England was the highest which could fall to the lot of any

mere mortal. To become a Lord Chancellor, or a Lord Chief Justice,

or a Chief Saron, a man must dabble with parliament, politics, and

dirt ; but the bench-fellows of these politicians were selected for their

wbdom, high conduct, knowledge and discretion. Of all such selections,

that made by the late king when he chose her husband, was the one

which had done most honour to England, and had been in all its results

most beneficial to Englishmen. Such was her creed with reference to

domestic matters.

The Staveley young people at present were only two in number,

Augustus, namely, and his sister Madeline.
,
Tlie eldest daughter

was married, and therefore, though she spent these Christmas hohdays

at Noningsby, must not be regarded as one of the Noningsby family.

Of Augustus we have said enough; but as I intend that Madeline

Staveley shall, to many of my readers, be the most interesting person-

age in this story, I must pause to say something of her. I must
say something of her; and as, with all women, the outward and,

visible signs of grace and beauty are those which are thought of

the most, or at any rate spoken of the oftenest, I wiU begin with her

exterior attributes. And that the muses may assist me in my en-

deavour, teaching my rough hands to draw with some accuracy the

delicate lines of female beauty, I now make to them my humble but

earnest prayer.

Madefine Staveley was at this time about nineteen years of age.

That she was perfect in her beauty I cannot ask the muses to say, but

that she will some day become so, I think the goddesses may be re-

quested to prophesy. At present she was very slight, and appeared

to be almost too tall for her form. She was indeed above the average

height of women, and from her brother encountered some ridicule on
ihis head ; but not the less were all her movements soft, graceful, and
fawn-like, as should be those, of a young gii-1. She was still at this time

a child in heart and spirit, and could have played as a child had sot

the. instinct of a.woman taught to her the expediency of a staid de-

uesuiour. There is notliing among the wonders of womunhood mos«
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wonderful than this, that th? young mind and young heart — howts
and minds young as youth can make them, and in,their natures as gay—can assume the gravity and discretion of threescore years and mam-
tain it successfully before all comers. And this is done, not as a lesson
that has been taught, but as the result of an instinct implanted from
the' birth. Let us remember the mirth of our sisters in our homes,
and their altered demeanours when those homes were opened to
strangers ; and remember also that this change had come from the in-

ward working of their own feminine natures !

But I am altogether departing from Madeline Staveley's external

graces. It was a pity almost that she should ever have become grave,

because with her it was her smile that was so lovely. She smUed with
her whole face. There was at such moments a peculiar laughing light

in her grey eyes, which inspired one with an earnest desire to be in

her confidence ; she smiled with her soft cheek, the light tints of which
would become a shade more pink from the excitement, as they softly

rippled into dimples ; she smiled with her forehead, which would catch

the light from her eyes and arch itself in its glory ; but above all she

smiled with her mouth, just showing, but hardly showing, the beauty

of the pearls within. I never saw the face of a woman whose mouth
was equal in pure beauty, in beauty that was expressive of feeling, to

that of Madeline Staveley. Many have I seen with a richer lip, with

a more luxurious curve, much more tempting as baits to the villainy

and rudeness of man ; but never one that told so much by its own
mute eloquence of a woman's happy heart and a woman's happy beauty.

It was lovely as I have said in its mirth, but if possible it was still

more lovely in its woe ; for then the lips would separate, and the breath

would come, and in the emotion of her suffering the life of her beauty

would be unrestrained.

Her face was oval, and some might say that it was almost too thin

;

they might say so till they knew it well, but would never say so

when they did so know it. Her complexion was not clear, though it

would be wrong to call her a brunette. Her face and forehead were

never brown, but yet she could not boast the pure pink and the pearly

white which go to the formation of a clear complexion. Tor myself I

am not sure that I love a clear complexion. Pink and white alone will

not give that hue which seems best to denote light and life, and to

tell of a mind that thinks and of a heart that feels. I can name no

colour in describing the soft changing tints of Madeline Staveley's face,

but I will make bold to say that no man ever found it insipid or inex-

pressive.

And now what remains for me to tell ? Her nose was Grecian, but

perhaps a little too wide at the nostril to be considered perfect in its

chiselling. Her hair was soft and brown,—that dark brown which by

some lights is almost black ; but she was not a girl whose loveliness

depended .much upon her hair. With some women it is their great

chvrm,—Nesereas who love to sit half sleeping in the shade,—but it is

a great charm that possesses no powerful eloquence. All beauty of a

high order should speal^ and MadeUne's beauty was ever speaking.

8-2
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And now that I have said that, I believe that I have told all that

Tnay be necessary to place her outward form before the inward ejes

>f my readers.

In commencing this description I said that I would beein with her

exterior; but it seems to me now that in speaking of ttese I have
sufficiently noted also that which was within. Of her actual tunughts

and deeds up to this period it is not necessary for our purposes that

anything should be told ; but of that which she might probably think

or might possibly do, a fair guess may, I hope,,be made from that which
has been already written.

Such was the Staveley family. Those of their guests whom it is

necessary that I should now name, have been already introduced to

us. Miss Furnival was there, as was also her father. He had not

intended to make any prolonged stay at Noningsby,—at least so he
had said in his own drawing-room ; but nevertheless he had now been
there for a week, and it seemed probable that he might stay over

Christmas-day. And Felix Graham was there. He had been asked
with a special purpose by his friend Augustus, as we already have
heard ; in order, namely, that he might fall in love with Sophia Fur-
nival, and by the aid of her supposed hatful of money avoid the evils

which would otherwise so probably be the consequence of his highly

impracticable turn of mind. The judge was not averse to Felix

Graham ; but as he himself was a man essentially practical in aUhis
views, it often occurred that, in his mild kindly way, he ridiculed the

young barrister. And Sir Peregrine Orme was there, being absent

from home as on a very rare occasion ; and with him of course were
Mrs. Orme and his grandson. Young Perry was making, or was pre-

pared to make, somewhat of a prolonged stay at Koningsby. He had
a horse there with him for the hunting, which was changed now and
again ; his groom going backwards and forwards between that place

and The Cleeve. Sir Peregrine, however, intended to return before

Christmas, and Mrs. Orme would go with him. He had come for four

days, which for him had been a long absence from home, and at the end
of the four days he would be gone.

They were all sitting in the dining-room round the luncheon-

table on a hopelessly wet morning, Ustening to a lecture from the

judge on the abomination of eating meat in the middle of the day,

when a servant came behind young Orme's chair and told him
that Mr. Mason was in the breakfast-parlour and wished to see him.
"Who wishes to see you? " said the baronet in a tone of surprise.

He had caught the name, and thought at the moment that it was the

owner of Groby Park.

"Lucius Mason," said Peregrine, getting up. " I wonder what he
can want me for ?

"

"Oh, Lucius Mason," said the granafather. Since the discourse

about agriculture he was not personally much attached even to Lucius;
but for his mother's sake he could be forgiven.

"Pray ask him into lunch," said Lady Staveley. Something had
been »aid about Lady Mason since the Ormes had been at Noningsby,
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and the Stareley family were prepared to regard her with sympathy,
and if necessary with the right hand oi fellowship.

" He is the great agriculturist, is he not ? " said Augustus. " Bring
him in by all means ; there is no knowing how much we may not learn
before dinner on sach a day as this."

" He is an ally of mine ; and you must not laugh at him," said Miss
rumival, who was sitting next to Augustus.

"But Lucius Mason did not come in. Young Orme remained with
him tor about quarter of an hour, and then returned to the room, de-
claring, with rather a serious face, that he must ride to Hamworth and
back before dinner.

" Are you going with young Mason ? " asked his grandfather.
" Yes, Sir ; he wishes me to do something for him at Hamworth, acl

I cannot well refuse him."
" You are not going to fight a duel

!

" said Lady Staveley, holding

up her hands in horror as the idea came across her brain.

"A duel! " screamed Mrs. Orme. "Oh, Peregrine !

"

"There can be nothing of the sort," said the judge. "I should
think that young Mason is not so foolish ; and I am sure that Peregrine
Orme is not."

" I have not heard of anything of the kind," said Peregrine,

L'lugliing.

" Promise me. Peregrine," said his mother. " Say that you promise
me."

" My dearest mother, I have no more thought of it than you have

;

—indeed I may say not so much."
" You win be back to dinner ? " said Lady Staveley.
" Oh yes, certainly."

"And tell Mr. Mason,'' said the judge, " that if he will return with

you we shall be delighted to see him."

The errand which took Peregrine Orme off to Hamworth will be ex-

plauied in the next chapter, but his going led to a discussion among
the gentlemen after dinner as to the position in which Lady Mason
was now placed. There was no longer any possibility of keeping the

matter secret, seeing that Mr. Dockwrath had taken great care

that every one in Hamworth should hear of it. He had openly de-

clared that evidence would now be adduced to prove that Sir

Joseph Mason's widow had herself forged the will, and had said

to many people that Mr. Mason of Groby had determined to indict

her for forgery. This had gone so far that Lucius had declared

as openly that he would prosecute the attorney for a libel, and

Dockwrath had sent him word that he was quite welcome to do so

if he pleased.
" It is a scandalous state of things," said Sir Peregrine, speaking

with much enthusiasm, and no little temper, on tae subject. " Here
b a question which was settled twenty years ago to the satisfaction

of every one who knew anything of the case, and now it is brought

up again that two men may wreak their vengeance on a poor widow.

They are not men; thev are brutes."
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"But why does she not bring an action against this attorney?"
said young Staveley.

" Such actions do" not easily lie," said his father. "It may be quite
true that Dockwrath may have said all manner of evil things against
this lady, and yet it may be very difficult to obtain evidence of a libel.

It seems to me from what I have hearil that the man himself wishes
such an action to be brought."
"And think of the state of poor Lady Mason ! " said Mr. Pumival.

" Conceive the misery which it would occasion her if she wCa
dragged forward to give evidence on such a matter

!

"

" I believe it would kiR her," said Sir Peregrine.

"The best means of assisting her would be to give her some
countenance," said the judge; "and from all that I can hear of lier,

she deserves it."

" She does deserve it," said Sir Peregriue, " and she shall have it. The
people at Hamworth shall see at any rate that my daughter regards
her as a fit associate. I am happy to say that she is coming to The
Cleeve on my return home, and that she will remain there till after

Christmas."

"It is a very smgular case," said Felix Graham, who had been
thinking over the position of the lady hitherto in silence.

" Indeed it is," said the judge ;
" and it shows how carefal men

should be in all matters relating to their wUls. The will and the

codicil, as it appears, are both in the handwritiug of the vddow,
who acted as an amanuensis not only for her husband but for the

attorney. That fact does not in my mind produce suspicion ; but I do
tiot doubt that it has produced all this suspicion in the mind of

the claimant. The attorney who advised Sir Joseph should have
known better."

" It is one of those cases," continued Graham, " in which the

sufferer should be protected by the very fact of her own innocence.

No lawyer should consent to take up the cudgels against her."
" I am afraid that she will not escape persecution from any such pro-

fessional chivalry," said the judge.
" AU that is moonshine," said Mr. Purnival.
" And moonshine is a very pretty thing if you were not too much afraid

of the night air to go and look at it. If the matter be as you all say,

I do think that any gentleman would disgrace himself by lending a

hand against her."
" Upon my word. Sir, I fully agree with you," said Sir Peregrine,

bowing to Pelix Graham over his glass.

" I will take permission to think. Sir Peregrine," said Mr. Purnival,
" that you would not agree with Mr. Graham, if you had given to the

matter much deep consideration."
" I have not had the advantage of a professional education," said Sir

Peregrine, again bowing, and on this occasion addressing himself to

the lawyer ; " but I cannot see how any amount of learning should alter

my views on such a subject."
,

" Truth and honour cannot be altered by any professional arrange-
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menta,'' said Graham; and fliea the conversation turned away from
Lady Mason, and directed itself to those great correctioits of legal re.

form which had been debated during the past autumn.
The Orley Parm Case, though in other forms and different

language, was being discussed also in the drawing-room. "I have
not seen much of her," said Sophia Eumival, who by some art had
usurped the most prominent part in the conversation, " but what I
did see I hked much. She was at The Cleeve when I was staying
there, if you remember, Mrs. Orme." Mrs. Orme said that she did
remember.

" And we went over to Orley Sarm. Poor lady! I think everybody
ought to notice her under such circumstances. Papa, I know, woulS
move heaven and earth for her if he could."

" I cannot move the heaven or the earth either," said Lady Staveley;
" but if I thought that my calling on her would be any satisfaction to

her
"

"It would, Lady Staveley," said Mrs. Orme. "It would be a great

satisfaction to her. I cannot tell you how warmly I regard her, nor
how perfectly Sir Peregrine esteems her."

" We will drive over there next week, Madeline."
" Do, mamma. Everybody says that she is very nice."

"It wiU be so kind of you. Lady Staveley," said Sophia Pur.
nival.

" Next week she will be staying with us," said Mrs. Orme. " And
that would save you three miles, you know, and we should be sa

glad to see you."
Lady Staveley declared that she would do both. She would call at

The Cleeve, and again at Orley Farm after Lady Mason's return home.
She well understood, though she could not herself then say so, that

the greater part of the advantage to be received from her kindness

would be derived from its being known at Hamworth that the Staveley

carriage had been driven up to Lady's Mason's door.
" Her son is very clever, is he not ? " said Madeline, addressing her-

self to Miss Jurnival.

Sophia shrugged her shoulders and put her head on one side with a
pretty grace. " Yes, I believe so. People say so. But who is to tell

whether a young man be clever or no ?

"

" But some are so much more clever than others. Don't you think

so?"
"Oh yes, as some girls are so much prettier than others. But

if Mr. Mason were' to talk Greek to you, you would not think him
clever."

" I should not understand him, yon know."
" Of course not ; but you would understand that he was a blockhead

to show off his learning in that way. You don't want him to be clever,

you see ; you only want him to be agreeable."
" I don't know that I want either the one or the other."

"Do you not f I know I do. I thmk that young men in society

ate bound to be agreeable, and that they should not be there if they
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do not knovr how to talk pleasantly, and to give sometliiag in niuib
for all the trouble we take for them."

" I don't take any trouble for them," said Madeline laughing.
" Surely you must, if you only think of it. All ladies do, and so

they ought. But ii in return for that a man merely talks Greek

to me, I, for my part, do not think that the bargain is fciirly carried

out."
" I declare you will make me quite afraid of Mr. Mason."
" Oh, he never talks Greek : — at least he never has to me. I

rarther like him. But what I mean is this, that I do not think a

man a bit more likely to be agreeable because he has the reputation

of being very clever. For my part I rather think that I like stupid

young men.
" Oh, do you ? Then now I shall know what you think of Augustus.

We think he is very clever ; but I do not know any man who makes
himself more popular with young ladies."

" Ah, then he is a gay deceiver."
" He is gay enough, but I am sure he is no deceiver. A man may

make himself nice to young ladies without deceiving any of them ; may
he not?"

" You must not take me " au pied de la lettre," Miss Staveley, or

I shall be lost. Of course he may. But when young gentlemen are

so very nice, young ladies are apt to
"

"To what?"
"Not to fall in love with them exactly, but to be ready to be

fallen in love with ; and then if a man does do it he is a deceiver. I

declare it seems to me that we don't allow them a chance of going

right."
" I think that Augustus manages to steer through such difficulties

very cleverly."
" He sails about in the open sea, touching at all the most lovely capes

and promontories, and is never driven on shore by stress of weather

!

What a happy sailor he must be !

"

" I think he is happy, and that he makes others so."
" He ought to be made an admiral at once. But we shall hear some

day of his coming to a terrible shipwreck."

"Oh, I hope not!"
"He will return home in desperate plight, with only two

planks left together, with all his glory and beauty broken and

crumbled to pieces against some rook that he has despised iu his

pride."
" Why do you .prophesy such terrible things for him ?

"

" I mean that he will get married."
" Get married ! of course he will. That's just what we all want.

You don't call that a shipwreck ; do you ?
"

" It's the sort of shipwreck that these very gallant barks have to

eneonnter."
" You don't mean that he'll marry a disagreeable wife !

"

" Oh, no ; not in the least. I only meau to say that Uke other soiu
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of AJam, he will have to strike his colours. I dare say, if the truth
were known, he has done so already."

" I am sure he has not."
" I don't at all ask to know his secrets, and 1 should look upon you

as a very bad sister if you told them."
" But I am sure he has not got any,—of that kind."
"Would he tell you if he had? "

" Oh, I hope so ; any serious secret. I am sure he ought, fc;- 1 am
always thinkmg about him."

" And would you tell him your secrets ?

"

"I have none."
" But when you have, will you do so ?

"

"Willi? Well, yes; I think so. But a girl has no such secret,"

she continued to say, after pausing for a moment. " None, generally,

at least, which she tells, even to herself, till the time comes in whici
she tells it to all whom she really loves." And then there was another
pause for a moment.

" I am not quite so sure of that," said Miss Furnival. After which
the gentlemen came into the drawing-room.
Augustus Staveley had gone to work in a manner which he conceived

to be quite systematic, having before him the praiseworthy object of

making a match between Felix Graham and Sophia Turnival. " By
George, Graham," he had said, " the finest girl in London is coming
down to Noningsby ; upon my word I think she is."

" And brought there expressly for your delectation, I suppose."
" Oh no, not at all ; indeed, she is not exactly in my style ; she

is too,—too,—too— in point of fact, too much of a girl for me. She
has lots of money, and is very clever, and all that kind of thing."

" I never knew you so humble before."

"I am not joking at all. She is a daughter of old Furnival's, whom
by-the-bye I hate as I do poison. Why my governor has him down at

Noningsby I can't guess. Bat I tell you what, old fellow, he can give

his daughter five-and-twenty thousand pounds. Think of that, Master
Brook." But Felix Graham was a man who could not bring himself to

think much of such things on the spur of the moment, and when he
was introduced to Sophia, he did not seem to be taken with her in any
wonderful way.
Augustus had asked his mother to help him, but she had laughed at

him. " It would be a splendid arrangement," he had said with energy.

"Nonsense, Gus," she had answered. "You should always let those

things take their chance. All I will ask of you is that you don't fall m
lOve with her yourself ; I don't think her family would be nice enough
for you."

But FeKx Graham certainly was ungrateful for the friendship spent

upon him, and so his friend felt it. Augustus had contrived to whisper

into the lady's ear that Mr. Graham was the cleverest young man now
rising at the bar, and as far as she was concerned, some amount of

intimacy might at any rate have been produced; but he, Graham
iiiaigelt^ would not put himself forward. " I will pique him into it,"
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said Augustus to himself, and therefore when on this occasion they

came into the drawing-room, Staveley immediately took a vacant seat

beside Miss Furnival, witli the very friendly object which he had pro-

posed to himself.

There was great danger in this, for Miss Fumival was certainly

handsome, and Augustus Staveley was very susceptible. But what will

not a man go through for his friend ? "I hope we are to have the

honour of your company as far as Monkton Grange the day we meet
there," he said. The hounds were to meet at Monkton Grange, some
seven miles from Noningsby, and all the sportsmen from the house
were to be there.

" I shall be delighted," said Sophia, " that is to say if a seat in the

carriage can be spared for me."
" But we'll mount you. I know that you are a horsewoman."

In answer to which Miss Furnival confessed that she was a horse-

woman, and owned also to having brought a habit and hat with her.

" That will be dehghtful. Madeline will ride also, and you will meet
the Miss Tristrams. They are the famous horsewomen of this part of

the country."

"You don't mean that they go after the dogs, across the hedges."

"Indeed they do."
" And does Miss Staveley do that ?

"

" Oh, no—Madeline is not good at a five-barred gate, and would
make but a very bad hand at a double ditch. If you are inclined to

remain among the tame people, she will be true to your side."
" I shall certainly be one of the tame people, Mr. Staveley."
" I rather think I shall be with you myself; I have only one horse

that will jiimp well, and Graham will ride him. By-the-bye, Miss
Furnival, what do you think of my friend Graham ?

"

" Think of him ! Am I bound to have thought anything about

him by this time ?
"

" Of course you are ; or at any rate of course you have. I have

no doubt that you have composed in your own mind an essay on
the character of everybody here. People who think at all al-

ways do."
" Do they ? My essay upon him then is a very short one."

"But perhaps not the less correct on that account. You must
allow me to read it."

"Like all my other essays of that kind, Mr. Staveley, it has been
composed solely for my own use, and will be kept quite private."

"I am so sorry for that, for I intended to propose a bargain to

you. If you would have shown me some of your essays, I would
have been equally liberal with some ot mme." And in this way, be-

fore the evening was over, Augustus Staveley and Miss Ihirnival be-

came very good friends.

"Upon my word she is a very clever girl," he said afterwards, as

young Orme and Graham were sitting with him m an outside tooin

which had been fitted up for smoking.
" And uncommonly handsome," said Peregrine.
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" And they say she'll have lots of money," said Graham. " After
all, Stayeley, perhaps you could not do better."

"She's not my style at all," said he. "But of course a man ia

obliged to be civil to girls in his own house." And then they all went
to bed.

CHAPTER XX,

MU. DOCK.WKATH IN HIS OWN OFFICE.

In the conversation which had taken place after dinner at Noningsby
with regard to the Masons Peregrine Orme took no part, but his silence

had not a risen from any want of interest on the subject. He had been
over to Hamworth that day on a very special mission regarding it,

and as he was not inclined to speak of what he had then seen and done,
he held his tongue altogether.

" I want yeu to do me a great favour," Lucius had said to him,
when the two were together in the breakfast-parlour of Noningsby

;

" but I am afraid it wiH give you some trouble."
" I sha'n't mind that," said Peregrine, " if that's all."

"You have heard of this row about Joseph Mason and my
mother ? It has been so talked of that I fear you must have
heard it."

" About the lawsuit ? Oh yes. It has certainly been spoken of at

The Cleeve."
" Of course it has. All the world is talking of it. Now there is a

man named Dockwrath in Hamworth " and then he went on to

explain how it had reached him from various quarters that Mr. Dock-
wrath was accusing his mother of the crime of forgery ; how he had
endeavoured to persuade his mother to indict the man for libel; how
his mother had pleaded to him with tears in her eyes that she found

it impossible to go through such an ordeal; and how he, therefore,

had resolved to go himself to Mr. Dockwrath. "But," said he, " I must
have some one with me, some gentleman whom I can trust, and
therefore I have ridden over to ask you to accompany me as far as

Hamworth."
" I suppose he is not a man that you can kick," said Peregrine.
" I am afraid not," said Lucius; "he's over forty years old, and has

dozens of children."
" And then he is such a low beast," said Peregrine.
" I have no idea of kicking him, but I think it would be wrong to

allow him to go on saying these frightful things of my mother, with-

out showing mm that we are not afraid of him." Upon this the two
young men got on horseback, and riding into Hamworth, put their

notws up at the inn.
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"And now I suppose we might as well go at once," said Fetegrios-

with a very serious face.

" Yes," said the other ;
" there's nothing to delay us. 1 cannoc teil

you how much obUged I am to you for coming with me."
" Oh ! don't say anything about that ; of course I'm only too happy."

But all the same he felt that his heart was beating, and that he was a

little nervous. Had he been called upon to go in and thrash somebody,
he would have been quite at home; but he did not feel at his ease in

making an inimical visit to an attorney's office.

It would have been wise, perhaps, if in this matter Lucius had
(ubmitted himself to Lady Mason's wishes. On the previous evening

they had talked the matter over with much serious energy. Lucius
had been told in the streets of Hamworth by an intermeddling little

busybody of an apothecary that it behoved him to do something, as Mr.
Dookwrath was making grievous accusations against his mother.

Lucius had replied haughtily, that he and his mother would know how
to protect themselves, and the apothecary had retreated, resolving to

spread the report everywhere. Lucius on his return home had declared

to the unfortunate lady that she had now no alternative left to her.

She must bring an action against the man, or at any rate put the

matter into the hands of a lawyer with a view of ascertaining whether
she could do so with any chance of success. If she could not, she

must then make known her reason for remaining quiet. In answer to

this Lady Mason had begun by praying her son to allow the matter to

pass by.
" But it will not pass by," Lucius had said.

" Yes, dearest, if we leave it it will,—in a month or two. We can do
nothing by interference. Remember the old saying. You cannot touch

pitch without being defiled."

But Lucius had replied, almost with anger, that the pitch had already

touched him, and that he was defiled. "I cannot consent to hold the

property," he had said, " unless something be done." And then his

motlier had bowed her head as she sat, and had covered her face with

her hands.
" I shall go to the man myself," Lucius had declared with energy.
" As your mother, Lucius, I implore you not to do so," she had said

to him through her tears.

" I must either do that or leave the country. It is impossible that

I should live here, hearing such things said of you, and doing nothing

to clear jour name." To this she Lad made no actual reply, and now
he was standing at the attorney's door about to do that which he had
threatened.

They found Mr. Dockwrath sitting at his desk at the other side of

which was seated his clerk. He had not yet promoted himself to the
dignity of a private office, but generally used his parlour as such when
he was desirous of seeing his clients without disturbance. On this

occasion, however, when he saw young Mason enter, he made no offer

to withdraw. His hat was on his head as he sat on his stool, and he
<iid Bot even take it off as he icturned the stiff salutation of his vifiitor.
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" Keep your hat on your head, Mr. Onne," he said, as Peregrine was
about to take his off. "Well, gentlemen, what can I do for you? "

Lucius looked at the clerk, and felt that there would 6e great
difficulty in talking about his mother before such a witness. " We
wish to see you in private, Mr. Dockwrath, for a few minutes—if it be
convenient."

" Is not this private enough ? " said Dockwrath. " There is no one
here but my confidential clerk."

" If you could make it convenient " began Lucius.
" Well, then, Mr. Mason, I cannot make it convenient, and there is

the long and the short of it. You have brought Mr. Orme with you
to hear what you've got to say, and I choose that my clerk shall remain
by to hear it also. Seeing the position in which you stand there is no
knowing what may come of such an interview as this."

" In what position do I stand. Sir ?
"

"If you don't know, Mr. Mason, I am not going to tell you. I feel

for you, I do upon my word. I feel for you and I pity you." Mr. Dock-
wrath, as he thus expressed his commiseration, was sitting with his high
chair tilted back, with his knees against the edge of his desk, with his

hat almost down upon his nose as he looked at his visitors from under it,

and he amused himself by cutting up a quill pen into small pieces with
his penknife. It was not pleasant to be pitied by such a man as that,

and so Peregrine Orme conceived.
" Sir, that is nonsense," said Lucius. " I require no pity from you

or from any man."
" I don't suppose there is one h. all Hamworth that does not feel for

you," said Dockwrath.
" He means to be impudent," said Peregrine. " You had better como

to the point with him at once."
" No, I don't mean to be impudent, young gentleman. A man ra»y

speak his own mind in his own house, I suppose, without any impudencfc.

You wouldn't stand cap in hand to me if I were to go down to you at

The Cleeve."
" I have come here to ask of you," said Lucius, " whether it be

Irue that you are spreading these reports about the town with

reference to Lady Mason. If you arc a man you will tell me the truth."

"Well; I rather think I am a man."
" It is necessary that Lady Mason should be protected from such

infamous falsehoods, and it may be necessary to bring the matter into

a court of law
"

"You may be quite easy about that, Mr. Mason. It will be

necessary."

"As. it may be necessary, I wish to know whether you will acknow-

ledge that these reports have come from you ?

"

"You want me to give evidence against myself. Well, for once

in a way I don't mind if I do. The reports have come from me. Now,
is that manly ? " And Mr. Dockwrath, as he spoke, pushed his hat

somewhat off his nose, and looked steadily across into the face of hia

opponent.
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Lucius Mason was too young for the task which he had under-

taken, and allowed himself to oe disconcerted. He had expected

that the lawyer would deny the charge, and was prepared for what
he would say and do in such a case ; but now he was not prepared.

"How on earth could you bring yourself to be guilty of such

villainy ? " said youngOrme.
" Highty-tighty ! What are you talking about, young .man ? The

fact is, you do not know what you are talking about. But as I have

a respect for your grandfather and for your mother I will give you and

them a piece of advice, gratis. Don't let them be too thick with Lady
Mason till they see how this matter goes."

"Mr. Dockwrath/' said Lucius, "you are a mean, low, vile

scoundrel."

"Very well. Sir. Adams, just take a note of that. Don't mind
what Mr. Orme said. I can easily excuse him. He'll know the truth

before long, and then he'll beg my pardon."
" I'U take my oath I look upon you as the greatest miscreant that

ever I met," said Peregrine, who was of course bound to support his

&iend.
" You'll change your mind, Mr. Orme, before long, and then you'll

find that you have met a worse miscreant than I am. Did you put

down those words, Adams ?
"

" Them as Mr. Mason spoke ? Yes ; I've got them down."
" Read them," said the master.

And the clerk read them :
" Mr. Dockwrath, you are a mean, low,

vib scoundrel."

"And now, young gentleman, if you have got nothing else to

observe, as I am rather busy, perhaps you will allow me to wish you
good-morning."

" Very well, Mr. Dockwrath," said Mason ; " you may be sure that

you will hear further from me."
"We shall be sure to hear of each other. There is no doubt in

the world about that," said the attorney. And then the two young
men withdrew with an unexpressed feeling in the mind of each of them,

that they had not so completely got the Detter of their antagonists as

the justice of their case demanded.

They then remounted their horses, and Orme accompanied his friend

as far as Orley Earm, from whence he got into the Alston road through

The Cleeve grounds. " And what do you intend to do now ? " said

Peregrine, as soon as they were mounted.
" I shall employ a lawyer," said he, "on my own footing; not my

mother's lawyer, but some one else. Then I suppose I shall be
guided by his advice." Had he done this before he made his visit to

Mr. Dockwrath, perhaps it might have been better. All this sat very

heavily on poor Peregrine's mind; and therefore as the company were
talking about Lady Mason after dmner, he remained silent, listening,

but not joining in the conversation.

The whole of that evening Lucius and his mother sat together,

8»;iog nothing. There was not absolutely any quarrel between
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them, but on this terrible subject there was an. utter want of accord-
ance, and ahnost of sympathy. It was not that Lucius had ever
for a moment suspected his mother of aught that was wrong. Had
he done so he might perhaps have been more gentle towards he-
in his thoughts and words. He not only fully trusted her, bat he
was quite fixed in his confidence that nothing could shake either

her or him in their rights. But under these circumstances he could
not understand how she could consent to endure without resistance

the indignities which were put upon her. " She should combat
them for my sake, if not for her own," he said to himself over and
over again. And he had said so also to her, but his words had had
no effect.

She, on the other hand, felt that he was cruel to her. She was
weighed down almost to the ground by these sufferings which had
fallen on her, and yet he would not be gentle and soft to her. She
could have borne it all, she thought, if he would have borne with
her. She still hoped that if she remained quiet no further trial would
take place. At any rate this might be so. That it would be so she

had the assurance of Mr. Eurnival. And yet all this evil which she

dreaded worse than death was to be precipitated on her by her son !

So they sat through the long evening speechless ; each seated with the

pretence of reading, but neither of them capable of the attention which
a book requires.

He did not tell her then that he had been with Mr. Dockwrath,
but she knew by his manner that he had taken some terrible step.

She waited patiently the whole evening, hoping that he would tell

her, but when the hour came for her to go up to her room he had
told her nothing. If he now were to turn against her, that would
DC worse than all ! She went up to her room and sat herself down
to think. All that passed through her brain on that night I may not

now tell; but the grief which pressed on her at this moment with

peculiar weight was the self-wUl and obstinacy of her boy. She said

to herself that she would be wilhng now to die—to give back her

life at once, if svieh might be God's pleasure ; but that her son should

bring down her hairs with shame and sorrow to the grave • ! In

that thought there was a bitterness of agony which she knew not how to

endure

!

The next morning at breakfast he still remained silent, and his brow
was still black. "Lucius," she said, "did you do anythmg in that

matter yesterday ?
"

" Yes, mother ; I saw Mr. Dockwrath."
"Well?"
" I took Peregrine Orme with me that I might have, a witness,

and I then asked him whether he had spread these reports. He
acknowledged that he had done so, and I told him that he was a

villain."

Upon hearmg this she uttered a long, low sigh, but she said nothing.

What use could there now be in her saying aught ? Her look of

ngony went to the young man's heart, but he still thought that he ii»d
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been right. "Mother," lie continued to say, "I am very sony to

grieve you in this way;—very sorry. But I could not hold up my
head in Hamworth,—I could not hold up my head anywhere, if I neard

these things said of you and did not resent it."

"Ah, Lucius, if you knew the weakness of a woman !

"

"And therefore you should let me bear it all. There is nothing

I would not suffer; no cost I would not undergo rather than you
should endure all this. If you would only say that you would leave it

to me !

"

"But it cannot be left to you. I have gone to a lawyer, to Mr.
Purnival. Why will you not permit that I should act in it as he

thuiks best ? Can you not believe that that will be the best for both
ofus?" _

" If you wish it, I will see Mr. Purnival ?
"

Lady Mason did not wish that, but she was obliged so far to yield

as to say that he might do so if he would. Her wish was that he
should bear it all and say nothing. It was not that she was indif-

ferent to good repute among her neighbours, or that she- was careless

as to what the apothecaries and attorneys said of her; but it was
easier for her to bear the evil than to combat it. The Ormes and the

Furnivals would support her. They and such-like persons would
acknowledge her weakness, and would know that from her would not

be expected such loud outbursting indignation as might be expected

from a man. She had calculated the strength of her own weamess,
and thought that she might still be supported by that,—if only her son

would so permit.

It was two days after this that Lucius was allowed the honour of

conference by appointment with the great lawyer ; and at the expira-

tion of an hour's delay he was shown into the room by Mr. Crabwitz.
" And, Crabwitz," said the barrister, before he addressed himself to his

young friend, "just run your eye over those papers, and let Mr. Bidea-

while have them to-morrow morning ; and Crabwitz
"

" Yes, Sir."

" That opinion of Sir Bichard's in the Ahatualpaca Mining Company—
^I have not seen it, have I ?

"

"It's all ready, Mr. Purnival."
" I will look at it in five minutes. And now, my young friend, what

can I do for you ?
"

It was quite clear from Mr. Purnival's tone and manner that he

did not mean to devote much time to Lucius Mason, and that he

was not generally anxious to hold any conversation with him on the

subject in question. Such, indeed, was the case. Mr. Purnival

was determined to pull Lady Mason out of the sea of trouble into

which she had fallen, let the effort cost him what it might, but he

did not wish to do so by the instrumentality, or even with the aid, of

her son.
" Mr. Purnival," began Mason, " I want to ask your advice about

these dreadful reports which are being spread on every side in Ham-
vorth about my mother."



CHHI8TMAS IN HARLET STHEET. 145

"If you will allow me then to say so, I think that the course which
you should pursue is very simple. Indeed theie is, I think, only one
course which you can pursue with proper deference to your mother's
feelings."

" And what is that, Mr. Jumival P
"

" Do nothing and say nothing. I fear from what I have heard that
you have already done and said much more than was prudent."

" But how am I to hear such things as these spoken of my own
mother ?

"

" That depends on the people by whom the things are spoken. In
this world, if we meet a chimney-sweep in the path we do not hustle

with him for the right of way. Your mother is going next week
to The Cleeve. It was only yesterday that I heard that the NonLagsby
people are going to call on her. You can hardly, I suppose, desire

for your mother better friends than such as these. And can you not
understand why such people gather to her at this moment ? If you can
understand it you will not trouble yourself to interfere much more with
Mr. Dockwrath."
There was a rebuke in this which Lucius Mason was forced to

endure; but nevertheless, as he retreated, disconcerted, from the

barrister's chambers, he could not bring himself to think it right thai-

such calumny should be bbme without resistance. He knew but little

as yet of the ordinary Ufe of gentlemen in England ; but he did know,—so

at least he thought,—that it was the duty ot a son to shield his mother
from insult and libel.

CHAPTER XXI.

CHRISTMAS IN HABLEY STEEET.

It seems singular to me myself, considering the idea which I have

in my own mind of the character of Lady Staveley, that I should

be driven to declare that about this time she committed an unpar-

donable offence, not only against good nature, but also against the

domestic proprieties. But I am driven so to say, although she

herself was of all women the most good-natured and most domestic

;

for she asked Mr. Fumival to pass his Christmas-day at Noningsby,

and I find it impossible to forgive her that offence against the poor

wife whom in that case he must leave alone by her desolate hearth.

She knew that he was a married man as well as I do. Sophia, who
had a proper regard for the domestic peace of her parents, and who
could have been happy at Noningsby without a father's care, not

nnfrequently spoke of her, so that her existence in Harley Street

might not be forgotten by the Staveleys—explaming, however, as she

did 80, that her dear mother never left her own fireside in winter,

10
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•0 that no suspicion might be entertained that an invitation was desired

for her also ; nevertheless, in spite of all this, on two separate occasions

did Lady Staveley say to Mr. Fnmival that he might as well prolong

his visit over Christmas.

And yet Lady Staveley was not attached to Mr. Furnival with

any peculiar warmth of frieniiship
;

' but she was one of those women
whose foolish hearts will not allow themselves to be controlled in

the exercise of their hospitality. Her nature demanded of her that

she should ask a guest to stay. She would not have allowed a dog
to depart from her house at this season of the year, without suggest-

ing to him that he had better take his Christmas bone in her yard. It

was for Mr. Pumival to adjust all matters between himself and his

wife. He was not bound to accept the invitation because she gave it

;

but she, finding ilim there, already present in the house, did feel herself

bound to give it ;—for which offence, as 1 have said before, I cannot

bring myself to forgive her.

At his sin in staying away from home, or rather—as far as the

story has yet carried us—^in thinking that he would do so, I am by
no means so much surprised. An angry ill-pleased wife is no plea-

sant companion for a gentleman on a long evening. For those who
have managed that things shall run smoothly over the domestic rug
there is no happier time of life than these long oandle-Ught hours of

home and silence. No spoken content or uttered satisfaction is

necessary. The fact that is felt is enough for peace. , But when
the fact is not felt ; when the fact is by no means there ; when the

thoughts are running in a direction altogether different; when
bitter grievances from one to the other fill the heart, rather than

memories of mutual kindness ; then, I say, those long candle-light

hours of home and silence are not easy of endurance. Mr. rumival
was a man who chose to be the master of his own destiny, so at

least to himself he boasted; and therefore, when he found himself

encountered by black looks and occasionally by sullen words, he

declared to himself that he was ill-used and that he would not bear

it. Since the domestic rose would no longer yield him honey, he

would seek his sweets from the stray honeysuckle on which there grew
no thorns.

Mr. Furnival was no coward. He was not one of those men who
wrong their wives by their absence, and then prolong their absence

because they are afraid to meet their wives. His resolve was to be

free himself, and to be free without complaint from her. He would
have it so, that he might remain out of his own house for a month at the

time and then return to it for a week-—at any rate without outward
oickerings: I have known other men who ^ have dreamed of such a

state of things, but at this moment I can remember none who have

brought their dream to bear.

Mr. Purnival had written to his wife,—not from Noningsby, but

fran some provincial town, probably situated among the Essex marshes,

—s&jicg various things, and among others that he should not, as he

tnought, be at home at Christmas-day. Mrs. Furnival had remarked
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altout a fortnight since that Christmas-day was notliin" to hei now
;

and the base man, for it was base, had hung upon this poor, sore-

hearted wordi an excuse for remaining away from home. "There are
lawyers of repute staying at Noningsby," he had said, " with whom it is

very expedient that I should remain at this present crisis,"—when yet
has there been no crisis present to a man who has wanted an excuse ?—" and therefore I may probably stay,"—and so on. Who does not
know the false mixture of excuse and defiance which such a letter is

sure to maintain ; the crafty words which may be taken as adequate
reason if the teceiyer be timid enough so to receive them, or as a noisy

gauntlet thrown to the ground if there be spirit there for the picking ol

it up ? Such letter from his Httle borough in the Essex marshes did

Mr. Eurnival write to the partner of his cares, and there was still suf-

ficient spirit left for the picking up of the gauntlet. " I shall be home
to-morrow," the letter had gone on to say, " but I will not keep you
waiting for dinner, as my hours arc always so uncertain. I shall be at

my chambers till late, and will be with you before tea. I will then

return to Alston on the following morning." There was at any rate

good courage in this on the part of Mr. rurnival;—great courage; but
with it coliiess of heart, dishonesty of purpose, and black ingratitude.

Had she not given everything to him ?

Mrs. Jumival, when she got the letter, was not alone. " There," said

she, throwing it over to a lady who sat on the other sfde of the fireplace

handling a loose sprawling mass of not very clean crochet-work. " I
knew he would stay away on Christmas-day. I told you so."

" I didn't think it possible," said Miss Biggs, rolling up the big ball

of soiled cotton, that she might read Mr. Purnival's letter at her leisure.

"I didn't really think it possible—on Christmas-day! Surely, Mrs.

Fumival, he can't mean Christmas-day ? Dear, dear, dear ; and then to

throw it in your face in that way that you said you didn't care

about it."

" Of course I said so," answered Mrs. Purnival. " I was not going

to ask him to come home as a favour."
" Not to make a favour of it, of course not.'' This was Miss Biggs

from . I am afraid if I tell the truth I must say that she came
from Bed Lion Square ! And yet nothing could be more respectable

than Miss Biggs. Her father had been a partner with an uncle of Mrs.

rurnival's ; and when Kitty Blacker had given herself and her young

prettinesses to the hardworking lawyer, Martha Biggs had stood at the

altar with her, then just seventeen years of age, and had promised to

her all manner of success for her coming life. Martha Biggs had

never, not even then, been pretty ; but she had been very_ faithful.

She had not been a favourite with Mr. Furnival, having neither wit

nor grace to recommend her, and therefore in the old nappy days of

Keppel Street she had been kept in the background ; but now, in i^his

present time of her adversity, Mrs. Fumival found the benefit of having

a trusty friend.

"If he likes better to be with these people down at Alston, I am «iu«

it is the same to me," said the injure wife.

10—2
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" But there's nobody special at Alston, is there ? " asked Miss Biggs,

whose soul sighed for a tale more piquant than one of mere general neg-

lect. She knew that her friend had dreadful suspicions, but Mrs. Fumk
val had never as yet committed herself by uttering the name of any woman
as her rival. Miss Biggs thought that a time had now come in which

the strength of their mutual confldenee demanded that such name
should be uttered. It could not be expected that she should sympa.

thise with generahties for ever. She longed to hate, to reprobate, and

to shudder at the actual name of the wretch who had robbed her friend

of a husband's heart. And therefore she asked the question, " There's

nobody special at Alston, is there ?
"

Now Mrs. Eumival knew to a furlong the distance from Noningsby
to Orley Farm, and knew also that the station at Hamworth was only

twenty-five minutes from that at Alston. She gave no immediate

answer, but threw up her head and shook her nostrils, as though she

were preparing for war ; and then Miss Martha Biggs knew that there

was somebody special at Alston. Between such old friends why should

not the name be mentioned ?

On the following day the two ladies dined at six, and then waited tea

patiently till ten. Had the thirst of a desert been raging within that

drawing-room, and had tea been within immediate call, those ladies

would have died ere they would have asked for it before his return.

He had said he would be home to tea, and they would have waited for

him, had it been till four o'clock in the morning ! Let the female

married victim ever make the most of such positive wrongs as Provi-

dence may vouchsafe to her. Had Mrs. Purnival ordered tea on this

evening before her husband's return, she would have been a woman
blind to the advantages of her own position. At ten the wheels of Mr.
Purnival's cab were heard, and the faces of both the ladies prepared

themselves for the encounter.
" Well, Kitty, how are you ? " said Mr. Purnival, entering the room

with his arms prepared for a premeditated embrace. " What, Miss
Biggs with you ? I did not know. How do you do. Miss Biggs ? and
Mr. Pumival extended his hand to the lady. They both looked at him,

and they could tell from the brightness of his eye and from the colour

of his nose that he had been dining at his club, and that the bin with the

precious cork had been visited on liis behalf.

" Yes, my dear ; it's rather lonely being here in this big room all

by oneself so long ; so I asked Martha Biggs to come over to me. I
suppose there's no harm in that."

" Oh, if I'm in the way," began Miss Biggs, " or if Mr. Furnival is

going to stay at home for long
"

" You are not in the way, and I am not going to stay at home for

eng," said Mr. Purnival, speaking with a voice that was perhaps a

flttle thick,—only a very little thick. No wife on good terms with her
husband would have deigned to notice, even in her own mind, an
amount of thickness of voice which was so very inconsiderable. Bat
Mrs. Fumival at the present moment did notice it.

'

" Oh, I did not know," said Miss Biggs.
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" You know now," said Mr. Furnival, whose ear at once tppreciated

t!ie hostility of tone which had been assumed.
" You need not be rude to my friend after she lias been waiting tea

for you till near eleven o'clock," said Mrs, Furnival. " It is nothing to

me, but you should remember that she is not used to it."

" I wasn't rude to your friend, and who asked you to wait tea till

near eleven o'clock ? It is only just ten now, if that signifies."

" You expressly desired me to wait tea, Mr. Furnival. I have got
your letter, and will show it you if you wish it."

" Nonsense ; I just said I should be home "

"Of course you just said you would be home, and so we waited;

and it's not nonsense ; and I declare ! Never mind, Martha, don't

mind me, there's a good creature. I shall get over it soon ; and then
fat, solid, good-humoured Mrs. Furnival burst out into an hysterical

fit of sobbing. There was a welcome for a man on his return to his

home after a day's labour

!

Miss Biggs immediately got up and came round behind the draw-

ing-room table to her friend's head. " Be calm, Mrs. Furnival," she

said ;
" do be calm, and then you will be better soon. Here is the

hartshorn."
" It doesn't matter, Martha ; never mind ; leave me alone," sobbed

the poor woman.
" May I be excused for asking what is really the matter ? " said

Mr. Furnival, " for I'll be whipped if 1 know." Miss Biggs looked at

him as if she thought that he ought to be whipped.
" I wonder you ever come near the place at all, I do,'' said Mrs.

Furnival.
" What place ? " asked Mr. Furnival.
" This house, in which I am obHged to live by myself, without a soul

to speak to, unless when Martha Biggs comes here."
" Which would be much more frequent, only that I know I am not

welcome to everybody."
" I know that you bate it. How can I help knowing it ?—and you

hate me too ; I know you do ;—and I believe you would be glad if

you need never come back here at all; I do. Don't, Martha; leave

me alone. I don't want all that fuss. There; I can hear it now,
whatever it is. Do you choose to have your tea, Mr. Furnival ?

or do you wish to keep the servants waiting out of their beds all

night ?
"

" D the servants," said Furnival.
" Oh laws

! " exclaimed Miss Biggs, jumping up out of her chair

with her hands and fingers outstretched, as though never, never in

her life before, had her ears been wounded by such wicked words as

those.

" Mr. Furnival, I am ashamed of you," said his wife with gathered

calmness of stern reproach.

Mr. Furnival was very wrong to swear; doubly wrong to swear
before his wife ; trebly wrong to swear before a lady visitor ; but it

must be confessed that there was provocation. That he was at tbi«



present period of his life behaving badly to his wife must be allowed,

Wt on this special evening; he had intended to behave well. The
woman had sought a ground of quarrel against him, and had driven

him on till 'he 'had forgotten himself in his present after-dinner hu-

mour. When a mail' is maintaining a whole household on his own
shoulders, and working hard to maintain it well, it is not right that

he should be brought to book because he keeps the servants up half

au hour later than usual to wash the tea-thmgs. It is very proper

that the idle members of the establishment should conform to nours,

but these hours must give way to his requirements. In those old days

of which we have spoken so often he might have had his tea at twelve,

one, two, or three without a murmur. Though their staff of servants

then was scanty enough, there was never a difficulty then in supplying

any such want for him. If no other pair of hands could boil the kettle,

there was one pair of hands there which no amount of such work on
his behalf could tire. But now, because he had come in for his tea at

ten o'clock, he was asked if he intended to keep the servants out of

their beds aU night

!

" Oh laws ! " said Miss Biggs, jumping up from her chair as though

she had been electrified.

Mr. Fumival did not think it consistent with his dignity to keep

up any dispute in the presence of Miss Biggs, and therefore sat himself

down in his accustomed chair without further speech. " Would you
wish to have tea now, Mr. Purnival ? " asked his wife again, putting

considerable stress upon the word now.
" I don't care about it," said he.

"And I am sure I don't at this late hour," said Miss Biggs. "But
so tired as you are, dear

"

"Never mind me, Martha; as for myself, I shaE take nothing

now." And then they all sat without a word for the space of some
five minutes. " If you like to go, Martha," said Mrs. Furnival, " don't

mind waiting for me."
" Oh, very well," and then Miss Biggs took her bed-candle and left

the room. Was it not hard upon her that she should be forced to

absent herself at this moment, when the excitement of the battle wa«
about to begin in earnest ? Her footsteps lingered as she slowly re-

treated from the drawing-room door, and for one instant she absolute!'

paused; standing still with eager ears. It was but for an instant, and
then she went on up stairs, out of hearing, and sitting herself down by
her bedside allowed the battle to rage in her imagination.

Mr. Purnival would have sat there silent till his wife had gone also,

and so the matter would have terminated for that evening.-^had she

so willed it. But she had been thinking of hex miseries ; and, having

3ome to some sort of resolution to speak of tuem openly, what time could

she find more appropriate for doing so than the present? "Tom,"
she said,—and as she spoke there was still a twinkle ef the old love

in her eye, "we are not going on together as well as we should do,

—^not lately. Would it not be well to make a change before it is

toohite?"
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" Wliat change ? " he asked ; not exactly in an ill humour, out with
a huafcyi thick voice. He would have preferred now that she should
have followed her friend to bed.

" I do not want to, dictate to you, Tom, but Oh ! Tom, if you
knew how wretched I am !

"

" What makes you wretched ?
"

" Because you leave me all alone ; because you care more for other
people than you do for me! because you never like to be at honie,

never if you can possibly help it. You know you don't. You are

always away now upon some excuse or other ; you know you are. I
don't have you home to dinner not one day in the week through the

year. That can't be right, and you know it is not. Oh ! Tom, you are

breaking my heart, and deceiving me,—you are. Why did I go down
and iind that woman in your chamber with you, when you were
ashamed to own to me that she was comiug to see you ? If it had
been in the proper way of law business, you wouldn't have been
ashamed. Oh ! Tom."
The poor woman had begun her plaint in a manner that was not

altogether devoid of a discreet eloquence. If only she could have
maintained that tone, if she could have confined her words to the tale

of her own grievances, and have been contented to declare that she

was unhappy, only because he was not with her, it might have been
weE. She might have touched his heart, or at any rate his conscience,

and there might have been some enduring result for good. But her

feelings had been too many for her, and as her wrongs came to her

mind, and the words heaped themselves upon her tongue, she could

not keep herself from the one subject which she sh« old have left un-

touched. Mr. Pumival was not the man to bear any interference such

as this, or to permit the privacy of Lincoln's Inn to be invaded even

by his wife. His brow gi'cw very black, and his eyes became almost

bloodshot. The port wine which might have worked him to softness,

now worked him to anger, and he thus burst forth with words of marital

vigour

:

" Let me tell you once for ever, Kitty, that I will admit of no in-

terference with what I do, or the people whom I may choose tn see in

my chambers in Lincoln's Inn. If you are such an infatuated simpletoa

as to believe
"

"Yes; of course I am a simpleton; of course I am a fool; wome;.
always are."

" Listen to me, will you ?
"

" Listen, yes ; it's my business to listen. Would you like that I
should give this house up for her, and go into lodgings somewhere ? I
shall have very little objection as matters are gomg now. Oh ! dear,

oh ! dear, that things should ever have come to this !

"

"Come to what?"
" Tom, I could put up with a great deal,—more, I think, than nsost

women ; I could slave for you like a drudge, and think nothing about

it. And now that you have got among grand people, I could see you
go out by yourself without thinking much about that either. I am
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very .onely sometimes,—rery ; but I conld bear that. Nobody has

longed to aee you rise in the world half so anxiously as I have done.

But, Tom, when I know what your goings on are with a nasty, sly,

false woman like that, I won't bear it ; and there's an end." In saying

which final words Mrs. Purnival rose from her seat, and thrice

struck her hand by no means lightly on the loo table in the middle

of the room.
" I did not think it possible that you should be so siUy. I did not

indeed."

"Oh, yes, silly! very well. Women always are silly when they

mind that kind of thing. Have you got anything else to say, Sir ?
"

" Yes, I have ; I have this to say, that I will not endure this sort of

usage."
" Nor I won't," said Mrs. Furnival ;

" so you may as well under-

stand it at once. As long as there was nothing absolutely wrong, I

would put up with it for the sake of appearances, and because of

Sophia. For myself I don't mind wliat loneliness I may have to bear. If

you had been called on to go out to the East Indies or even to China,

I could have put up with it. But this sort of thing I won't put up
with ;—nor I won't be blind to wliat I can't help seeing. So now,
Mr. Furnival, you may know that I have made up my mind." And
then, without waiting further parley, having wished herself in her

energy near to the door, she stalked out, and went up with hurried

stops to her own room.
Occurrences of a nature such as this are in all respects unpleasant

in a household. Let the master be ever so much master, what is he
to do ? Say that his wife is wrong from the beginning to the end of

the quarrel,—that in no way improves the matter. His anxiety is

that the world abroad shall not know he has ought amiss at home

;

but she, with her hot sense of injury, and her loud revolt against

supposed wrongs, cares not who hears it. "Hold your tongue.

Madam," the husband says. But the wife, bound though she be
by an oath of obedience, will not obey him, but only screams the

louder.

All which, as Mr. Furnival sat there thinking of it, disturbed his

mind much. That Martha Biggs would spread the tale through all

Bloomsbury and St. Pancras of course he was aware. " If she drives

me to it, it must be so," he said to himself at last. And then he also

belook himself to his rest. And so it was that vreparations for Ohrixt-

m*; irv.re niadc in Harlej Strw;t.
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CMAi^risK xxn.

CnmSTMAS AT NONINGSBY.

Thb house at Noningsby on Christmas-day was quite full, and yet it

was by no means a small house. Mrs. Arbuthnot, the ju<^e's married

daughter, was there, with her three ehUdren ; and Mr. Furnival was
there, having got over those domestic difficulties in which we lately

saw him as oest he might ; and Lucius Mason was there, having been
especially asked by Lady Staveley when she heard that his mother
was to be at The Cleeve. There could be no more comfortable

country-house than Noningsby; and it was, in its own way, pretty

though essentially different in all respects from The Cleeve. It

was a new house from the cellar to the ceiling, and as a house was no
doubt the better for being so. All the rooms were of the proper pro-

portion, and all the newest appliances for comfort had been attacheo. to

it. But nevertheless it lacked that something, in appearance rather

than in fact, which age alone can give to the residence of a gentleman
in the country. The gardens also were new, and the grounds around
them trim, and square, and orderly. Noningsby was a delightful house

;

no one with money and taste at command could have created for him-

self one more delightful ; but then there are delights which cannot be

created even by money and taste.

It was a pleasant sight to see, the long, broad, well-filled breakfast

table, with all that company round it. There were some eighteen or

twenty gathered now at the table, among whom the judge sat pre-

eminent, looming large in an arm-chair and having a double space

allotted to him ; some eighteen or twenty, children included. At the

bottom of the table sat Lady Staveley, who still chose to preside

among her own tea cups as a lady should do ; and close to her, assisting

in the toils of that presidency, sat her daughter Madeline. Nearest

to them were gathered the children, and the rest had formed them-

selves into little parties, each of which already well knew its own place

at the board. In how very short a time will come upon one that

pleasant custom of sitting in an accustomed place ! But here, at these

Noningsby breakfasts, among other customs already established, there

was one by which Augustus Staveley was always privileged to sit by
the side of Sophia Furnival. No doubt his original object was still

unchanged. A match between that lady and his friend Graham was
still desirable, and by perseverance he might pique Felix Graham to

arouse himself. But hitherto Felix Graham had not aroused himseli

in that direction, and one or two people among the party were inclined

to mistake young Staveley's intentions.

"Gns," his sister had said to him the night before, "I declare I

think you are going to make love to Sophia Furnival."
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"Do you?" he had replied. "As a rnle I do not think there ii

any one in the world for whose discernment I have so much respect
as I have for yours. But in this respect even you ate wrong."

" Ah, of course you say so."
" If you won't believe me, ask her. What more can I say ?

"

" I certainly shan't ask her, for I don't know her well enough."
" She's a very clever girl ; let me tell you that, whoever falls in lore

with her."

"I'm sure she is, and she is handsome too, very; but for all that

she is not good enough for our Gus."
" Of course she is not, and therefore 1 am not thinking of her. And

now go to bed and dream that you have got the Queen, of the Eortuhate
Islands for your sister-in-law."

But although Staveley was himself perfectly indifferent to aM the

charms of Miss Furnival, nevertheless he could hjirdly restrain his dis-

like to Lucius Mason, who, as he thought, was dispUsed to admire the

lady in question. In talking of Lucius to his own family and to his

special friend Graham, he had called him conceited, pedantic, uncouth,

un-English, and detestable. His own family, that is, his mother and
sister, rarely' contradicted him in anything; but Graham was by no
means so cautious, and usually contramcted'him'in everything. Indeed,

there was no sign of sterling worth so plainly marked in Staveley's

character as the full conviction which he (JntertMned of the superiority

of his friend Felix.
" You are quite wrong about him,'' Felix had said. " He has not

been at an English school, or English university, and therefore is not

like other young men that you know; but he is, I think, well educated

and clever. As for conceit, what man will do any good who is not con-

ceited ? Nobody holds a good opinion of a man who has a low opinion

of himself."
" All the same, my dear fellow, I do not like Lucius Mason."
" And some one else, if you remember, did not hke Dr. Fell."

"And now, good people, what are you going to do about

church?" said Staveley, while they were 'still engaged with their

rolls and eggs.
" I shall walk," said the judge.
" And I shall go in the carriage," said the judge's wife.

" That disposes of two ; and nOw it will take half an hour to settle

for the rest. Miss Fumival, you no doubt will accompany my mother.

As I shafl be among the WalkerS yoti will see how much I sacrifice by

the suggestion."
,

'

It was a mile to the church, and Miss Furnival knew the advantage

of appearing in her seat unfatigued and without subjection to wind,

mud, or rain. " I must confess," she said, " that under all the cir-

jumstances, I shall prefer your mother's company to yours ;

"

whereupon Staveley, in the completion of his arrangements, assigned

•he other places in the carriage to the married ladies of the company.
" But I have taken your sister Madeline's seat in the carriage," pro-

tested Sophia with great dismay.
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" My sister Madeline generally walks."

"Then of course I shall walk with her;" but when the time came
Miss rumival did go in the carriage, whereas Miss Staveley went on
foot.

It so fell out, as they started, that Graham found himself walking
at Miss Staveley's side, to the great disgust, n( doubt, of half a dozen
other aspirants for that honour. " I cannot help thinking," he said, as

they stepped briskly over the crisp white frost, " that this Christmas-day

of ours is a great mistake."
" Oh, Mr. Graham !

" she exclaimed.
" You need not regard me with horror,—at least not with any special

horror on this occasion." '

" Eut what you say is very horrid."
" That, 1 flatter myself, seems so only because I have not yet said it.

That part of our Christmas-day which is made to be in any degree
sacred is by no means a mistake."

" I am glad you think that."
" Or, rather, it is not a mistake in as far as it is in any degree made

sacred. But the peculiar conviviality of the day is so ponderous. Its

roast-beefiness oppresses one so thoroughly from the first moment
of one's waking, to the last ineffectual effort at a bit of fried pudding for

supper !

"

"But you need not eat fried pudding for supper. Indeed, here, I
nm afraid, you will not have any supper offered you at all."

" No ; not to me individually, under that name. I might also

manage to guard my ownself imder any such offers. But khere is al-

ways the flavour of the sweetmeat, in the air,—of all tho sweetmeats,
edible and non edible."

" You begrudge the children their snap-dragon. That's what it all

means, Mr. Graham."
" No ; I deny it ; unpremeditated snap-dragon is dear to my soul

;

and I could expend myself in blindman's buff."

"You shall then, after dinner; for of course you know that we all

dine early."
" But blindman's buff at three, with snap-dragon at a quarter to

four—charades at five, with wine and sweet cake at half-past six, is

ponderous. And that's our mistake. The big turkey would be very

good ;—capital fun to see a turkey twice as big as it ought to be ! But
the big turkey, and the mountain of beef, and the pudding weighing a

hundredweight, oppress one's spirits by their combined gravity. And
then they impart a memory of indigestion, a halo as it were of apoplexy,

even to the church services."
" I do not agree with you the least in the world."

"I ask you to answer me fairly. Is not additional eating an
ordinary Englishman's ordinary idea of Christmas-day ?

"

" I am oSy an ordinary Englishwoman and therefore cannot say. Ik

is not my idea."
" I believe that the ceremony, as kept by us, is perpetuated by the

butchers and beersellers, with a helping hand from the grocers. It u
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esseetuJly a material festival ; and I would ' not object to it even On
that account if it were not so grievously overdone. How the sun is

moistening the frost on the ground. As we come back the road will

be quite wet."
" We shall be going home then and it will not signify. Remember,

Mr. Graham, I shall expect you to come forward in great strength

for blindman's buff." As he gave her the required promise, he

thought tliat even the sports of Christmas-day would be bearable,

if she also were to make one of the sportsmen; and then they en-

tered the church.

I do not know anything more pleasant to the eye than a pretty

country church, decorated for Christmas-day. The effect in a city is

altogether different. I will not say that churches there should not be

decorated, but comparatively it is a matter of indiiference. No one

kuows who does it. The peculiar muniflcenoe of the squire who has

sacrificed his hoUy bushes is not appreciated. The work of the fingers

that have been employed is not recognised. The efforts made for

hanging the pendant wreaths to each capital have been of no special

interest to any large number of the worshippers. It has been done by
contract, probably, and even if well done has none of the grace of

association. But here at Noningsby Church, the winter flowers had been

cut by Madeline and the gardener, and the red berries had been grouped

by her own hands. She and the vicar's wife had stood together with

perilous audacity on the top of the clerk's desk while they fixed the

branches beneath the cushion of the old-fashioued turret, from which

the sermons were preached. And all this had of course been talked

about at the house ; and some of the party had gone over to see, in-

cluding Sophia rurnival, who had declared that nothing could be so

delightful, though she had omitted to endanger her fingers by any

participation in the work. And the cliUdren had regarded the opera-

tion as a triumph of all that was wonderful in decoration ; and thus

many of them had been made happy.

On their return from church, Miss Eumival insisted on walking,

in order, as she said, that Miss Staveley might not have all the

fatigue ; but Miss Staveley would walk also, and the carriage, after

a certain amount of expostulation and delay, went off with its load

uicomplete.
" Aiid now for the plum-pudding part of the arrangement," said

Telix Graham.
" Yes, Mr. Graham," said Madeline, "now for the plum-pudding

—

and the blindman's buff."

"Did you ever see anything more perfect than the church, Mr.
Mason ? " said Sophia.

"Anything more perfect? iNo; in tnai sort of way, perhaps, never.

I have seen the choir of Cologne."

"Come, come; that's not fair," said Graham. "'Don't import

Cologne in order to crush us here down in our little English

villages, You never saw the choir of Cologne bright with holl^

Oarrics,"
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" No ; but I have with cardinal's stockings, and bishop's robes."
"I think I should prefer the holly," said Miss Puriiival. "And

why should not our^ churches always look like that, only changing the
flowers and the foliage with the season ? It would make the service
50 attractive."

" It would hardly do at Lent," said Madeline, m a serious tone.
" No, perhaps not at Lent exactly."

Peregrine and Augustus Staveley were walking on in front, not
perhaps as well satisfied witli the day as the rest of the party.
Augustus, on leaving the church, had made a little effort to assume
his place as usual by Miss Furnival's side, but by some accident of
war, Mason -was there before him. He had not cared to make one
of a party of three, and therefore had gone on in advance with
young Orme. Nor was Peregrine himself much more happy. He
did not know why, but he felt within his breast a growing aversion
io Felix Graham. Graham was a puppy, hje thought, and a fellow

Ihat talked too much ; and then he was such a confoundedly ugly
dog, and—and—and—Peregrine Orme did not like him. He was
not a man to analyse his own feelings in such matters. He did not
ask himself why he should have been rejoiced to hear that instant

business had taken Pelix Graham oif to Hong Kong; but he knew
that he would have rejoiced. He knew also tltat Madeline Staveley

was . No ; he did not know what she wa'S ; but when he was
alone, he carried on with her all manner of imaginary conversations,

though when he was in her company he had hardly a word to say

to her. Under these circumstances he fraternised with her brother

;

but even in that he could not receive much satisfaction, seeing that

he could not abuse Graham to Graham's special fi'iend, nor could he
breathe a sigh as to Madeline's perfections into the ear of Madeline's
brother.

The children,—and there were three or four assembled there besides

those belonging to Mrs. Arbuthnot, were by no mean's inclined to agree

with Mr. Graham's strictures as to the amusements of Christmas-day.

To them it appeared that they coidd not hurry fast enough into the vortex

of its dissipations. The dinner was a serious consider*ation, especially

with reference to certain illuminated mince-pies which were the crown-
ing glory of that banquet ; but time for these was ahnost begrudged
in order that the fast handkerchief might be tied over the eyes of the

first bhndman.
" And now we'll go into the school-room," said Marian Arbuthnot,

jumping up and leading the way. " Come along, Mr. Felijt
;

" and Pelix

Graham followed her.

Madehne had declared that Felix. Graham should be ilinded first;

and such was his doom. "Now mind you catch me, Mr. Pehx,

pray do," said Marian, when she had got him seated in a corner of

the room. She was a beautiful fair little thing, witli long, soft

curls, and lips red as a rose, and large, bright btue eyes, all soft

and happy and laiighmg, loving the friends of her childhood with

passioBate love, ard fnlly expecting an equal devotion from them.
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It is of such children that our wives and sweethe&rta should be

made.
" But how am I to find you when my eyes are blinded?

"

" Oh, you can feel, you know. You can put your hand on the top

of my head. I mustn't speak, you know; but I'm sure I shall

laugh; and then you must guess that it's Marian." That was her

idea of playing bhndman's buff according to the strict rigour of the

game.
" And you'll give me a big kiss ? " said Eelis.

"Yes, when we've done playing," she promised with great seri-

ousness.

And then a huge white silk handkerchief, as big as a smaE sail,

was brought down from grandpapa's dressing-room, so that nobody

should see the least bit "in the world," as Marian had observed

with great energy ; and the work of blinding was commenced. " I

ain't big enough to reach round," said Marian, who had made an eifort,

but in vain. " You do it. Aunt Mad.," and she tendered the handker-

chief to Miss Staveley, who, however, did not appear very eager to

undertake the task.
" I'll be the executioner," said grandmamma, " the more especially

as I shall not take any other share in the ceremony. This shall be

the chair of doom. Come here, Mr. Graham, and submit yourself to

me." And so the first victim was blinded. "Mind you remember,"
said Marian, whispering in his ear as he was led away. " Green
spirits and white ; blue spirits and grey ," and then he was
twirled round in the room and left to commence his search as best he

might.

Marian Arbuthnot was not the only soft little laughing darling that

wished to be caught, and blinded, so i.tiat there was great pulEng at

the blindman's tails, and much graspir:^ at his outstretched arms be-

fore the desired object was attained. And he wandered round the

room skilfully, as though a thought were in his mind false to his

treaty with Marian,—as though he imagined for a moment that some
other prize mighl; be caught. But if so, the other prize evaded him care-

fully, and in due progress of play, Marian's soft curls were withiu his

grasp. " I'm- sure I didn't speak, or say a word," said she, as she ran

up to her grandmother to have the handkerchief put over her eyes.

"Did I, grandmamma ?
"

" There are more ways of speaking than one," said Lady Staveley.
" You and Mr. Graham understand each other, I think."

" Oh, I was caught quite fairly," said Marian—" and now lead me
round and round." To her at any rate the festivities of Christmas-day
were not too ponderous for real enjoyment.

And then, at last, somebody caught the judge. I rather think it

was Madeline ; but his time in truth was come, and he had no chance
of escape. The whole room was set upon his capture, and though
he barricaded himself with cheurs and children, he was duly appre-
hended and named. "That's papa; I know by his watch-chain, for I
made it."
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"Nonsense, my dears," said the judge. "1 will do no such
thing. I should never catch anybody, and should remain blind
for ever."

"But grandpapa must," said Marian. "It's the game that ne
should be blinded when he's caught."

" Suppose
,
the game was that we should be whipped when we are

caught, and I was to catch you," said Augustus.
" But I would not play that game," said Marian.
"Oh, papa, you must," said Madeline. "Do—and you shall catch

Mr. Jumival."
" That would be a temptation," said the judge. " I've never been

able to do that yet, though I've been trying it for some years."
" Justice is blind," said Graham. "Why should a judge be ashamed

to follow the example of his own goddess ? " And so at last the
owner of the ermine submitted, and the stern magistrate of the bench
was led round with the due incantation of the spirits, and dismissed
into chaos to seek for a new victim.

One of the rules of blmdman's buff at Noningsby was this, that it

should not be played by caudlehght,—a rule that is in every way ju-

dicious, as thereby an end is secured for that which might otherwise be
unending. And therefore when it became so dark in the school-room
that there was not much difference between the bhndman and the
others, the handkerchief was smuggled away, and the game was at

an end.

"And now for snap-dragon," said Marian.

"Exactly as you predicted, Mr. Graham," said Madeline; "blind-
man's buff at a quarter past three, and snap-dragon at five."

" I revoke every word that I uttered, for I was never more amused
in my life."

" And you will be prepared to endure the wme and sweet cake when
they come."

"Prepared to endure anything, and go through everything. We
shall be allowed candles now, I suppose."

" Oh, no, by no means. Snap-dragon by candlelight ! who ever

heard of such a thing ? It Vould wash all the dragon out of it, and
leave nothing but the snap. It is a necessity of the game that it

should be played in the dark,—or rather by its own lurid light."
" Oh, there is a lurid light ; is there ?

"

" You shall see
;
" and then she turned away to make her pre"

parations.

To the game of snap-dragon, as played at Noningsby, a ghost was
always necessary, and Aunt Madeline had played the ghost ever since

she had been an aunt, and there had been any necessity for such

a pai't. But in previous years the spectators had been fewer in

number arid, more closely connected with the family.; "I think we
must drop the glipst on this occasion," she said, coming up to her
brother.

, .

"Yoa'll disgust them aU dreadfully if you do," said he. "The
young Sebrights have come specially to see the ghost."
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" Well, you can do ghost for them."
" I ! no ; I can't act a ghost. Miss Fumival, you'd make a loTeJy

ghost."
" I shall be most happy to be useful," said Sophia.

"Oh, Aunt Mad., you must be ghost," said Marian following her.

" You foolish little thing, you ; we are going to have a beautiful

ghost—a divine ghost," said Uncle Gus.
" But we want Madeline to be the ghost," said a big Miss Sebright,

uen or eleven years old.

" She's always ghost," said Marian.

"To be sure; it will be much better," said Miss Furnival. "I
only offered my poor services hoping to be useful. No Eauquo
that ever lived could leave a worse ghost behind him than I should

prove."

It ended in there being two ghosts. It had become quite impos-

sible to rob Miss Fumival of her promised part, and Madeline could

not refuse to solve the difficulty in this way without making more oi

the matter than it deserved. The idea of two ghosts was delightful to

the children, more especially as it entailed two large dishes full of raisins,

and two blue flies blazing up from burnt brandy. So the girls went
out, not without proffered assistance from the gentlemen, and after a

painfully long interval of some fifteen or twenty miuutes,—^for Miss
Fumival's back hair would not come down and adjust itself into

ghost-hke lengths with as much readiness as that of her friend—they

returned bearing the dishes before them on large trays. In each of

them the spirit was lighted as they entered the school-room door, and
thus, as they walked in, they were illuminated by the dark-blue flames

which they carried.

" Oh, is it not grand ? " said Marian, appealing to Felix Graham.
" Uncommonly grand," he replied.

"And which ghost do you think is the grandest? I'll tell you
which ^host I like the best,—in a secret you know ; I like Aunt Mad.
the best, and I think she's the grandest too."

" And I'll tell you in a secret that I think the same. To my mind she
is the grandest ghost I ever saw in my life."

" Is she indeed ? " asked Marian, solemnly, thinking probably that
her new friend's experience in ghosts must be extensive. However
that might be, he thought that as far as his experience in women went,
lie had never seen anything more lovely than Madeline Staveley dressed
in a long vfhite sheet, with a long bit of white cambric pinned round
her face.

And it may be presumed that the dress altogether is not unbecoming
when accompained by blue flames, for Augustus Staveley and Lucius
Mason thought the same thuag of Miss Furnival, whereas Peregrine
Orme did not know whether he was standing on his head or his feet as
he looked at Miss Staveley. Miss Fumiv^ may possibly have had
some inkling of this when she offered to underteke the task, but I
protest that such was not the case with MadeKiie. There -was no
second thought in her mind when she first declined the ghosting, and
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afletwairds undertook the part. No wish to look beautiful in tlie eyes
Of Pelix Graham had come to her—at any rate as yet ; and as to Pere-
grine Orme, she had hardl;^ thought of his existence. " J3y Pleavens !

"

said Peregrine to himself, " she is the most beautiful creature that I
ever saw ; and then he began to speculate within his own mind how the
idea might be received at The Cleeve.

But there was no such realised idea with Felix Graham. Ho saw
that Madeline Staveley was very beautiful, and he felt in an uncon-
scious manner that her character was very sweet. He may have
thought that he might have loved such a girl, had such love been a
thing pe/mittei to him. But this was far from being the case. Pelix
Graham's lot in this life,' as regarded that share which his heart might
have in it, was already marked out for him ;—marked out for himself
and by himself. The future wife of his bosom had already been se-

lected, and was now in course of preparation for the duties of her
future life. He was one of those few wise men who have determined
not to take a partner in life at hazard, but to mould a young mind and
character to those pursuits and modes of thought which may best lit

a woman for the duties she will have to perform. What little it may
be necessary to know of the earlier years of Mary Snow shall be told

hereafter. Here it will be only necessary to say that she was an
orphan, that as yet she was little more than a child, and that she owed
her maintenance and the advantage of her education to the charity

and love of her destined husband. Therefore, as I have said, it was
manifest that Pelix Graham could not think of falling in love with Miss
Staveley, even had not his very low position, in reference to worldly

affairs, made any such passion on his part quite hopeless. But with

Peregrine Orme the matter was different. There could be no possible

reason why Peregrine Orme should not win and wear the beautiful girl

whom he so much admired.

But the ghosts are kept standing over their flames, the spirit is

becoming exhausted, and the raisins will be burnt. At snap-dragon,

too, the ghosts here had something to do. The law of the game is

this—a law on which Marian would have insisted had not the flames

been so very hot—that the raisins shall become the prey of those

audacious marauders only who dare to face the presence of the ghost,

and to plunge their hands into the burning dish. As a rule the boys do

this, clawing out the raisins, while the girls pick them up and eat them.

But here at Noningsby the boys were too little to thus act as pioneers

in the face of the enemy, and the raisins might have remained till the

flames wete burnt out, had not the beneficent ghost scattered abroad

the richness of her own treasures.

"Now, Marian," said Felix Graham, bringing her up in his

arms.

"But itvrillbum, Mr. Pelix. Look there; see; there are a great

many at that end. You do it."

" I must have another kiss, then."
" Very well, yes ; if you get Cve." And then Pelix dashed his hand
among the flames end brought forth a fistful of frait, which imparted

11
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to liJs fingers and wristband a smell of brandy for the rest of toe

evening.
" If you take so many at a time I shall rap your knuckles with

the spoon," said the ghost, as she stirred up the flames to keep them

alive.

"But the ghost shouldn't speak," said Marian, who was evidently

unacquainted with the best ghosts of tragedy.

"But the ghost must speak when such large hands invade the

caldron
; " and then another raid was effected, and the threatened

blow was given. Had any one told her in the morning that she

would that day have rapped Mr. Graham's knuckles with a kitchen

spoon, she would not have believed that person; but it is thus that

hearts are lost and won.
And Peregrine Orme looked on from a distance, thinking of it

all. That he should have been stricken dumb by the beauty of any

girl was surprising even to himself; for though young and almost

boyish in his manners, he had never yet feared to speak out in any

presence. The tutor of his college had thought him insolent

beyond parallel; and his grandfather, though he loved him for his

open face and plain outspoken words, found them sometimes almost

too much for him. But now he stood there looking and longing,

and could not summon courage to go up and address a few words

to this young girl even in the midst of their sports. Twice or

thrice during the last few days he had essayed to speak to her but

his words had been dull and vapid, and to himself they had appeared

childish. He was qvlite conscious of his own weakness. More
than OQce during that period of the snap-dragon, did he say to

himself that he would descend into the Hsts and break a lance in

that tourney; but still he did not descend, and his lance remained

uiglorious in its rest.

At the other end of the long table the ghost also had two attendant

knights, and neither of them refrained from the battle. Augustus
Staveley, if he thought it worth his while to keep the list at all, would

not be allowed to ride through them unopposed from any backwardness

on the part of his rival. Lucius Mason was not likely to become a

timid, silent, longing lover. To him it was not possible that he

should fear the girl whom he loved. He could not worship that which

he wished to obtain for himself. It may be doubted whether he had

much faculty of worshipping anything in the truest meaning of that

word. One worships that which one feels, through the inner and

unexpressed conviction of the mind, to be greater, better, higher than

oneself; but it was not probable that Lucius Mason should so think

of any woman that he might meet.

Nor, to give him his due, was it probable that he should be in

any way afraid of any man that he might encounter. He would
fear neither the talent, nor the rank, nor the money influence, nor

the dexterity of any such rival. Li any attempt that lie might
make on a woman's heart he would regard his own clianoe as

good against that of any other po^ible he. Augustus Staveley wu



CB£ISTltAS At GROB If SARK. 16S

master here at Noningsby, and was a clever, dashing, hanosomc,
fashionable young fellow ; but Lucius Mason never dreamed ol
retreating before such forces as those. He had words with which to
speak as fair as those of any man, and flattered himself that he as well
Icnew how use to them.

It was pretty to see with what admirable tact and judicious
management of her smiles Sophia received the homage of the two
young men, answering the compliments of both with ease, and so
conducting herself that neither could fairly accuse her of undue
favour to the other. But unfairly, in his own mind, Augustus did
so accuse her. And why should he have been so venomous, seeing

that he entertained no regard for the lady himself ? His object was
still plain enough,—that, namely, of making a match between his needy
friend and the lieiress.

His needy friend in the mean time played on through the long

evening in thoughtless happiness ; and Peregrme Orme, looking at the

game from a distance, saw that rap given to the favoured knuckles
with a bitterness of heart and an inner groaning of the spirit that will

not be incomprehensible to many.
" I do so love that Mr. Eehx !

" said Marian, as her Aunt Madeline
kissed her in her little bed on wishing her good-night. " Don't you,
aunt Mad.- ?"

And so it was that Christmas-day was passed at Noningsby.

CHAPTER XXIII.

CHBISTMAS AT GROBY PARK.

Cheistmas-day was always a time of ^very great trial to Mrs. Mason
of Groby Park. It behoved her, as the wife of an old English country

gentleman, to spread her board plenteously at that season, and ui

some sort to make an open house of it. But she could not bring

herself to spread any board with plenty, and the idea of an open house

would almost break her heart. Unlimited eatiug ! There was some-

thing in the very sounds of such words which was appalling to the

inner woman.
And on this Christmas-day she was doomed to go through an

ordeal of very peculiar severity. It so happened that the cure of

souls in the parish of Groby had been intrusted for the last two or

three years to a young, energetic, but not very opulent curate. Why
the rector of Groby should be altogether absent, leaving the work
in the hands of a curate, whom he paid by the lease of a cottage aud

garden and fifty-five pounds a year,—thereby behaving as he imagined

with extensive liberahty,—it is unnecessary here to inquire. Such
waa the case, and the Kev. Adolphus Green, with Mrs. A. Green aM
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the four children, managed to lire with some small diflcoltf on Um
produce of the garden and the allotted stipend ; but could not probaoiy

nave lived at all in that position had not Mrs. Adolphus Green been

blessed with some small fortune.

It had so happened that Mrs. Adolphus Green had been instru-

mental in imparting some knowledge of singmg to two of the Miss

Masons, and had continued her instructions over the last three years.

This had not been done in any preconcerted way, but the lessons had

grown by chance. Mrs. Mason the while had looked on with a satisfied

eye at an arrangement that was so much to her taste.

"Theie are no regular lessons, you know," she had said to her

uusband, when he suggested that some reward for so much work
would be expedient. " Mrs. Green finds it couTcnient to have the use

of my drawing-room, and would never see an instrument from year's

end to year's end if she were not allowed to come up here. Depend
upon it she gets a great deal more than she gives."

But after two years of tuition Mr. Mason had spoken a second

time. " My dear," he said, " I cannot allow the girls to accept so

great a favour from Mrs. Green without making her some compen-

sation."
" I don't see that it is at all necessary," Mrs. Mason had answered

;

" but if you think so, we could send her down a hamper of apples,

—

that is, a basketful." Now it happened that apples were very plentiful

that year, and that the curate and his wife were blessed with as many
as they could judiciously consume.

" Apples ! nonsense
! " said Mr. Mason.

" If you mean money, my dear, I couldn't do it. I wouldn't sn

offend a lady for all the world."
" You could buy them something handsome, in the way of furni

ture. That little room of theirs that they call the drawing-room has

nothing in it at all. Get Jones from Leeds to send them some things

that wul do for them." And hence, after many inner misgivings, had
arisen that purchase of a drawing-room set from Mr. Kantwise,—that

set of metallic "Louey Gatorse furniture," containing three tables,

eight chairs, &c. &c., as to which it may be remembered that

Mrs. Mason made such an undoubted bargam, getting them for

less than cost price. That they had been "strained," as ]V&. Kantwise
himself admitted in discoursing on the subject to Mr. Dockwrath, was
not matter of much moment. They would do extremely well for a
curate's wife.

And now on this Christmas-day the present was to be made
over to the happy lady. Mr. and Mrs. Green were to dine at Groby
Park,—leaving their more fortunate children to the fuller festivities

uf the cottage ; and the intention was that before dinner the whole
drawing-room set should be made ovei. It was with grievous pangs
of heart that Mrs. Mason looked forward to such an operation. Her
own house was plenteously furnished from the kitchens to the
fttics, but still she would have loved to keep that metallic set of
pointed trumpery. She knew that the table would not screw tn;
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«ae knew that the pivot of the music stool was bent; she knew
tw"; there was no place in the house in which they coutd Jtand;
sue must have known that in no possible way could they be of use
to her or hers,—and yet she could not part with them without an
agony. Her husband was infatuated in this matter of compensatiou
for the use of Mrs. Green's idle hours,; no compensation could be
necessary ;—and then she paid another visit to the metallic furni-
ture. She knew in her heart of hearts that they could never be of
use to anybody, and yet she made up her mind to keep back two
out of the eight chairs. Six chairs would be quite enough for Mrs.
Green's small room.
As there was to be feasting; at five, real roast beef, plum-pudding

and mince-pies ;
—" Mince-pies and plum-pudding together are

vulgar, my dear," Mrs. Mason had said to her husband; but in

spite of the vulgarity he had insisted ;—the breakfast was of course
scanty. Mr. Mason liked a slice of cold meat in the morning, or
the leg of a fowl, or a couple of fresh eggs as well as any man;
but the matter was not worth a continual fight. " As we are to dine
an hour earlier to-day I did not think you would eat meat," his

wife said to him. " Then there would be less expense in putting it

on the table," he had answered; and after that there was nothmp
more said about it. He always put off till some future day that great
contest which he intended to wage and to win, and by which he hoped
to bring it about that plenty should henceforward be the law of

the land at Groby Park. And then they all went to church. Mrs.
Mason would not on any account have missed church on Christmas-day
or a Sunday. It was a cheap duty, and therefore rigidly performed.
As she walked from her carriage up U> the church-door she encoun-
tered Mrs. Green, and smiled sweetly as she wished that lady all the

compliments of the season.
" We shall see you immediately after church," said Mrs. Mason.
" Oh yes, certamly," said Mrs. Green.
" And Mr. Green with you ?

"

" He intends to do himself the pleasure," said the curate's wife.

" Mind he comes, because we have a little ceremony to go through

before we sit down to dinner;" and Mrs. Mason smiled again ever

so graciously. Did she think, or did slie not think, that she was going
to do a kindness to her neighbour ? Most women would have sunk
into their shoes as the hour grew nigh at which they were to show
themselves guilty of so much meanness.

She stayed for the sacrament, and it may here be remarked that

on that afternoon she rated both the footman and housemaid because

they omitted to do so. She thought, we must presume, that she

was doing her duty, and must imagine her to have been ignorant

that she was cheating her husband and cheating her friend. She
took the sacrament with admirable propriety of demeanour, and then

on her return home, withdrew another chair from the set. Theie
would still be six, including the rocking chair, and six would be quitif

enough for that little hole of a room.
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There was a large cliamber up stairs at Groby Park which had been
used for the children's lessons, out which now was generally deserted.

There was in it an old worn out pianoforte,—and though JSiIts.

Mason had talked somewhat grandly of the use of her drawing-room,

it was here that the singing had been taught. Into this room the

metallic furniture had been brought, and up to that Christinas morning
it had remained here packed in its original boxes. Hither immediately

after breakfast Mrs. Mason had taken herself, and had spent an hour
in- her efforts to set the things forth to view. Two of the chairs

she then put aside into a cupboard, and a thii'd she added to her

private store on her return to her work after church.

But, alas, alas ! let her do what she would, she could not get the

top on to the table. "It's all smashed. Ma'am," said the girl whom
slie at last summoned to her aid. "Nonsense, you simpleton; how
can It ^>e smashed when it's new ? " said the mistress. And then she

tried again, and again, declaring, as she did so, that she would have the

Jaw of the rogue who had sold her a damaged article. Nevertheless

she bad known that it was damaged, and had bought it cheap on
that account, insisting in very urgent language that the table was in

fact worth nothmg because of its injuries.

At about four Mr. and Mrs. Green walked up to the house and
were shown into the drawing-room. Here was Mrs. Mason, sup-

ported by Penelope and Creusa. As Diana was not musical, and
therefore under no compliment to Mrs. Green, she kept out of the

way. Mr. Mason also was absent. He knew that something very

mean was about to be done, and would not show his face till

it was over. He ought to have taken the matter in hand himself,

and would have done so had nst his mind been fuU of other thmgs.

He himself was a man terribly wronged and wickedly injured, and
could not therefore ia these present months interfere much in the

active doing of kindnesses. His hours were spent in thinking how
he might best obtain justice,—^how he might secure his pound of

flesh. He only wanted his own, but that he would have ;—^his

own, with due punishment on those who had for so many years

robbed him of it. He therefore did not attend at the presentation

of the furniture.
" And now we'll go up stairs, if you please," said Mrs. Mason, with

that gracious smile for which she was so famous. " Mr. Green, you
must come too. Dear Mrs. Green has been so very kind to my two
girls ; and now I have got a few articles,—they are of the very newest
fashion, and I do hope that Mrs. Green will like them." And so they
all went up into the school-room.

" There's a new fashion come up lately," said Mrs. Mason as she
walked along the corridor, " quite new :—of metallic furniture. I
don't know whether you have seen any." Mrs. Green said she had
not seen any as yet.

" The Patent Steel Pumiture Company makes it, and it has got very
greatly into vogue for small rooms. I thought that perhaps you woida
allow me to present you with a set for your drawing-room.
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"I'm sure it is very kind of you to think of it," said Mrs. Green.
" Uncommonly so," said Mr. Green. But both Mr. Green and Mrs.

Green knew the lady, and their hopes did not run high.

And then the door was opened and there stood the furniture to
view. There stood the furniture, except the three subtracted
chairs, and the loo table. The claw and leg of the table indeed
were standing there, but the top was folded up and lying on the
floor beside it. " I hope you'll like the pattern," began Mrs. Mason
"I'm told that it is the prettiest that has yet been brought out.
There has been some little accident about the screw of the table,

but the smith in the village will put that to rights in five minutes.
He Uves so close to you that I didn't think it worth while to have
him up here."

" It's very nice," said Mrs. Green, looking round her almost in

dismay.
" Very nice indeed," said Mr. Green, wondering in his mind for

what purpose such utter trash could have been manufactured, and
•sndeavouring to make up his mind as to what they might possibly do
with it. Mr. Green knew what chairs and tables should be, and was
weD aware that the things before him were absolutely useless for any
of the ordinary purposes of furniture.

" And they are the most convenient things in the world," said Mrs.
Mason, " for when you are going to change house you pack them all

up again in these boxes. Wooden furniture takes up so much room,
and is so lumbersome."

" Yes, it is," said Mrs. Green.
"I'll have them all put up again and sent down in the cart to-

morrow."
"Thank you; that will be very kind," said Mr. Green, and then

the ceremony of the presentation was over. On the following day
the boxes were sent down, and Mrs. Mason might have abstracted even
another chair without detection, for the cases lay unheeded from
month to month in the curate's stiU unfurnished room. " The fact is

they cannot afford a carpet,^' Mrs. Mason afterwards said to one of

her daughters, " and with such things as those they are quite right

to keep them up tUl they can be used with advantage. I always gave
Mrs. Green credit for a good deal of prudence."

And then, when the show was over, they descended again into the

drawing-room,—Mr. Green and Mrs. Mason went first, and Creusa
followed. Penelope was thus so far behind as to be able to speak to

her friend without being heard by the others.
" You know mamma," she said, with a shrug of her shoulders and

a look of scorn in her eye.
" The things are very nice."
" No, they are not, and you know they are not. They are worth-

less ; perfectly worthless."
" But we don't want anything."
" No ; and if there had been no pretence of a gift it would all Uare

been yeiy well, What will Mr. Green think ?
"
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"I rather think he likes iron chairs;" and then thej were in th«

drawing-room.

Mr. Mason did not appear till dinner-time, and came in only

just in time to give his arm to Mrs. Green. He had had letters to

write,—a letter to Messrs. Round and Crook, very determined in

its tone ; and a letter also to Mr. Dockwrath, for the little attorney

had so crept on in the affair that he was now corresponding with

the principal. " I'll teach those fellows in Bedford Row to know who
I am," he had said to himself more than once, sitting on his high

stool at Hamworth.
And then came tlie Qroby Park Christmas dinner. To speak the

truth Mr. Mason had himself gone to the neighbouring butcher,

and ordered the sirloin of beef, knowing that it would be useless to

trust to orders conveyed through his wife. He had seen the piece

of meat put on one side for him, and had afterwards traced it on to

the kitchen dresser. But nevertheless when it appeared at table it

had been sadly mutilated. A steak had been cut oif the full breadth
of it—a monstrous cantle from out its fair proportions. The lady

had seen the jovial, thick, ample size of the goodly joint, and her
heart had been unable to spare it. She had made an effort and turned
away, saying to herself that the responsibility was all with him.

But it was of no use. There was that within her which could not
do it. " Your master will never be able to carve such a mountain of

meat as that," she had said, turning back to the cook. " 'Deed, an'

it's he that will, Ma'am," said the Irish mistress of the spit ; for Irish

cooks are cheaper than those bred and born in England. But never-
theless the thing was done, and it was by her own fair hands that

the envious knife was used. " I couldn't do it. Ma'am," the cook had
said ;

" I couldn't railly."

Mr. Mason's face became very black when he saw the raid that

had been effected, and when he looked up across the table his wife's

eye was on him. She knew what she had to expect, and she knew
also that it would not come now. Her eye stealthily looked at his,

quivering with fear ; for Mr. Mason could be savage enough in his

anger. And what had she gained? One may as well ask what
does the miser gain who hides away his gold in an old pot, or what

'

does that other madman gain who is looked up for long long years
beoftuse he fancies himself the grandmother of the Queen of
England ?

But there was still enough beef on the table for all of them
to eat, and as Mrs. Mason was not intrusted with the carving of it

their plates were filled. As far as a sufficiency of beef can make a
good dinner Mr. and Mrs. Green did have a good dinner on that

Christmas-day. Beyond that their comfort was limited, for no one was
in a humour for happy conversation.

And over and beyond the beef there was a plum-puddin" and
three mince-pies. Four mince-pies had originally graced the dish,

but before dinner one had been conveyed away to some up stairs re-

ceptacle for such spoils, The pudding also was small, nor was it blftclf
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and rich, and laden with good tilings as a Christmas pudding should be
laden. Let us hope that what the guests so lost was made up to
them on the foilowmg day, by an absence of those ill effects wliicb
sometimes attend upon the consumption of rich viands.
"And now, my dear, we'll have a bit of bread and cheese and a glass

of beer," Mr. Green said when he arrived at his own cottage, And so
it was that Christmas-day was passed at Groby Park.

°

CHAPTER XXIV.^

CHRISTMAS IN GKEAT ST. HELEN'S.

We will now look in for a moment at the Christmas doings of our
fat friend, Mr. Moulder. Mr. Moulder was a married man living in

lodgings over a wine-merchant's vaults in Great St, Helen's. He was
blessed—or troubled, with no children, and prided himself greatly on
the material comfort with which his humble home was surrounded.
" His wife," he often boasted, " never wanted for plenty of the best of

eating; and for linen and silks and such like, she could show her drawers
and her wardrobes with many a great lady from Russell Square, and not
be ashamed, neither ! And then, as for drink,—" tipple," as Mr.
Moulder sportively was accustomed to name it among his friends, he
opined that he was not altogether behind the mark m that respect.

"He had got some brandy—he didn't care what anybody might say
about Cognac and eau de vie ; but the brandy which he had got from
Betts' private establishment seventeen years ago, for richness of flavour

and fulness of strength, would beat any French article that anybody
in the City could show. That at least was his idea. If anybody didn't

like it, they needn't take it. There was whisky that would make your
hair stand on end." So said Mr. Moulder, and I can believe him;
'or it has made my hair stand on end merely to see other people

drinking it.

And if comforts of apparel, comforts of eating and drinking, and
comforts of the feather-bed and easy-chair kind can make a woman
happy, Mrs. Moulder was no doubt a happy woman. She had quite

fallen in to the mode of life laid out for her. Slie had a little bit of hot
kidney for breakfast at about ten; she dined at three, having seen
herself to the accurate cooking of her roast fowl, or her bit of sweet-

bread, and always had her pint of Scotch ale. She turned over all her
clothes almost every day. In the evening she read Reynolds's Mis-
cellany, had her tea and buttered muffins, took a thimbleful of brandy
and water at nine, and then went to bed. The work of her life

consisted in sewing buttons on to Moulder's shirts and seeing that his

things were properly got up when he was at home. Nq doubt a\\e

yfom have do»e better os to the duties of tjie wqrid, had the world'*
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dnties come to her. As it was, very few such had come in her

direction. Her husband was away from home three-fourths of the

year, and she had no children that required attention. As for society,

some four or five times a year she would drink tea with Mrs. Hubbies

at Clapham. Mrs. Hubbies was the wife of the senior partner in the

firm, and on such occasions Mrs. Moulder dressed herself in her best,

.ind having travelled to Clapham in an omnibus, spent the evening iu

dull propriety on one corner of Mrs. Hubbles's sofa. When I have

added to this that Moulder every year took her to Broadstairs for a

fortnight, I think that I have described with suflcient accuracy the

course of Mrs. Moulder's life.

On the occasion of this present Christmas-day Mr. Moulder enter-

tained a small party. And he delighted in such occasional entertain-

ments, taking extraordinary pains that the eatables should be of the

very best ; and he woidd maintain an hospitable good humour to the

last,—unless anything went wrong in the cookery, in which case he

could make himself extremely unpleasant to Mrs. M. Indeed, proper

cooking for Mr. M. and the proper starching of the bands of his

shirts were almost the only trials that Mrs. Moulder was doomed to

suffer. " What the d—are you for ? " he would say, almost throwing

the displeasing viands at her head across the table, or tearing the

rough linen from off his throat. " It ain't much I ask of you in

return for your keep
;
" and then he would scowl at her with blood-shot

eyes till she shook in her shoes. But this did not happen often, as

experiences had made her careful.

But on this present Christmas festival all went swimmingly to

the end. "Now, bear a hand, old girl," was the harshest word he
said to her ; and he enjoyed himself like Duncan, shut up in measure-

less content. He had three guests with him on this auspicious day.

There was his old friend Snengkeld, who had dined with him on
every Christmas since his marriage ; there was his wife's brother, of

whom we will say a word or two just now !—and there was our old

friend, Mr. Kantwise. Mr. Kantwise was not exactly the man whom
Moulder would have chosen as his guest, for they were opposed to

each other in all their modes of thought and action; but he bad come
across the travelling agent of the Patent Metallic Steel Furniture

Company on the previous day, and finding that he was to be alone

in London on this general holiday, he had asked him out of sheer

good nature. Moulder could be very good natured, and full of

pity when the sorrow to be pitied arose from some such source as

the want of a Christmas dinner. So Mr. Kantwise had been asked,

and precisely at four o'clock he made his appearance at Great St.

Helen's.

But now, as to this brother-in-law. He was no other than that

John Kenneby whom Miriam Usbech did not marry,—whom Miriam
Usbech might, perhaps, have done well to marry. John Keimeby,
after one qr two attempts in other spheres of life, had at last got into
the house of Hubbies and Grease, and had risen to be their book-
keeper. He had once been tried by them as a traveller, but in thai
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Une he had failed. He did not possess that rough, ready, self-confident
tone of mind which is almost necessary for a man who is destined to
move about quickly from one circle of persons to another. After a six
month's trial he had given that up, but during the time, Mr. Moulder,
the senior traveller of the house, had married his sister. John Kenneby
was a good, honest, painstaking fellow, and was believed by his
friends to have put a few pounds together in spite of the timidity of
his character.

When Snengkeld and Kenneby were shown up into the room, they
found nobody there but Kantwise. That Mrs. Moulder should be dowii
stairs looking after the roast turkey was no more than natural ; but
why should not Moulder himself be there to receive his guests ? He
soon appeared, however, coming up without his coat.

" Well, Snengkeld, how are you, old fellow ? many happy returns, and
all that; the same to you, John. I'll tell you what, my lads; it's a
prime 'un. I never saw such a bird in all my days."

"What, the turkey ? " said Snengkeld.
" Tou didn't think it'd be a ostrich, did you ?

"

" Ha, ha, ha !
" laughed Snengkeld. " No, I didn't expect nothing

but a turkey here on Christmas-day."

"And nothing but a turkey you'll have, my boys. Can you eat
turkey, Kantwise ?

"

Mr. Kantwise declared that his only passion in the way of eating was
for a turkey.

" As for John, I'm sure of him. I've seen him at the work before,"

Whereupon John grinned but said nothing.
" I never see such a bird in my life, certainly."
" Prom Norfolk, I suppose," said Snengkeld, with a great appear-

ance of interest.

" Oh, you may swear to that. It weighed twenty-four pounds, for

I put it into the scales myself, and old Gibbetts let me have it for a

guinea. The price marked on it was flve-and-twenty, for I saw it. He's
had it hanging for a fortnight, and I've been to see it wiped down with
vinegar regular every morning. And now, my boys, it's done to a turn.

I've been in the kitchen most of the time myself, and either I or Mrs.
M. has never left it for a single moment."

"How did you manage about divine service?" said Kantwise; and
then, when he had spoken, closed his eyes and sucked his lips.

Mr. Moulder looked at him for a minute,' and then said—
" Gammon."
"Ha, ha, ha!" laughed- Snengkeld. And then Mrs. Moulder ap-

peared, bringing the turkey with her; for she would trust it to no

hands less careful than her own.
" By George, it is a bird," said Snengkeld, standing ovor it and ey&

ing it minutely.
" Uncommon nice it looks," said Kantwise.

"AH the same, I wouldn't est none, if I were you," said Moulder,
" seeiiSg what sinners have been a basting it." And then they all stu

down to dinner, Moulder having first resumed bis coat.



Hi ORLEI PABM.

For the next three or four minutes Moulder did not speak a word.

The turkey was on his mind, with the stufiing, the gravy, the liver,

the breast, the wings, and the legs. He stood up to carve it, and
while he was at the work he looked at it as though his two eyea

were hardly sufficient. He did not help first one person and then

another, so ending by himself; but he cut up artistically as much
as might probably be consumed, and located the fragments in small

heaps or shares in the hot gravy ; and then, having made a partition

of the spoils, he served it out with unerring impartiality. To have
robbed any one of his or her fair slice of the breast would in his mind
have been gross dishonesty. In his heart he did not love Kantwise,

but he dealt by him with the utmost justice in the ^eat affair of the

turkey's breast. When he had done all this, and his own plate was
laden, he gave a long sigh. " I shall never cut up such another bird as

that, the longest day that I have to live," he said ; and then he took
out his large red silk handkerchief and wiped the perspiration from his

brow.
" Deary me, M. ; don't think of that now," said the wife.
" What's the use ? " said Snengkeld. " Care killed a cat."

"And perhaps you may," said John Kenneby, trying to comfort
liim ;

" who knows ?
"

"It's all in the hands of Providence," said Kantwise, "and we
should look to Him."

" And how does it taste ? " asked Moulder, shaking the gloomy
thoughts from his mind.

"Uncommon," said Snengkeld, with his mouth quite full. "I never
eat such a turkey in all my life."

" Like melted diamonds," said Mrs. Moulder, who was not without
a touch of poetry.

" Ah, there's nothing like hanging of 'em lono; enough, and watching
of 'era well. It's that vinegar as done it ;

" and then they went seri-

ously to work, and there was nothing more said of any importance until

the eating was nearly over.

And now Mrs. M. had taken away the cloth, and they were sitting

cozily over their port wine. The very apple of the eye of the evening
had not arrived even yet. That would not come till the pipes were
brought out, and the brandy was put on the table, and the whisky was
tliere that made the people's hair stand on end. It was then that the
floodgates of convivial eloquence would be unloosed. In the mean time
it was necessary to sacriiice something to gentility, and therefore they
sat over their port wine.

"Did you bring that letter with you, John ? " said his sister. John
repUed that he had done so, and that he had also received another letter
that morning from another party on the same subject.

" Do show it to Moulder, and ask him," said Mrs. M.
"I've got 'em both on purpose," said John; and then he brought

forth two letters, and handed one of them to his brother-in-.aw. It
contaififid a request, very civilly worded, from Messrs. Round and
Crook, begging bim to Qijl «t thpir office i» Bedford Row on the
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earliest poBsiblc day, in order that they might have some conversation

with him regarding the will of the late Sir Joseph Mason, who died

in 18—.
" Why this is law business," said Moulder, who liked no business

of that description. " Don't you go near them, John, if you ain't

obUged."

And then Kenneby gave Lis explanation on the matter, telling how
in former years,—many years ago, he had been a witness in a lawsuit.

And then as he told it he sighed, remembering Miriam Usbecl^ for

whose sake he had remained unmarried even to this day. And he
went on to narrate how he had been bullied in the court, thougli

he had valiantly striven to tell the truth with exactness; and as he
spoke, an opinion of his became manifest that old Usbech had not

signed the document in his presence. "The girl signed it certainly,"

said he, " for I handed her the pen. I recollect it, as though it were
yesterday."

"They are the very people we were talking of at Leeds," said

Moulder, turning to Kantwise. "Mason and Martock; don't you
remember how you went out to Groby Park to sell some of them
iron gimcracks ? That was old Mason's sou. They are the same
people."

" Ah, I shouldn't wonder," said Kantwise, who was listening all

the while. He never allowed intelligence of this kind to pass by
him idly.

" Aiid who's the other letter from ? " asked Moulder. " But, dash

my wigs, it's past six o'clock. Come, old girl, why don't you give ug

ihe tobacco and stuff ?
"

" It ain't far to fetch," said Mrs. Moulder. And then she put the

tobacco and "stuff" upon the table.

"The other letter is from an enemy of mine," said John Kenneby,
speaking very solemidy ; " an enemy of mine, named Dockwrath, who
hves at Hamworth. He's an attorney too."

" Dockwrath !
" said Moulder.

Mr. Kantwise said nothing, but he looked round over his shoulder at

Kenneby, and then shut his eyes.
'' That was the name of the man whom we left in the commercial

room at the Bull," said Snengkeld.

"He went out to Mason's at Groby Park that same day," said

Moulder.
" Then it's the same man," said Kenneby ; and there was as mucn

solemnity in the tone of his voice as though the unravelment of all

the mysteries of the iron mask was now aljout to take place. Mr.
Kantwise still said nothing, but he also perceived that it was the same
man.

" Let me tell you, John Kenneby," said Moulder, with the air of one

who understood well the subject that he was discussing, " if they two
be the same man, then the man who wrote that letter to you is as big a
blackguard as there is from this to hisself." And Mr. Moulder in

the excitement of the moment puffed hard at his pipe, took a long
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pull at his drink, and dragged open his waistcoat. "1 don't knon
whether Kantwise has anything to say upon that subject," added

Moulder.

"Not a word at present," said Kantwise. Mr. Kantwise was a very

careful man, and usually calculated with accuracy the value which

he might extract from any circumstance with reference to his own
main chance. Mr. Dockwrath had not as yet paid him for the set of

metallic furniture, and therefore he also might well have joined in that

sweeping accusation; but it might be that by a judicious use of what

he now heard he might obtain the payment of that little bill,—and per-

haps other collateral advantages.

And then the letter from Dockwrath to Kenneby was brought forth

and read. " My dear John," it began,—for the two had known
each other when they were lads together, — and it went on to re-

quest Kenneby's attendance at Haraworth for the short space of a

few hours, — "I want to have a little conversation with you about

a matter of considerable interest to both of us ; and as I cannot

expect you to undertake expense I enclose a money order for thirty

shillings."

" He's in earnest at any rate," said Mr. Moulder.
" No mistake about that," said Suengkeld.

r>ut Mr. Kantwise spoke never a word.

It was at last decided that John Kenneby should go both to Ham-
worth and to Bedford Row, but that he should go to Hamworth first.

Moulder would have counselled him 'to have gone to neither, hut

Snengkeld remarked that there were too many at work to let the

matter sleep, and John himself observed that "anyways he hadn't done
anything to be ashamed of."

" Then go," said Moulder at last, " only don't say more than you
are obhged to."

" I does not like these business talkings on Christmas night," said

Mrs. Moulder, when the matter was arranged.
" What can one do ? " asked Moulder.
" It's tempting of Providence in my mind," said Kantwise, as he re-

plenished his glass, and turned his eyes up to the ceiling.
" Now that's gammon," said Moulder. And then there arose among

them a long and animated discussion on matters theological.

"I'E tell you what my idea of death is," said Moulder, after a

while. " I ain't a bit afeard of it. My father was an honest man
as did his duty by his employers, and he died with a bottle of

brandy before him and a pipe in his mouth. I sha'n't live long my-
self

"

" Gracious, Moulder, don't I
" said Mrs. M.

"No, more I sha'n't, 'cause I'm fat as he was; and I hope I may
die as he did. I've been honest to Hubbies and Grease. They've
made thousands of pounds along of me, and have never lost none.
Who can say more than that ? When I took to the old girl the);e,

I insured my life, so that she shouldn't want her wittles, aud
Hrinlf—.^—

"
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"Oh, M., don't!"
" And I ain't afeard to die. Snengkeld, my old pal, hand ni the

brandy."

Such is the modern philosophy of the Moulders, pigs out of th«
sty of Epicurus. And so it was they passed Christmas-day in Great
St. Helen's.

CHAPTER XXV.

MR. rtJUNlVAL AGAIN AT HIS CHAMBEBS.

The Christmas doings at The Cleeve were not very gay. There
was no visitor there, except Lady Mason, and it was known that

she was in trouble. It must not, however, be supposed that she

constantly bewailed herself while there, or made her friends miserable

by a succession of hysterical tears. By no means. She made an eii'ort

to be serene, and the effort was successful—as such efforts usually are.

On the morning of Christmas-day they duly attended church, and Lady
Mason was seen by all Hamworth sitting m The Cleeve pew. Li no
way could the baronet's friendship have been shown more plainly than

in this, nor could a more significant mark of intimacy have oeen given

;

—all which Sir Peregrine well understood. The people of Hamworth
had chosen to talk scandal about Lady Mason, but he at any rate would
show how little attention he paid to the falsehoods that there were cir-

culated. So he stood by her at the pew door as she entered, with as

much deference as though she had been a duchess ; and the people of

Hamworth, looking on, wondered which would be right, Mr. Dockwrath
or Sir Peregrine.

After dinner Sir Peregrine gave a toast. " Lady Mason, we will

drink the health of the absent boys. God bless them ! I hope they

are enjoying themselves."
" God bless them ! " said Mrs. Orme, putting her handkerchief to

her eyes.
" God bless them both

!

" said Lady Mason, also putting her hand-

kerchief to her eyes. Then the ladies left the room, and that was the

extent of their special festivity. "Robert," said Sir Peregrine im-

mediately afterwards to his butler, " let them have what port wine they

want in the servants' hall—within measure."

"Yes, Sir Peregrine."
" And, Robert, I shall not want you again."
" Thank you. Sir Peregrine."

Prom all whlbh it may be imagined that the Christmas doings at the

Cleeve were chiefly maintained below stairs.

"I do hope they are happy," said Mrs. Orme, when the two ladies
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weie together In the drawing-loom. " Thej have a Very nite p&tty ii

NoningsDy." ^~~

" Your boy will be happy, I'm sure," said Lady Mason.
" And why not Lucius iuso ?

"

It was sweet in Lady Mason's ear to hear her son called by his

Christian name. AH these increasing signs of interest and intimacy

were sweet, but especially any which signified some favour shown to

her son. "This trouble weighs heavy on him," she replied. "It is

only natural that he should feel it."

"Papadoesnot seem to think much of it," said Mrs. Orme. "If

I were you, I would strive to forget it."

" I do strive," said the other ; and then she took the hand which

Mrs. Onne had stretched out to her, and that lady got up and kissed

her.

" Dearest friend," said Mrs. Orme, " if we can comfort you we will."

And then they sobbed in each other's arms.

In the mean time Sir Peregrine was sitting alone, thinking. He sat

thinking, with his glass of claret untouched by his side, and with the

biscuit which he had taken lying untouched upon the table. As he sat

he had raised one leg upon the other, placing his foot on his knee, and

he held it there with his hand upon his instep. And so he sat without

moving for some quarter of an hour, trying to use all his mind on the

subject which occupied it. At last he roused himself, almost with a

start, and leaving his chair, walked three or four times the length of

the room. " Why should I not ? " at last he said to himself, stopping

suddenly and placing his hand upon the table. " Why should I not,

if it pleases me ? It shall not mjure him—nor her." And then he

walked again. "But I will ask Edith," lie said, still speaking to

himself. " If she says that she disapproves of it, I will not do it."

And then he left the room, while the wine still remained untasted on

the table.

On the day following Christmas Mr. Furnival went up to town, and
Mr. Bound junior^—Mat. Round, as he was called in the profession

—

came to him at hi» chambers. A promise had been made to the bar-

rister by Bound and Crook that no active steps should be taken against

Lady Mason on the part of Joseph Mason of Groby, without notice

being given to Mr. Pumival. And this visit by appointment was made
in consequence of that promise."
" You see," said Matthew Bound, when that visit was nearly brought

to a close, " that We are pressed very hard to go on with this, and if we
do not, somebody else wiU."

" Nevertheless, if I were you, I should decline," said Mr. Furnival.
" You're looking to your client, not to ours. Sir," said the attorney.

" The fact is that the whole case is very queer. It was proved on the
last trial that Bokter and Kenneby were witnesses to a deed on the
llth of July, and that was all that was proved. Now we can prove
that they were on that day witnesses to another deed. Were they wit"
nesses to two ?

"

" *Vhy should they not be P

"
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"That is for us to see. We Lave written to tliem botli to come up
lo us, and ir. order that we might be quite on the square I thought it

right to teU you."
" Tliank you

; yes ; I cannot complain of you. And what form do
you think tiiat your proceedings will take ?

"

"Joseph Mason talks of indicting her for — forgery," said thj
attorney, pausing a moment before he dared to pronounce the dread
word.

"Indict her for forgery!" said Fumiyal, with a start. And yet
the idea was one which had been for some days present to his

mind's eye.

"I do not say so," said Round. "I have as yet seen none of the
witnesses myself. If they are prepared to prove that they did sign
two separate documents on that day, the thing must pass off." it
was clear to Mr. Jurnival that even Mr. Round junior would be glad
that it should pass off. And then he also sat thinking. Might it not
be probable that, with a li'.tle judicious exercise of their memory,
those two witnesses would remember that they had signed two
documents ; or at any rate, looking to the lapse of the time, that they
might be induced, to forget altogether whether they had signed one,

two, or three ? Or even if they could be mystified so that nothing
could be proved, it would stiU be well with his client. Indeed no
magistrate would commit such a person as Lady Mason, especially

after so long an interval, and no grand jury would find a bill against

her, except upon evidence that was clear, well deQned, and almost
indubitable. If any point of doubt could be shown, she might be
brought off without a trial, if only she would be true to herself. At
the former trial there was the existing codicil, and the fact also that

the two surviving reputed witnesses would not deny their signatures.

These signatures—if they were genuine signatures—had been attached
with aU proper formality, and the form used went to state that the

:estator had signed the instrument in the presence of them all, they

all being present together at the same time. The survivors had botli

asserted that when they did affix their names the three were then

present, as was also Sir Joseph ; but there had been a terrible doubt
even then as to the identity of the document ; and a doubt also as to

there having been any signature made by one of the reputed witnesses

—by that one, namely, who at the time of that trial was dead. Now
another document was forthcoming, purporting to have been witnessed,

on the same day, by these two surviving witnesses ! If that document
were genuine, and if these two survivors should be clear that they

had written their names but once on that 14th of July, in such case

could it be possible to quash further public inquiry f The criminal

prosecution might not be possible as a first proceeding, but if the estate

were recovered at common law, would not the criminal prosecution

follow as a matter of course ? And then Mr. Fumival thought it all

over again and again.

If this document were genuine—this new document which the man
Dockwrath stated that he had found— this deed of separation of

12
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partnership wliioh purported to have been executed on that lith at

July! That was now the one important question. If it were

genuine ! And why should there not be as strong a question of the

honesty of that document as of the other ? Mr. rumival well knew
that no fraudulent deed woidd be forged .and produced without a

motive; and that if he impugned this deed he must show the motive.

Motive enough there was, no doubt. Mason might have had it forged

in order to get the property, or Dockwrath to gratify his revenge. But
in such case it would be a forgery of the present day. There could

have been no, motive for such a forgery twenty years ago. The paper,

the writing, the attested signature of Martock, the other party to it,

would prove that it had not been got up and manufactured now. Dock-
wrath would not dare to bring forward such a forgery as that. There

was no hope of any such result.

But might not he, rumival, if the matter were pushed before a

jury, make them think that the two documents stood balanced against

each other ? and that Lady Mason's respectability, her long possession,

together with the vile malignity of her antagonists, gave the greater

probability of honesty to the disputed , codicil ? Mr. Fumival did

think that he might induce a jury to acquit her, but he terribly feared

that he might not be able to induce the world to acquit her also.

As he thought of all the case, he seemed to put himself apart from the

world at large. He did not question himself as to his own belief, but

seemed to feel that it would suffice for him if he could so bring it

about that her other friends should think her innocent. It would by

no means suffice for him to secure for her son the property, and for

her a simple acquittal. It was not that he dreaded the idea of think-

ing her guilty himself; perhaps he did so think her now—he half

thought her so, at any rate ; but he greatly dreaded the idea of others

thinking so. It might be well to buy up Dockwrath, if it were pos-

sible. If it were possible ! But then it was not possible that he him-

self could have a hand in such .a matter. Could Crabwitz do it ? No

;

he thought not. And then, at this moment, he was not certain that he

could depend on Crabwitz.

And why should he trouble himself in this way ? Mr. Fumival was
a man loyal to his friends at heart. Had Lady Mason been a man,
and had he puUed that man through great difficulties in early life, he
would have been loyally desirous of carrying him through the same or

similar difficulties at any after period. In that cause which he had
once battled he was always ready to do battle, without reference to

any professional consideration of triumph or profit. It was to this

feeling of loyalty that he had owed much of his success in life. And
in such a case as this it may be supposed that that feeling would be
strong. But then such a feeling presumed a case in which he could

sympathise— in which he could believe. Would it be well that he
Jiould allow himself to feel the same interest in this case, to mailitaiii

respecting it the same personal anxiety, if he ceased to believe in

it ? He did ask himself the question, and he finally answered it

in the affirmative. He had beaten Joseph Masou once in a good
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Staad-up fight; and haTing done so, having thus made the matter
his own, it was necessary to his comfort that he should beat him
again, if another fight were to be fought. Lady Mason was his

cUent, and all the associations of his life taught him to be true to

her as such.

And as we are thus searching into his innermost heart we must say
more than this. Mrs. Fumival perhaps had no sufficient grounds for

those terrible fears of hers ; but nevertheless the mistress of Orley
Parm was very comely in the eyes of the lawyer. Her eyes, when full

of tears, were very bright, and her hand, as it lay in his, was very
soft. He laid out for himself no scheme of wickedness with reference

to her; he purposely entertained no thoughts which he knew to be
wrong ; but, nevertheless, he did feel that he liked to have her by him,
that he liked to be her adviser and friend, that he liked to wipe the

tears from those eyes—not by a material handkerchief from his pocket,

but by immaterial manly sympathy from his bosom ; and that he liked also

to feel the pressure of that hand. Mrs. Purnival had become soKd,

and heavy, and red ; and though he himself was solid, and heavy, and
red also^more so, indeed, in proportion than his poor wife, for his red-

ness, as I have said before, had almost reached a purple hue ; neverthe-

less his eye loved to look upon the, beauty of a lovely woman, his ear

loved to hear the tone of her voice, and his hand loved to meet the soft

ripeness of her touch. It was very wrong that it should have been so,

but the case is not without a parallel.

And therefore he made up his mind that he would not desert Lady
Mason. He would not desert her ; but how would he set about the

fighting that would be necessary in her behalf ? He was well aware

of this, that if he fought at all, he must fight now. It would not do
to let the matter go on till she should be summoned to defend herself.

Steps which might now be available would be altogether unavailable in

two or three months' time—would be so, perhaps, if he allowed two
or three weeks to pass idly by him. Mr. Round, luckily, was not dis-

posed to hurry his proceedings ; nor, as far as he was concerned, was
there any ^bitterness of antagonism. But with both Mason and Dock-

wrath there would be hot haste, and hotter malice. From those

who were really her enemies she could expect no quarter.

He was to return on that evening to Noningsby, and on the fol-

lowing day he would go over to The Cleeve. He knew that Lad^
Mason was staying there ; but his object in making that visit wouL
not be merely that he might see her, but also that he might speak tc

Sir Peregrine, and learn how far the baronet was inclined to support

his neighbour in her coming tribulation. He would soon be able to

ascertain what Sir Peregrine really thought—whether he suspected

the possibihty of any gnilt; and he would ascertain als.0 what was
the general feeling in the neighbourhood of Hamworth. It would be a

great thing if he could spread abroad a conviction that she was an in-

lured woman. It would be a great thing even if he could make it

known that the great people of the neighbourhood so thought. The
jurymen of Alston would be mortal men ; and it might be possible that

12—2
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they sLauld be imbued with a favourable bias on tlie subject before they

assembled in their box. for its consideration.

He wished that he knew the truth in the matter; or rather he

wished he could know whether or no she were innocent, without knowing
whether or no she were guilty. The fight in his hands would be con-

ducted on terms so much more glorious if he could feel sure of her

innocence. But then if he attempted that, and she were not inno-

cent, all might be sacriilced by the audacity of his proceedings.

He could not venture that, unless he was sure of his ground. For a

moment or two he thought that he would ask her the question. He
said to himself that he could forgive the fault. That it had been re-

pented ere this he did not doubt, and it would be sweet to say to her

that it was very grievous, but that yet it might be forgiven. It

would be sweet to feel that she was in his hands, and that he would

treat her with mercy and kindness. But then a hundred other thoughts

forbade him to think more of this. If she had been guilty—if she

declared her guUt to liim—would not restitution be necessary ? In that

case her son must know it, and all the world must know it. Such a

confession would be incompatible with that innocence before the world

which it was necessary that she should maintain. Moreover, he must
be able to proclaim aloud his behef in her innocence ; and how could

he do that, knowing her to be guilty—knowing that she also knew that

he had such knowledge ? It was impossible that he should ask any

such question, or admit of any such confidence.

It would be necessary, if the case did come to a trial, that she

should employ some attorney. The matter must come into the bar-

rister's hands in the usual way, through a solicitor's house, and it would
be well that the person employed should have a firm faith in his client.

What could he say—he, as a barrister—if the attorney suggested to him

that the lady might possibly be guilty ? As he thought of all these

things he almost dreaded the diiScuIties before him.

He rang the bell for Crabwitz—the peculiar bell which Crabwifz

was bound to answer—having first of all gone through a little ceremony
with his cheque-book. Crabwitz entered, still sulky in his demeanour,

for as yet the old anger had not been appeased, and it was still a

doubtful matter in the clerk's mind whether or no it might not be

better for him to seek a master who would better appreciate his

services. A more lucrative position it might be difficult for him to

find ; but money is not everything, as Crabwitz said to himself more
than once.

" Crabwitz," said Mr. Fumival, looking with a pleasant face at his

clerk, " I am leaving town this evening, and I shall be absent for the

next ten days. If you like you can go away for a holiday."
" It's rather late in the season now. Sir," said Crabwitz, gloomily, as

though he were determined not to be pleased.

" It is a little late, as you say ; but I really could not manage it

earlier. Come, Crabwitz, you and I should not quarreL Your work
has been a little hard, but then so has mine also."

*' I fancy you like it, Sir." .
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" Ha ! ha ! Like it, indeed ! But so do you like it—in its way.
Come, Crabwitz, you have been an excellent servant to me ; and I don't
think that, on the whole, I have been a bad master to you."

" I am making no complaint. Sir."

" But you're cross because I've kept you in town a little too long.

Come, Crabwitz, you must forget all that. You have worked very hard
this year past. Here is a cheque for fifty pounds. Get out of town
for a fortnight or so, and amuse yourself."

" I'm sure I'm very much obliged. Sir," said Crabwitz, putting out
his hand and taking the cheque. He felt that his master had got
the better of him, and he was still a little melancholy on tliat

account. He would have valued his grievance at that moment
almost more than the fifty pounds, especially as by the acceptance

of it he surrendered all right to complain for some considerable

time to come.
" By-tl»e-bye, Crabwitz," said Mr. Eurnival, as the clerk was about

to leave the room.
" Yes, Sir," said Crabwitz.
" You have never chanced to hear of an attorney named Dockwrath,

I suppose ?
"

" What ! in London, Mr. Purnival?
"

"No; I fancy he has no place of business in town. He lives 1

know at Hamworth."
" It's he you mean. Sir, that is meddling in this affair of Lady

Mason's."
" What ! you have heard of that ; have you ?

"

" Oh ! yes. Sir. It's being a good deal talked about in the profession.

Messrs. llound and Crook's leading young man was up here with me
the other day, and he did say a good deal about it. He's a very decent

young man, considering his position, is Smart."

"And he knows Dockwrath, does he ?
"

" Well, Sir, I can't say that he knows much of the man ; but Dock-
wrath has been at their place of business pretty constant of late, and
he aud Mr. Matthew seem thick enough together."

" Oh ! they do ; do they ?
"

" So Smart tells me. 1 don't know how it is myself, Sir. I don't

suppose this Dockwrath is a very "

"No, no; exactly. I dare say not. You've never seen him your,

self, Crabwitz ?

"

" Who, Sir ? I, Sir ? No, Sir, I've never set eyes on the man, Sir.

J?rom all I hear it's not very likely he should come here ; and I'm sure

it is not at all likely that I should go to him."

Mr, Furnival sat thinking a while, and the clerk stood waiting op-

posite to him, leaning with both his hands upon the table. " You don't

know any one in the neighbourhood of Hamworth, I suppose ? " Mr.
Jfurnival said at last.

" Who, Sir ? I, Sir ? Not a soul. Sir. I never was there m my
life."

" I'll tell you why I ask. I strongly suspect that that man Dock'
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wrath is at some very foul play.'' And then he told to his clerk so

much of the whole story of Lady Mason and her affairs as he choae

that he should" know. "It is plain enough that he may give Lady
Mason a great deal of annoyance," he ended by saying.

" There's no doubting that. Sir," said Crabwitz. " And, to tell the

truth, I believe his mind is made up to do it."

" You don't think that anything could be done by seeing him,? Of
course Lady Mason has got nothing to compromise. Her son's estate

is as safe as my hat ; but
"

" The people at Round's think it isn't quite so safe, Sir."

" Then the people at Round's know nothing about it. But Lady
Mason is so averse to legal proceedings that it would be worth her

while to have matters settled, You understand ?
"

" Yes, Sir ; I understand. Would not an attorney be the best per-

son. Sir ?
"

" Not just at present, Crabwitz. Lady Mason is a very dear friend

of mine ."

" Yes, Sir ; we know that," said Crabwitz.
" If you could make any pretence for running down to Hamworth

—

change of air, you know, for a week or so. It's a beautiful country

;

ust the place you like. And you might find out whether anything could

e done, eh ?
"

Mr. Crabwitz was well aware, from the first, that he did not get fifty

pounds for nothing.

i

CHAPTER XXVL

WHY SHOULD I NOT?

A DAY or two after his conversation with Crabwitz, as described in

the last chapter, Mr. Purnival was driven up to the door of Sir Pere-
grine Orme's house in a Hamworth fly. He had come over by tram
from Alston on purpose to see the baronet, whom he found seated
in his hbrary. At that very moment he was again asking himself
those questions which he had before asked as he was walking up
and down his own dining-room. " Why should I not ? " he said to
himseUl,

—
" unless, indeed, it will juake her unhappy." And then the

barrister was shown into his room, muffled up to his eyes in his wmter
clothing.

Sir Peregrine and Mr. Purnival were well known to each other, and
had always met as friends. They had been interested on the same
side in the first Orley Parm Case, and possessed a topic of sym-
pathy in their mutual dislike to Joseph Mason of Groby Park. Sir

Peregrine therefore was courteous, and when he lea'-ned the subject
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on which he was to De consulted he became almost more thaa
eotirteous.

" Oh ! yes ; she's staying here, Mr. Furnival. Would you Hkc to
see her ?

"

" Before I leave I shall be glad to see her, Sir Peregrine ; but if I
am justified in regarding you as specially her friend, it may perhaps
be well that I should first have some conversation with you." Sir Pere-
grine in answer to this declared that Mr. Furnival certainly would be
so justified ; that he did regard himself as Lady Mason's special friend,

aad that he was ready to hear anything that the barrister might have to
gay to him.

Many of the points of this case have already been named so often,

and will, I fear, be necessarily named so often again, that I will spare

the repetition when it is possible. Mr. Pumival on this occasion told

Sir Peregrine—not all that he had heard. Out all that he thought it

necessary to tell, and soon became fully aware that in the baronet's

mind there was not the slightest shadow of suspicion that Lady Mason
could have been in any way to blame. He, the baronet, was thoroughly

convinced that Mr. Mason was the great sinner in this matter, and that

he was prepared to harass an innocent and excellent lady from motives

of disappomted cupidity and long-sustained maUce, wmch made him
seem in Sir Peregrine's eyes a being almost too vile for humanity. And
of Dookwrath he thought almost as badly—only that Dookwrath was
below the level of his thinking. Of Lady Mason he spoke as an ex-

ceUeot and beautiful woman driven to misery by unworthy persecution

;

and S6 spoke with an enthusiasm that was surprising to Mr. Pur-

nival. It was very manifest that she would not want for friendly

countenance, if friendly countenance could carry her through her diffi-

culties.

There was no suspicion against Lady Mason in the mind of Sir

Peregrine, and Mr. Purnival was careful not to arouse any such feel-

ing. When he found that the baronet spoke of her as being al-

together pure and good, he also sjjoke of her in the same tone ; but

in doing so his game was very difficult. " Let him do his worst,

Mr. Pumival," said Sir Peregrine ; " and let her remai? tranquil ; that

is my advice to Lady Mason. It is not possible that Jie can really in-

jure her."
" It is possible that he can do nothing—very probable that he can

do nothing ; but nevertheless, Sir Peregrine^
—

"

" I woiSd have no dealing with him or his.. I would utterly dis-

regard them. If he, or they, or any of them choose to take steps to

annoy her, let her attorney manage that in the usual way. 1 am no

lawyer myself, Mr. Purnival, but that I think is the manner in

which things of this kind should be arranged. I do not know
whether they have still the power of disputing the will, but if so, let

them do it."

Gradually, by very slow degrees, Mr. Pumival made Sir Peregrine

understand that the legal doings now threatened we-x not of that

uature j—that Mr. Mason did not now talk of proceeding at law for the
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recovery of the property, but for the punishment of his father's wid«v
as a criminal ; and at last the dreadful word " forgery " dropped from

his lips.

" Who dares to make such a charge at that ? " demanded the baronet^

while fire literally flashed from his eyes in his anger. And when hj
was told that Mr. Mason did make such a charge he called him " a mean,
unmanly dastard." "I do not believe that he would dare to make it

against a man," said Sir Peregrine.

But there was the fact of the charge—^the fact that it had beet

placed in the hands of respectable attorneys with instructions to

them to press it on—and the fact also that the evidence by which
that cliaj'ge was to be supported possessed at any rate a prima
facie appearance of strength. All tnis it was necessary to explain

to Sir Peregrine, as it would also be necessary to explain it to Ladf
Mason.

" Am I to understand, then, that you also think ? " began Sir

Peregrine.
" lou are not to understand that I think anything injurious to the

lady ; but I do fear that she is in a position of much jeopardy, and
that great care will be necessary."

" Good Heavens ! Do you mean to say that an innocent person can
under such circumstances be in danger in this country ?

"

"An innocent person, Sir Peregrine, may be in danger of very

great annoyance, and also of very great delay in proving that inno-

cence. Innocent people have died under the weight of such charges.

We must remember that she is a woman, and therefore weaker than

you or I."
" Yes, yes ; but still . You do not say that you think she can

be in any real danger ? " It seemed, from the tone of the old man's
voice, as though he were almost angry with Mr. Furnival for suppos-

ing that such could be the case. " And you intend to tell her all

this ? " he asked.
" I fear that, as her friend, neither you nor I will be warranted in

keeping her altogether in the dark. Think what her feelings would
be if she were summoned before a magistrate without any prepara-

tion !

"

" No magistrate would listen to such a charge,'' said Sir Peregrine.
" In that he must be guided by the evidence."
" I would sooner throw up my commission than lend myself in any

way to a proceeding so iniquitous."

This was all very well, and the existence of such a feeling showed
great generosity, and perhaps also poetic chivalry on the part of Sii

Peregrine Orme ; but it was not the way of the world, and so Mr
Purnival was obliged to explain. Magistrates would listen to the

charge-—would be forced to listen to the charge—if the evidence were
apparently sound. A refusal on the part of a magistrate to do so
would not be an act of friendship to Lady Mason, as Mr. Fumival en-
deavoured to explain, ''And you wish to sec her?" Sir Peregrine
asked at last.
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•I think sno should be told; but as she is iu your house, I will

of course do nothing in which you do not concur." Upon which Sir

Peregrme rang the bell and desired the servant to take his compli-
ments to Lady Mason and beg her attendance in the library if it were
(}uite convenient. " Tell her," said Sir Peregrine, " that Mr. Furnival
is here."

When the message was given to her she was seated with Mrs. Orme,
and at the moment she summoned strength to say that she would obey
the invitation, without displaying any special emotion while the servant
was in the room ; but when the door was shut, her friend looked at her
and saw that she was as pale as death. She was pale and her limbs

quivered, and that look of agony, which now so often marked her face,

was settled on her brow. Mrs. Orme had never yet seen her with
such manifest signs of suffering as she wore at this instant.

"I suppose I must go to them," she said, slowly rising from her

seat ; and it seemed to Mrs. Orme that she was forced to hold by the

table to support herself.

" Mr. Furnival is a friend, is he not ?

"

" Oh, yes ! a kind friend, but "

" They shall come in here if you like it better, dear."
" Oh, no ! I will go to them. It would not do that I should seem so

weak. What must you think of me to see me so ?
"

" I do not wonder at it, dear," said Mrs. Orme, coming round to

her ;
" such cruelty would kill me. I wonder at your strength rather

than your weakness." And then she kissed her. What was there

about the woman that had made all those fond of her that came near

her ?

Mrs. Orme walked with her across the hall, and left her only at

the library door. There she pressed her hand and again kissed her,

and then Lady Mason turned the handle of the door and entered

the room. Mr. Furnival, when he looked at her, was startled by
the pallor of her face, but nevertheless he thought that she had never

looked so beautiful. "Dear Lady Mason," said he, "I hope you are

well."

Sk Peregrine advanced to her and handed her over to his own arm-

chair. Had she been a queen in distress she could not have been

treated with more gentle deference. But she never seemed to count

upon this, or in any way to assume it as her right. I should ac-

cuse her of what I regard as a sin against all good taste were I to

say that she was humble in her demeanour ; but there was a soft

meekness about her, an air of feminine dependence, a proneness to lean

and almost to cling as she leaned, which might have been felt as irresis-

tible by any man. She was a woman to know in her deep sorrow

rather than in her joy and happiness ; one with whom one would love

to weep rather than to rejoice. And, indeed, the present was a time

with her for weeping, not for rejoicing.

Sir Peregrine looked as though he were her father as he took her

hand, and the barrister immediately comforted himself with the re-

membrance of the baronet'^ «-i-eat age. It was natural, too, that Ladj
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Mason should hang onhim in his own house. So Mr. Jurnival contented

himself at the first moment with touching her hand and hoping that

she was wsll. She answered hardly a word to either of them, but she

attempted to smile as she sat down, and murmured something about the

trouble she was eivirig them.
"Mr. Purnival thinks it best that you should be made aware of the

steps which are being taken by Mr. Mason of Groby Park," began Sir

Peregrine. " I am no lawyer myself, and therefore of course I cannot

put my advioc' against his."
" I am sure that both of you will tell me for the best," she said.

" In such a matter as this it is right that you should be guided by
him. That he is as firmly your friend as I am there can be no doubt."

" I believe Lady Mason trusts me in that," said the lawyer.
" Indeed I do ; I would trust you both in anything," she said.

"And there can be no doubt that he must be able to direct you for

the best. I say so much at the first, because I myself so thoroughly
despise that man in Yorkshire,—I am so convinced that anything
which his malice may prompt him to do must be futile, that I could
not myself have thought it needful to pain you by what must now be
said."

This was a dreadful commencement, but she bore it, and even
was relieved by it. Indeed, no tale that Mr. Purnival could have
to tell after such an exordium would be so bad as that which she
had feared as the possible result of his visit. He might have come
there to let her know that she was at once to be carried away

—

immeaiiately to be taken to her trial—perhaps to be locked up in

gaol.
,
In her ignorance of the law she could only imagine what

might or might not happen to her at any moment, and therefore the
words which Sir Peregrine had spoken had relieved her rather than
added to her fears.

And then Mr. Furnival began his tale, and gradually put before her
the facts of the matter. This he did with a choice of language and a
delicacy of phraseology which were admirable, for he made her clearly

understand the nature of the accusation which was brought against
her without using any word which was in itself harsh in its bearing.
He said nothing about fraud, or forgery, or false evidence, but he made
it manifest to her that Joseph Mason had now instructed his lawyer to
institute a criminal proceeding against her for having forged a codicil to
her husband's will.

" I must bear it as best I may," she said. "May the Lord "ive me
strength to bear it !

"

" It is terrible to thmk of," said Sir Peregrine ; " but nobody can
doubt how it will end. You are not to suppose that Mr. Furnival
intends to express any doubt as to your ultimate triumph. What
we fear for you is the pain you must endure before this triumph
comes."

Ah, if that were all ! As the baronet finished speaking she looked
furtively into the lawyer's face to see how far the meaning of these
smooth words would be supported by what she might read there.
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Would healso think that a final triumph did certainly await her?
Sir Peregrine's real opimon was easily to be learned, either from his
countenance or from his words ; but it was not so with Mr. Purnival.
In Mr. Pumival's face, and from Mr. Furnival's words, could be
learned only that which Mr. Eurnival wished to declare. He saw that
glance, and fully understood it ; and he knew instinctively, on the spur
of the moment, that he must now either assure her by a lie, or break
dowii all her hopes by the truth. That final triumph was not
certain to her—was very far from certain ! Should he now be honest
to his friend, or dishonest ? One great object with him was to secure
the support which Sir Peregrine could give by his weight in the
county ; and therefore, as Sir Peregrine was present, it was needful
that he should be dishonest. Arguing thus he looked the he, and
Lady Mason derived more comfort from that look than from all Sir

Peregrine's words.
And then those various details were explained to her which

Mr. Fumival understood that Mr. Dockwrath had picked up. They
went into that matter of the partnership deed, and questions were
asked as to the man Kenneby and the woman Bolster. They might
both. Lady Mason said, have been witnesses to half a dozen deeds
on that same day, for aught she knew to the contrary. She had
been present with Sir Joseph, as far as she could now remember,
dui'ing the whole of that morning, "in and out. Sir Peregrine, as

you can understand." Sir Peregrine said that he did understand
perfectly. She did know that Mr. Usbech had been there for many
hours that day, probably from ten to two or three, and no doubt
therefore much business was transacted. She herself remembered
nothing but the affair of the will; but then that was natural, seeing

that there was no other affair in which she had specially interested herself.

"No doubt these people did witness both the deeds," said Sir

Peregrine. "Por myself, 1 cannot conceive how that wretched man
can be so silly as to spend his money on such a case as this."

" He would do anything for revenge," said Mr. Pumival.

And then Lady Mason was aUowed to go back to the drawing-room,

and what remained to be said was said between the two gentlemen
alone. Sir Peregrine was very anxious that his own attorneys should

be employed, and he named Messrs. Slow and Bideawhile, than whom
there were no more respectable men in the whole profession. But then

Mr. Fumival feared that they were too respectable. They might look

at the matter in so straightforward a Hght as to fancy their chent really

guilty ; and what might happen then ? Old Slow would not conceal

the truth for all the baronets in England—no, nor for aU the pretty

women. The touch of Lady Mason's hand and the tear in her eye

would be nothing to old Slow. Mr. Furnival, therefore, was obliged

to explain that Slow and Bideawhile did not undertake that sort of

business.
" But I should wish it to be taken up through them. There must be

Bome expenditure, Mr. Fumival, and I should prefer that they should

arrange about that."
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Mr. Fumival made no further immediate objection, and cousented at

last to having an interview with one of the firm on the subject,

provided, of course, that that member of the firm came to him at his

chambers. And then he took his leave. Nothing positive had been

done, or even settled to be done, on this morning ; but the personi

most interested in the matter had been made to understand tliat the

affair was taking an absolute palpable substance, and t'iat steps must
be taken—^indeed, would be taken almost immediately. Mr. Jurnival,

as he left the house, resolved to employ the attorneys whom he might

think best adapted for the purpose. He would settle that matter with

Slow and Bideawhile afterwards.

And then, as he returned to Noningsby, he wondered at his persist-

ence in the matter. He believed that his cUent had been guilty ; he

beUeved that this codicE was no real instrument made by Sir Joseph

Mason. And so believing, would it not be better for him to wash his

hands of the whole affair ? Others did not think so, and would it not

be better that such others should be her advisers ? Was he not takmg
up for himself endless trouble and annoyance that could have no

.

useful purpose ? So he argued with himself, and yet by the time that

he had reached Noningsby he had determined that he would stand by
Lady Mason to the last. He hated that man Mason, as he declared to

himself when providing himself with reasons for his resolve, and re-

garded his bitter, malicious justice as more criminal than any crime of

which Lady Mason might have been guilty. And then as he leaned

back in the railway carriage he still saw her pale face before him, still

heard the soft tone of her voice, and was still melted by the tear in her eye.

Young man, young friend of mine, who art now filled to the overflowing of

thy brain with poetry, with chivalry, and love, thou seest seated opposite

to thee there that grim old man, with long snuffy nose, with sharp

piercing eyes, with scanty frizzled hairs. He is rich and cross, has

been t£ee times married, and has often quarrelled with his children.

He is fond of his wine, and snores dreadfully after dinner. To thy

seeming he is a dry, withered stick, from which all the sap of senti-

ment has been squeezed by the rubbing and friction of years. Poetry,

the feeling if not the words of poetry,—is he not dead to it, even as the

yavement is dead over which his wheels trundle ? Oh, my young
iriend ! thou art ignorant in this—as in most other things. He may
iiot twitter of sentiment as thou doest ; nor may I trundle my hoop
along the high road as do the little boys. The fitness of things forbids

it. But that old man's heart is as soft as thine, if thou couldst but
read it. The body dries up and withers away, and the bones grow old

;

the brain, too, decomes decrepit, as do the sight, the hearing, and the

soul. But the heart that is tender once remains tender to the last.

Lady Mason, when she left the library, walked across the hall to-

wards the drawing-room, and then she paused. She would fain remain
alone for a while if it were possible, and therefore she turned aside into

a small breakfast parlour, which was used every morning, but which
was rarely visited afterwards during the day. Here she sut, leaving

the door slightly open, so th^t she might know when Mr. yuniival left.
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.he baronet. Here slie sat for a full hour, waiting—waiting—waiting.
There was no sofa or lounging chair in the room, reclining in whioli

she could remain there hall sleeping, sitting comfortably at her ease

;

but she placed herself near the table, and leaning there with her face

upon her hand, she waited patiently till Mr. Furuival had gone. That
her mind was full of thoughts I need hardly say, but yet the hoir
seemed very long to her. At last she heard the hbrary door open, she
heard Sir Peregrine's voice as he stood in the hall and shook hands
with his departing visitor, she heard the sound of the wheels as the fly

moved upon the gravel, and then she heard Sir Peregrine again shut
the library door behind him.

She did not immediately get up from her chair; she still waited
awhile, perhaps for another period of ten minutes, and then she noise-

lessly left the wiom, and moving quickly and silently across the hall

she knocked at Sir Peregrine's door. This she did so gently that

at first no answer was made to her. Then she knocked again, hardly

louder but with a repeated rap, and Sir Peregrme summoned her
to come in. " May I trouble you once more—for one moment ? " she
said.

" Certainly, certainly ; it is no trouble. I am glad that you are here

in the house at this time, that you may see me at any moment that you
may wish."

" I do not know why you should be so good to me."
"Because you are in great grief, in undeserved grief, because -

Lady Mason, my services are at your command. I will act for you as

I would for a—daughter "

" You hear now of what it is that they accuse me."
" Yes," he said ;

" I do hear
: " and as he spoke he came round

so that he was standing near to her, but with his back to the

fire-place. " I do hear, and I blush to think that there is a

man m England, holding the position of a county magistrate,

who can so forget all that is due to honesty, to humanity, and to self-

respect."
" You do not then think that I have been guilty of this thing ?

"

" Guilty—I think you guilty ! No, nor does he think so. It is

impossible that he should think so. I am no more sure of my own
innocence than of yours ;

" and as he spoke he took both her hands
and looked into her face, and his eyes also were full of tears. " You
may be sure of this, that neither I nor Edith will ever think you
guilty."

" Dearest Edith," she said ; she had never before called Sir Pere-

grine's daughter-in-law by her Christian name, and as she now did so

.she almost felt that she had sinned. But Sir Peregrine took it in good
part. " She is dearest," he said ;

" and be sure of this, that she will

be true to you through it all."

And so they stood for a while without further speech. He still hfeld

both her hands, and the tears still stood in his eyes. Her eyes were
turned to the ground, and from them the tears were running fast. At
first they ran silently, without audible sobbing, and Sir Peregrine,



IdO OKLEY lAliM.

with his own old eyes full of salt water, hardly knew that she wm
weeping. But graduallT the drops, fell upon his hand, one by one at

first, and then faster and faster; and soon there came a low sob, a sob

all but suppressed, but which at last forced itself forth, and then her

head fell upon his shoulder. "My dear," he said, himself hardly able

to speak; "my poor dear, my ill-used dear!" and as she withdrew

one hand from his, that she might press a handkerchief to her face,

his vacant arm passed itself round her waist. "My poor, ill-used dear !

"

he said sgain, as he pressed her to his old heart, and leaning over her

he kissed her lips.

So she stood for some few seconds, feeling that she was pressed

close by the feeble pressure of his arm, and then she gradually sank

through from his embrace, and fell upon her knees at his feet. She

knelt at his feet, supporting herself with one arm upon the table, and

with the other hand she still held his hand over which her head was
bowed. "My friend," she said, still sobbing, and sobbing loudly now

;

" my friend, that God has sent me in ray trouble." Aid then, with

words that were wholly inaudible, she murmured some prayer on his

behalf.

" I am better now," she said, raising herself quickly to her feet

when a few seconds had passed. " I am better now," and she stood

erect before him. "By God's mercy I will endure it; I think I can

endure it now."
" If I can lighten the load "

" You have lightened it—of half its weight ; but, Sir Peregrine, I

will leave this
"

" Leave this ! go away from The Cleeve !

"

" Yes ; I will not destroy the comfort of your home by the wretched-
ness of my position. I will not

"

"Lady Mason, my house is altogether at your service. If you will

be led by me in this matter, you wUl not leave it till this cloud shall

have passed by you. You will be better to be alone now ; " and then
before she could answer him further, he led her to the door. She felt

that it was better for her to be alone, and she hastened up the stairs

to her own chamber.
" And why should I not ? " said Sir Peregrine to himself, as he a^iaiii

walked the ^fngth of the library.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

COMMERCE'.

Lucius Mason was still staying at Noningsby wheu Mr. Furiival
made his visit to Sir Peregrine, and on that afternoon he received a
note from his mother. Indeed, there were tliree notes passed between
them on that afternoon, for he wrote an answer to his mother, and
then received a reply to tliat answer. Lady Mason told him that she
did not intend to return home to the Parm qiute immediately, and
explained that her reason for not doing so was the necessity that she
should have assistance and advice at this period of her trouble. She
did not say that she misdoubted the wisdom of her son's counsels;

but it appeared to him that she intended to signify to him that she
did so, and he answered her in words that were sore and almost

bitter. " I am sorry," he said, " that you and I cannot awee about a
matter that is of such vital concern to both of us ; but as it is so, we
can only act as each thinks best, you for yourself and I for myself. I
am sure, however, that you will believe that my only object is your
happiness and your fair name, which is dearer to me than anything else

in the world." In answer to this, she had written again immediately,

filling her letter with sweet words of motherly love, telling him that

she was sure, quite sure, of his affection and kind spirit, and excusing

herself for not putting the matter altogether in his hands by saying that

she was forced to lean on those who had supported her from the

beginning—through that former trial which had taken place when he,

Lucius, was yet a baby. "And, dearest Lucius, you mutt not be

angry with me," she went on to say ;
" I am suifering much under this

cruel persecution, but my suffermgs would be more than doubled if

my own boy quarrelled with me." Lucius, when he received this,

flung up his head. "Quarrel with her," he said to himself ; "nothing

on earth would make me quarrel with her ; but I cannot say that that

is right which I think to be wrong." His feelings were good and

honest, and kindly too in their way; but tenderness of heart was
not his weakness. I should wrong him if I were to say that he

was hard-hearted, but he flattered himself that he was just hearted,

which sometimes is nearly the same—as had been the case with his

father before him, and was now the case with his half-brother

Joseph.

The day after this was his last at Noningsby. He had told Lady
Staveley that he intended to go, and though she had pressed his furthc

stay, remarking that none of the young people intended to move till

after Twelfth-night, nevertheless he persisted. With the young people

of the house themselves he had not much advanced himself; and

futogethcr he did not find himself thoroughly happy in .the judge's
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house. Tliey were more thoughtless than ue—as he thought; thej

did not understand him, and therefore he would leave them. Besides,

there was a great day of hunting coming on, at which everybody was to

take a part, and as he did not hunt that gave him another reason for

going. " They have nothing to do but amuse themselves," he said to

himself; "but I have a man's work before me, and a man's misfortunes.

I will go home and face both."

In all this there was much of conceit, much ofpride, much of deficient

education—deficiency in that special branch of education which

England has imparted to the best of her sons, but which is now becom-

ing out of fashion. He had never learned to measure himself agamst

others,—I do not mean his knowledge or his book acquirements, but

the every-day conduct of his life,—and to perceive that that which is

insignificant in others must be insignificant in himself also. To those

around him at Noningsby his extensive reading respecting the lapetidae

recommended him not at all, nor did his agricultural ambitions ;—not

even to Felix Graham, as a companion, though Felix Graham could see

further into his character than did the others. He was not such as

they were. He had not the unpretentious, self-controlling humour,
perfectly free from all conceit, which was common to them. Life did

not come easy to him, and the effort which he was ever making was

always visible. All men should ever be making efforts, no doubt ; but

those efforts should not be conspicuous. But yet ucius Mason was
not a bad fellow, and young Staveley showed much want of discernment

when he called him empty-headed and selfish. Those epithets were by

no means applicable to him. That he was not empty-headed is certain;

and he was moreover capable of a great self-sacrifice.

That his talents and good qualities were appreciated by one person

in the house, seemed evident to Lady Staveley and the other married

ladies of the party. Miss Fumival, aa they all thought, had not found

him empty-headed. And, indeed, it may be doubted whether Lady
Staveley would have pressed his stay at Noningsby, had Miss Fumival
been less gracious. Dear Lady Staveley was always living in a fever

lest her only son, the light of her eyes, should fall irrevocably in love with

some lady that was by no means good enough for him. Revocably in

love he was daily falling ; but some day he would go too deep, and the

waters would close over his well-loved head. Now in her dear old

favouring eyes Sophia Furnival was by no means good enough, and it

had been q\iite clear that Augustus had become thoroughly lost in his

attempts to brmg about a match between Felix Graham and the barris-

ter's daughter. In preparing the bath for his friend he had himself

fallen bodily into the water. He was always at Miss Furnival's side,

as long as Miss Furnival would permit it. But it seemed to Lady
Staveley that Miss Furnival, luckily, was quite as fond of having Lucius
Mason at her side ;—that of the two she perhaps preferred Lucius Mason.
That her taste and judgment should be so bad was wonderful to

Lady Staveley; but this depravity, though wonderful, was useful;

and therefore Lucius Mason might have been welcome to remam at

Noningsby.
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It may, however, be possible that Miss Jumival knew wh«t she
was doing quite as well as Lady Stareley could know for her. In
the first place she may possibly have thought it indiscreet to admit
Mr. Staveley's attentions with too much freedom. She may have
doubted their sincerity, or feared to give oifence to the family, or
Mr. Mason may in her sight have been the preferable suitor. That
his gifts of intellect were at any rate equal to those of the other
there can be no doubt. Then his gifts ot fortune were already his

own, and, for ought that Miss furnival knew, might be equal to any
that would ever appertain to the other gentleman. That Lady
Staveley should think her swan better looking than Lady Mason's
goose was very natural; but then Lady Mason would no doubt
have regarded the two birds in an exactly opposite light. It is ordy

fair to conceive that Miss Furnival was a better judge than eitner of

them.

On the evening before his departure the whole party had been plaj-

mg commerce ; for the rule of the house during these nolidays was this,

that all the amusements brought into vogue were to be adapted to the

children. If the grown-up people could adapt themselves to them, so

much the better for them ; if not, so much the worse ; they must in

such case provide for themselves. On the whole, the grown-up people

leemed to live nearly as jovial a life as did the children. Whether the

judge himself was specially fond of commerce I caimot say ; but he

persisted in putting in the whole pool, and played through the entire

game, rigidly fighting for the same pool on behalf of a very small grand-

child, who sat during the whole time on his knee. There are those who
call cards the devil's books, but we will presume that the judge was of

a different way of thinking.

On this special evening Sophia had been sitting next to Augustus,
—a young man can always arrange these matters in his own house

—

but had nevertheless lost all her lives early in the game. "I will

not have any cheating to-night," she had said to her neighbour; "I
will take my chance, and if I die, I die. One can die but once." And
so she had died, three times indeed instead of once only, and had left

the table. Lucius Mason also had died. He generally did die the

first, having no aptitude for a collection of kings or aces, and so

they two came together over the fire in the second drawing-

room, far away from the card-players. There was nothing at all

remarkable in this, as Mr. Furnival and one or two others who did

not play commerce were also there; but nevertheless they were

separated from those of the party who were most inclined to criticise

their conduct.
" So you are leaving to-morrow, Mr. Mason," said Sophia.

"Yes. I go home to-morrow after breakfast ; to my own house, where
for some weeks to come I shall be absolutely alone."

" Your mother is staying at The Cleeve, I think."
" Yes,—and intends remaining there, as she tells me. I wish withsJJ

aiy heart she were at Orley Farm."
*'Papa saw her yesterday He went over to The Cleeve on purpnM

i3
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to see her ; and this morning he has been talking to me about her. 1

cannot tell you how I grieve for her."

"It is very sad; very sad. But I wish she were in her own
house. Under the circumstances as they now are, I think it would
be better for her to be there than elsewhere. Her name has been

disgraced
"

" No, Mr. Mason, not disgraced."

"Yes; disgraced. Mark you; I do not say that she has been

disgraced; and pray do not suppose it possible that I should think

so. But a great opprobrium has been thrown on her pame, and it

would be better, I thmk, that she should remain at hoEk*- till she has

cast it off from her. Even for myself, I feel it almost wrong to be

here ; nor would I have come had I known when I did come as much
as I do know now."
"But no one can for a moment think that your mother has done

anything that she should not have done."

"Then why do so many people talk of her as though she hau

committed a great crime ? Miss Eurnival, I know that she is inno-

cent. I know it as surely as I know the fact of my own exist-

ence
"

" And we aU feel the same thmg."
" But if you were in my place,—if it were your father whose name

was so bandied about in people's mouths, you would think that it be-

hoved him to do nothing, to go nowhere, till he had forced the world to

confess his innocence. And this is ten times stronger with regard to a

woman. I have given my mother my counsel, and I regret to say that

she differs from me."
" Why do you not speak to papa ?

"

"I did once. I went to him at his chambers, and he rebuked
me."
"Eebuked you, Mr. Mason! He did not do that intentionally, I am

sure. I have heard him say that you are an excellent son."
"But nevertheless he did rebuke me. He considered that I was

travelling beyond my own concerns, in wishing to interfere for the

protection of my mother's name. He said that I should leave it to

such people as the Staveleys and the Ormes to guard her from ignominy
and disgrace."

" Oh, he did not mean that
!

"

" But to me it seems that it should be a son's first duty. They
are talking of trouble and of cost. I would give every hour I have
in the day, and every shilling I own in the world to save her from
one week of such suffering as she now endures ; but it cuts me Jo
the heart when she tells me that because she is suffering, therefore she
must separate herself from me. I think it would be better for

ner. Miss Furnival, to be staying at home with me, than to be at The
Cleeve."

" The kindness of Mrs. Orme must be a great support to her."
" And why should not my kindness be a support to her;—or rathet

my affection ? We know from whom all these Scandals come. Mr
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desire is to meet that man in a court of law and thrust these falsehoods
down his throat."

"Ah ! but you are a man."
"And therefore I would take the burden from her shoulders. But

no ; she will not trust to me. The truth. Miss Purnival, is this, that
she has not yet learned to think of me as a man. To her I am still the
boy for whom she is bound to provide, not the son who should bear for
'ler all her cares. As it is I feel that I do not dare again to trouble her
with my advice."

" Grandmamma is dead," shouted out a shrill small voice from the
card-table. " Oh, grandmamma, do have one of my lives. Look I I've
got three," said another.

" Thank you, my dears ; but the natural term of my existence has
come, and I will not rebel against fate."

" Oh, grandmamma,—we'll let you have another grace."
" By no means, Charley. Indeed, I am not clear that I am entitled

to Christian burial, as it is."

"A case of felo de se, I rather think," said her son. "About this

time of the night suicide does become common among the elders. Un-
fortunately for me, the pistol that I have been snapping at my own
Lead for the last half-hour always hangs fire."

There was not much of love-making in the conversation which had
taken place between young Mason and Sophia ; not much at least up
to this point ; but a confidence had been established, and before he left

her he did say a word or two that was more tender in its nature. " You
must not be in a dudgeon with me," he said, " for speaking to you of

all this. Hitherto I have kept it all to myself, and perhaps I should
still have done so."

" Oh no ; do not say that."
" I am in great grief. It is dreadful to me to hear these things

said, and as yet I have found no sympathy."

"I can assure you, Mr. Mason, that I do sympathise with you most
sincerely. I only wish my sympathy could be of more value."

" It will be invaluable," he said, not looking at her, but fixing his

eyes upon the fire, "if it be given with constancy from the first to the

last of this sad affair."

" It shall be so given," said Miss Furnival, also looking at the fire.

"It will be tolerably long, and men will say cruel things of us. I
can foresee this, that it will be very hard to prove to the world
with certainty that there is no foundation whatever for these

charges. If those who are now most friendly to us turn away from
us

"

" I wUl never turn away from you, Mr. Mason."
"Then give me your hand on that, and remember that sucn a

promise in my ears means much." He in his excitement had forgotten

that there were others in the room who might be looking at them, and
that there was a long vista open upon them direct from all the eyes at

the card-table ; but she did not forget it. Miss i'urnival could be very
enthusiastic, but she was one of those who in her enthusiasm rare)"

13—2
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forgot anytning. ^Nevertheless, after a moment's pause, she gave him

her hand. " There it is," she said ; " and you may be sure of this,

that with me also such a promise does mean something. And now I

will say good-night." And so, having received the pressure of her

hand, she left him.
" I will get you your candle," he saia, and so he did.

" Good-night, papa," she said, kissing her father. And then, with

a slight muttered word to Lady Staveley, she withdrew, having

sacrificed the remainder of that evening for the sake of acceding to

Mr. Mason's request respecting her pledge. It could not be ac-

counted strange that she should give her hand to the geritlemaii

with whom she was immediately talking as she bade him good-night.
" And now grandpapa is dead too," said Marian, " and there's no-

body left but US three."
" And we'll divide," said Fannj Sebright ; and so the game of com-

merce was brought to an end.

CHAPTEK, XXVUL

MONKTON GRA3SGE.

DcaiNG these days Peregrine Orme—though he was in love up to

his very chin, seriously in love, acknowledging this matter to himself

openly, pulling nis hair in the retirement of his bed-room, and resolving

that he would do that which he had hitherto in life always been suc-

cessful in doing—ask, namely, boldly for that he wanted sorely—^Pere-

grine Orme, I say, though he was in this condition, did not in these

days neglect his hunting. A proper attendance upon the proceedings

of the H. H. was the only duty which he had hitherto undertaken in

return for all that his grandfather had done for him, and I have no
doubt that he conceived that he was doing a duty in going hither and
tliither about the county to their most distant meets. At this period

of the present season it happened that Noningsby was more central to

the proceedings of the hunt than The Cleeve, and therefore he was
enabled to think that he was remaining away from home chiefly on
business. On one point, however, he had stoutly come to a resolution.

That question should be asked of Madeline Staveley before he returned

to his grandfather's house.

And now had arrived a special hunting morning—special, because

the meet was in some degree a show meet, appropriate for ladies, at

a comfortable distance from Noningsby, and affording a chance of

amusement to those who sat in carriages as well as to those on
horseback. Monkton Grange was the well-known name of the

place, a name perhaps dearer to the ladies than to the gentlemen of

the country, seeing that show meets do not always give the best
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«port. Monkton Grange is an old farm-house, now hardly used as
such, having been left, as regards the habitation, in the hands of a
head labourer; but it stiU possesses the marks of aneient respect-
ability and even of grandeur. It is approached from the high
road by a long double avenue of elms, which still stand in all their

glory. The road itself has become narrow, and the space between
the side row of trees is covered by soft turf, up which those coming
to the meet love to gallop, trying the fresh mettle of their horses.
And the old house itself is surrounded by a moat, dry indeed now
for the most part, but nevertheless an evident moat, deep and well
preserved, with a bridge over it which Taney tells us must once
nave been a drawbridge. It is here, in front of the bridge, that the
old hounds sit upon their haunches, resting quietly round the
horses of the huntsmen, while the young dogs move about, and
would wander if the whips allowed them—one of the fairest--sights

to my eyes that this fair country of ours can show. And here the

sportsmen and ladies congregate by degrees, men from a distance in

dog-carts generally arriving first, as being less able to calculate the

time with accuracy. There is room here, too, in the open space for

carriages, and there is one spot on which always stands eld Lord
Alston's chariot with the four posters; an ancient sportsman he,

who still comes to some few favourite meets ; and though Alston
Court is but eight miles from the Grange, the post-horses always
look as though they had been made to do their best, for his lordship

likes to move fast even in his old age. He is a tall thin man, bent

much with age, and apparently too weak for much walking; he
is dressed from head to foot in a sportsman's garb, with a broad stiffly

starched coloured handkerchief tied rigidly round his neck. One
would say that old as he is he has saeriiiced in no way to comfort. It is

with difficulty that he gets mto his saddle, his servant holding his

rein and stirrup and giving him perhaps some other slight assistance

;

but when he is there, there he will remain all day, and when his old

blood warms he will gallop along the road with as much hot fervour

as his grandson. An old friend he of Sir Peregrine's. " And why is

not your grandfather here to-day ? " he said on this occasion to young
Orme. "Tell him from me that if he fails us in this way, 1 shall

think he is getting old." Lord Alston was in truth five years older

than Sir Peregrine, but Sir Peregrine at this time was thinking of

other things.

And then a very tidy little modern carriage bustled up the road,

a brougham made for a pair of horses, which was well known to all

hunting men in these parts. It was very unpretending in its colour

and harness ; but no vehicle more appropriate to its purpose ever

carried two thorough-going sportsmen day after day about the

country. In this, as it pulled up under the head tree of the avenue,

were seated the two Mss Tristrams. The two Miss Tristrams were

well known to the Hamworth Hunt — I will not merely say as

fearless riders,—of most girls who hunt as much can be said as that;

but they were judicious horsewomen; they knew when to ride hard,
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and when haxd riding, as regarded any necessary for the hunt, would
be absolutely thrown away. They might be seen for half the day
moving about the roads as leisurely, or standing as quietly at thu

covert's side as might the seniors of the field. But when the time

for riding did come, when the hounds were really running—when
other young ladies had begun to go home—then the Miss Tristrams

were always there;—there or thereabouts, as their admirers would
warmly boast.

Nor did they commence their day's work as did other girls who
came out on hunting mornings. With most such it is clear to see

that the object is pretty much the same here as in the ballroom.
" Spectatum veniunt ; veniunt spectentnr ut ipsae," as it is proper,

natural, and desirable that they should do. By that word "spec-
tatum" I would wish to signify something more than the mere use

of the eyes. Perhaps an occasional word dropped here and there

into the ears of a cavalier may be included in it ; and the " spec-

tentnr " also may include a word so received. But the Miss Tristrams

came for hunting. Perhaps there might be a slight shade of affectation

in the manner by which they would appear to come for that and that

only. They would talk of nothing else, at any rate during the earlier

portion of the day, when many listeners were by. They were also well

instructed as to the country to be drawn, and usually had a word of

import to say to the huntsman. They were good-looking, fair-haired girls,

short in size, with bright grey eyes, and a short decisive mode of

speaking. It must not be imagined that they were altogether indifferent

to such matters as are dear to the hearts of other girls. They were not
careless as to admiration, and if report spoke truth of them were willing

enough to establish themselves in the world ; but all their doings of

that kind had a reference to their favourite amusement, and they would
as soon have thought of flirting with men who did not hunt as some
other girls would with men who did not dance.

I do not know that this kind of life had been altogether successful

with them, or that their father had been right to permit it. He himself

had formerly been a hunting man, but he had become fat and lazy, and
the thing had dropped away from him. Occasionally he did come out
with them, and when he did not do so some other senior of the field

would have them nominally under charge ; but practically they were
as independent when going across the country as the young men who
accompanied them. I have expressed a doubt whether this life was
successful with them, and indeed such doubt was expressed by many
of their neighbours. It had been said of each of them for the last

three years that she was engaged, now to this man and then to that

other; but neither this man nor that other had yet made good the
assertion, and now people were beginning to say that no man was
engaged to either of them. Hunting young ladies are very popular in

the hunting-field; I know no place in which girls receive more worsk^
and attention ; but I am not sure but they may carry their enthusiasm
too far for their own interests, let their horsemanship be as perfect as it

may be.
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Tlie two girls on this occasion sat in their carriage till the groom
brought up their horses, and then it was wonderful to see with what
ease they placed themselves in their saddles. On such occasioni
they admitted no aid from the gentlemen around them, but each
stepping for an instant on a servant's hand, settled herself in a
moment on horseback. Nothing could be more perfect than the
whole thmg, but the wonder was that Mr. Tristram should have
allowed it.

The party from Noningsby consisted of six or seven on horseback,
besides those in the carriage. Among the former there were the two
young ladies, Miss Furnival and Miss Staveley, and our friends
FeUx Graham, Augustus Staveley, and Peregrine Orme. PeHx Graham
was not by custom a hunting man, as he possessed neither time nor
money for such a pursuit ; but to-day he was mounted on his friend
Staveley's second horse, having expressed his determination to
ride him as long as they two, the man and the horse, could remain
together.

"I give you fair warning," Pehx had said; "if I do not spare
my own neck, you cannot expect me to spare your horse's
legs."

" You may do your worst," Staveley had answered. " If you give
him his head, and let him have his own way, he won't come to grief, what-
ever you may do."

On their road to Monkton Grange, which was but three miles
from Noningsby, Peregrine Orme had ridden by the side of Miss
Staveley, thinking more of her than of the affairs of the hunt, pro-

minent as they were generally in his thoughts. How should he do
it, and when, and in what way should he commence the deed ? He
had an idea that it might be better for him if he could engender
some closer intimacy between himself and Madeline before he
absolutely asked the fatal question, ; but the closer intimacy did not
seem to produce itself readily. He had, in truth, known Madeline
Staveley for many years, almost since they were children together;

but lately, durmg these Christmas holidays especially, there had
not been between them that close conversational alliance which so

often facilitates snch an overture as that which Peregrine was now
desirous of making. And, worse again, he had seen that there was
such close conversational alliance between Madeline and Telix

Graham. He did not on that account dislike the young barrister,

or call him, even within his own breast, a snob or an ass. He
knew well that he was neither the one nor the other ; but he knew
as well that he could be no fit match for Miss Staveley, and, to tell

the truth, he did not suspect that either Graham or Miss Staveley

would think of such a thing. It was not jealousy that tormented him,

so much as a diffidence in his own resources. He made small

attempts which did not succeed, and therefore he determined that he
would at once make a grand attempt. He would create himself an
opportunity before he left Noningsby, and would do it even to-day

on horseback, if he could £nd sufficieoi oppoitusitj. In ts^kinj; a
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determined step like that, he knew that he would not lack the

courage.

"Do you mean to ride to-day?" he said to Madeline, as they were

approaching the bottom of the Grange avenue. For the last half-mile

he had been thinking what he could say to her, and thinking in vain

;

and now, at the last moment, he could summon no words to his assist-

ance more potent for his purpose than these.
" If you mean by riding, Mr. Orme, going across the fields with you

and the Miss Tristrams, certainly not. I should come to grief, as you

call it, at the first ditch."
" And that is just what I shall do," said Felii Graham, who was at

her other side.

" Then, if you take my advice, you'll remain with us in the wood,

and act as squire of dames. What on earth would Marian do if aught

but good was to befaU you ?
"

"JDear Marian! She gave me a special commission to bring her

the fox's tail. Poxes' tails are just like ladies."

" Thank you, Mr. Graham. I've heard you make some pretty com-

pliments, and that is about the prettiest."

"A faint heart will never win either the one or the other. Miss

Staveley."
" Oh, ah, yes. That will do very well. Under these circumstances

I will accept the comparison."

All of which very innocent conversation was overheard by Peregrine

Orme, riding on the other side of Miss Staveley's horse. And why
not? Neither Graham nor Miss Staveley had any objection. But
how was it that he could not join in and take his share in it ? He had

made one little attempt at conversation, and that having failed he re-

mamed perfectly silent till they reached the large circle at the head of

the avenue. " It's no use, this sort of thing," he said to himself. " I

must do it at a blow, if I do it at all
; " and then he rode away to the

master of the hounds.

As our pa.rty arrived at the open space the Miss Tristrams were

steppmg out of their carriage, and they came up to shake hands with

Miss Staveley.

"I am so glad to see you," said the eldest "it is so nice to have

some ladies out besides ourselves."

"Do keep up with us," said the second. "It's a very open
country about here, and anybody can ride it." And then Miss
Purnival was introduced to them. " Does your horse jump, Miss
Furnival ?

"

/' I really do not know," said Sophia ; " but I sincerely trust that if

he does, he will refrain to-day."
" Don't say so," said the eldest sportswoman. " If you'll only begin

it will come as easy to you as going along the road ;
" and then, not

being able to spare more of these idle moments, they both went off to

their horses, walking as though their habits were no impediments to

them, and in half a minute they were seated.
" What is Harriet on to-day ? " asked Staveley of a coostaot
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member of the hunt. Now Harriet was the eldest Miss Tris.

tram.

"A little brown mare she got last week. That was a terrible

brush we had on Friday. You weren't out, I think. We killed in

the open, just at the edge of Rotherham Common. Harriet was one
of the few that was up, and I don't think the chesnut horse will be the
better of it this season."

" That was the horse she got from Griggs P
"

" Yes ; she gave a hundred and fifty for him ; and I'm told he wai
as nearly done on Friday as any animal you ever put your eyes
on. They say Harriet cried when she got home." Now the gentle-

man who was talking about Harriet on this occasion was one with
whom she would no more have sat down to table than with her own
groom.

But thougli Harriet may have cried when she got home on that

fatal Friday evening, she was full of the triumph of the hunt ou
this morning. It is not often that the hounds run into a fox and
absolutely surround and kill him on the open ground, and when
this is done after a severe run there are seldom many there to see

it. If a man can fairly take a fox's brush on such an occasion as that,

let him do it ; otherwise let him leave it to the huntsman. On the

occasion in question it seems that Harriet Tristram might have done
so, and some one coming second to her had been gallant enough to

do it for her.
" Oh, my lord, you should have been out on Friday," she said to Lord

Alston. " We had the prettiest thing I ever saw."
" A great deal too pretty for me, my dear."
" Oh, you who know the roads so well would certainly have been

up. I suppose it was thirteen miles from Cobbleton's Bushes to

Kotherham Common."
" Not much less, indeed," said his lordship, unwilling to diminish

the lady's triumph. Had a gentleman made the boast his lordship

would have demonstrated that it was hardly more than eleven.
" I timed it accurately from the moment he went away," said the

lady, " and it was exactly fifty-seven minutes. The first part of it

was awfully fast. Then we had a little check at Moseley Bottom.

But for that, nobody could have lived through it. I never shall

forget how deep it was coming up from there to Cringleton. I saw

two men get off to ease their horses up the deep bit of plough ; and

I would have done so too, only my horse would not have stood for

me to get up."
" I hope he was none the worse for it,'' said the sporting character

who had Deen telling Staveley just now how she had cried when she

got home that night.

"To tell the truth, I fear it has done him no good. He would not

feed, you know, that night at all."

"And broke out into cold sweats," said the gentleman.

"Exactly," said the lady, not quite liking it, but still enduring with

patience.
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"Bather groggy on his pins the next toorning?" suggested het
friend.

"Very groggy," said Harriet, regarding the word as one belonging

to fair sporting phraseology.
" And inclined to go very much on the points of his toes. I kBOV

all about it. Miss Tristram, as well as though I'd seen him."
" There's nothing but rest for it, I suppose."
" Rest and regular exercise—that's the chief thing ; and I should

give him a mash as often as three times a week. He'U be all right

Again in three or four weeks,—that is if he's sound, you know."
" Oh, as sound as a bell," said Miss Tristram.
" He'll never be the same horse on a road, though," said the sport-

ing gentleman, shaking his head and whispering to Staveley.

And now the time had come at which they were to move. They
always met at eleven ; and at ten minutes past, to the moment,
Jacob the huntsman would summons the old hounds from off their

haunches. "I believe we may be moving, Jacob," said Mr. Williams,

the master.
" The time be up," said Jacob, looking at a ponderous timekeeper

that might with truth be called a hunting-watch ; and then they all

moved slowly away back from the Grange, down a farm-road which
led to Monkton Wood, distant from the old house perhaps a quarter

of a mile.

" May we go as far as the wood ? " said Miss Furnival to Augustus,
"Without being made to ride over hedges, I mean."
"Oh, dear, yes; and ride about the VFOod half the day. It will

be an hour and a half before a fox will break—even if he ever

breaks."
" Dear me ! how tired you will be of us. Now do say something

pretty, Mr. Staveley."
" It's not my metier. We shall be tired, not of you, but of the

thing. Galloping up and down the same cuts in the wood for an hout
and a half is not exciting ; nor does it improve the matter much if we
stand still, as one should do by rights."

" That would be very slow."

"You need not be afraid. They never do here. Everybody, will

be rushing about as though the very world depended on their

gallopmg."

"I'm so glad; that'sJust what I like."

"Everybody except Lord Alston, Miss Tristram, and thei other old

stagers. They will nusband their horses, and come out as fresh at two
o'clock as though they were only just out. There is nothing so valu-

able as experience in hunting."
" Do you think it nice seeing a young lady with so much hunting

knowledge ?
" - ,

" Now you want me to talk slander, but I won't do it. I admire
the Miss Tristrams exceedingly, and especially Julia."

"And which is Juha?"
" The youngest ; that one riding by herself."
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" And why don't you go and express your admiration ?
"

" Ah, me ! why don't we all express the admiration that we feel,

and pour sweet praises into the ears of the lady that excites it ? Be-
cause we are cowards. Miss Eurnival, and are afraid even of such a weak
thing as a woman."

" Dear me ! I should hardly have thought that you would suffer from
such terror as that."
" Because you don't quite know me, Miss Purnival."
"And Miss Julia Tristram is the lady that has excited it ?

"

_

" If it be not she, it is some other fair votary of Diana at present
riding into Monkton Wood."
"Ah, now you are giving me a riddle to guess, and I never

guess riddles. I won't even try at it. But they all seem to be
stopping."

" Yes, they are putting the hounds into covert. Now if you want
to show yourself a good sportsman, look at your watch. Tou see that

JuHa Tristram has got hers in her hand."

"What's that for?"
" To time the hounds ; to see how long they'll be before they find.

It's very pretty work in a small gorse, but in a great wood like this

I don't care much for being so accurate. But for Heaven's sake

don't teE JuHa Tristram ; I should not have a chance if she thought I
was so slack."

And now the hounds were scattering themselves in the wood, and
the party rode up the centre roadway towards a great circular opening

in the middle of it. Here it was the recognised practice of the horsemen
to stand, and those who properly did their duty would stand there;

but very many lingered at the gate, knowing that there was but one

other exit from the wood, without overcoming the difficulty of a very

intricate and dangerous fence.
" There be a gap, baint there ? " said one farmer to another, as they

were entering.
" Yes, there be a gap, and young Grabbles broke his 'orse's back a

getting over of it last year," said the second farmer.

"Did he though?" said the first; and so they both remained at

the gate.

A!nd others, a numerous body, including most of the ladies, galloped

up and down the cross ways, because the master of the hounds and

the huntsman did so. "D those feUows riding up and down
after me wherever I go," said the master. " I believe they think

I'm to be hunted." This seemed to be said more especially to

Miss Tristram, who was always in the master's confidence; and

I fear that the fellows alluded to included Miss Furnival and Miss

Staveley.

And then there came the sharp, eager sound of a hound's voice ; a

single, sharp, happy opening bark, and Harriet Tristram was the first

to declare that the game was found. " Just five minutes and twenty

seconds, my lord," said Julia Tristram to Lord Alston. "That's not

bad in a large wood like this.'i
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"Uncommonly good," said his lordship. "And when are we to

get out of it ?
"

"They'll be here for the next hour, I'm afraid," said the lady,

not moving her horse from the place where she stood, though many
of the more impetuous of the men were already rushing away to the

gates. " I have seen a fox go away from here without resting a

minute; but that was later in the season, at the end of February.

Poxes are away from home then." All which observations showed
a wonderfully acute sporting observation on the part of Miss
Tristram.

And then the music of the dogs became fast and frequent, as they

drove the brute .across and along from one part of the large wood to

another. Sure there was no sound like it for filling a man's heart with

an eager desire to be at work. What may be the trumpet in battle

I do not know, but I can imagine that it has the same effect. And
now a few of them were standing on that wide circular piece of

grass, when a sound the most exciting of them all reached their

ears. " He's away !
" shouted a whip from the corner of the wood.

The good-natured beast, though as yet it was hardly past Christmas-

time, had consented to bless at once so many anxious sportsmen, and
had left the back of the covert with the full pack at his heels.

" There is no gate that way. Miss Tristram," said a gentleman.
" There's a double ditch and bank that will do as well," said she,

and away she went directly after the hounds, regardless altogether of

the gates. Peregrme Orme and Fehx Graham, who were with her,

followed close upon her track.

CHAPTER XXIX.

BBEAKIKS COVBET.

"There's a double ditch and bank that will do as well," Miss
Tristram had said when she was mformed that there was no gate out
of the wood at the side on which the fox had broken. The gentleman
who had tendered the information might as well have held his tongue,
for Miss Tristram knew the wood intimately, was acquainted with
the locality of all its gates, and was acquainted also with the po'nts
at which it might be left, without the assistance of any gate at aU,
by those who were well mounted and could ride their horses. There-
fore she had thus replied, "There's a double ditch and bank that
will do as well." And for the double ditch and bank at the end
of one of the grassy roadways Miss Tristram at once prepared
herself.

"That's the gap where Grabbles broke his horse's back," said a man
in a red coat to Peregrine Orme, and so saying he made np his wavering
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mind and gallopecL away as fast as his nag could carry him. Bat Peregrine
would not avoid a fence at which a lady was not afraid to ride ; and
Felix Graham, knowing little but fearing nothing, followed Peregrine
Orme.
At the end of the roadway, in the middle of the track, there was

the gap. Per a footman it was doubtless the easiest way over the
fence, for the ditch on that side was half filled up, and there was
space enough left of the half-broken bank for a man's scrambling
feet ; but Miss Tristram at once knew that it was a bad place for a
horse. The second or further ditch was the really difficult obstacle,
and there was no footing in the gap from which a horse could take
his leap. To the right of this the fence was large and required a
good horse, but Miss Tristram knew her animal and was accustomed
to large fences. The trained beast went well across on to the bank,
poised himself there for a moment, and taking a second spring carried
his mistress across into the further field apparently with ease. In
that field the dogs were now running altogether, so that a sheet
might have covered them; and Miss Tristram, exulting within her
heart and holding in her horse, knew that she had got away uncom-
monly well.

Peregrine Orme followed,—a little to the right of the lady's passage,

so 'that he might have room for himself, and do no mischief in the

event of Miss Tristram or her horse making any mistake at the

leap. He also got well over. But, alas ! in spite of such early

success he was destined to see nothing of the hunt that day ! Telix

Graham, thinking that he would obey instructions by letting his

horse do as he pleased, permitted the beast to come close upon
Orme's track, and to make his jump before Crme's horse had taken

his second spring.
" Have a care," said Peregrine, feehng that the t\i;o were together

on the bank, "or you'll shove me into the ditch." He however got

well over.

JFelix, attempting to "have a care" just when his doing so could

be of no avail, gave his horse a pull with the curb as he was ])re-

paring for his second spring. The outside ditch was broad and

deep and well banked up, and required that an animal should have

all his power. It was at such a moment as this that he should have

been left to do his work without injudicious impediment from his

rider. But poor Graham was thinking only of Orme's caution, and

attempted to stof the beast when any positive and absolute stop

was out of the question. The horse made his jump, and, crippled

as he was, jumped short. He came with his knees against the

further bank, threw his rider, and then in his struggle to right himself

rolled over him.

Felix felt at once that he was much hurt—that he had indeed

come to grief; but still he was not stunned nor did he lose his

presence of mind. The horse succeeded in gaining Lis feet, and then

Felix also jumped up and even walked a step or two towards the

head of the animal with the object of taking th? reins. But he found
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that he could not laise his arm, and he found also that he could hardly

breathe.

Both Peregrine and Miss Tristram looked back. "There's nothing

wrong I hope," said the lady ; and then she rode on. And let it be

understood that in hunting those who are in advance generally do

ride on. The lame and the halt and the wounded, if they cannot

pick themselves up, have to be picked up by those who come after

them. But Peregrine saw that there was no one else coming that

way. The memory of young Grubbles' fate had placed an interdict

on that pass out of the wood, which nothing short of the pluck and

science of Miss Tristram was able to disregard. Two cavaliers she

had carried with her. One she had led on to instant slaughter, and

the other remamed to-look after his fallen brother-in-arms. Miss

Tristram in the mean time was in the next field and had settled well

down to .her work.
" Are you hurt, old fellow ? " said Peregrine, turning back his horse,

but still not-dismounting.
" Not much, I think," said Graham, smUing. " There's something

wrong about my arm,—but don't you wait." And then he found that

he spoke with difficuity.

" Can you mount again ?
"

" I don't think I'll mind that. Perhaps Pd better sit down." Then
Peregrine Orme knew that Graham was hurt, and jumping off his own
horse he gave up all hope of the hunt.

" Here, you fellow, come and hold these horses." So invoked a boy

who in following the sport had got as far as this ditch did as he was
bid, and scrambled over. " Sit down, Graham ; thei-e ; I'm afraid you
are hurt. Did he roU on you?" But Pelix merely looked up into

his face,—still smiling. He was now very pale, and for the moment
could not speak. Peregrine came close to him, and gently attempted

to raise the wounded limb ; whereupon Graham shuddered, and shook

his head.
" I fear it is broken," said Peregrine. Graham nodded his head, and

raised his left hand to his breast ; and Peregrin'e then knew that some-
thing else was amiss also.

I don't know any feeling more disagreeable than that produced by
being left alone in a field, when out hunting, with a man who has been
very much hurt and who is incapable of nding or walking. The hurt

man himself has the privilege of his infirmities and may remain quies-

cent ; but you, ks his only attendant, must do something. You must
for the moment do aU, and if you do wrong the whole responsibility has

on your shoulders. If you leave a wounded man on the damp ground,
in the middle of winter, while you run away, five miles perhaps, to the

next doctor, he may not improbably—as you then think—be dead before

you come back, lou don't know the way ; you are heavy yourself, and
your boots are very heavy. You must stay therefore ; but as you are

no doctor you don't in the least know what is the amount of the injury.

In your great trouble you begin to roar for assistance; but the

woods re-echo your words, and the disfaut souud of the hsstsniau')
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horn, as he summons his hounds at a check, only mocks your
agony.

But Peregrine had a boy with him. "Get upon that horse," he
said at last ;

" ride round to Parmer Griggs, and tell them to send some-
body here with a spring cart. He has got a spring cart I know ;—and a
mattress in it."

" But I haint no gude at roiding like,'' said the boy, looking with
dismay at Onne's big horse.

" Then run ; that will be better, for you can go through the wood.
You know where Farmer Griggs lives. The first farm the other side

of the Grange."
" Ay, ay, I knows where Farmer Griggs lives weU enough."
" Run then ; and if the cart is here in half an hour I'll give you a

sovereign."

Inspirited by the hopes of such wealth, golden wealth, wealth for a

lifetime, the boy was quickly back over the fence, and Peregrine was
left alone with PeKx Graham. He was now sitting down, with his

feet hanging into the ditch, and Peregrine was kneeling behind him.
" I am sorry I can do nothing more," said he ; " but I fear we must
remain here till the cart comes."
"I am—so—vexed—about your hunt," said Pelix, gasping as he

spoke. He had in fact broken his right arm which, had been twisted

under him as the horse rolled, and two of his ribs had been staved in

by the pommel of his saddle. Many men have been worse hurt and
have hunted again before the end of the season, but the fracture of

three bones does make a man uncomfortable for the time. " Now the cart—^is—sent for, couldn't you—go on ? " But it was not likely that

Peregrine Orme would do that. " Never mind me," he said. " When
a fellow is hurt he has always to do as he's told. You had better

iave a drop of sherry. Look here : Pve got a flask at my saddle.

There
; you cau Support yourself with that arm a moment. Did you

ever see horses stand so quiet ? Pve got hold of yours, and now FU
fasten them together. I say, Whitefoot, you don't kick, do you ? " And
then he contrived to picket the horses to two branches, and having got

out his case of sherry, poured a small modicum into the silver mug
which was attached to the apparatus, and again supported Graham
while he drank. " You'll be as right as a trivet by-and-by ; only you'll

have to make Noningsby your head-quarters for the next six weeks."

And then the same idea passed through the mind of each of them ;

—

how Uttle a man need be pitied for such a misfortune if Madeline Stave-

ley would consent to be ms nurse.

No man could have less surgical knowledge than Peregrine Orme,

but nevertheless he was such a man a? one would like to have with

him if one came to grief in such a way. He was clieery and up-

hearted, but at the same time gentle and even thoughtful. His voice

was pleasant and his touch could be soft. For many years afterwards

FcUx remembered how that sherry had been held to his lips, and how
the young heur of The Cleeve had knelt behind him in his red coat,

•upporting hira as he became weary with waiting, and saying pleasant
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words to him through the whole, Felix Graham was a man who would
remember such things.

In running through the wood the boy first eneountered three horse-

men. They were the judge, with his daughter Madehne and Miss
i'urnival. "There be a mon there who be a'most dead," said the boy,

liardly able to speak for want of breath. " I be agoing for Farmer
Griggs's cart." And then they stopped him a moment to ask for some
description, but the boy could tell them nothing to indicate that the

wounded man was one of their friends. It might however be Augustus,
and so the three rode on quickly towards the fence, knowing nothing of

the circumstances of the ditches which would make it out of their

power to get to the fallen sportsman.

But Peregrine heard the sound of the horses and the voices of

the horsemen. " By Jove, there's a lot of them coming down here,"

said he. " It's the judge and two of the girls. Oh, Miss Staveley,

I'm so glad you've come. Graham has had a bad fall and hurt
liimself. You haven't a shawl, have you ? the ground is so wet under
liim."

" It doesn't signify at all," said Felix, looking round and seeing the

faces of his friends on the other side of the bank.

Madeline Staveley gave a sUght shriek which her father did not

notice, but which Miss Fumival heard very plainly. " Oh ! papa," she
said, " cannot you get over to him ? " And then she began to bethink
herself whether it were possible that she should give up something of

her dress to protect the man who was hurt from the damp muddy
ground on which he lay.

"Can you hold my horse, dear ? " said the judge, slowly dismounting;
for the judge, though he rode every day on sanitary considerations,

had not a sportsman's celerity in leaving and recovering his saddle.

But he did get down, and burdened as he was with a great-coat,

lie did succeed in crossing that accursed fence. Accursed it was
from lienceforward in the armals of the H. H., and none would ride

it but dare-devils who professed themselves willing to go at anything.
Miss Tristram, however, always declared that there was nothing in it

—though she avoided it herself, whispering to her friends that she had
led others to grief there, and might possibly do so again if she
persevered.

"Could you hold the horse?" said Madeline to Miss Furnival;
" and I will go for a shawl to the carriage." Miss Furnival declared
that to the best of her behef she could not, but nevertheless the
animal was left with hsr, and Madeline turned round and galloped back
towards the carriage. She made her horse do his best though her eyes
were nearly blinded with tears, and went straight on for the carriage,
though she would have given much for a moment to hide those tears
before she reached it.

"Oil, mamma! give me a thick shawl; Mr. Graham has hurt himself
in the field, and is lying on the grass." And then in some incoherent
and quick manner she had to explain what she knew of the accident
Sefore she could get p caiTiage-c''^(ak out of the carriage. Xlu^
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lOWever, she did succeed, in doing, and in some manner, very
unintelligible to henself afterwards, slie did gallop back with her
burden. She passed the cloak over to Peregrine, who clambered up
the bank to get it, while the judge remained on the ground, supporting
the young barrister. Eelix Graham, though he was weak, was not
stunned or senseless, and he knew well who it was that had procured
for him that comfort.

And then the carriage followed Madeline, and there was quite a
concourse of servants and horses and ladies on the inside of the fence.

But the wounded man was still unfortunately on the other side. No
cart from Farmer Griggs made its appearance, though it was now more
than half an hour since the boy had gone. Carts, when they are wanted
in such sudden haste, do not make their appearance. It was two miles

through the wood to Mr. Griggs's farm-yard, and more than three mUes
back by any route which the cart could take. And then it might be
more than probable that in Farmer Griggs's estabUshment there was
not always a horse ready in harness, or a groom at hand prepared to

yoke him. Peregrine had become very impatient, and had more than

once invoked a silent anathema on the farmer's head ; but nevertheless

there was no appearance of the cart.

" We must get him across the ditches into the carriage/' said the

judge.
" If Lady Staveley will let us do that,'' said Peregrine.

"The difficulty is not with Lady Staveley but with these nasty

ditches," said the judge, for he had been up to his knees in one of

them, and the water had penetrated his boots. But the task was at

last done. Mrs. Arbuthnot stood up on the back seat of the

3arriage so that she might liold the horses, and the coachman and

footman got across into the field. " It would be better to let me lie

here all day," said Felix, as three of them struggled back with their

burden, the judge bringing up the rear with two hunting-whips

and Peregrine's cap. " How on earth any one would think of riding

over such a place as that !
" said the judge. But then, when he had

been a young man it had not been the custom for barristers to go

out hunting.

Madeline, as she saw the wounded man carefully laid on the back

seat of the carriage, almost wished that she could have her mother's

place that she might support him. Would they be careful enough with

him? Would they remember how terrible must be the pain of that

notion to one so hurt as he was? And then she looked into his

Aioe as he was made to lean back, and she saw that he still smiled.

Felix Graham was by no means a handsome man ; I should hardly sin

against the truth if I were to say that he was ugly. But Madeline, as

slie looked at him now, lying there utterly without colour but always

with that smue on his countenance, thought that no face to her liking

had ever oeen more gracious. She still rode close lo them as thoy
j

went down the grassy road, saying never a word. And Miss Furnival

rode there also, somewhat m the rear, condoling with the judge as to

his wet feet.

14



910 OBLEY FAHU.

"Miss Pumival," he said, "when a judge forgets himself and goes

out hunting he has no right to expect anything better. What would
your father have said had he seen me clambering up the bank with young
Orme's hunting cap between my teeth ? I positively did."

" He would have rushed to assist you," said Miss Purnival, with a

little burst of enthusiasm which was hardly needed on the occasion.

And then Peregrine came after them leading Grraham's horse. He
had been compelled to return to the field and ride both the horses

back into the wood, one after the other, while the footman held them.

That riding back over fences in cold blood is the work that really

tries a man's nerve. And a man has to do it too when no one is

looking on. How he does crane and falter and look about for an easy

place at such a moment, as that ! But when the blood is cold no places

are easy.

The procession got , back to Koninesby without adventure, and

Graham as a matter of course was taken up to his bed. One of

the servants had been despatched to Alston for a surgeon, and in an

hour or two the extent of the misfortune was known. The right

arm was broken—"very favourably," as the doctor observed. But

two ribs were broken—" rather unfavourably." There was some talk

of haemorrhage and inward wounds, and Sir Jacob from Seville Row
was suggested by Lady Staveley. But the judge, knowing the

extent of Graham's means, made some further preliminary inquiries,

and it was considered that Sir Jacob would not be needed—at any rate

not as yet.

"Why don't they send for him?" said Madeline to her mother

with rather more than her wonted energy.
" Your papa does not think it necessary, my dear. It would be very

expensive, you know."
" But, mamma, would you let a man die because it would cost a few

pounds to cure him ?
"

" My dear, we all hope that Mr. Graham won't die—at any rate not

at present. If there be any danger you may be sure that your papa will

send for the best advice."

' But Madeline was by no means satisfied. She could not understand

economy in a matter of life and death. If Sir Jacob's coming would

have cost fifty pounds, or a hundred, what would that have signiiied,

weighed in such a balance ? Such a sum would be nothing to her .

father. Had Augustus fallen, and broken his arm all the Sir Jacobs

in London would not have been considered too costly could their joint

coming have mitigated any danger. She did not however dare to

speak to her mother again, so she said a word or two to Peregruie

Orme, who was constant in his attendance on Felix. Peregiine had

been very kind, and she had seen it, and her heart therefore warmed
towards him.

"Don't you think he ought to have more advice, Mr. Orme ?
"

" Well, no ; I don't know. He's very jolly, you know ; only he

can't talk. One of the bones ran into him, but T believe he's all

right."
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" Oh, but that is so frightful !
" and the tears were again in her

eyes.

" If I were him I should think one doetor enough. TBut it's easy
enough having a fellow down from London, you know, if you
like it."

" If he should get worse, Mr. Orme ." And then Peregrine
made her a sort of promise, but in doing so an idea shot through his

poor heart of what the truth might really be. He went baek and
looked at FeKx who was sleeping. " If it is so I must bear it," he
said to himself; "but Til fight it on;" and a quick thought ran
through his brain of his own deficiencies. He knew that he was not
clever and bright in talk like Pelix Graham. He could not say the
right thing at the right moment without forethought. How he
wished that he could ! But still he would fight it on, as he would
have done any losing match,—to the last. And then he sat down
by Felix's head, and resolved that he would be loyal to his new friend

all the same—loyal iu all things needful. But still he would fight

it on.

CHAPTER XXX.

ANOTHEa PALL.

Felix Gkabam had plenty of nurses, but Madeline was not one of

them. Augustus Staveley came home while the Alston doetor was
still busy at the broken bones, and of course he would not leave his

friend. He was one of those who had succeeded in the hunt, and con-

sequently had heard nothing of the accident till the end of it. Miss
Tristram had been the first to tell him that Mr. Graham' had fallen in

leaving the covert, but having seen him rise to his legs she had not

thought he was seriously hurt.
" I do not know much about your friend," she had said ;

" but I think

I may comfort you by an assurance that your horse is none the worse.

I could see as much as that."
" Poor Felix

! " said Staveley. " He has lost a magnificent run. I

suppose we are nine or ten miles from Monkton Grange now ?
"

" Eleven, if we are a yard," said the lady. " It was an ugly country,

but the pace was nothing wonderful." And then others dropped in,

and at last came tidings about Graham. At first there was a whisper

that he was dead. He had ridden over Orme, it was said; had

nearly killed him, and had quite killed himself. Then the report became
less fatal. Both horses were dead, but Graham was still living though

with most of his bones broken.

"Don't beheve it," said Miss Tristram. "In what condition Mr.
Gsaham may be I won't say ; but that your horse was safe and soiwd

14-2
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after he got over the fence, of that you may take my word." Andthiu,

in a state of uncertainty, obtaining fresh rumours from every person he

passed, Staveley hurried home. " Eight arm and two ribs," Peregrine

said to him, as he met him in the hall. " Is that all? " said Augustus.

It was clear therefore that he did not think so much about it as his

"If you had let her have her head she'd never have come^ down

lifke that," Augustus said, as he sat that evening by his friend's bed-

side.
" But he pulled off, I fancy, to avoid riding over me, ' said Pere-

grine.
" Then he must have come too quick at his leap," said Augustus.

"You should have steadied him as he came to it." From all which

Graham perceived that a man cannot learn how to ride any particular

horse by two or three words of precept.

"If you talk any more about the horse, or the hunt, or the accident,

neither of you shall stay in the room," said Lady Staveley, who came

in at that moment. But they both did stay in the room, and said

a great deal more about the hunt, and the horse, and the accident before

they left it ; and even became so far reconciled to the circumstance

that they had a hot glass of brandy and water each, sitting by Graham's

fire.

" But, Augustus, do teU me how he is," Madeline said to her brother,

as she caught him going to his room. She had become ashamed of

asking any more questions of her mother.

"He's all right; only he'll be as fretful as a porcuj)ine, shut up

there. At least I should be. Are there lots of novels in the house ?

Mind you send for a batch to-morrow. Novels are the only chance

a man has when he's laid up like that." Before breakfast on the

following morning Madeline had sent off to the Alston circulating

library a list of all the best new novels of which she could remember
the names.

No definite day had hitherto been fixed for Peregrine's return to

The Cleeve, and under the present circumstances he still remained at

Nonmgsby assisting to amuse Pelix Graham. Por two days after the

iccident such seemed to be his sole occupation ; but in truth he was
looking for an opportunity to say a word or two to Miss Staveley,

and paving his way as best lie might for that great speech which he
was fully resolved that he would make before he left the house. Once
or twice he bethought himself whether he would not endeavour to

secure for himself some confidant in the family, and obtain the sanction

and special friendship either of Madeline's mother, or her sister, or her
brother. But what if after that she should reject him ? Would it not

be worse for him then that any one should have known of his defeat ?

He could, as he thought, endure to suffer alone ; but on such a matter
as that pity would be unendurable. So as he sat there by Graham's
fireside, pretending to read one of poor Madeline's novels for the sake ol

companionship, he determined that he would tell no one of his

mtention;—no one till he could make the opportunity for telling hfr.
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And wlien he did meet lier, and find, now and ajjain, some moment
for saying a word alone to her, she was very gracious to him. He
liad been so kind and gentle with Felix, there was so much m him
that was sweet and good an honest, so much that such an event
as this brought forth and made manifest, that Madeline, and indepd
the whole family, could not but be gracious to him. Augustus •

would declare that he was the greatest brick he had ever known,
repeating all Graham's words as to the patience with which the
embryo baronet had knelt behind him on the cold muddy ground,
supporting him for an hour, till the carriage had come up. Under
such circumstances how could Madeline refrain from being gracious

to him?
" But it is all from favour to Graham !

" Peregrine would say to

himself with bitterness ; and yet though he said so he did not quite

believe it. Poor fellow ! It was all from favour to Graham. And
could he have thoroughly believed the truth of those words which lie

repeated to himself so often, he might have spared himself much pain.

He might have spared himself much "pain, and possibly some injury

;

for if aught could now tend to mature in Madeline's heart an affection

which was but as yet nascent, it would be the offer of some other lover.

But such reasoning on the matter was much too deep for Peregrine

Orme. "It may be," he said to himself, "that she only pities him
because he is hurt. If so, is not this time better for me than any

other ? If it be that she loves him, let me know it, and be out of my
pain." It did not then occur to him that circumstances such as those

in question could not readily be made expUoit ;—that Madeline might

refuse his love, and yet leave him no wiser than he now was as to her

reasons for so refusing;—perhaps, indeed, leave him less wise, with

increased cause for doubt and hopeless hope, and the green melancholy

of a rejected lover.

Madeline during these two days said no more about the London
doctor ; but it was plain to all who watched her that her anxiety as to

the patient was much more keen than that of the other ladies of the

house. " She always thinks everybody is going to die," Lady Staveley

said to Miss Furnival, intending, not with any consummate prudence, to

account to that acute young lady for her daughter's solicitude. " We had

a cook here, three months since, who was very Ul, and Madeline would

never be easy till the doctor assured her that the poor woman's danger

was altogether past."
" She IS so very warm-hearted," said Miss Purnival in reply. " It is

quite delightful to see her. And she will have such pleasure when she

sees him come down from his room."

Lady Staveley on this immediate occasion said nothing to her daugh-

ter, but Mrs. Arbuthnot considered that a sisterly word might perhaps

be spoken in due season.
" The doctor says he is doing quite well now," Mrs. Arbuthnot said

to her, as they were sittin^alone.

"But does he indeed ? Did you hear him ? " said Madeline, who was

uspicious.
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" He did so, indeed. I heard him myself. But he says also that ha

ought to remain here, at any rate for the next fortnight,—if mamma can

permit it without inconvenience,"
" Of course she can permit it . No one would turn any person out of

their housei n such a condition as tliat
!

"

" Papa and mamma both will be very happy that he should stay here

;

—of course they would not do what you call turning him out. But,

Mad, my darling,"—and then she came up close and put her arm

round her sister's waist,
—" I think mamma would be more comfortable

iu his remaining here if your charity towards him were—what sh&ll I

say ?—less demonstrative."
" What do you mean, Isabella ?

"

" Dearest, detirest ; you must not be angry with me. Nobody has

hinted to me a word on the subject, nor do I mean to hint anything

that can possibly be hurtful to you."
" But what do you mean ?

"

" Don't you know, dariing ? He is a young man—and—and—people

see with such unkind eyes, and hear with such scandal-loving ears.

There is that Miss Eumival "

" If Miss Fumival can think such things, I for one do not care what

she thinks."
" No, nor do I ;—not as regards any important result. But may it

not be well to be careful ? You know what I mean, dearest ?
"

" Yes

—

1 know. At least I suppose so. And it makes me know
also how very cold and shallow and neartless people are ! I won't ask

any more questions, Isabella ; but I can't know that a fellow-creature

is suffering in the house,—and a person like him too, so clever, whom
we all regard as a friend,—the most' intimate friend in the world that

Augustus has,—said the best too, as I heard papa himself say,—withe it

caring whether he is going to live or die."
" There is no danger now, you know."
" Very well ; I am glad to hear it. Though I know very well thai

tnere must be danger after such a terrible accident as that."

"The doctor says there is none."

"At any rate I will not "And then instead of finishing her sen-

tence she turned away her head and put up her handkerchief to wipe
away a tear.

" You are not angry with me, dear ? " said Mrs. Arbuthnot.
" Oh, no," said Madeline ; and then they parted.

For some days after that Madeliae asTked no question whatever
about Telix Graham, but it may be doubted whether this did not

make the matter worse. Even Sophia Fumival would ask how he
was at any rate twice a day, and Lady Staveley continued to pay
him regular visits at stated intervals. As he got better she would
sit with him, and brought back reports as to his sayings. But
Madeline never discussed any of these; and refrained alike from
the conversation, whether hw broken bones or his unbroken wit

were to be the subject of it. And then Mrs. Arbuthnot, knowing
that she wnvild still oe anxious, gave her private bulletins as to tM
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State of the sick man's progress ;—all which gave an air of secrecy to

the matter, and caused even Madeline to ask herself why this should
be so.

On the whole I think that Mrs. Arbuthnot was wrong. Mrs. Ar-
buthnot and the whole Staveley family would have regarded a mutual
attachment between Mr. Graham and Madeline as a great family

misfortune. The judge was a considerate father to his children, holding

that a father's control should never be brought to bear unnecessarily.

In looking forward to the future prospecst of his sons and daughters

it was his theory that they should be free to choose their life's com-
panions for themselves. But nevertheless it could not be agreeable

to him that his daughter should fall in love with a man who had nothing,

and whose future success at his own profession seemed to be so very

doubtful. On the whole I think that Mrs. Arbuthnot was wrong,
and that the feebng that did exist in Madeline's bosom might more
possibly have died away, had no word been said about it—even by a

sister.

And then another event happened which forced her to look into

her own heart. Peregrine Orme did make his proposal. He waited

patiently during those two or three days in which the doctor's visits

were frequent, feeling that he could not talk about himself while

any sense of danger pervaded the house". But then at last a

morning came on which the surgeon declared that he need not call

again till the morrow; and FeUx himself, when the medical back
was turned, suggested that it might as well be to-morrow week.
He began also to scold his friends, and look bright about the eyes,

and drink his glass of sherry in a pleasant dinner-table fashion, not

as if he were swallowing his physic. And Peregrine, when he saw
all this, resolved that the moment had come for the doing of his

deed of danger. The time would soon come at which he must leave

Noningsby, and he would not leave Noningsby till he had learned

his fate.

Lady Staveley, who with a mother's eye had seen ner daughter's

solicitude for iPelix Graham's recovery,—had seen it, and animad-
verted on it to herself,—had seen also, or at any rate had suspected,

.aat Peregrine Orme looked on her daughter with favouring eyes.

Now Peregriije Orme would have satisfied Lady Staveley as a sou-

iii-law. She liked his ways and manners of thought—in spite of

those rumours as to the rat-catchmg which had reached her ears.

She regarded him as quite clever enough to be a good husband, and
no doubt appreciated the fact that' he was to inherit his title and
The Cleeve from an old grandfather instead of a middle-aged father.

She therefore had no objection to leave Peregrine alone with her one
ewe-lamb, and therefore the opportunity which he sougM was at last

found.
" I shall be leaving Noningsby to-morrow. Miss Staveley," he said

one day, having secured an interview in the back drawing-room—in

that happy half-hour which occurs in winter before the world betakes
itself to dress. Now I here profess my belief, that out of every
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ten set offers made bjr ten joung lovers, nine of such offers are

commenced with an intimation that the lover is going away. Thero

is a dash of melancholy in such tidings well suited to the occasion.

If there be any spark of love on the other side it wiU be elicited

by the idea of a separation. And then, also, it is so frequently

the actual fact. This making of an oifer is in itself a hard piece

of business,—a job to be postponed from day to day. It is so post-

poned, and thus that dasli of melancholy, and that idea of separation,

are brought in at the important moment with so much appropriate

truth.
" I shall be leaving Noningsby to-morrow, Miss Staveley," Peregrine

said.

" Oh dear ! we shall be so sorry. But why are you going ? What
will Mr. Graham and Augustus do without you ? You ought to stay

at least till Mr. Graham can leave his room."
" Poor Graham !—not that I think he is much to be pitied either

;

but he won't be about for some weeks to come yet."
" You do not think he is worse ; do you ?

"

" Ofa, dear, no ; not at all." And Peregrine was unconsciously

irritated against his friend by the regard which her tone evinced.

"He is quite well; only they will not let him be moved. But,

Miss Staveley, it was not of Mr. Graham that I was going to speak."

"No—only I thought he would miss you so much." And then

she blushed, though the blush in the dark of the evening was lost upon
him. She remembered that she was not to speak about Felix Graham's
health, and it almost seemed as though Mr. Orme had rebuked
her for doing so in saying that he had not come there to speak of him.

" Lady Staveley's house has been turned up side down since this

affair, and it is time now that some part of the trouble should cease."
" Oh ! mamma does not mind it at all."

" I know how good she is ; but nevertheless. Miss Staveley, I must
go to-morrow." And then he paused a moment before he spoke again.

" It will depend entirely upon you," he said, " whether I may have
the happiness of returning soon to Noningsby."

"Onme, Mr. Orme!"
" Yes, on you. I do not know how to speak properly that which I

have to say ; but I believe I may as well say it out at once. I have
come here now to tell you that I love you and to ask you to be my
wife." And then he stopped as though there were nothing more for

him to say upon the matter.

It would be hardly extravagant to declare that Madeline's breath

was taken away by the very sudden manner in which young Orme
had made his proposition. It had never entered her head that she
had an admirer in him. Previously to Graham's accident she had
thought nothing about him. Since that event she had thought about
him a good deal ; but altogether as of a friend of Graham's. He
had been good and kind to Graham, and therefore she bad liked him
and had talked to him. He had never said a word to her that had
taught her to regard him as a possible lover ; and now that he was
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aft actual lover, a declared lever standing before her, waiting for an
answer, slie was so astonished tliat she did not know how to speak.

All her ideas, too, as to love,—such ideas as she had ever formed,
were confounded by this abruptness. She would have thought, had
she brought herself absolutely to think upon it, that all speech of

love should be very delicate; that love should grow slowly, and
then be whispered softly, doubtingly, and with infinite care. Even
had she loved him, or had she been- in the way towards loving him,

such violence as this would have frightened her and scared her love

away. Poor Peregrine ! His intentions had been so good and
honest ! He was so true and hearty, and free from all conceit in the

matter ! It was a pity that he should have marred his cause by such

ill judgment.
But there he stood waiting an answer,—and expecting it to be as

open, definite and plain as though he had asked her to take a walk with

him. " Madeline," he said, stretching out his hand when he perceived

that she did not speak to him at once. " There is my hand. If it be

possible give me yours."
" Oh, Mr. Orme !

"

" I know that I have not said what I had to say very,—very grace-

fully. But you will not regard that I think. You are too good, and

too true."

She had now seated herself, and he was standmg before her. She had

retreated to a sofa in order to avoid the hand which he had offered her

;

but he followed her, and even yet he did not know that he had no chance

of success. " Mr. Orme," she said at last, speaking hardly above her

breath, " what has made you do this ?
"

" What has made me do it ? What has made me tell you that I love

you ?
"

" You cannot be in earnest !

"

" Not in earnest 1 By Heavens, Miss Staveley, no man who has said

the same words was ever more in earnest. Do you doubt me when I

tell you that I love you ?
"

" Oh, I am so sorry !
" And then she hid her face upon the arm of

the sofa and burst into tears.

Peregrine stood there, like a prisoner on his trial, waiting for a

verdict. He did not know how to plead his cause witli any further

language; and indeed no further language could have been of any

avail. The judge and jury were clear against him, and he should

have known the sentence without waiting to have it pronounced in

set terms. But in plain words he had made his offer, and in plain

words he required that an answer should be given to him. " Well,"

he said, " will you not speak to me ? Will you not tell me whether it

shall be so r

"

" No,—no,—no," she said.

" You mean that you cannot love me." And as he said this the agony

of his tone struck her ear and made her feel that he was sufferin|f.

Hitherto she had thought only of herself, and had hardly recognised it

a." 8 fac^ that he could oe thoroughly in earnest.
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" Mr. Orme, I am very sorry. Do not speak as though you were angry

with me. But "

" 5ut you cannot love me ? " And then he stood again silent, for

there was no reply. " Is it that. Miss Staveley, that you mean to

answer ? If you say that with positive assurance, I will trouble you
no longer." Poor Peregrine ! He was but an unskilled lover

!

" No !
" she sobbed forth through her tears ; but he had so framed his

question that he hardly knew what No meant.
" Do you mean that you cannot love me, or may I hope that a day

will come . May I speak to you again ?

"

"Oh, no, no! I can answer you now. It grieves me to the heart,

I know you are so good. But, Mr. Orme "

"WeU^"
"It can never, never be.''

" And I must take that as answer ?
"

" I can make no other." He still stood before her,—with gloomy
and almost angry brow, could she have seen him; and then

he thought he would ask her whether there was any other love

which had brought about her scorn for him. It did not occur

to him, at the first moment, that in doing so he would insult and
injure her.

" At any rate I am not flattered by a reply which is at once so

decided," he began by saying.
" Oh ! Mr. Orme, do not make me more unhappy "
" But perhaps I am too late. Perhaps " Then he remembeied

himself and paused. " Never mind," he said, speaking to himself

rather than to her. " Good-bye, Miss Staveley. You will at any rate

eay good-bye to me. I shall go at once now."
" Go at once ! Go away, Mr. Orme ?

"

" Yes ; why should I stay here ? Do you think that I could sit down
to table with you all after that ? I will ask your brother to explain my
going ; I shall find him in his room. Good-bye."

Slic took his hand mechanically, and then he left her. When she

came down to dinner she looked furtively round to his place and saw
iat it was vacant.

CHAPTER XXXI.

FOOTSTEPS IN THE COKRIDOR.

" UroN my word I am very sorry,'' said the judge. " But what
made him go off so suddenly ? I hope there's nobody ill at The Cleeve

!

"

And then the judge took his first spoonful of soup., , .

"No, no; there is nothing of that sort," said Augustus. "His
grandfather wants him, and Orme thought he might as well stai't at once.
He was always a sudden harum-scarum fellow like that."



FOOTSTEPS IN THE COEEIDOB. 219

" He's a very pleasant, nice young man," said Lady Stareley ; " and
never gives himself any airs. I like him exceedingly."

Poor Madeline did not dare to look either at her mother or her
brother, but she would have given much to know whether either

of them were aware of the cause which had sent Peregrine Orme
so suddenly away from the house. At first she thought that

Augustus surely did know, and sTie was wretched as she thought that
ne might probably speak to her on the subject. But he went on
talking about Orme and his abrupt departure till she became
convinced that he knew nothmg and suspected nothing of what had
occurred.

But her mother said never a word after that eulogium which she
had uttered, and Madeline read that eulogium altogether aright.

It said to her ears that if ever young Orme should again come for-

ward with his suit her mother would be prepared to receive him
as a suitor ; and it said, moreover, that if that suitor had been already

sent away by any harsh answer, she would not sympathise with that

harshness.

The dinner went on much as usual, but MadeUne could not bring

herself to say a word. She sat between her brother-in-law, Mr.
Arbuthnot, on one side, and an old friend of her father's, of thirty

years' standing, on the other. The old friend talked exclusively to

Lady Staveley, and Mr. Arbuthnot, though he now and then uttered

a wOrd or two, was chifefly occupied with his dinner. Dunng the

last three or four days she had sat at dinner next to Peregrine
Orme, and it seemed to her now that she always had been able to talk

to him. She had liked him so much too ! Was it not a pity that he
should have been so mistaken ! And then as she sat after dinner,

eating five or six grapes, she felt that she was unable to recall he-

spirits and look and speak as she was wont to do ; a thing had happened
which had knocked the ground from under her—had thrown her from
her equipoise, and now she lacked the strength to recover herself and
hide her dismay.

After dinner, while the gentlemen were still in the dining-room

she got a book, and nobody disturbed her as she sat alone pretend-

ing to read it. There never had been any intimate friendship

between her and Miss Furnival, and that young lady was now em-
ployed in taking the chief part in a general conversation about

wools. Lady Staveley got through a good deal of wool in the course

of the year, as also did the wife of the old thirty-years' friend; but

Miss Purnival, short as her experience had been, was able to give

a few hints to them both, and did not throw away the occasion.

There was another lady there, rather deaf, to whom Mrs. Arbuth-

not devoted herself, and therefore Madeline was allowed to be

alone.

Then the men came in, and she was obliged to qome forward and

officiate at the tea-table. The judge insisted on having the teaoot

and urn brought into the drawing-room, and liked to have his cup

brought to Lim by one of his own daughters. So she went to work
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and made the tea, tut still she felt that she scarcely knew how to

go through Jier task. What had happened to her that she should be

thus beside herself, and hardly capable of refraining from open

tears ? She knew that her mother was looking at her, and that now
and «gain little things were done to give her ease if any ease were

possible.

"Is anything the matter with my Madeline?" said her father,

looking up into her face, and holding the hand from which he had taken

his cup.
" No, papa ; only I have got a headache."
" A headache, dear ; that's not usual with you."
" I have seen that she has not been well all the evening," said Lady

Staveley ; " but I thought that perhaps she might shake it off. You
had better go, my dear, if you are suffering. Isabella, I'm sure, will

pour out the tea for us."

And so she got away, and skulked slowly up stairs to her

own room. She felt that it was skulking. Why should she have

been so weak as to have fled in that way? She had no headache

—nor was it heartache that had now upset her. But a man had

spoken to her openly of love, and no man had ever so spoken to her

before.

She did not go direct to her own chamber, but passed along the

corridor towards her mother's dressing-room. It was always her

custom to remain there some half-hour before she went to bed,

doing little things for her mother, and chatting with any other girl

who might be intimate enough to be admitted there. Now she

might remain there for an hour alone without danger of bemg
disturbed; and she thought to herself that she would remain there

tiU her mother came, and then unburthen herself of the whole story.

As she went along the corridor she would have to pass the room
which had been given up to Pelix Graham. She saw that the door

vas ajar, and as she came close up to it, she found the nurse in the

»ct of coming out from the room. Mrs. Baker had been a very old

servant in the judge's family, and had kno\\'n Madeline from the day
of her birth. Her chief occupation for some years had been nursing

when there was anybody to nurse, and taking a general care and
surveillance of the family's health when there was no special invalid

to whom she could devote herself. Since Graham's accident she had

been fully employed, and had greatly enjoyed the opportunities it had

given her.

Mrs. Baker was in the doorway as Madeline attempted to pass by
on tip-toe. " Oh, he's a deal better now. Miss Madeline, so that you
needn't be afeard of disturbing ;—aui't you, Mr. Graham ? " So she

was thus brought into absolute contact with her friend, for the first

time since he had hurt himself.
" Indeed I am," said Pelix. " I only wish they would let me get up

and go down stairs. Is that Miss Staveley, Mrs. Baker ?
"

" les, sure. Come, my dear, he's got his dressing gown on, and yoa
may jiut come i/> the door and ask him how he does,"
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" i ara very glad to hear that you are so much better, Mr. Graham,"
said Madeline, standing in the doorway with averted eyes, and speaking
with a voice so low that it only just reached his ears.

"Thank you. Miss Staveley ; I shall never know how to express
what I feel for you all."

" And there's none of 'em have been more anxious about you than
she, I can tell you; and none of 'em ain't kinderhearteder," said Mrs.
Baker.

" I hope you will be up soon and be able to come down to the
drawing-room," said Madeline. And then she did glance round,
and for a moment saw the light of his eye as he sat upright m the
bed. He was still pale and thin, or at least she fancied so, and her
heart trembled within her as she thought of the danger he had passed.
" I do so long to be able to talk to you agam ; all the others come

and visit me, but I have only heard the sounds of your footsteps as

you pass by."
" And yet she always walks like a mouse," said Mrs. Baker.
" But I have always heard them," he said. " I hope Marian

thanked yon for the books. She told me how you had gotten them
for me."
" She should not have said anythmg about them ; it was Augustus

who thought of them," said Madeline.
" Marian comes to me four or iive times a day," he continued ; " I

do not know what I should do without her."
" 1 hope she is not noisy," said Madeline.
" Laws, Miss, he don't care for noise now, only he ain't good at

moving yet, and won't be for some while."
" Pray take care of yourself, Mr. Graham," she said ;

" I need not

tell you how anxious we all are for your recovery. Good-night, Mr.
Graham." And then she passed on to her mother's dressing-room, and
sitting herself down in an arm-chair opposite to the fire began to think

—to think, or else to try to think.

And what was to be the subject of her thoughts ? Regarding Pere-

grine Orme there was very little room for thinking. He had made her
an offer, and she had rejected it as a matter of course, seeing that she

did not love him. She had no doubt on that head, and was well aware

that she could never accept such an offer. On what subject then was
it necessary that she should think ?

How odd it was that Mr. Graham's room door should have been

jpen on this special evening, and that nurse should have been

standing there, ready to give occasion for that conversation! That
was the idea that first took possession of her bram. And then she

recounted all those few words which had been spoken as though they

Lad had some special value—as though each word had been laden with

interest. She felt half ashamed of what she had done in standing

there and speaking at his bed-room door, and yet she would not have

lost the chance for worlds. There had been nothing in w!iat had

passed between her and the invalid. The very words, spoken else-

where, or in the presence of hev motUor and sister, would have beej)
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insipid and valueless ; and yet she sat there feeding on them as thougli

thej were of flavour so rich that she could not let the sweetness of

them pass from her. She had been stunned at tke idea of poor Pere-

grine's love, and yet she never asked herself what was this new feeling.

She did not inquire^not yet at least—whether there might be danger

in such feeHngs.

She remained there, with eyes fixed on the burnin" coals, till

her mother came up. "What, Madeline," said Lady Staveley,
" are you here still ? I was in hopes you would have been in bed
before this."

,

" My headache is gone now, mamma ; and I waited because "

" Well, dear ; because what ? " and her mother came and stood over

her and smoothed her hair. " I know very well that something has been
the matter. There has been something ; eh, Madeline ?

"

"Yes, mamma."
"And you have remained up that we may talk about it. Is that it,

dearest ?

"

" I did not quite mean that, but perhaps it will be best. I can't be
doing wrong, mamma, in telling you."

"Well; you shall judge of that yourself;" and Lady Staveley sat

down on the sofa so that she was close to the chair which MadeUne
still occupied. " As a general rule I suppose you could not be doing
wrong ; but you must decide. If you have any doubt, wait till to-

morrow."
" No, mamma ; I will tell you now. Mr. Orme "

" Well, dearest. Did Mr. Orme say anything specially to you before

he went away ?
"

"He—he "

" Come to me, Madeline, and sit here. We shall talk better then."

And the mother made room beside her on the sofa for her daughter,
and Madeline, running over, leaned with her head upon her mother's
shoulder. " W'ell, darling ; what did he say ? Bid he tell you that he
loved you ?

"

" Yes, mamma."
"And vou answered him "

" I could only tell him "

"Yes, I know. Poor fellow! But, Madeline, is he not an excellent

young man ;—one, at any rate, that is lovable ? Of course in such a
matter the heart must answer for itself. But I, looking at the offer as

a mother—I could have been well pleased "

" But, mamma, I could not "

"Well, love, there shall be an end of it; at least for the present.
Whqn I heard that he had got suddenly away I thought that something
had happened."

" I am so sorry that he should be unhappy, for I know that he is

good."
" Yes, he is good ; and your fatjier likes him, and Augustus. lu

such a matter as this, Madeline, I would never say a word to persuade
you. I hould think it wrong to do so. But it may be, dearest, that
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he has flurried you by the suddenness of his offer ; and tuat you have
aot yet thought much about it."

" But, mamma, I know that I do not love him."

"Of course. That is natural. It would have been a great mis-

fortune if you had loved him before you had reason to know that he
loved you ;—a great misfortune. But now,—now that you cannot

but thmk of him, now that you know what his wishes are, perhaps you
may learn

"

" But I have refused him, and he has gone away."
" Young gentlemen under such circumstances sometimes come back

again."
" He won't come back, mamma, because—because I told

him so plainly—I am sure he understands that it is all to be at

an end."
" But if he should, and if you should then think differently towards

him "

"Oh, no!"
" But if you should, it may be well that you should know how all

your friends esteem him. In a wordly view the marriage would be in

all respects prudent ; and as to disposition and temper, which I admit

are much more important, I confess I think that he has all the qualities

best adapted to make a wife happy. But, as I said before, the heart

must speak for itself."

" Yes, of course. And I know that I shall never love him ;—^not in

that way."
" You may be sure, dearest, that there will be no constraint put upon

you. It might be possible that I or your papa should forbid a daugh-

ter's marriage, if she had proposed to herself an imprudent match ; but

neither he nor I would ever use our influence with a child to bring

about a marriage because we tliink it prudent in a worldly pomt of

view." And then Lady Staveley kissed her daughter.

" Dear mamma, I know how good you are to me." And she an-
swered her mother's embrace by the pressure of her arm. But never-
theless she did not feel herself to be quite comfortable. There was
something in the words which her mother liad spoken which grated
against her most cherished feelings;—somethuig, though she by no
means knew what. Why had her mother cautioned her in that way,
that there might be a case in which she would refuse her sanction to a

proposed marriage ? Isabella's marriage had been concluded with the

full agreement of the whole family; and she, Madeline, had certainly

never as yet given cause cither to lather or mother to suppose that she

would be headstrong ami imprudent. Might not the caution have been
omitted ?—or was it intended to apply in any way to circumstances as

they now existed ?

" You had better go now, dearest," said Lady Staveley, " and for the

present we will not think any more about this gallant young knight."

And then Madeline, having said good-night, went off rather crest-faller.

to her own room. In doing so she again had to pass Graham's door,

and as she went by it, walking not quite on tip-toe, she could not help
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asking herself whether or no he would really recognise the sound of

her footsteps.

It is hardly necessary to say that Lady Staveley had conceived to

herself a recognised purpose in uttering that little caution to her daugh-

ter ; and she would have been quite as well pleased had circumstances

taken Pelix Graham out of her house instead of Peregrine Orme. But
Pelix Graham must necessarily remain for the next fortnight, and there

could be no possible benefit in Orme's return, at any rate till Graham
ihould have gone.

CHAPTER XXXTT.

WHAT BRIDGET BOLSTEK HAD TO SAY.

It has been said in the earlier pages of this story that there was no
prettier scenery to be found withm thirty miles of London than that

by which the little town of Hamworth was surrounded. This was so

truly the case that Hamworth was full of lodgings which in the autumn
season were always full of lodgers. The middle of winter was certainly

not the time for seeing the Hamworth hills to advantage ; nevertheless

it was soon after Christmas that two rooms were taken there by a
single gentleman who had come down for a week, apparently with

uo other view than that of enjoying himself. He did say something
about London confinement and change of air ; but he was manifestlf

in good health, had an excellent appetite, said a great deal about fresh

eggs,—which at that time of the year was hardly reasonable, and
brought with him his own pale brandy. This gentleman was Mr.
Crabwitz.

The house at which he was to lodge had been selected with con-

siderable judgment. It was kept oy a tidy old widow known as

Mrs. Trump ; but those who knew anything of Hamworth affairs

were well aware that Mrs. Trump had been left without a
shilling, and could not have taken that snug little house in Para-
dise Row and furnished it completely, out of her own means. No.
Mrs. Trump's lodging-house was one of the irons which Samuel
Jockwrath ever kept heating in the fire, for the behoof of those

»' fourteen children. He had taken a lease of the house in Paradise
Row," having made a bargain and advanced a few pounds wlule it

was yet being built; and he then had furnished it and put in
Mrs. Trump. Mrs. Trump received from him wages and a percentage

;

biiL to him were paid over the quota of shillings per week in

consideration for whicli the lodgers were acconunodated. All of
ivliieh Mr. Crabwitz had ascertained before he located himself in

li'aiadise Row.
And when he had so located himself he soon began to talk to
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Mrs. Trump about Mr. Dockwrath. He himself, as he told her in

confidence, was in the profession of the law ; he had heard of

Mr. Dockwrath, and should be very glad if that gentleman would
come over and take a glass of brandy and water with him some
evening.

" And a very clever, sharp gentleman he b,'' said Mrs. Trump.
"With a tolerably good business, I suppose ?" asked Crabwitz.

"Pretty fair for that. Sir. But he do be turning his hand to every-

thing. He's a mortal long family of his own, and he has need of it all,

if it's ever so much. But he'll never be poor for the want of looking

after it."

But Mr. Dockwrath did not come near his lodger on the first

evening, and Mr. Crabwitz made acquaintance with Mrs. Dockwrath
before he saw her husband. The care of the fourteen children

was not supposed to be so onerous but that she could find a

moment now and then to see whether Mrs. Trump kept the furniture

properly dusted, and did not infringe any of the Dockwrathian
rules. These were very strict; and whenever they were brokec

it was on the head of Mrs. Dockwrath that the anger of the ruler

mainly fell.

" I hope you find everything comfortable, Sir," said poor Miriam,

having knocked at the sitting-room door when Crabwitz had just

finished his dinner.
" Yes, thank you ; very nice. Is that Mrs. Dockwrath ?

"

" Yes, Sir. I'm Mrs. Dockwrath. As it's we who own the room I

looked in to see if anythiug's wanting."

"You are very kind. No; nothing is wanting. But I should

be delighted to make your acquamtance if you would stay for a

moment. Might I ask you to take a chair ? " and Mr. Crabwitz

handed her one.

"Thank you; no. Sir. I won't intrude."
" Not at all, Mrs. Dockwrath. But the fact is, I'm a lawyer my-

self, and I should be so glad to become known to your husband. I

have heard a great deal of his name lately as to a rather famous case

in which he is employed."
" Not the Orley Farm case ? " said Mrs. Dockwrath im-

mediately.
" Yes, yes ; exactly."
" And is he going on with that. Sir ? " asked Mrs. Dockwrath with

greater interest.
" Is he not ? I know nothmg about it myself, but I always sup-

posed that such was the case. If I had such a wife as you, Mrs. Dock-

wrath, I should not leave her in doubt as to what I was doing in my
own profession."

" I know nothing about it, Mr. Cooke ;
"—for it was as Mr. Cooke

that he now sojourned at Hamworth. Not that it should be sup-

posed he had received instructions from Mr. Eurnival to come down

to that place under a false name. From Mr. Fumival he had re-

ceived no further instructions on that matter than those conveyed

15



at the end of a previous chapter. "I know nothing about 'It,

Mr. Cooke, and don't want to know generally. Bat I am amious
about this Orley Jarm case. I do nope that he's going to drop

it." And then Mr. Crabwitz elicited her view of the case with great

ease.

On that evening, about nine, Mr. Doekwrath did go over to Paradise

How, and did allow himself to be persuaded to mix a glass of brandy

and water and light a cigar. " My missus tells me, Sir, that you be-

long to the profession as well as mvself."
" Oh, yes ; I'm a lawyer, Mr. Dockwrath."
" Practising in town as an attorney. Sir ?

"

" Not as an attorney on my own hook exactly. I chiefly employ my
time in getting up cases for barristers. There's a good deal done in

that way."
" Oh, indeed," said Mr. Dockwrath, beginning to feel himself the

bigger man of the two ; and from that moment he patronised his com-
panion instead of allowing himself to be patronised.

This went against the grain with Mr. Crabwitz, but, having an

object to gain, he bore it. "We hear a great deal up in London
just at present about this Orley Parm case, and I always hear your

name as connected with it. I had no idea when I was taking these

lodgings that I was coming into a house belonging to that Mr. Dock-
wrath."

"The same party. Sir," said Mr. Dockwrath, blowing the smoke
out of his mouth as he looked up to the ceOing.

And then by degrees Mr. Crabwitz drew him into conversation.

Dockwrath was by nature quite as clever a man as Crabwitz, and in

such a matter as this was not one to be outwitted easily ; but in trutli

he had no objection to talk about the Orley Parm case. "I- have
taken it up on public motives, Mr. Cooke," he said, " and I mean to go
through with it."

" Oh, of course ; in such a case as that you will no doubt go through
with it?"

" That's my intention, I assure you. And I tell you what
; young

Mason,—that's the son of the widow of the old man who made the

will ^"

' " Or rather who did not make it, as you say."
" Yes, yes ; he made the will ; but he did not make the codicil

—

and that young Mason has no more right to the property than
you have."

"Hasn't he, now?"
" No ; and I can prove it too."

"Well; the general opinion in the .profession is that Lady Mason
will stand her ground and hold her own. I don't know what the
points are myself^ but I have heard ;it discussed, ,and that is certainly

what people think."
" Then people will find that they are very much mistaken."
"I was talking to one of Round's young men about it, smd "

iancj
they are not very sanguine."
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" [ do not care a fig for Round or Ms young men. It would be

quite as well for Josepli Mason if Round and Crook gave up the

matter altogether. It hes , in a nutshell, and the truth must come
out whatever Round and Crook may choose to say. And I'll tell

you more— old Furnival, big a man as he thinks himself, cannot

save her."
" Has he anything to do with it ? " asked Mr. Cooke.
" Yes ; the sly old fox. My belief is that only for him she'd

give up the battle, and be down on her marrow-bones asking for

mercy."

"She'd have little chance of mercy, from what I hear of Joseph

Mason."
" She'd have to give up the property of course. And even then I

don't know whether he'd let her off. By Heavens ! he couldn't let her

off unless I chose." And then by degrees he told Mr. Cooke some of

the circumstances of the case.

But it was not till the fourth evening that Mr. Dockwrath spent

with his lodger that the intimacy had so far progressed as to enable

Mr. Crabwitz to proceed with his little scheme. On that day Mr.
Dockwrath had received a notice that at noon on the following

morning Mr. Joseph Mason and Bridget Bolster would both be at

the house of Messrs. Round and Crook in Bedford Row, and that he
could attend at that hour if it so pleased him. It certainly would so

please him, he said to himself when he got that letter ; and in the

evening he mentioned to his new friend the business which was taking

him to London.
" If I might advise you in the matter, Mr. Dockwrath," said Crab-

witz, " I should stay away altogether."

"And why so?"
" Because that's not your market. This poor devil of a woman—foi

she is a poor devil of a woman "

" She'll be poor enough before long."
" It can't be any gratification to you i-unning her down."
"Ah, but the justice of the thing."

"Bother ! You're talking now to a man of the world. Who can say

what is the justice or the injustice of anything after twenty years of

possession ? I have no doubt the codicil did express the old man's

wish,—even from your own story. But of course you are looking for

your market. Now it seems to ' me that there's a thousand pounds in

your way as clear as daylight."
" I don't see it myself, Mr. Cooke."

"No; but I do. The sort of thing is done every day. You have

vour father-in-law's office journal ?
"

" "Safe enough."
" Burn it ;—or leave it about in these rooms,, like ;—so that some-

body else may bum it."

" I'd like to see the thousand pounds first."

"Of course you'd do nothmg tUl you knew about that j-^notlling

except keeping away from Round and Crook to-morrow. The vaomtj
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would be fbrtlicoming if the trial were notoriously dropped hf nfelt

assizes."

Doekwrath sat thinking for a minute or two, and every moment of

thought made him feel more strongly that he could not now succeed in

the manner pointed out by Mr. Cooke. " But where would be the

market you are talking of? " said he.

" I could manage that," said Crabwitz.
" And go shares in the business ?

"

" No, no ; nothing of the sort." And then he added, remembering

that he must show that he had some personal object, " If I got a trifle

in the matter it would not come out of your allowance."

The attorney again sat silent for a while, and now he remained so

for full five minutes, during which Mr. Crabwitz puffed the smoke
from between his lips with a look of supreme satisfaction. " May I

ask," at last Mr. Doekwrath said, " whether you have any personal in-

terest in this matter ?
"

" None in the least;—that is to say, none as yet."
" You did not come down here with any view "

" Oh dear no ; nothing of the sort. But I see at a glance that it

is one of those cases in which a compromise would be the most
judicious solution of difficulties. I am well used to this kind of thing,

Mr. Doekwrath."
" It would not do. Sir," said Mr. Doekwrath, after some further

slight period of consideration. "It wouldn't do. Round and Crook
have EiU the dates, and so lias Mason too. And the original of that

partnership deed is forthcoming ; and they know what witnesses to

depend on. No, Sir ; I've begun this on public grounds, and I mean
to carry it on. I am in a manner bound to do so as the representative

of the attorney of the late Sir Joseph Mason ;—and, by Heavens, Mr.
Cooke, I'll do my duty."

"»I dare say you're right," said Mr. Crabwitz, mixing a quarter of

a glass more brandy and water.

"I know I'm right. Sir," said Doekwrath. "And when a man
knows he's right, he has a deal of inward satisfaction in the feeling.

After that Mr. Crabwitz was aware that he could be of no use at Ham-
worth, but he stayed out his week in order to avoid suspicion.

On the following day Mr. Doekwrath did proceed to Bedford Row,
determined to carry out his original plan, and armed with that inward
satisfaction to which he had alluded. He dressed himself in his best,

and endeavoured as far as was in his power to look as though he were
equal to the Messrs. Roumi. Old Crook he had seen once, and him
he already despised. He had endeavoured to obtain a private in-

terview with Mrs. Bolster before she could be seen by Matthew
Round ; but in this he had not succeeded. Mrs. Bolster was a

prudent woman, and, acting doubtless under advice, had written to him
saying that she had been summoned to the office of Messrs. Round and
Crook, and would there declare aU that she knew about the matter.

At the same time she returned to him a money order which he had
tent to her.
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Punctually at twelve he was in Bedford Kow, and there he saw a
respectable-looking female sitting at the fire in the inner part of the
outer office. This was Bridget Bolster, but he would by no means
have recognised her. Bridget had risen in the world and was now
head chambermaid at a large hotel in the west of England. In that
capacity she had laid aside whatever diffidence may have afflicted her
earlier years,

_
and now was able to speak out her mind before any

iudge or jury in the land. Indeed she had never been much afflicted

by such diffidence, and had spoken out her evidence on that former
occasion, now twenty years since, very plainly. But as she now
explained to the head clerk, she had at that time been only a poor
ignorant slip of a girl, with no more than eight pounds a year wages.
Dockwrath bowed to the head clerk, and passed on to Mat Round's

private room. " Mr. Matthew is inside, I suppose," said he, and
hardly vraiting for permission he knocked at the door, and then
entered. There he saw Mr. Matthew Round, sitting in his com-
fortable arm-chair, and opposite to him sat Mr. Mason of Groby
Park.

Mr. Mason got up and shook hands with the Hamworth attorney,

but Round junior made his greeting without rising, and merely
motioned his visitor to a chair.

" Mrs. Mason and the voung ladies are quite well, I hope ? " said

Mr. Dockwrath, with a smile.
" Quite well, I thank you," said the county magistrate.
" This matter has progressed since I last had the pleasure of seeing

them. You begin to think I was right ; eh, Mr. Mason ?
"

"Don't let us triumph till we are out of the wood," said Mr.
Round. " It is a deal easier to spend money in such an affair as this

than it is to make money by it. However, we shall hear to-day more
about it."

"I do not know about makmg money,'' said Mr. Mason, very

solemnly. "But that I have been robbed by that woman out of my
just rights in that estate for the last twenty years,—that I may say I
do know."

" Quite true, Mr. Mason ; quite true," said Mr. Dockwrath with

considerable energy.

"And whether I make money or whether I lose money, I intend

'lO proceed in this matter. It is dreadful to think that in this free

and enlightened country so abject an offender should have been able

to hold her head up so long without punishment and without dis»

grace."
" That is exactly what I feel," said Dockwrath. "The very stones

and trees of Hamworth cry out against her."
" Gentlemen," said Mr. Round, " we have first to see whether there

has been any injustice or not. If you will allow me I will explain to

you what I now propose to do."
" Proceed, Sir," said Mr. Mason, who was by no means satisfied with

his young attorney.

"Bridget Bolster ia now in the next room, wd as far as I cww
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dcTstaad the case at present, she would be the witness on whom yoni

case, Mr. Mason, would most depend. The man Kenneby I have not

yet seen ; but from what I understand he is less Ukely to prove a will-

mg witness than Mrs. Bolster."

"I cannot go along with you there, Mr. Kound," said Dock-

wrath. '

•

"Excuse me, Sir, but 1 am only stating my opinion. If I should

find that this woman is unable to say that she did not sign two
separate documents on that day—that is, to say so with a positive and

point blank assurance, I shall recommend you, as my chent, to drop

the prosecution."
" I will never drop it," said Mr. Mason.
" You will do as you please," continued Round ; " I can only say

what under such circumstances will be the advice given to you by this

firm. I have talked the matter over very carefuUy with my father

and with our other partner, and we shall not think well of gomg on

with it unless I shall now find that your view is strongly substantiated

by this woman."
Then outspoke Mr. Dockwrath. " Under these circumstances, Mr.

Mason, if I were you, I should withdraw from the house at once. I

certainly would not have my case blown upon."
" Mr. Mason, Sir, wUl do as he pleases about that. As long as the

business with which he honours us is straightforward, we will do it for

him, as for an old client, although it is not exactly in our own line.

But we can only do it in accordance with our own judgment. I will

proceed to explain what I now propose to do. The woman Bolster is

m the next room, and I, with the assistance of my head clerk, wiU take

down the headings of what evidence she can give."

"In our presence. Sir," said Mr. Dockwrath ; "or if Mr. Mason
should dechne, at any rate in mine."

"By no means, Mr. Dockwrath," said Round.
" I think Mr. Dockwrath should hear her story," said Mr. l^ason.
" He certainly will not do so in this house or in conjunction with

me. In what capacity, should he be present, Mr. Mason ?

"

" As one of Mr. Mason's legal advisers," said Dockwrath.
"If you are to be one of them, Messrs. Roxmd and Crook cannot be

the other. I think I explained that to you before. It now remains for

Mr. Mason to say whether he wishes to employ our firm in this matter
or not. And I can tell him fairly," Mr. Round added this,, after a

slight pause, "that we shall be rather pleased than otherwise if he will

put the case into other hands."
" Of course I wish you to conduct it," said Mr. Mason, who, with

all his bitterness against the present holders of Orley Parm, was afraid

of throwing himself into the hands of Dockwrath. He was not an

ignorant man, and he knew that the firm of Round and Crook bore a

mgh reputation before the world.

"Then," said Round, "Imust do my business in accordance
with my own views of what is right. I have reason to believe that

Xto one has yet tampered with this womsm." and as he spoke ht
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looked hard at Dockwrath, ' though probably attempts may have
been made."
"I dcml; know who should tamper with her," said Dockwrath,

" unless it be Lady Mason—whom I must say you seem very anxious
to protect."

" Another word like that, Sir, and I shall be compelled to ask you
to leave the house. I believe that this woman has been tampered with
bjr no one. I will now learn from her what is her remembrance of the
circumstances as they occurred twenty years since, and I will then read
to you her deposition. I shall be sorry, gentlemen, to keep you
here, perhaps for an hour or so, but you will find the morning papers
on the table." And then Mr. Round, gathering up certain documents,
passed into the outer office, and Mr. Mason and Mr. Dockwrath were
left alone.

" He is determined to get that woman off," said Mr. Dockwrath in a

whisper.
" I believe him to be an honest man," said Mr. Mason, with some

sternness.

"Honesty, Sir! It is hard to say what is honesty and what is

dishonesty. Would you believe it, Mr. Mason, only last night I
had a thousand pounds offered me to hold my tongue about this

affair?"

Mr. Mason at the moment did not believe this, but he merely lookea

hard into his companion's face and said nothing.
" By the heavens above us what I tell you is true ! a thousand

pounds, Mr. Mason ! Only think how they are going it to get this

thing stiffed. And where should the offer come from but from those

who know I have the power ?
"

" Do you mean to say that the offer came from this firm ?
"

" Hush—sh, Mr. Mason. The very walls hear and talk in such a

place as this. I'm not to know who made the offer, and I don't know.

But a man can give a very good guess sometimes. The party who
was speaking to me is up to the whole transaction, and knows exactly

what 13 going on here—here, in this house. He let it all out, using

pretty mgh tne same words as Round used just now. He was fii^

about the doubt that Round and Crook felt—tliat they'd never pull it

through. I'll tell you what it is, Mr. Mason, they don't mean to p^ll

it through."
" What answer did you make to the man ?

"

" What answer ! why I just put my thumb this way over my
shoulder. No, Mr. Mason, if I can't carry on without bribery and

corruption, I won't carry on at all. He'd called at the wrong house

with that dodge, and so he soon found."
" And do you think he was an emissary from Messrs. Round and

Crook ?

"

" Hush—sh—sh. 'Far Heaven's sake, jMr. Mason, do be a little

lower. You can put two and two together as well as I can, Mr.

Mason. I find they make four. I don't know whether your calculation will

be the same. My belief is, that these people are determined to save
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that woman. Don't you see it in tliat young fellow's eye—that hit

heart is all on the other side ? Now he's got hold of that woman
Bolster, and he'll teach her to give such evidence as wfll upset us,

But I'll be. even with him yet, Mr. Mason. If you'U only trust me,
we'll both be even with him yet."

Mr. Mason at the present moment said nothing further, and
when Dockwralh pressed him to continue the conversation in

whispers, he distinctly said that he would rather say no more upon
the subject just then. He would wait for Mr. Round's return.
" Am I at liberty," he asked, " to mention that offer of the thousand
pounds ?

"

" What—to Mat Bound ? " said Dockwrath. " Certainly not, Mr.
Mason. It wouldn't be our game at all."

" Very well. Sir." And then Mr. Mason took up a newspaper, and
no further words were spoken till the door opened and Mr. Kound re-

entered the room.
This he did with slow, deliberate step, and stopping on the hearth-

rug, he stood leaning with his back against the mantelpiece. It was
clear from his face to see that he had much to tell, and clear also that

he was not pleased at the turn which affairs were taking.

"Well, gentlemen, I have examined the woman," he said, "and
here is her deposition."

"And what does she say ? " asked Mr. Mason.
" Come, out with it. Sir," said Dockwrath. " Did she, or did she

not, sign two documents on that day ?
"

"Mr. Mason," said Round, turning to that gentleman, and alto-

gether ignoring Dockwrath and his question; " I have to teU you that
nor statement, as far as it goes, fully corroborates your view of the case.

As far as it goes, mind you."
" Oh, it does ; does it ? " said Dockwrath.
" And she is the only important witness ? " said Mr. Mason with great

exultation.

" I have never said that ; what I did say was this—that your case must
break down unless her evidence supported it. It does support it

—

strongly ; but you will want more than that."
" And now, if you please, Mr. Round, what is it that she has de-

posed ? " asked Dockwrath.
" She remembers it all, then ? " said Mason.
" She is a remarkably clear-headed woman, and apparently does re-

member a great deal. But her remembrance chiefly and most strongly
goes to this—that she witnessed only one deed."

"

"She can prove that, can she?" said Mason, and the tone of his
voice was loudly triumphant.

" She declares that she never signed but one deed in the whole of
her life—either on that day or on any other ; and over and beyond this
she says now—now that 1 have explained to her what that other deed
might have been—that old Mr. Usbech told her that it was about a
partnership."

" He did, di'l he ? " said Dookwratb, rising from his chair and clap-
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ping his hands. " Very well. I don't think we shall want more than

that, Mr. Mason.''

There was a tone of triumph in the man's voice, and a look of

gratified malice in his countenance, which disgusted Mr. Eound and
irritated him almost beyond his power of endurance. It was quite

true that he would much have preferred to find that the woman's
evidence was in favour of Lady Mason. He would have been glad

to learn that she actually had witnessed the two deeds on the same
day. His tone would have been triumphant, and his face gratified,

had he returned to the room with such tidings. His feelings were
all on that side, though his duty lajr on the other. He had almost

expected that it would be so. As it was, he was prepared to go on
with his duty, but he was not prepared to endure the insolence of Mr.
Dookwrath. There was a look of jojr also about Mr. Mason which
added to his annoyance. It might be just and necessary to prosecute

that unfortunate womau at Orley Farm, but he could not gloat over

such work.
" Mr. Dockwrath," he said, " I will not put up with such conduct

here. If you wish to rejoice about this, you must go elsewhere."
" And what are we to do now ? " said Mr. Mason. " I presume

there need be no farther delay."
" I must consult with my partner. If yon can make it convenient

to call this day week "

"But she will escape.''
" No, she will not escape. I shall not be ready to say anything be-

fore that. If you are not in town, then I can write to you." And so

the meeting was broken up, and Mr. Mason and Mr. Dockwrath left the

lawyer's office together.

Mr. Mason and Mr. Dockwrath left the office in Bedford Row together,

and thus it was almost a necessity that they should walk together for

some distance through the streets. Mr. Mason was going to his hotel

in Soho Square, and Mr. Dockwrath turned with him through the

passage leading into Red Lion Square, linking his own arm in that oi

his companion. The Yorkshire county magistrate did not like this, but

what was he to do ?

" Did you ever see anything like that, Sir ? " said Mr. Dockwrath

;

" for by Heavens I never did."

"Like what?" said Mr. Mason.
"Like that fellow there;—that Round. It is my opinion that he

deserves to have his name struck from the rolls. Is it not clear that

he is doing all in his power to bring that wretched woman off ? And
I'll tell you what, Mr. Mason, if you let him play his own game in that

way, he will bring her off."

" But he expressly admitted that this woman Bolster's evidence is

conclusive."
" Yes ; he was so driven into a comer that he could not help admit-

tmg that. The woman had been too many for him, and he found that

he couldn't cushion her. But do you mind my words, Mr. Mason.

He intejids that you shall l)e beaten, It's as plain as the nose on your
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fJaee. You cau read it in the very look ofhijn, and in every tone of

his voice. At any rate I can. I'll tell you what it is "—and then

he squeezed very close to Mr. Mason—" he and old Fumival under-

stand each other in this matter like two brothers. Of course Round
will have his bill

,
against you. Win or lose, he'll get his costs out of

your pocket. But he can make a deuced pretty thing out of the other

side as well.^ Let me tell yon, Mr. Mason, that when notes for a

thoisand pounds are; flying here and there, it isn't every lawyer that

will see them pass by, hun without opening his hand."
" I do not think that Mr. Round would take a bribe," said Mr.

Mason very stiffly. '

"Wouldn't he? Just as a hound would a pat of butter. It's your

own look-out, you.know, Mr. Mason. I haven't got an estate of twelve

hundred a year depending on it. But remember this ;—if sTie escapes

now, Orley Farm is gone for ever."

All this was extremely disagreeable to Mr. Mason. In the first

place he did not at all like the tone of equality which the Hamworth
attorney had adopted; he did not like to acknowledge that his

affairs were in any degree dependent on a man of whom he thought

so badly as he did of Mr. Dockwrath ; he did not hke to be told that

Round and Crook were rogues,— Round and Crook, whom he had

known all his life; but least of all did he like the feeling of sus-

picion with which, in spite of himself, this man had imbued him,

or the fear that his victim might at last escape him. Excellent,

therefore, as had been the evidence with which Bridget Bolster had

declared herself ready to give in his favour, Mr. Mason was not a

contented man when he sat down to his solitary beefsteak in Sohc
Square.

CHAPTER XXXm.

THE ANQIil. OF LIGHT.

I» speaking of the character and antecedents of Pelix Graham I

have said that he was moulding a wife for himself. The idea of a

wife thus moulded to fit a man's own grooves, and educated to suit

matrimonial purposes according to the exact views of the future

husband was by no means original with him. Other men have moulded
their wives, but I do not know that as a rule the practice has been
found to answer. It is open, in the first place, to this objection,—that

the moulder does not generally conceive such idea very early in life,

and the idea when conceived must necessarily be carried out on a

young subject. Such a plan is the result of much deliberate thought,
and has generally arisen from long observation, on the part of the

thinker, of the unhappiness arising from marriages in which there has



THE Air&HL OF LISHT. 885

been no moulding. Such a frame of mind comes upon a bachelor,
perhaps about his thirty-fifth year, and then he goes to work with a
girl of fourteen. The operation takes some ten years, at the end of
which the moulded bride regards her lord as an old man. On the
whole I think that the ordinary plan is the better, and even the safer.

Dance with a girl three times, and if you Uke the light of her eye and
the tone of voice with which she, breathless, answers your little

questions about, horseflesh and music—about affairs masculine and
feminine,—then take the leap in the dark. There is danger, no doubt

;

,but the moulded wife Ls, I think, more dangerous.
With Felix Graham the matter was somewhat different, seeing that

he was not yet thirty, and that the lady destined to be the mistress of
his family had already passed through three or four years of her
noviciate. He had begun to be prudent early in Ufe ; or had become
prudent rather by force of sentiment than by force of thought. Mary
Snow was the name of his bride-elect j and it is probable that,

had not circumstances thrown Mary Snow in his way, he would not
have^qne out of his way to seek a subject for his experiment. Mary Snow
was the daughter of an engraver,—not of an artist who receives four

or five thousand pounds for engraving the chef-d'oeuvre of a modern
painter,—but of a man who executed flourishes on ornamental cards

for tradespeople, and assisted in the illustration of circus playbills.

With this man Graham had become acquainted through certaui

transactions of his with the press, and had found him to be a widower,
drunken, dissolute, and generally drowned in poverty. One child the

man had, and that child was Mary Snow.
How it came to pass that the young barrister first took upon him-

self the charge of maintaining and educating this poor child need not

now be told. His motives had been thoroughly good, and in the

matter he had endeavoured to act the part of a kind Samaritan. He
had found her pretty, half starved, dirty, ignorant, and modest ; and
so finding her had made himself responsible for feeding, cleaning, and
teaching her, — and ultimately for marrying her. One would haVe

said that in undertaking a task of such undoubted charity as that

comprised in the three first charges, he would have encountered no
difficulty firom the drunken, dissolute, impoverished engraver. But
the man from the beginning was cunning; and before Graham had

succeeded in obtaiiiing the custody of the child, the father had obtained

a written undertaking from him that he would marry her at a certaiii

age if her conduct up to that age had been becoming. As to this

latter stipulation no doubt had arisen ; and indeed Graham had so acted

by her that had she fallen away the fault would have been all her

own. There wanted now but one year to the coming of that day on

which he was bound to make himself a happy man, and hitherto

he himself had never doubted as to the accomplishment of his under-

taking.

He had told his friends,—those vidth whom he was really intimate,

Augustus Staveley and one or two others,-—what was to be his matri-i

menial lot in life ; and thev had ridiculed him for his quixotic chivaky-



830 OBLET HASm.

Staveley especially had been strong in liis conviction that no snc^

marriage would eyer take place, and had already gone so far as to pi?

anpther match for his friend.
" You know you do not love her/' he had said, since Felix bad been

staying on this occasion at Noningsby.
" I know no such thing," Telix had answered, ahnost in anger. " On

the contrary I know that I love her."
" Yes, as I love my niece Maria, or old Aunt Bessy, who always sup-

plied me with sugar-candy when I was a boy."
" It is I that have supplied Mary with her sugar-candy, and the love

thus engendered is the stronger."
" Nevertheless you are not in love with her, and never will be, and

if you marry her you will commit a great sin."

" How moral you have grown !

"

" No, I'm not. I'm not a bit moral. But I know very well when
a man is in love with a girl, and I know very well that you're not

in love with Mary Snow. And I tell you what, my friend, if you do
marry her you are done for life. There will absolutely be an end of

you."
" You mean to say that your royal highness will drop me."
" I mean to say nothing about myself. My dropping you or not

dropping you won't alter your lot in life. I know very well what a

poor man wants to give him a start ; and a fellow Kke you who has

such quaint ideas on so many things requires all the assistance he can

get. You should look out for money and cormection."
" Sophia Furnival, for instance."
" No ; she would not suit you. I perceive that now."
" So I supposed. Well, my dear fellow, we shall not come to logger-

heads about that. She is a very fine girl, and you are welcome to the

hatful of money—if you can get it."

" That's nonsense. I'm not thinking of Sophia Purnival any more
than you are. But if I did it would be a proper marriage. Now "

And then he went on with some further very sage remarks about

Miss Snow.
All this was said as Felix Graham was lying with his broken bones

in the comfortable room at Noningsby ; and to tell the truth, when it

was so said his heart was not quite at ease about Mary Snow. Up to

this time, having long since made up his mind that Mary should be his

wife, he had never allowed his thoughts to be diverted from that pur-

pose. Nor did he so allow them now,—as long as he could prevent

them from wandering.

But, lying there at Noningsby, thinking of those sweet Christmas

evenings, how was it possible that they should not wander ? His
friend had told him that he did not love Mary Snow ; and then, when
alone, he asked himself whether in truth he did love her. He had
pledged himself to marry her, and he must carry out that pledge.

But nevertheless did he love her ? And if not her, did he love any
other ?

Mary Snow knew very well what was to be her destiny, ^d indeed
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had known it for the last two years. She was now nineteen years
old,— and Madeline Stavelev -was also nineteen; she was nineteen,

and at twenty she was to become a wife, as by agreement between
Pelix Graham and Mr. Snow, the drunken engraver. They knew
their destiny,—the future husband and the future wife,—and each
relied with perfect faith on the good faith and affection of the other.

Graham, while he was thus being lectured by Stayeley, had under
his pillow a letter from Mary. He wrote to her regularly—on every
Sunday, and on every Tuesday she answered him. Nothing could bo
more becoming than the way she obeyed all his behests on such mat-
ters ; and it really did seem that in his case the moulded wife would
turn out to have been well moulded. When Staveley left him he again

read Mary's letter. Her letters were always of the same length, filling

completely the fom- sides of a sheet of note paper. They were excel-

leutly well written ; and as no one word in them was ever altered or

erased, it was manifest enough to PeUx that the original composition

was made on a rough draft. As he again read through the four sides of

the little sheet of paper, he could not refrain from conjecturing what
sort of a letter Madeline Staveley might write. Mary Snow's letter

ran as fellows :

—

" 3, Bloomfleld Terrace, Peckham,
" Tuesday, 10th January, 18—

.

" My deakest Felix "—she had so called him for the last twelve-

month by common consent between Graham and the very discreet

lady under whose charge she at present lived. Previously to that she

had written to him as, My dear Mr. Graham.

"My beahest Felix,
" I am very glad to ;hear that your arm and your j'two ribs

are getting so much better. I received your letter yesterday, and
was glad to hear that you are so comfortable in the house of the

very kind people with whom you are staying. If I knew them I
would send them my respectful remembrances, but as I do not

know them I suppose it would not be proper. But I remember
them in my prayers."—This last assurance was inserted under the

express instruction of Mrs. Thomas, who however did not read

Mary's letters, but occasionally, on some subjects, gave her hints as

to what she ought to say. Nor was there hypocrisy in this, for

under the instruction of her excellent mentor she had prayed for

the kind people.
—" I hope you wiU be well enough to come and pay

me a visit before long, but pray do not come before you are well

enough to do so without giving yourself any pain. I am glad to hear

that you do not mean to go hunting any more, for it seems to me to

be a dangerous amusement." And then the first paragraph came to

an end.
" My papa called here yesterday. He said he was very badly off

indeed, and so he looked. I did not know what to say at first, but
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lie aaked me so muck to give him some money, that t did give nitn

at last all that I had. It was nineteen shillings and sixpence. Mrs.

Thomas was angry, and told me I had no right to give away

your money, and that I should not have given more than half a

crown. I hope you will not be angry with me. I do not want any

more at present. But indeed he was very bad, especially about his

ahoesi
" I do not know that I have any more to say except that I put

back thirty lines of Telemaque into Erench every morning before

breakfast. It never comes near right, but neverthelBss M. Grigaud

says it is well done. He says that, if it came quite right LI should

compose French as well as M. lenelon, which of course I cannot

expect.
" I will now say good-bye, and I am yours most affectionately,

"Mabt Snow,"

There was nothing in this letter to give any offence to Eeiix Graham

and so he acknowledged to himself. He made himself so acknow-

ledge, because on the first reading of it he had felt that he was half

angry with the writer. It was clear that there was nothing in

the letter which would justify censure ;—nothing which did not,

almost, demand praise. He would have been angry with her had she

limited her flhal donation to the half-crown which Mrs. Thomas

had thought appropriate. He was obliged to her for that attention

to her Prench which he had especially enjoined. Nothing could

be more proper than her allusion to the Staveleys ;—and altogether

the letter was just what it ought to be. Nevertheless it made
him unhappy and irritated him. Was it well that he should marry

a girl whose father was "indeed very bad, but especially about his

shoes ? " Staveley had told him that cormection would be necessary

for him, and what sort of a connection would this be ? And was there

one word in the whole letter that showed a spark of true love ? Did

not the footfall of Madeline Staveley's st'.p as she passed along the

tiassagb go nearer to his heart than all the outspoken assurance of

Mary Snow's letter ?

Nevertheless he had undertaken to do this thing, and he would do it,

—let the footfall of Madeline Staveley's step be ever so sweet in his ear.

And then, lying back in his bed, he began to think whether it would

have been as well that he should have broken his/ n£ck instead of his

ribs in getting out of Monkton Grange covert.. >
, . ,

Mrs. Thomas was a lady who kept a school consisting of three

little girls and Mary Snow.. She had in .fact not been altogether

successful in the line of > life she had chosen for herself, and had

hardly been able to keep her modest door-plate on her door, till

Graham, in search of some home for : his bride, then in the', first

noviciate of her mouldmg, had come across ..her. Her means were
now far from plentiful ; but as an average number of three cliildrea

still clung to her, and as. Mary Snow's seventy 'pounds per annum—
to iuplude clothes—were punctually paid,- the small house atPeokhaW
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was maintained. Under these circumstances Mary Snow was somebody
in the eyes of Mrs. Thomas, and Pelix Graham was a very great person
indeed.

Graham had received his letter on a Wednesday, and ou the

following Monday Mary, as usual, received one from him. These
letters Sways came to, her in tlie evening, as she was sitting over

her tea with Mrs. Thomas, the three children having been duly
put to bed. Graham's letters were very short, as a man with a

broken right arm and two broken ribs is not fluent with his pen.

But still a word or two did come to her. " Dearest Mary, I am doing
better and better, and I hope I shall see you in about a fortnight.

Quite right in giving the money. Stick to the French. Your own
F. G." But as he signed Tiimself her own, his mind misgave him that

he was lying.

" It is very good of him to write to you while he is in such, a state,"

t.aid Mrs. Thomas.
"Indeed it is," said Mary—"very good indeed." And then she

went on with the history of "Easselas" in his happy valley, by
which study Mrs. Thomas intended to initiate her into that course

of novel-reading which has become necessary for a British lady.

But Mrs. Thomas had a mind to improve the present occasion. It

was her duty to inculcate in her pupil love and gratitude towards

the beneficent man who was doing so much for her. Gratitude for

favours past and love for favours to come ; and now, while that

scrap of a letter was lying on the table, the occasion for doing so was
opportune.

"Mary, I do hope you love Mr. Graham with all your heart and all

your strength." She would have thought it wicked to say more ; but

so far she thought she might go,- considering the sacred tie wliich was
to exist between her pupil and the gentleman in question.

" Oh, yes, indeed I do
;
" and then Mary's eyes fell wishfully on the

cover of the book which lay in her lap while her finger kept the place.

Kasselas is not very exciting, but it was more so than Mrs. Thomas.
"Tou would be very wicked if you did not. And I hope you think

sometimes of the very responsible duties which a wife owes to her

liusband. And this wUl be more especially so with you than with any

other woman—almost that I ever heard of."

There was somethmg in this that was almost depressing'to poor Mary's
spirit, but nevertheless she endeavoured to bear up against it and do
her duty. " I shall do all I can to please him, Mrs. Thomas ;^aiid

indeed I do try about the French. And he says I was right to give

papa that money."
"But there will be many more things than that when you've stood

at the altar with him and become his wife ;—bone of his bone, Mary."
And she spoke these last words in -a very solemn tone, shaking her

head, and the solemn tone almost ossified poor Mary's heart- as she

heard it.

" Yes ; I know there will. But I shall endeavour to find out what

he likes."
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"I don?t think he is so particular about his eating aud dritikmg

as some other gentlemen; though no doubt he will like his things

nice."
" I know he is fond of strong tea, and I sha'n't forget that."
" And about dress. He is not very rich, you know, Mary ; but it will

make him unhappy if you are not always tidy. And his own shirts—

I

fancy he has no one to look after them now, for I so often see the

buttons off. You should never let one of them go into his drawers

without feeling them all to see that they're on tight."

"I'll remember that," said Mary, and then she made another little

furtive attempt to open the hook.
" And about your own stockings, Mary. Nothing is so useful to a

young woman in your position as a habit of darning neat. I'm some-

times almost afraid that you don't like darning."

"Oh, yes I do." That was a fib; but what could she do, pbor girl,

when so pressed ?

" Because I thought you would look at Jane Robinson's and JuHa
Wright's which are lying there in the basket. I did Rebecca's myself

before tea, till my old eyes were sore."
" Oh, I didn't know," said Mary, with some slight offence in

her tone. "Why didn't you ask me to do them downright if you
wanted ?

"

" It's only for the practice it will give you."
" Practice ! I'm always practising something." But nevertheless

she laid down the book, and dragged the basket of work up on to the

table. " Why, Mrs. Thomas, it's impossible to mend these ; they're

all darn."
" Give them to me," said Mrs. Thomas. And then there was silence

between them for a quarter of an hour, during which Mary's thoughts

wandered away to the events of her future life. Would his stockings

be so troublesome as these ?

But Mrs. Thomas was at heart an honest woman, and as a rule .

was honest also in practice. Her conscience told her that Mr. Graham
might probably not approve of this sort of practice for conjugal duties,

and in spite of her failing eyes she resolved to do her duty. " Never
mind them, Mary," said she. " I remember now that you were doing

your own before dinner."
" Of course I was," said Mary sulkily. " And as for practice, I don't

suppose he'll want me to do more of that than anything else."

"Well, dear, put them by." And Miss Snow did put them by,

resuming Rasselas as she did so. Who darned the stockings of Rasse-

las and felt that the buttons were tight on his shirts ? What a happy
valley must it have been if a bride expectant were free from all sucli

cares as these

!

" I suppose, Mary, it will be some time in the spring of next year."

Mrs. Thomas was not reading, and therefore a little conversation from

time to time was to her a solace.
" What will be, Mrs. Thomas ?

"

" Why, the marriage."
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'• 1 suppose it will. He told father it should be early in 18—, and I
shall be past twenty then."

" I wonder where you'll go to live."

" I don't know. He has never said anything about that."
"I suppose not ; but I'm sure it will be a long way away from Peck-

ham." In answer to this Mary said nothing, but could not help wishin'r
that it might be so. Peckham to her had not been a place bright
with happiness, although she had become in so marked a way a child
of .^ood fortune. And then, moreover, she had a deep care on her mind
with which the streets and Louses and pathways of Peckham wore
closely connected. It would be very expedient that she should go far,

far away from Peckham when she had become, in actual fact, the very
wife of Pelix Graham.

" Miss Mary," whispered the red-armed maid of all work, creeping
up to Mary's bed-room door, when they had all retired for the night,
and whispered through the chink. " Miss Mary. I've somethink to
say." Ajid Mary opened the door. "I've got a letter from him;"
and the maid of aU work absolutely produced a little note enclosed in a
green envelope.

" Sarah, I told you not," said Mary, looking very stern and hesitat-

ing with her finger whether or no she would take tile letter.

" But he did so beg and pray. Besides, Miss, as he says hisself

he must have his answer. Any gen'leman, he says, 'as a right to a
answer. And if you'd a seed him yourself I'm sure you'd have took it.

He did look so nice with a blue and gold hankercher round his neck.
He was a-going to the the-a-tre, he said."

" And who was going with him, Sarah ?
"

" Oh, no one. Only his mamma and sister, and them sort. He's all

right—he is." And then Mary Snow did take the letter.

"And I'll come for the answer when you're settling the room after

breakfast to-morrow ? " said the girl.

" No ; I don't know. I sha'n't send any answer at all. But, Sarah,

.or Heaven's sake, do not say a word about it !

"

"Who, I? Laws love you. Miss. I wouldn't;—not for worlds of

gold." And then Mary was left alone to read a second letter from a

second suitor.

" Angel of light !
" it began, " but cold as your own fair name."

Poor Mary thought it was very nice and very sweet, and though
she was so much afraid of it that she almost wished it away, yet she

read it a score of times. Stolen pleasures always are sweet. She
had not cared to read those two lines from her own betrothed lord

above once, or at the most twice ; and yet they had been written by
a good man,—a man superlatively good to her, and written too witli

considerable pain.

She sat down all trembling to think of what she was doing ; and
then, as she thought, she read the letter again. " Angel of light

!

but cold as your own fair name." Alas, alas ! it was very sweet to

ker!

16
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

MR. rUBNIVAl LOOKS 1?0B ASSISTANCE.

"AiiD you think that nothing can be done down there?" said Mr.

furnival to his clerk, immediately after the return of Mr. €rabwitz frou»

Hamwoi'th to London.
" Nothing at all, Sir," said Mr. Crabwitz, with laconic significanoe.

" "Well ; I dare say not. If the matter could have been arranged at a

reasonable cost, without annoyance to my friend Lady Mason, I should

iiave been glad ; but, on the whole, it will perhaps be better that the

law should take its course. She will suffer a good deal, but she will be

the safer for it afterwards."
" Mr. Purniral, I went so far as to offer a thousand pounds !

"

" A thousand pounds ! Then they'll think we're afraid of them."

"Not a bit more than they did before. Though I offered the

money, he doesn't know the least that the offer came from our side.

But I'll tell you what it is, Mr. Furnival . I suppose I may speak

my mind."
" Oh, yes ! But remember this; Crabwitz ; Lady Mason is no

more in danger of losing the property than you are. It is a most

vexatious thing, but there can be no doubt as to what the result

will be.
" WeU, Mr. Pumival,—I don't know."
"In such matters, I am tolerably well able to form an opinion."

"Oh, certainly!"

"And that's my opinion. Now I shall be very glad to hear yours."
" My opinion is this, Mr. Purnival, that Sir Joseph neyer made that

codicil."

" And what makes you think so ?

"

" The whole course of the evidence. It's quite clear there was another

deed executed that day, and witnessed by Bolster and Kenneby. Had
there been two documents for them to witness, they would have remem-
oered it so soon after the occurrence."

"Well, Crabwitz, I differ from you,—differ from you in toto.

But keep your opinion to yourself, that's all. I've no doubt you
^id the best for us you could down at Hamworth, and I'm much
obliged to you. You'll find we've got our hands quite fuH again,

—

almost too full." Then he turned round to bis table, and to the

papers upon it ; whereupon, Crabwitz took the hint and left the room.

But when be had gone, Mr. Furnival again raised bis eyes from the

papers on the table, and leaning back in his chair, gave himself up to

further consideration of the Orley Farm case. Crabwitz he knew was
4 sharp, clever man, and now the opinion formed by Crabwitz, after

bavinj; seen this Hamworth attorney, tallied with his own opinion.
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Yes ; it was his own opinion. He had never said as much, even to
himself, with tliose inward words which a man uses when he assures
liimself of the result of his own thoughts ; but he was aware that it

was his own opinion. In his heart of hearts, he did believe that that
codicil had been fraudulently manufactured by his friend and client.

Lady Mason.
Under these circumstances, what should he do ? He had the

handle of his pen between his teeth, as was his habit when he
was thinking, and tried to bring himself to some permanent resolu-
tion.

How beautiful had she looked while she stood in Sir Peregrine's
library, leaning on the old man's arm—how beautiful and liow
innocent! That was the form which his thoughts chiefly took.
And then she had given him her hand, and he still felt the soft silken

touch of her cool fingers. He would not be a man if he could desert

a woman in such a strait. And such a woman ! If even guilty, had
she not expiated her guilt by deep sorrow ? And then he thought
of Mr. Mason of Groby Park; and he thought of Sir Peregrine's

strong conviction, and of Judge Staveley's belief; and he thought
also of the strong hold which pubKc opinion and twenty years of

possession would still give to the cause he favoured. He would still

bring her through ! Yes ; in spite of her ,guilt, if she were guilty ; ou
the strength of her innocency, if she were innocent ; but on account
of her beauty, and soft hand, and deep liquid eye. So at least he would
have owned, could he have been honest enough to tell himself the

whole truth.

But he must prepare himself for the battle in earnest. It was
not as though he had been briefed in this case, and had merely to

perform the duty for which he had been hired. He was to under-

take the whole legal management of the affair. He must settle what
attorney should have the matter in hand, and instruct that attorney

how to re-instruct him, and how to re-instruct those other barristers

who must necessarily be employed on the defence, in a case of such

magnitude. He did not yet know under what form the attack would
be made; but he was nearly certain that it would be done in the

shape of a criminal charge. He hoped that it might take the direct

form of an accusation of forgery. The stronger and more venomous
the charge made, the stronger also would be public opinion in favour

of the accused, and the greater the chance of an acquittal. But if

she were to be found guilty on any charge, it would matter little on

what. Any such verdict of guilty would be utter ruin and obliteration

of her existence.

He must consult with some one, and at last he made up his mind to

go to his very old friend, Mr. Chaffanbrass. Mr. Ghaffanbrass was
safe, and he might speak out his mind to him without fear of damag-

ing the cause. Not that he could bring himself to speak out his

real mmd, even to Mr. Chaffanbrass. He would so speak that Mr.
Chaffanbrass should clearly understand him ; but still, not even to his

ears, would he say that he rcallv believed Lady Mason to have beeu

i6—

2
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guilty. How would it be possible that he should feign before i

jury his assured, nay, his indignant conviction of his_ client's

innocence, ^ he had ever whispered to any one his conviction of

her guilt ?

On that same afternoon he sent to make an appointment with

Mr. Chaffanbrass, and immediately after breakfast, on the following

morning, had himself taken to that gentleman's chambers. The

chambers of this great guardian of the innocence—or rather not-

guiltiness of the public—were not in any so-named inn, but consisted

of two gloomy, dark, panelled rooms in Ely Place. The course of

our story, however, will not cause us to make many visits to Ely Place,

and any closer description of them may be spared. I have said

that Mr. ChalTanbrass and Mr. Furnival were very old friends. So

they were. They had known each other for more than thirty years,

and each knew tne whole history of the other's rise and progress in

the profession ; but any results of their friendship at present were but

scanty. They might meet each other in the streets, perhaps, once in

the year; and occasionally—but very seldom—might be brought

together on subjects connected with their profession ; as was the case

when ihey travelled together down to Birmingham. As to meeting

in each' other's houses, or coming together for the sake of the friend-

ship which existed,—the idSa of doing so never entered the head of

either of them.

All the world knows Mr. Chaffanbrass—either by sight or by

reputation. Those who have been happy enough to see the face

and gait of the man as, in years now gone, ne used to lord it at the Old

Bailey, may not have thought much of the privilege which was theirs.

But to those who have only read of him, and Know of his deeds simply

by their triumphs, he was a man very famous and worthy to be seen.

" Look ! that's Chaffanbrass. It was he who cross-examined at

the Old Bailey, and sent him howling out of London, banished for ever

into the wilderness." " Where, where ? Is that Chaffanbrass ? What
a dirty little man !

"

To this dirty little man in Ely Place, Mr. Eurnival now went in

his dificulty. Mr. Pumival might feel himself sufficient to secure

the acquittal of an innocent person, or even of a guilty person, under

ordinary circumstances ; but if any man in England could secure the

acquittal of a guilty person under extraordinary circumstances, it would

be Mr. Chaffanbrass. This had been his special line of work for the

last thirty years.

Mr. ChMfanbrass was a dirty little man ; and when seen without his

gown and wig, might at a first glance be thought insignificant. But
he knew well how to hold his own in the world, and could maintain

his opinion, unshaken, against all the judges in the land. "Well,

Furnival, and what can I do for you ? " he said, as soon as the member
for the Essex Marshes was seated opposite to him. " It ian't often

that the light of your countenance shines so far east as this. Somebody
must be in trouble, I suppose ?

"

" Somebody is in trouble," said Mr. Furnival ; and then he began to
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tell his story. Mr. Chaffanbrass listened almost in silence throughout.
Now and then he asked a question by a word or two, expressing no
opinion whatever as he did so ; but he was satisfied to leare the talking
altogether in the hands of his visitor till the whole tale was told. " Ah,"
he said then, " a clever woman !

"

" An uncommonly sweet creature too," said Mr. Furnival.
" I dare say," said Mr. Chaffanbrass ; and then there was a pause.
" And what can I do for you ? " said Mr. Chaffanbrass.
" In the first place I should be very glad to have your advice, and

then— . Of course I must lead in defending her,—unless it were well
that I should put the case altogether in your hands."

" Oh no ! don't think of that. I couldn't give the time to it. My
heart is not in it, as yours is. Where will it be ?

"

" At Alston, I suppose."
" At the spring assizes. That will be——. Let me see ; about the

10th of March."
" I should think we might get it postponed till the summer. Hound

is not at all hot about it.'

" Should we gain anything by that ? If a prisoner be innocent

why torment him by delay ? He is tolerably sure of escape. If he
be guilty, extension of time only brings out the facts the clearer.

As far as my experience goes, the sooner a man is tried the better,

—always."
" And you would consent to hold a brief?

"

"Under you? Well; yes. I don't mind it at Alston. Anything to

oblige an old friend. I never was proud, you know."
" And what do you think about it, Chaffanbrass f

"

"Ah ! that's the question."
" She must be pulled through. Twenty years of possession ! Think

of that."
" That's what Mason, the man down in Yorkshire, is thinking of.

There's no doubt of course about that partnership deed ?
"

" I fear not. Round would not go on with it if that were not all

true."
" It depends on those two witnesses, Fumival. I remember the case

of old, though it was twenty years ago, and I had nothing to do with

it. I remember thinking that Lady Mason was a very clever woman,
and that Round and Crook were rather slow."

" He's a brute, is that fellow Mason, of Groby Park."
" A brute ; is he ? We'll get him into the box and make him say as

<nuch for himself. She's uncommonly pretty, isn't she ?

"

" She is a pretty woman."
" And interestmg ? It will at all tell, you know. A widow with

one son, isn't she ?

"

"Yes, and she has done her duty admirably since her husband's

death. You will find too that she has the sympathies of all the best

people in her neighbourhood. She is staying now at the house of Sir

Peregrine Orme, who would do anything for her."

"Anything, would he?"
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" And the Stavelejs know her. The judge is convinced of her

innocence."

"Is he? He'll probably have the Home Circuit in the summer.
His conviction expressed from the bench would be more useful to her.

You can make Staveley believe everiything in a drawing-room or over

a glass of wine ; but Til be hanged if I can ever get him to beheve

anything when he's on the bench."
" But, ChafFanbrass, the countenance of such people will be of great

use to her down there. Everybody will know that she's been staymg
with Sir Peregrine."

" I've no doubt she's a clever woman."
" But this new trouble has half killed her."
" I don't wonder at that either. These sort of troubles do vex people.

A pretty woman like that should have everything smooth ; shouldn't

she ? Well, we'll do the best we can. You'll see that I'm properly

instructed. By-the-bye, who is her attorney ? In such a case as that

you couldn't have a better man than old Solomon Aram. But Solomon
Aram is too far east from you, I suppose ?

"

" Isn't he a Jew ?
"

" Upon my word I djn't know. He's an attorney, and that's enougk
for me."
And then the matter was again discussed between them, and it was

agreed that a third counsel would be wanting. " leUx Graham is very

much interested in the case," said Mr. Purnival, " and is as firmly con-

vinced of her innocence as—as I am." And he managed to look his

ally iu the face and to keep his countenance firmly.

" Ah," said Mr. Chaffanbrass. " But what if he should happen to

change his opinion about his own client ?
"

" We could prevent that, I think."
" I'm not so sure. And then he'd throw her over as sure as jou.':

name's Furnival."
" I hardly think he'd do that."

"I beheve he'd do anything." And Mr. Chaffanbrass was quite

moved to enthusiasm. " I've heard that man talk more nonsense about

the profession in one hour, than I ever heard before since I first put a

cotton gown on my back. He does not understand the nature ot the

duty which a professional man owes to his cKent."

"But he'd work well if he had a case at heart himself. I don't like

him, but he is clever."
" You can do as you like, of course. I shall be out of my ground

down at Alston, and of course I don't care who takes the fag of the

work. But I teU you this fairly ;—if he does go into the case and

then turns against us or drops it,—I shall turn agamst him and drop

into him."
" Heaven help liim in such a case as that

!

" And then these two
great luminaries of the law shook hands and parted.

One tiling was quite clear to Mr. Purnival as he had himself

carried in a cab from Ely Plaop to his own chambers in Lincoln's

Inn. Mr. Chaffanbrass was fully convinced of Lady Mason's guilt.
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He had not actually said so, but he had not even troubled himself

to go through the little ceremony of expressing a belief in her inno-

cence. Mr. lurnival was well aware that Mr. Chaffanbrass would
not on this account be less likely to come out strongly with such
assurances before a jury, or to be less severe in his cross-examination

of a witness whose evidence went to prove that guilt; but never-

theless the conviction was disheartening. Mr. Chaffanbrass would
know, almost by instinct, whether an accused person was or was
not guilty ; and he' had abeady perceived, by instinct, that Lady
Mason was guilty. Mr. Eurnival sighed as he stepped out of his

cab, and again wished that he could wash his hands of the whole
affair. He wished it very much ;—but he knew that his wish could not

be gratified.

" Solomon Aram !

" he said to himself, as he again sat down in

his arm-chair. " It will sound badly to those people down at Alston.

At the Old Bailey they don't mind that kind of thing." And then

he made up his mind that Solomon Aram would not do. It would
be a disgrace to him to take a case out of Solomon Aram's hands. Mr.
Chaffanbrass did not understand all this. Mr. Chaffanbrass had
been deaHng with Solomon Arams all his life. Mr. Chaffanbrass could

not see the effect which such an alliance would have on the character

of a barrister holding Mr. Eurnival's position. Solomon Aram was
a good man in his way no doubt ;—perhaps the best man going. In
taking every dodge to prevent a conviction no man could be better

than Solomon Aram. All this Mr. Furnival felt ;—but he felt also that

he could not afford it. " It would be tantamount to a confession of

guilt to take such a man as that down into the country," he said to

himself, trying to excuse himself.

And then he also made up his mind that he would sound ¥elix

Graham. If Felix Graham could be induced to take up the case

thoroughly believing in the innocence of his client, no man would be

more useful as a junior. Pelix Graham went the Home Circuit on

which Alston was one of the assize towns.

CHAPTER XXXV.

LOVE WAS STILL THE LORD OS ALL

Why snould I not ? Such had been the question which Sir Pere

"rine Orme had asked himself over and over agam, in these latter

2ays, since Lady Mason had been staying at his house; and the pur-

port of the question was this :—Why should he not make Lady Mason

his wife ?

I and my readers can probably see very many reasons why he

should not do so; but then we are not in love with Lady Masoa.
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Her charms and her sorrows,—her soft, sad smile and her mori
lovely tears have not operated upon us. We are not chivahous old

gentlemen, past seventy years of age, but still alive, keenly alive,

to a strong feeling of romance. That visit will perhaps be remem-
bered which Mr. Purnival made at The Cleeve, and the subsequent

interview between Lady Mason and the baronet. On that day he

merely asked himself the question, and took no further step. On
the subsequent day and the day after, it was the same. He still

asked himself the question, sitting alone in his hbrary; but he did

not ask it as yet of any one else. When he met Lady Mason in

these days his manner to her was full of the deference due to a lady

and of the affection due to a dear friend, but that was all. Mrs.

Orme, seeing this, and cordially concurring in this love for her

guest, followed the lead which her father-m-law gave, and threw

herself into Lady Mason's arms. They two were fast and bosom
friends.

And what did Lady Mason think of all this ? In truth there was

much in it that was sweet to her, but there was something also that

increased that idea of danger which now seemed to envelop her whole

existence. Why had Sir Peregrine so treated her in the library,

behaving towards her with such tokens of close affection ? He had

put his arm round her waist and kissed her lips and pressed her to

his old bosom. Why had this bsen so? He had assured her that

he would be to her as a father, but her woman's instinct had told

her that the pressure of his hand had been warmer than that which

a father accords to his adopted daughter. No idea of anger had come
upon her for a moment ; but she had thought about it much, and had

thought about it almost in dismay. What if the old man did mean
more than a father's love ? li seemed to her as though it must be

a dream that he should do so ; but what if he did ? How should she

answer him ? In such circumstances what should she do or say ?

Could she afford to buy his friendship,—even his warmest love at the

cost of the enmity of so many others ? Would not Mrs. Orme hate

her, Mrs. Orme, whom she truly, dearly, eagerly loved ? Mrs. Orme's
affection was, of all personal gratification, the sVeetest to her. And
the young heir,—would not he hate her ? Nay, would he not interfere

and with some strong hand prevent so mean a deed on the part of his

grandfather ? And if so, would she not thus have lost them altogether ?

And then she thought of that other friend whose aid would be so in-

dispensable to her in this dreadful time of tribulation. How would
Mr. Furnival. receive such tidings, if it should come to pass that such

iidings were to be told ?

Lady Mason was rich with female charms, and she used them partly

with the innocence of the dove, but partly also with the wisdom of the
serpent. But in such use as she did make of these only weapons
which Providence had given to her, I do not thmk that she can be

regarded as very culpable. During those long years of her young
widowhood in which nothing had been wanting to her, her conduct
had been free from any Hiiit of reproach. She had been conten: to
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find all her joy iu her duties and in her love as a mother. Now a
great necessity for assistance had come upon her. It was necessary
that she should bind men to her cause, men powerful in the world and
able to fight her battle with strong arms. She did so bind them with
the only chains at her command,—but she had no thought, nay, no
suspicion of evil in so doing. It was very painful to her when she
found that she had caused unhappiness to Mrs. Purnival; and it caused
her pain now, also when she thought of Sir Peregrine's new love. She
did wish to bind these men to her bya strong attachment! but she would
have stayed this feeluig at a certain point had it been possible for hei
BO to manage it.

In the mean time Sir Peregrine still asked himself that question.

He had declared to himself when first the idea had- come to him, that

none of those whom he loved should be injured. He would even ask
his daughter-in-law's consent, condescending to plead his cause
before her, making her understand his motives, and asking her
acquiescence as a favour. He would be so careful of his grandson
that this second marriage—if such event did come to pass—should

not put a pound out of his pocket, or at any rate should not hamper
the succession of the estate with a pound of debt. And then he
made excuses to himself as to the step which he proposed to take,

thinking how he would meet his friends, and how he would carry him-
self before his old servants.

Old men have made more silly jnarria^es than this which he then
desired. Gentlemen such as Sir Peregrine in age and station have
married their housemaids,— have married young girls of eighteen

years of age,—have done so and faced their friends and servants

afterwards. The bride that he proposed to himself was a lady, an
old friend, a woman over forty, and one whom by such a marriage

he could greatly assist in her deep sorrow. Why should he not

do it?

After much of such thoughts as these, extended over nearly a

week, he resolved to speak his mind to Mrs. Orme. If it were to be

done it should be done at once. The incredulous unromantic readers

of this age would hardly believe me if I said that his main object was
to render assistance to Lady Mason in her difficulty ; but so he assured

himself, and so he beheved. This assistance to be of true service must
be given at once ;—and having so resolved he sent for Mrs. Orme into

the Hbrary.

"Edith, my darling," he said, taking her hand and pressing it

between both his own as was often the wont with him in his more
affectionate moods. " I want to speak to you—on business that con-

cerns me nearly ; may perhaps concern us all nearly. Can you give me
half an hour ?

"

" Of course I can—what is it. Sir ? I am a bad hand at business

;

but you know that."
" Sit down, dear ; there ; sit there, and I wUl sit here. As to thi?

business, no one can counsel me as well as you."
" Dearest father, I should be a poor counsellor in anything."
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" Not in this, Edith. It is about Lady Mason that I would speak to

you. We both love her dearly ;" do we not ?
"

"I do."

"And are glad to haye her here ?
"

" Oh, so glad. When this trial is only over, it will be so sweet to

nave her for a neighbour. We really know her now. And it will be

so pleasant to see much of her.,"

There was nothing discouraging in this, but still the words in some

slight degree grated against Sir Peregrine's feelings. At the present

moment he did not wish to think of Lady Mason as living at Orley

Parm, and would have preferred that his daughter-in-law should have

spoken of her as being there, at The Cleeve.
" Yes ; we know ' her now," he said. " And believe me in this,

Edith; no knowledge obtained of a friend in happiness is at all

equal to that which is obtained in sorrow. Had Lady Mason been

prosperous, had she never become subject to the malice and

avarice of wicked people, I should never have loved her as I do

love her."

"Nor should I, father."
" She is a cruelly ill-used woman, and a woman worthy of the kindest

usage. I am an old man now, but it has never before been my lot

to be so anxious for a fellow-creature as I am for her. It is dread-

ful to think that innocence in this country should be subject to such

attacks."

"Indeed it is ; but you do not think that there is any danger ?
"

This was all very well, and showed that Mrs. Orme's mind was well

disposed towards the woman whom he loved. But he had known that

before, and he began to feel that he was not approaching the object

which he had in view. " Edith," at last he said abruptly, " I love her

with my whole heart. I would fain make her—my wile." Sir Pere-

grine Orme had never in his course through life failed in anythiag for

lack of courage ; and when the idea came home to him that he was
trembling at the task which he had imposed on himself, he dashed at it

at once. It is so that fojrlprn hopes are led, and become not forlorn ; it

is so that breaches are taken.
" Your wife 1 " said Mrs. Orme. She would not have breathed a

syllable to pain him if she could have helped it, but the suddenness of

the announcement overcame her for a moment.
" Yes, Edith, my wife. Let us discuss the matter before you con-

demn it. - But m the first place I would have you to understand this

—

I will not marry her if you say that it wUl make you unhappy. I have
not spoken to her as yet, and she knows nothing of this project." Sir

Peregrine, it may be presumed, had not himself thought much of that

kiss which he had given her. " You," he cOiitinued to say, " have given
up your whole life to me. You are my angel. If this tMng will make
you unhappy it shall not be done."

Sir Peregrine had not so considered it, but with such a woman as

Mrs. Orme this was, of course, the surest way to overcome opposition.

On her own behalf, thinking o^ly of herself, she would stand in the way
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ol uothing that could add to Sir Peregrine's happiness. Bat never-
theless the idea was strong in her mind that such a marriage would be
imprudent. Sir Peregrine at present stood high before the world.
Would he stand so high if he did this thing ? His grey hair and old
manly beaiing were honoured and revered by all who knew him. Would
this still be so if he made himself the husband of Lady Mason ? She
loved so dearly, she valued so highly the honour that was paid to him !

She was so proud of her own boy in that he was the grandson of so
perfect a gentleman ! Would not this be a sad ending to such a
career ? Such were the thoughts which ran through her mind at tiic

moment.
"Make me unhappy !

" she said, getting up and going over to him.
" It is your happiness of which I would think. Will it make you more
happy ?

"

" It will enable me to befriend her more effectually."

" But, dearest father, you must be the first consideration to us,—to

me and Peregrine. Will it make you more happy ?

"

" I think it will," he answered slowly.

" Then I, for one, will say nothing against it," she answered. She
was very weak, it will be said. Yes, she was veak. Many of the

sweetest, kindest, best of women are weak in this way. It is not every
woman that can bring herself to say hard, useful, wise words in op-

position to the ffflUies of those they love best. A woman to be useful

and wise no doubt should have such power. Tor myself I am not
so sure that I like useful and wise women. " Then I for one will say

nothing against it," said Mrs. Orme, deficient in utility, wanting in

wisdom, but fuU of the sweetest affection.

"X lu are sure l,hat you will not love her the less yourself ? " said

Sir feregrine.
'•' Yes ; I am sure of that. If it were to be so, I should endeavour

to love her the more."

"Dearest Edith. I have only one other person to tell."

" Do you mean Peregrine ? " she said in her softest voice.
" Yes. Of coui'se he must be told. But as it would not be well to

ask his consent,—as I have asked yours " and then as he said this

she kissed his brow.
" But you wiU let him know it ?

"

" Yes ; that is if she accepts my proposition. Then he shall know
it immediately. And, Edith, my dear, you may be sure of this ; nothing

that I do shall be allowed in any way to injure his prospects or to

hamper him as regards money when I am gone. If this marriage takes

place I cannot do very much for her in the way of money ; she will nu-

derstand that. Something I can of course."

And then Mrs. Orme stood over the fire, looking at the hot coals,

and thinking what Lady Mason's answer would be. She esteemed

Lady Mason very highly, regarding her as a woman sensible and con-

scientious at all points, and she felt by no means certain that the offer

would be accepted. What if Lady Mason should say that such an
arrangement would not be possible for her ? Mrs. Orme felt that under
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9uch circumstances sne at any rate would not withdraw lier love from

Lady Mason.
" And now I may as well speak to her at once," said Sir Peregrine.

" Is she in the drawing-room ?
"

"I left her there."

"Will you ask her to come to me—with my love ?
"

" I had better not say anything, I suppose ?
"

Sir Peregrine in his heart of hearts wished that his daughter-in-law

could say it all, but he would not give her such a commission. " No

;

perhaps not." And then Mrs. Orme was going to leave him.

"One word more, Edith. You and I, darling, have known each

other so long and loved each other so well, that I should be unhappy if

I were to fall in your estimation."
" There is no tear of that, father."
" Will you believe me when I assure you that my great object in

doing this is to befriend a good and worthy woman whom I regard

as ill used—beyond all ill usage of which I have hitherto known any-

thing?"
She then assured him that she did so believe, and she assured him

truly ; after that she left him and went away to send in Lady Mason
for her interview. In the mean time Sir Peregrine got up and stood

with his back to the fire. He would have been glad that the coming

scene could be over, and yet I should be wronging him to say that he

was afraid of it. There would be a pleasure to him in tellmg her that

he loved her so dearly and trusted her with such absolutp confidence.

There would be a sort of pleasure to him in speaking even of her

sorrow, and in repeating his assurance that he would fight the battle

for her with all the means at his command. And perhaps also there

would be some pleasure in the downcast look of her eye, as she ac-

cepted the tender of his love. Something of that pleasure he had
known already. And then he remembered the other alternative. It

was quite upon the cards that she should decline his offer. He did not

by any means shut his eyes to that. Did she do so, his friendship

should by no means be withdrawn from her. He would be very careful

from the onset that she should understand so much as that. And then
lie heard the light footsteps in the hall ; the gentle hand was raised to

the door, and Lady Mason was standing in the room.
"Dear Lady Mason," he said, meeting her half way across the

room, " it is very kind of you to come to me when I send for you hi

this way."
"It would be my duty to come to you, if it were half across the

kingdom ;—and my pleasure also."

"Would it ? " said he, looking into her face with all the wishfalness

of a young lover. Erom that moment she knew what was coming.

Strange as was the destiny which was to be offered to her at , this

period of her Ufe, yet she foresaw clearly that the offer was to be

made. What she did not foresee, what she could not foretell, was the

answer which she might make to it

!

*'It would oertamly be my sweetest pleasure to send for you
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if you were awky frdm us,— to send for you or to follow you,"
said he.

" I do not know how to make return for aU your kind regard to mo

;

^to you and to dear Mrs. Orme."
" Call her Edith, will you not ? You did so eaU her once."
" I call her so often *hen we are alone together, now ; and yet I feel

that I have no right."
" You have every right. You shall have every right if you will accept

it. Lady Mason, I am an old man,—some would say a very old man.
But I am not too old to love you. Can you accept the love of an old

man like me ?
"

Lady Mason was, as we are aware, not taken in the least by sur-

prise ; but it was quite necessary that she should seem to be so taken.

This is a little artifice which is excusable in almost any lady at such a

period. " Sir Peregrine," she said, "you do not mean more than the

love of a most valued friend ?
"

" Yes, much more. I mean the love of a husband for his wife ; of a

wife for her husband."
" Sir Peregrine ! Ah me ! You have not thought of this, my friend.

You have not remembered the position in which I am placed. Dearest,

dearest friend ; dearest of all friends,"—and then she knelt before him,

leaning on his knees, as he sat in his accustomed large arm-chair. " It

may not be so. Think of the sorrow that would come to you and
yours, if my enemies should prevail."

" By they shall not prevail !
" swore Sir Peregrine, roundly

;

and as he swore the oath he put his two hands upon her shoulders.
" No ; we will hope not. I should die here at your feet if I thought

that they could prevail. But I should die twenty deaths were I to

drag you with me into disgrace. There will be disgrace even in

standing at the bar."
" Who will dare to say so, when I shall stand there with you ?

"

said Sir Peregrine.

There was a feeUng expressed in his face as he spoke these words,

which made it glorious, and bright, and beautiful. She, with her eyes

laden with tears, could not see it ; but nevertheless, she knew that it

was bright and beautiful. And his voice was full of hot eager assur-

ance,—that assurance which had the power to convey itself from one

breast to another. Would it not be so ? If he stood there with her

as her husband and lord, would it not be the case that no one would

dare to impute disgrace to her ?

And yet she did not wish it. Even yet thinking of all this as she

did think of it, according to the truth of the argument which he him-

self put before her, she would still have preferred that it should not

be so. If she only knew with what words to tell him so ;—to tell him so,

and yet give no offence ! Eor herself, she would have married him
willingly. Why should she not ? Nay, she could and would have loved

him, and been bo him a wife, such as he could have found in no other

woman. But she said within her heart that she owed him kindness

and grgi'T^'de—that she owed them all kindness, and that it would be
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bad to repay them in sucli a way as this. She also thought of SSii

Peregrine's grey hairs, and of his proud standing in the county, and

the respect in which men held him. Would it be well in her to drag

him down in his last days from the noble pedestal on which he stood,

and repay him thus for all that he was doing for her ?

"Welli" said he, stroking her soft hair with his hand—the hair

whioh appeared in front of the quiet prim cap she wore, " shall it be

so ? Will you give me the right to stand there with you and defend

you against the tongues of wicked men ? We each have our own weak-

ness, and we also have each our own strength. There I may boast

that I should be strong."

She thought again for a moment or two without rising from her knees,

and also without speaking. Would such strength suffice ? And if it

did suffice, would it then be well with him ? As for herself, she did

love him. If she had not loved him before, she loved him now. Who
had ever been to her so noble, so loving, so gracious as he ? In her

ears no young lover's vows had ever sounded. In her heart such love

as all the world knows had never been known. Her former husband had

been kind to her in his way, and she had done her duty by him care-

fully, painfully, and with full acceptance of her position. But there

had been nothing there that was bright, and grand, and noble. She
would have served Sir Peregrine on her knees in the smallest offices,

and delighted in such services. It was not for lack of love that she

must refuse him. But still she did not answer him, and still he stroked

her hair.

" It would be better that you had never seen me," at last she said;

and she Spoke with truth the thought of her mind. That she must do

his bidding, whatever that bidding might be, she had in a certain way
acknowledged to herself. If he would have it so, so it must be. How
could she refuse him anything, or be disobedient in aught to one to

whom she owed so much ? But still it would be wiser otherwise

;

wiser for all—unless it were for herself alone. " It would be better

that you had never seen me,'' she said.

" Nay, not so, dearest. That it would not be better for me,—for

me and Edith, I am quite sure. And I would fain hope that for

you
"

" Oh, Sir Peregrine ! you know what I mean. You know how
I value your kindness. What should I be if it were withdrawn
from me ?

"

" It shall not be withdrawn. Do not let that feeling actuate

you. Answer me out of your heart, and however your heart may
answer, remember this, that my friendship and support shall be the

same. If you will take me for your husband, as your husband will

I stand by you. If you cannot,—then I will stand by you as your
father."

What could she say ? A word or two she did speak as to Mrs.
Orme and her feelings, delaying her absolute reply—and as to Pere-
grme Orme and his prospects j but on both, as on all other points,' the

baroiiet was armed with hi& answer. He had spoken to hLs dkrliag
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Editli, and she liad gladly givea her consent. To her it would be
everything to have so sweet a friend. And then as to his heir, every

care should be taken that no injury should be done to him ; and speak-

ing of this, Sir Peregrine began to say a few words, plaintively, about
money. But then Lady Mason stopped him. " No," she said, "she
could not, and would not listen to that. She vcould have no settle-

ment. ISlo consideration as to money should be made to weigh witli

her. It was in no degree for that " And then she wept there till

she would have fallen had he not supported her.

What more is there to be told? Of course she accepted him. As
far as I can see into such affairs no alternative was allowed to her.

She also was not a wise woman at all points. She was one whose
feelings were sometimes too many for her, and whose feelings on
this occasion had been much too many for her. Had she been able to

throw aside from her his offer, she would have done so ; but she liad

felt that she was not able. "If you wish it. Sir Peregrme," she said

at last.

" And can you love an old man ? " he had asked. Old men some-

times will ask questions such as these. She did not answer him,

but stood by his side ; and then again he kissed her, and was
happy.

He resolved from that moment that Lady Mason should no longer

be regarded as the widow of a city knight, but as the wife elect of

a country baronet. Whatever ridicule he might incur in this matter,

lie would incur at once. Men and women had dared to speak of her

cruelly, and they should now learn that any such future speech would
bo spoken of one who was exclusively nis property. Let any who
cnose to be speakers under such circumstances look to it. He had

devoted liimself to her that he might be her knight and bear her scath-

Jess through the fury of this battle. With God's help he would put on
his armour at once for that fight. Let them who would now injure

her look to it. A^s soon as might be she should bear his name ; but all

the world should know at once what was her right to claim his pro-

tection. He had never been a coward, and he would not now be guilty

of the cowardice of hiding his intentions. If there were those who
chose to smUe at the old man's fancy, let them smile. There would b(;

many, he knew, who would not understand an old man's honour and an
old man's chivalry.

"My own one," he then said, pressing her again to his side, " will

you tell Edith, or shall I ? She expects it." But Lady Mason begged
tliat he would tell the tale. It was necessary, she said, that she

should be alone for a while. And then, esoapmg, she went to her own
chamber.

"Ask Mrs. Orme if she will kindly step to me," said Sir Peregrine,

having rang his bell for the servant.

Laay Mason escaped across the haU to the stairs, and succeeded

ui reaching her room without being seen by any one. Then she sat

herself down, and began to look her future world in the face. Two
i-^DCs/aons she had to ask. Would it be well for her that this marriage
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should take place P and would it be well for him ? In an off-hand waV
she had already answered both questions ; but she had done so by feel-

ing rather than by thought.

No doubt she would gain muoh in the coming struggle by such a

position as Sir Peregrine would give her. It did seem to her that

Mr. Dookwrath and Joseph Mason would hardly dare t'o bring such

a charge as that threatened against the wife of Sir Peregrine Orme.

And then, too, what evidence as to character would be so substantial

as the evidence of such a marriage ? But how would Mr. Eurnival

bear it, and if he were offended would it be possible that the fight

should be fought without him ? No ; that would be impossible. The

lawyer's knowledge, experience, and skiU were as necessarj' to her

as the baronet's position and character. But why should Mr. Purnival

be offended by such a marriage ? " She did not know," she said to

herself. " She could not see that there should be cause of

offence." But yet some inner whisper of her conscience told her that

there would be offence. Must Mr. Purnival be told ; and must he be

told at once ?

And then what would Lucius say and think, and how should she

answer the strong words which her son would use to her ? He would

use strong words she knew, and would greatly dislike this second

marriage of his mother. What grown-up son is ever pleased to hear

that his mother is about to marry ? The Cleeve must be her home
now—that is, if she did this deed. The Cleeve must be her home,

and she must be separated iu all things from Orley Parm. As she

thought of this her mind went back, and back to those long gone

days in which she had been racked with aniiety that Orley Parm
should be the inheritance of the little baby that was lying at her feet.

She remembered how she had pleaded to the father, pointing ,out the

rights of her son—declaring, and with justice, that for herself she had

asked for nothing ; but that for him—instead of asking might she not

demand ? Was not that other son provided for, and those grown-up

women with their rich husbands ? " " Is he not your child as well as

they ? " she had pleaded. " Is he not your own, and as well worthy

of your love ? " She had succeeded in getting the inheritance for the

baoy at her/eet;—but ,'aad his having it made her happy, or him?
Then her child had been all in all to her ; but now she felt that that

child was half estranged from her about this very property, and would
become wholly estranged by the method she was taking to secure

it ! "I have toiled for him," she said to herself, " rising up early,

and going to bed late ; but the thief cometh in the night and de-

spoUeth it." Who can guess the bitterness of her thoughts as she said

this ?

But her last thoughts, as she sat there thinking, were of him—Sir

Peregrine. Would it be weU for him that he should do this ? And in

thus considering she did not turn her mind chiefly to the usual view in

which such a marriage would be regarded. Men might call Sir Pere-
grine an old fool and laugh at him; but for that she would, with God's
nelp, make him amends. In those matters, he could judge for himself i
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and should he judge it right thus to link his life to hers, she would be
true and leal to him in all things.

But then, about this trial. If there came disgrace and ruin, and an
utter overthrow ? If ? Would it not be well at any rate that no
marriage should take place till that had been decided ? She could not
find it in her heart to bring dowu hk old grey hairs with utter sorrow
to the grave.

CHIPTEK XXXVI.

WHAT THE YOUNG MEN THOUGHT ABOUT IT.

Lucius Mason at this time was living at home at Orley Farm, not
by any means in a happy frame of mind. It will be perhaps remem-
bered that he had at one time had an interview with Mr. Purnival in

that lawyer's chambers, which was by no means consoling to him,
seeing that Mr. Furnival had pooh-poohed him and his pretensions in

a very ofF-hand way ; and he had since paid a very memorable visit to Mr.
Dockwrath in which he had hardly been more successful. Neverthe-
less, he had gone to another lawyer. He had felt it impossible to re-

main tranquU, pursuing the ordinary avocations of his life, while such
dreadful charges were being made openly again his mother, and being
so made without any authorised contradiction. He knew that she was
innocent. No doubt on that matter ever perplexed his mind for a
moment. But why was she such a coward that she would not allow

him to protect her innocence in the only way which the law permitted ?

He could hardly believe that he had no power of doing so even with-

out her sanction; and therefore he went to another lawyer.

The other lawyer did him no good. It was not practicable that he.

the son, should bring an action for defamatory character on the part

of the mother, without that mother's sanction. Moreover, as this

new lawyer saw in a moment, any such interference on the part of

Lucius, and any interposition of fresh and new legal proceedings

would cripple and impede the advisers to whom Lady Mason had her-

self confided her own case. The new lawyer could do nothing, and
thus Lucius, again repulsed, betook himself to Orley Farm in no happy
frame of mind.

For some day or two after this he did not see his mother. He would
not go down to The Cleeve, though they sent up and asked him; and
she was almost afraid to go across to the house and visit him. " He
will be in church on Sunday," she had said to Mrs. Orme. But he was
not in church on Sunday, and then on Sunday afternoon she did go to

him. This, it will be understood, was before Sir Peregrine had made
his offer, and therefore as to that, there was^ as yet no embarrassmeat
ou the widow's mind.
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"I caimot help feeliug, mother/' he said, after she liad sat there

with him for a short time, " that for the present there is a division

between you and me."
"Oh, Lucius!"
"It is no use our denying it to Ourselves. It is so. You are in

trouble, and you wiU not listen to m^ advice. You leave my house

and take to the roof of .a new and untried friend."

" No, Lucius ; not that."
" Yes. I say a new friend. Twelve months ago, though you might

call there, you never did more than that—and even that but seldom.

They are new friends ; and yet, now that you are in trouble, you choose

to live with them."
"Dear Lucius, is there any reason why I should not visit at The

Cleeve ?
"

" Yes ; if you ask me— yes
; " and now he spoke very sternly.

'' There is a cloud upon you, and you should know nothing of visitings

and of new friendships till that cloud has been dispersed. While these

thmgs are being said of you, you should sit at no other table than this,

and drink of no man's cup but mine. I know your innocence," and

as he went on to speak, he stood up before her and looked down fully

into her face, " but others do not. I know how unworthy are these

falsehoods with which wicked men strive to crush you, but others be-

lieve that they are true accusations. They caimot be disregarded, and
now it seems,—now that you have allowed them to gather to a head,

they will result in a trial, during which you will have to stand at the

bar charged with a dreadful crime."
" Oh, Lucius ! " and she hid her eyes in her hands. "I couldnothave

helped it. How eoiild I have helped it ?
"

" Well ; it must be so now. And till that trial is over, here should

be your place. Here, at my right hand ; I am he who am bound to

stand by you. It is I whose duty it is to see that your name be made
white again, though I spend all I have, ay, and my life in doing it.

I am the one man on whose arm you have a right to lean. And yet

in such days as these, you leave my house and po to that of a stranger."
" He is not a stranger, Lucius."
" He cannot be to you as a son should be. 'However, it is for you

to judge. I have no control in this matter, but I think it right that

you should know what are my thoughts."

And then she had crept back again to The Cleeve. Let Lucius
say what he might, let this additional sorrow be ever so bitter, she

could not obey her son's behests. If she did so in one thing she

must do so in all. She had chosen her advisers with her best discretion,

and by that choice she must abide—even though it separated her from
her son. She could not abandon Sir Peregrine Orme and Mr. Pur-
nival. So she crept back and told aR this to Mrs. Orme. Her heart

would have utterly sunk withm her could she not have spoken openly
to some one of this sorrow.

" But he loves you," Mrs. Orme had said, comforting: her.
''

't is

\Qt th^t In; 'iocii not love vou."
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" But he is so stem to me. And then Mrs. Orme had kissed her,

and promised that none should be stera to her, there, in that house.
On the mornuig after this Sir Peregrine had made his offer, and then
she felt that the division between her and her boy would be wider
than ever. And all this had come of that inheritance which she had
demanded so eagerly for her child.

And now Lucius was sitting alone in his room at Orley Farm, having
for the present given up all idea of attempting anythmg himself by
means of the law. He had made his way into Mr. Dockwrath's oifice,

and had there insulted the attorney in the presence of witnesses. His
hope now was that the attorney might bring an action against him. If

that were done he would thus have the means of bringing out all the
facts of the case before a jury and a judge. It was fixed in his mind
that if he could once drag that reptile before a public tribunal, and
with loud voice declare the wrong that was being done, all might be
well. The public would understand and would speak out, and the

reptile would be scorned and trodden under foot. Poor Lucius ! It

is not always so easy to catch pubhc sympathy, and it will occur some-
limes' that the wrong reptile is crushed by the great public heel.

He had his books before him as he sat there—his Latham and his

Pritchard, and he had the jawbone of one savage and the skuU of

another. His Liverpool bUls for unadulterated guano were lying on
the table, and a philosophical German treatise on agriculture which he
bad resolved to study. It became a man, he said to himself, to do a

man's work in spite of any sorrow. But, nevertheless, as he sat there,

his studies were but of little service to him. How many men have

declared to themselves the same thing, but have faUed when the trial

came ! Who can command the temper and the mind ? At ten I will

strike the lyre and begin my poem. But at ten the poetic spirit is

under a dark cloud— because the water for the tea had not boiled

when it was brought in at nine. And so the lyre remains unstricken.

And Lucius found that he could not strike his lyre. Por days he

nad sat there and no good note had been produced. And then he

Had walked over his land, having a farming man at his heels, thinking

that he could turn his mind to the actual and practical working of his

land. But little good had come of that either. It was January, and

the land was sloppy and half frozen. There was no useful work to be

done on it. And then what farmer Greenwood had once said of him

was true enough, " The young maister's spry and active surely ; but

he can't let unself down to stable doong and the loik o' that." He
had some grand idea of farming—a conviction that the agricultural

world in general was very backward, and that he would set it right.

Even now in his sorrow, as he waked through his splashy, frozen

fields, he was tormented by a desire to do something, he knew not

what, that might be great.

He had no such success on the present occasion and returned dis-

consolate to the house. This happened about noon on the day after

that on which Sir Peregrine had declared himself. He returned

89 I have said to the houjse and tliero at the kitchoi! (JfJor iic lueS
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a little gill whom he knew well as belonging to The Cleeve. She

was a favourite of Mrs. Orme's, was educated and clothed by her,

and ran on her messages. Now she had brought a letter up to Lucius

from his mother. Curtseying low she so told him, and he at once

went into the sitting-room where he found it lying on his table.

"Hi s hand was nervous as he opened it; but if he could have seen

how tremulous had been the hand that wrote it ! The letter was as

follows :

—

"Deakest Ltjcitjs,

"I know you will be very much surprised at what I am going

to tell you, but I hope you will not judge me harshly. If I know
myself 'at all I would take no step of any kind for my own advantage

which could possibly injure you. At the present moment we unfor-

tunately do not agree about a subject which is troubling us both, and

I cannot therefore consult you as I should otherwise have done. I

trust that by God's mercy these troubles may come to an end, and that

there may be no further differences between you and me.
" Sir Peregrine Orme has made me an offer of marriage and I have

accepted it " Lucius Mason when he had read so far threw down
the letter upon the table, and rising suddenly from his chair walked

rapidly up and down the room. " Marry him !

" he said out loud,
'' marry him !

" The idea that their fathers and mothers should marry

and enjoy themselves is always a thing horrible to be thought of m
the minds of the rising generation. Lucius Mason now began to feel

against his mother the same sort of anger which Joseph Mason had felt

when his father had married again. " Marry him '! " And then he

walked rapidly about the room, as though some great injury had been

threatened to him.

And so it had, in his estimation. Was it not her position in hfe

to be his mother? Had she not had her young days ? But it did

not occur to him to think what those young days had been. And
this then was the meaning of her receding from his advice and from

his roof! She had been preparing for herself in the world new
hopes, a new home, and a new ambition. And she had so prevailed

upon the old man that he was about to do this foolish thing ! Then
again he walked up and down the room, injuring his mother much
in his thoughts. He gave her credit for none of those circumstances

which had truly actuated her in accepting the hand which Sk
Peregrine had offered her. In that matter touching the Orley

Farm estate he could acquit his mother instantly,— with acclama-

tion. But in this other matter he had pronounced her guilty before

she had been allowed to plead. Then he took up the letter and

finished it.

"Sir Peregrine Orme has made me an offer of marriage and I

Lave aooepted it. It is very difficult to explain in a letter all the

eauses that have induced me to do so. The first perhaps is this,

that
""

feel myself so bound tp him by love and gratitude, th%t t
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tlunk it my duty to fall in with all bis wishes. He has pointed out

to me that as my husband he can do more for me than v/ould bs

possible for him without that name. I have explained to him that

I would rather perish than that he should sacrifice himself; but he
is pleased to say that it is do sacrifice. At any rate he so wishes it,

ana as Mrs. Orme has cordially assented, I feel myself bound to fal>

in with his views. It was only yesterday that Sir Peregrine made his

offer. I mention this that you may know that I have lost no time in

telling you.

"Dearest Lucius, believe that I shall be as ever
" Your most affectionate mother,

"Maey Mason."

" The little girl will wait for an answer if she finds that you are at

the farm."

" No," he said to himself, still walking about the room. " She can

never be to me the same mother that she was. I would have saori

ficed everything for her. She should have been the mistress of mj
house, at any rate till she herself should have wished it otherwise.

But now " And then his mind turned away suddenly to Sophia

Purnival.

I cannot myself but think that had that affair of the trial been set

at rest Lady Mason would have been prudent to look for another

home. The fact that Orley Farm was his house and not hers occurred

almost too frequently to Lucius Mason ; and I am not certain that it

would have been altogether comfortable as a permanent residence for

his mother after he should have brought home to it some such oride as

her he now proposed to himself.

It was necessary that he should write an answer to his mother,

which he did at once.

'Orley Farm, —-Janaary.

"Deajl Mothee,
"It is I fear too. late for me to offer any counsel on the subject

of your letter. I cannot say that I think you are right.

" Your affectionate son,

"Lucius Mason."

And then, having finished this, he again walked the room. " It is all

up between me and her," he said, " as real friends in life and heart.

She shall still have the respect of a son, and I shall have the regard 0/

a mother. But how can I trim my course to suit the welfare of tin

wife of Sir Peregrine Orme?" And then he lashed himself into anget

at the idea that his mother should have looked for other solace than

that which he could have given.

Nothing more from The Cleeve reached him that day ; but early on

the following morning he had a visitor whom he certainly had not ex-

pected. Before he sat down to his breakfast he heard the sound of a

Dorse's feet before the door, and immediately afterwards Peregrine Ormo
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entered the sitting-room. He was duly shown in by the servant, and in

liis ordinary way came forward quickly and shook hands. Then he

waited till the door was closed, and at once began upon the subject

which had brought him there.
" Mason," he said, " you have heard of this that is being done at

TheCleeve?"
,

Lucius immediately fell back a step or two, and considered for a

moment how he shoulJ" answer. He had pressed very heavily on his

mother in his own thoughts, but he was not prepared to hear her

harshly spoken of by another.
" Yes," said he, " I have heard."

"And I understand from your mother that vou do not approve

of it."

"Approve of it ! No ; I do not approve of it."

" Nor by Heavens do I !

"

"I do not approve of it," said Mason, speaking with delibera-

tion; "but I do not know that I can take any steps towards pre-

venting it."

"Cannot you see her, and talk to her, and tell her how wrong
it is?"

" Wrong ! I do not know that she is wrong in that sense. I do

not know that you have any right to blame her. Why do not
^
you

speak to your grandfather ?
"

" So I have—as far as it was possible for me. But you do not know
Sir Peregrine. No one lias any influence over him, but my mother

;

—and now also your mother."
" And what does Mrs. Orme say ?

"

"She will say nothing. I know well that she disapproves of it.

She must disapprove of it, though she will not say so. She would
rather burn off both her hands than displease ray grandfather. She

says that he asked her and that she consented."

"It seems to me that it is for her and you to prevent this."
" No ; it is for your mother to prevent it. Only think of it. Mason.

He is over seventy, and, as he says himself, he will not burden the

estate with a new jointure. Why should she do it ?
"

" Yon are wronging her there. It is no affair of money. She is not

going to marry him for what she can get."
" Then why should she do it ?

"

"Because he tells her. These troubles about the lawsuit have

turned her head, and she has put herself entirely into his hands. I

think she is wrong. I could have protected her from all this evil, and

would have done so. I could have done more, I think, than Su: Pere-

grine can do. But she has thought otherwise, and I do not know that

I can help it."

" But wUl you speak to her ? Will you make her perceive that she is m-
juring a family that is treating her with kindness :'

"

" If she will come here I will speak to her. I cannot do it theie.

I cannot go down to your grandfather's house with such an object as

that."
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"xVll the world will turn against her if she marries him," said
Peregrine. And then there was silence betweeu them for a moment
or two.

" It seems to me,'' said Lucius at last, " that you wrong my mother
very much in this matter, and lay all the blame where but the smallest
part of the blame is deserved. She has no idea of money in her mind,
or any thought of pecuniary advantage. She is moved solely by what
your grandfather has said to her,—and by an insane dread of some
coming evil which she thinks may be lessened by his assistance. You.
are in the house with them, aiMi can speak to him,—and if you please
to her also. I do not see that i can do either."

"And you will not help me to break it off?
"

" Certainly,—if I can see my way."
" Will you write to her ?

"

"Well; I will think aboufit."
" Whether she be to blame or not it must be your duty as well as

mine to prevent such a marriage if it be possible. Think what people
will say of it

!

"

After some further discussion Peregrine remounted his horse, and
rode back to The Cleeve, not quite satisfied with young Mason.

" If you do speak to her,—to my mother, do it gently." Those
were the last words whispered by Lucius as Peregrine Orme had his

foot in the stirrup.

Young Peregrine Orme, as he rode home, felt that the world was
usmg him very nnkindly. Everything was going wrong with him, and
an idea entered his head that he might as well go and look for Sir

John Pranklin at the North Pole, or join some energetic traveller in the
middle of Central Africa. He had proposed to Madeline Staveley and
had been refused. That in itself caused a load to lie on his heart

which was almost unendurable ;—and now his grandfather was going
to disgrace himself. He had made his little effort to be respectable

and discreet, devoting himself to the county hunt and county drawing-
rooms, giving up the pleasures of London and the glories of dissipation.

And for what ?

Then Peregrine began to argue within himself as some others have
done before liim

—

" Were it not better done as others use " he said to himself, in

that or other language ; and as he rode slowly into the courtyard

of The Cleeve, ho thought almost with regret of his old friend Carroty
Bnh,
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CHAPTER XXXVIL

peregkine's eloquejtce.

In the last chapter Peregrine Mason called at Orley Farm with the

view of discussing with Lucius Mason the conduct of their respective

progenitors ; and, as will be remembered, the young men agreed in a

general way that their progenitors were about to make fools of them-

selves. Poor Peregrine, however, had other troubles on his mind.

Not only had his grandfather been successful in love, but he had been

unsuccessful. As he had journeyed home from Noningsby to The
Cleeve in a high-wheeled vehicle which he called his trap, he had de-

termined, bemg then in a frame of mind somewhat softer than was

usual with him, to tell all his troubles to his mother. It sounds as

though it were lackadaisical—such a resolve as this on the part of a

dashing young man, who had been given to the pursuit of rats, and

was now a leader among the sons of Mmrod in the pursuit of foxes.

Young men of the present day, when got up for the eyes of the world,

look and talk as though they never could tell their mothers anything,

—as though they were harder than flint, and as little in want of a

woman's counsel and a woman's help as a colonel of horse on the

mornmg of a battle. But the rigid virility of his outward accoutre-

ments does in no way alter the man of flesh and blood who wears

them ; the young hero, so stem to the eye, is, I believe, as often

tempted by stress of sentiment to lay bare the sorrow of his heart as

is his sister. On this occasion Peregrine said to himself that he would

lay bare the sorrow of his heart. He would find out what others

thought of that marriage which he had proposed to himself; and then,

if his mother encouraged him, and his grandfather approved, he would

make another attack, beginnmg on the side of the judge, or perhaps on

that of Lady Staveley.

But he found that others, as well as he, were labouring under a

stress of sentiment ; and when about to tell his own tale, lie had learned

that a tale was to be told to him. He had dined with Lady Mason,

his mother, and his grandfather, and the dinner had been very silent.

Three of the party were in love, and the fourth was burdened with the

telling of the tale. The baronet himself said nothing on the subject

as he and his grandson sat over their wine ; but later in the even-

ing Peregrine was summoned to his mother's room, and she, wEh
considerable hesitation and much diffidence, informed him of the coming

nuptials.
" Marry Lady Mason !

" he had said.

" Yes, Peregrine. Why should he not do so if they both wish it ?
'

Peregrine thought that there were many causes and impediments
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sufficiently just wLy no such marriage should take place, but he had
not his arguments ready at his fingers' ends. He was so stunned by
the intelligence that he could say but little about it on that occasion.

By the few words that he did say, and by the darkness of his

countenance, he showed plainly enough that he disapproved. And
then his mother said ,all that she could in the baronet's favour, point-

ing out that in a pecuniary way Peregrine would receive benefit rather

than injury."
" I'm not thinking of the money, mother."
" No, my dear ; but it is right that I should tell you how considerate

your grandfather is."

" All the same I wish he would not marry this woman."
" Woman, Peregrine ! You should not speak in that way of a friend

whom I dearly love."
" She is a woman all the same." And then he sat sulkily looking

at the fire. His own stress of sentiment did not admit of free dis-

cussion at the present moment and was necessarily postponed. On
that other afiair he was told that his grandfather would be glad to see

him on the following morning ; and then he left his mother.

"Your grandfather, Peregrine, asked for my assent," said Mrs.
Ormcj "and! thought it right to give it." This she said to make
him understand that it was no longer in her power to oppose the

match. And she was thoroughly glad that this was so, for she

would have lacked the courage to oppose Sir Peregrine in any-

thing.

On the next morning Peregrine saw his grandfather before break-

fast. His mother came to his room door while he was dressing to

whisper a word of caution to him. "Pray, be courteous to him," she

said. " Eemember how good he is to you—to us both. Say that you
congratulate him."

" But I don't," said Peregrine.

"Ah, but, Peregrine
"

" I'll tell you what I'll do, mother. I'll leave the house altogether

and go away, if you wish it."

" Oh, Peregrine ! How can you speak in that way ? But he's wait-

ing now. Pray, pray, be kind in your manner to him."

He descended with the same sort of feeling which had oppressed

him on his return home after his encounter with Carroty Bob in

Smithfield. Since then he had been on enduring good tenns with

his grandfather, but now agam all the discomforts of war were im-

minent.
" Good-morning, Sir," he said, on going into his grandfather's

dressing-room.
" Good-morning, Peregrine." And then there was silence for a

moment or two.
" Did you see your mother last night ?

"

"Yes; I did see her."
" And she told vou what it is that I propose to do f*

"Yes, Sir; she told me."
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"I hope you understand, my boy, that it will not in any ^way afleci

your OWE interests injuriously."
" I don't care about that. Sir—one way or the other."
" But I do, Peregrine. Having seen to that I think that I have a

right to please myself in this matter."
" Oh, yes. Sir ; I know you have the right."

"Especially as J. can benefit others. Are you aware that your
mother has cordially given her consent to the marriage ?

"

" She told me that you had asked her, and that she had agreed to it.

She would agree to anything."
" Peregrine, that is not the way in wiiich you should speak of your

mother."

And then the young man stood silent, as though there was nothing

more to be said. Indeed, he had nothing more to say. He did not

dare to bring forward in words all the arguments against the marriage

which were now crowding themselves into his memory, but he could

not induce himself to wish the old man joy, or to say any of those

civil things which are customary on such occasions. The baronet sat

for a while, silent also, and a cloud of anger was coming across his

brow; but he checked that before he spoke. "Well, my boy," he
said, and his voice was almost more than usually kind, " 1 can under-

stand your thoughts, and we will say nothing of them at present. All

I will ask of you is to treat Lady Mason in a manner befitting the

position in which I intend to place her."
" If you think it wiU be more comfortable. Sir, I will leave The

Cleeve for a time."
" I hope that may not be necessary.—Why should it ? Or at any

rate, not as yet," he added, as a thought as to his wedding day occurred

to him. And then the interview was over, and in another half-hour

tliey met again at breakfast.

In the breakfast-room Lady Mason was also present. Peregrine was
the last to enter, and as he did so his grandfather was already standing

in his usual place, with the Book of Prayers in his hand, waiting that

the servants should arrange themselves at their chairs before he knelt

down. There was no time then for much greeting, but Peregrine did »
shake hands with her as he stepped across to his accustomed comer. He
shook hands with her, and felt that her hand was very cold ; but he

did not look at her, nor did he hear any answer given to his few

muttered words. When they all got up she remained close to Mrs.
Orme, as though she might thus be protected from the anger which

she feared from Sir Peregrine's other friends. And at breakfast also

she sat close to her, far away from the baronet, and almost hidden

by the urn from his grandson. Sitting there she said nothing ; neither

in truth did she eat anything. It was a time of great suffering to

her, for she knew that her coming would not be welcomed by the

young heir. "It must not be," she said to herself over and over

again. " Though he turn me out of the house, I must tell him that it

cannot be so."

After breakfast Peregrine had ridden over to Orley Earm, and there
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neld his consultation with the other heir. On his returuiug to The
Cleeve, he did not go into the house, but having given up his horse
to a groom, wandered away among the woods. Lucius Mason had sug-
gested that he, Peregrine Orme, should himself speak to Lady Mason
on this matter. He felt that his grandfather would be very angry,
should he do so. But he did not regard that much. He had filled

himself fuU with the theory of his duties, and he would act up to

it. He would see her, without telling any one what was his purpose,
and put it to her whether she would bring down this destruction on
so noble a gentleman. Having thus resolved, he returned to the
house, when it was already dark, and making his way into the draw-
ing-room, sat himself down before the fire, stUl thinking of his plan.

The room was dark, as such rooms are dark for the last hour or two
before dinner in January, and he sat himself in an arm-chair before
the fire, intending to sit there till it would be necessary that he should
go to dress. It was an unaccustomed thing with him so to place
himself at such a time, or to remain in the drawing-room at aU till he
came down for a few minutes before dinner ; but he did so now, having
been thrown out of his usual habits by the cares upon his mind. He
had been so seated about a quarter of an houj, and was already nearly

asleep, when he heard the rustle of a woman's garment, and looking

round, with such light as the fire gave him, perceived that Lady Mason
was in the room. She had entered very quietly, and was making her
way in the dark to a chair which she frequently occupied, between the

fire and one of the windows, and in doing so she passed so near Peregrine
as to touch him with her dress.

"Lady Mason," he said, speaking, in the first place, in order that

she might know that she was not alone, " it is almost dark ; shall I

ring for candles for you ?
"

She started at hearing his voice, begged his pardon for disturbing

him, declined his offer of light, and declared that she was going, up
again to her own room immediately. But it occurred to him that if it

would be well that he should speak to her, it would be well that he
should do so at once ; and what opportunity could be more fitting than
the present ? "If you are not in a hurry about anything," he said,

" would you mind staying here for a few minutes ?
"

"Oh no, certainly not." But he could perceive that her voice

trembled in uttering even these few words.
" I think I'd better hght a candle," he said ; and then he did light

one of those which stood on the corner of the mantelpiece,— a

sohtary candle, which only seemed to make the gloom of the large

room visible. She, however, was standing close to it, and would
have much preferred that the room should have been left to its

darkness.
" Won't you sit down for a few minutes ? " and then she sat down.

" I'll just shut the door, if you don't mind." And then, having done
so, he returned to his own chair and again faced the fire. He saw
that she was pale and nervous, and he did not like to look at her as

he spoke. He began to reflect also that they might probably be in-
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terrupted by bis mother, and lie wished that they could adjourn to soms
other room. That, however, seemed to be impossible ; so he summoned
up all his courage, and began his task.

" I hope you won't think me uncivil. Lady Mason, for speaking to

you about tliis affair."

"Oh no, Mr. Orme ; I am sure that you will not be uncivil

to me."
"Of course I cannot help feeling a great concern in it, for it's

very nearly the same, you know, as if he were my father. Indeed, if

you come to that, it's almost worse ; and I can assure you it is nothiiig

about money that I mind. Many fellows in my place would be afraid

about that, but I don't care twopence what he does in that respect.

He is so honest and so noble-hearted, that I am sure he won't do me
a wrong."

"I hope not, Mr. Orme ; and certainly not in respect to me."
" I only mention it for fear you should misunderstand me. But

there are other reasons, Lady Mason, why this marriage will make me
—make me very unhappy."
"Are there ? I shall be so unhappy if I make others un-

happy."
" You will then,—I can assure you of that. It is not only me, but

your own son. I was up with him to-day, and he thinks of it the same

as I do."
" What did he say, Mr. Orme ?

"

" What did he say ? Well, I don't exactly remember his words ; but

he made me understand that your marriage with Sir Peregrine would

make him very unhappy. He did indeed. Why do you not see him

yourself, and talk to him ?
"

"I thought it best to write to him in the first place."
" Well, now you have written ; and don't you think it would be well

that you should go up and see him ? You will find that he is quite as

strong agauist, it as I am,—guite."

Peregrine, had he known it, was using the arguments which were

of all the least likely to induce Lady Mason to pay a visit to Orley

Farm. She dreaded the idea of a quarrel with her son, and would

have made almost any sacrifice to prevent such a misfortune ; but at

the present moment she feared the anger of his words almost more
than the anger implied by his absence. If this trial could be got over,

she would return to him and almost throw herself at his feet; bat till

that time, might it not be well that they should be apart ? At any

rate, these tidings of his discontent could not be efficacious in inducing

her to seek him.
" Dear Lucius 1 " she said, not addressing herself to her companion,

but speaking her thoughts. " I would not willingly give him cause to

be discontented with me."
" He is, then, very discontented. I can assure you of that."
" Yes ; he and I think differently about aU this."
" Ah, but don't you think you had better speak to him before you

Cftnle make up your mind? He is your son, you know; and an uu-
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common clever fellow too. He'll know how to saj all this much better

than I do."
" Say what, Mr. Orme f

"

"Why, of course you can't expect that anybody will like such
a marriage as this ;— that is, anybody except you and Sir Pere-
grine."

" Your mother does not object io it."

" My mother ! But you don't know my mother yet. She would
not object to have her head cut off if anybody wanted it that sha
cared about. I do not know how it has all been managed, but I
suppose Sir Peregrine asked her. Then of course she would not object.

But look at the common sense of it. Lady Mason. What does the
world always say when an old man like my grandfather marries a
young woman ?

"

"But I am not ." So far she got, and then she stopped
herself.

"We have all liked you very much. I'm sure I have for one ; and
I'll go in for you, heart and soul, in this shameful law business. When
Lucius asked me, I didn't think anything of going to that scoundrel

in Hamworth ; and all along I've been delighted that Sir Peregrine took it

up. By Heavens ! I'd be glad to go down to Yorkshire myseltj and
walk into that fellow that wants to do you this injury. I would in-

deed ; and I'U stand by you as strong as anybody. But, Lady Mason,
when it comes to one's grandfather marrying, it it it .

Think what people in the county will say of him. If it was your
father, and if he had been at the top of the tree all his life, how
would you like to see him get a fall, and be laughed at as though
he were in the mud just when he was too old ever to get up
again ?

"

I am not sure whether Lucius Mason, with all his cleverness,

could have put the matter much better, or have used a style of oratory

more efficacious to the end in view. Peregrine had drawn his picture

with a coarse pencil, but he had drawn it strongly, and with graphic

effect. And then he paused ; not with self-confidence, or as givmg his

companion time to see how great had been his art, but in want of

words, and somewhat confused by the strength of his own thoughts.

So he got up and poked the fire, turned his back to it, and then sat

down again. " It is such a deuce of a thing. Lady Mason," he said,

" that you must not be angry with me for speakmg out."
" Oh, Mr. Orme, I am not angry, and I do not know what to saj

to you."
" Why don't you speak to Lucius f

"

" What could he say more than you have said ? Dear Mr. Orme, I
would not injure him,—your grandfather, I mean,—for all that the

TTorld holds."
" You will injure him;—^ui the eyes of ail his friends."
" Then 1 will not do it. I will go to him, and beg him that it may

not be so. I will tell him that I cannot. Anything will be better

than bringing him to sorrow or disgrace."
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"By Jove! but will you really?" Peregrine was startled and
aimost frightened at the effect of his own eloquence. What would the

baronet say when he learned that he had been talked out of his wife by
nis grandson?

" Mr. Orme," continued Lady Mason, " I am sure you do not under-

stand how this matter has been brought about. If you did, however

much it might grieve you, you would not blame me, even in your
thoughts. JFrom the first to the last my only desire has been to obey
your grandfather in everything."

"But you would not marry him out of obedience ?
"

" I would—and did so intend. I would, certainly ; if in doing so I

did him no injury. You say that your mother would give her life for

him. So would I ;—that or anytliiug else that I could give, without

hurting him or others. It was not I that sought for this marriage; nor

did I think of it. If you were in my place, Mr. Orme, you would
know how difficult it is to refuse."

Peregrine again got up, and standing with his back to the fire,

thought over it all again. His soft heart almost relented towards
the woman who had borne his rough words with so much patient

kindness. Had Sir Peregrine been there then, and could he have
condescended so far, he might have won his grandson's consent with-

out much trouble. Peregrine, like some other generals, had ex-

pended his energy in gainmg his victory, and was more ready now
to come to easy terms than he would have been had he suffered in the

combat.
" Well," he said after a whUe, " I'm sure I'm very much oohged to

you for the manner in which you have taken what I said to you. No-
body knows about it yet, I suppose ; and perhaps, if you will talk to

the governor
"

" I will talk to him, Mr. Orme."
" Thank you ; and then perhaps all things may turn out right. I'll

go and dress now." And so saying he took his departure, leaving
her to consider how best shenfight act at this crisis of her life, so

that things might go right, if such were possible. The more she
thought of it, the less possible it seemed that her affairs should be
made to go right.
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CHAPTER XXXVin.

OH, INDEED !

The dinnaer on that day at The Cleeve was not very dull. Peregrine
had some hopes that the (idea of the marriage might be abandoned,
and was at any rate much better disposed towards Lady Mason than
he had been. He spoke to her, asking her whether she had been out,

and suggesting roast mutton or some such creature comfort. This
was lost neither on Sir Peregrine nor on Mrs. Orme, and they both
exerted themselves to say a few words in a more cheery tone than had
been customary in the house for the last day or two. Lady Mason
herself did not say much ; but she had sufficient tact to see the eifort

which was being made ; and though she spoke but little she smUed and
accepted graciously the courtesies that were tendered to her.

Then the two ladies went away, and Peregrine was again left with

his grandfather. " That was a nasty accident that Graham had going

out of Monkton [Grange." said he, speaking on the moment of his

closing the dining-room door after his mother. ,"I suppose you
heard all about it. Sir ? " Having fought his battle so well before

dinner, he was determined to give some little rest to his half-vanquished

enemy.
" The first tidings we heard were that he was dead," said Sir Pere-

grine, fUUng his glass.
" No ; he wasn't dead. But of course you know that now. He

broke an arm and two ribs, and got rather a bad squeeze. He was
just behind me, you know, and I had to wait for him. I lost the run,

and had to see Harriet Tristram go away with the best lead any one

has had to a fast thing this year. That's an uncommon nasty place at

the back of Monkton Grange."
" I hope, Peregrine, you don't think too much about Harriet Tris-

tram."
_ _

.

" Think of her ! who ? I ? Think of her in what sort of a way ?

I think she goes uncommonly well to hounds."
" That may be, but I should not wish to see you pin your happi-

ness on any lady that was celebrated chiefly for going well to

hounds."

"Do you mean marry her?" and Peregrine immediately made a

strong comparison in his mind between Miss Tristram and Madelme
Staveley.

" Yes ; that's what I did mean."
" I wouldn't have her if she owned every fox-cover in the county.

No, by Jove ! I know a trick worth two of that. It's jolly enough

to see them going, but as to being in Igyg with tliem—in that sort c-'
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" You are quite right, my boy ; quite right. It is not that that a

man wants in a wife."

"No," said Peregrine, with a melancholy cadence in his voice,

thinking of what it was that he did want. And so they sat sipping

llieir wine. The turn which the conversation had taken had for the

moment nearly put Lady Mason out of the young man's head.
" You would be very young to marry yet," said the baronet.
" Yes, I should be young ; but I don't know that there is any narai

m that."
" Quite the contrary, if a young man feels himself to be sufficiently

settled. Your mother I know would be very glad that you should

marry early ;—and so should I, if you married well."

What on earth could all this mean ? It could not be that his grand-

father knew that he was in love with Miss Staveley ; and had this been

known his grandfather would not have talked of Harriet Tristram. " Oh
yes ; of course a fellow should marry well. I don't think much of

marrying for money."
" Nor do I, Peregrine ;—I thmk very little of it."

" Nor about being of very high birth."
" Well, it would make me unhappy—very imhappy, if you were to

marry below your own rank."

"What do you call my own rank?"
" I mean any girl whose father is not a gentleman, and whose mother

is not a lady ; and of whose education among ladies you could not feel

certain."
" I could be quite certain about her," said Peregrine, very inno-

cently.

"Her! what her?"
" Oh, I forgot that we were talking about nobody."
" You don't mean Harriet Tristram ?

"

" No, certainly not."
" Of whom were you thinking. Peregrine ? May I ask—if it be

not too close a secret ? " And then again there was a pause, during
which Peregrine emptied his glass and filled it again. He had no
objection to talk to his grandfather about Miss Staveley, but he
felt ashamed of having allowed the matter to escape him in this

sort of way. "I wUl tell you why I ask, my boy," continued the

Daronet. " I am going to do that which many people wiU call a very
i'oohsh thing."

" You mean about Lady Mason."
" Yes ; I mean my own marriage with Lady Mason. We will not

talk about that just at present, and I only mention it to explain that

before I do so, I shall settle the property permanently. If vou were
married I should at once divide it with you. I should like to "keep the

old house myself^ till I die
"

" Oh, Sir !

"

"But sooner than give you cause of offence, I would give that up."
"I would not consent to live in it unless I did so as your guest."
"Until yoiu- marriage I thiiik of settling on you a thousand a
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year ;— but it woiild add to my happiness if i thought it Ukely
that you would marry soon. Now may I ask of wliom were you
thinking ?

"

''

Peregrine paused for a second or two before he made any reply,
and then he brought it out boldly. " I was thinking of Madeline
Staveley."

"Then, my boy, you were thinking of the prettiest girl and the best-
bred lady in the county. Here's her health !

" and he fiUed for him-
self a bumper of claret. " You couldn't have named a woman whom I
should be more proud to see you bring home. And your mother's
opinion of her is the same as mine. I happen to know that

; " and
with a look of triumph he drank his glass of wine, as though much
that was very joyful to him had been already settled.

"Tes," said Peregrine mournfully, " she is a very nice girl ; at least

I think so."
" The man who can win her. Peregrine, may consider himself to be a

lucky fellow. You were quite right in what you were saying about
money. No man feels more sure of that than I do. But if I am not
mistaken Miss Staveley will have something of her own. I rather
think that Arbuthnot got ten thousand pounds."

" Pm sure I don't know. Sir," said Peregrine ; and his voice was by
no means as much elated as that of his grandfather.

" I think he did ; or if he didn't get it all, the remainder is settled

on him. And the judge is not a man to behave better to one child

than to another."
" 1 suppose not."

And tnen the conversation flagged a httle, for the enthusiasm was
all one side. It was moreover on that side which naturally would
have been the least enthusiastic. Poor Peregrine had only told half

his secret as yet, and that not the most important half. To Sir Pere-
grine the tidings, as far as he had heard them, were very pleasant. He
did not say to himself that he would purchase his grandson's assent to

nis own marriage by giving his consent to his grandson's marriage.

But it did seem to him that the two affairs, acting upon each other,

might both be made to run smooth. His heir could have made no
better choice in selecting the lady of his love. Sir Peregrine had feared

much that some Miss Tristram or the Kke might have been tendered

to him as the future Lady Orme, and he was agreeably surprised to find

that a new mistress for The Cleeve had been so well chosen. He
would be all kindness to his grandson and win from him, if it might
be possible, reciprocal courtesy and complaisance. " Your mother will

be very pleased when she hears this," he said.

" I meant to tell my mother," said Peregrine, still very dolefully,

" but I do not know that there is anything in it to please her. I

jnly sssid that I—I admired Miss Staveley."
" My dear boy, if you'll take my advice you'll propose to her at once.

You have been staymg in the same house with her, and ,"

"But I have."

"Have what?"

18 ;
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" 1 have propoeed to her."

" And she has refused me. You know all about it now, and there's

0 such great cause for joy."
" Oh, you have proposed to her. Have you spoken to her father or

mother ?
"

"What was the use when she told me plainly that she did not

care for me ? Of comse I should have asked her father. As to Lady
Staveley, She and I got on uncommonly well. I'm almost inclined to

think that she would not have objected."

"It would be a very nice match for them, and I dare say she

would not have objected." And then for some ten minutes they sat

looking at the fire. Peregrine had nothing more to say about it,

and the baronet was thinking how best he might encourage his

grandson.
" You must try again, you know," at last he said.

" Well ; I fear not. I do not think it would be any good. I'm not

quite sure she does not care for some one else."

"Who is he?"
" Oh, a fellow that's there. The man who broke his arm. I don't

say she does, you know, and of course you won't mention it."

Sir Peregrine gave the necessary promises, and then endeavoured

to give encouragement to the lover. He would himself see the

judge, if it were thought expedient, and explain what liberal settlement

would be made on the lady in the event of her altering her mind.

"Yoimg ladies, you know, are very prone to alter their minds on

such matters," said the old man. In answer to which Peregrine

declared his conviction that Madeline Staveley would not alter her

mind. But then do not all despondent lovers hold that opinion of

their own mistresses?

Sir Peregrine had been a great gainer by what had occurred, and so he

felt it. At any rate all the novelty of the question of his own marriage

was over, as between him and Peregrine ; and then he had acquired

a means of being gracious which must almost disarm his grandson of

all power of criticism. When he, an old man, was ready to do so much
to forward the views of a young man, could it be possible that the young
man should oppose his wishes ? And Peregrine was aware that his

power of opposition was thus lessened.

In the evening nothing remarkable occurred between them. Each
nad his or her own plans; but these plans could not be fur-

thered by anything to be said in a general assembly. Lady Mason
had already told to Mrs. Orme all that had passed in the drawmg-
room before dinner, and Sir Peregrine had determined that be would
consult Mrs. Orme as to that matter regarding Miss Staveley. He
did not think much of her refusal. Young ladies always do refuse-r

at first.

On the day but one following this there came another visit from Mi
Purnival, and he was for a long time closeted with Sir Peregrine.

Matthew Eound had, he said, been wiih him, and had felt himself
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ebliged in the performance of his duty to submit a case to counsel on
behalf of bis client Joseph Mason. He had not as yet received the
written opinion of Sir Richard Leatheram, to whom he had applied ; but
nevertheless, as he wished to give every possible notice, he had called to

say that his firm were of opinion that an action must be brought either

for forgery or for perjury.

"Eor perjury !
" Mr. Furnival had said.

" Well
; yes. We would wish to be as little harsh as possible. But

if we convict her of having sworn falsely when she gave evidence as to

having copied the codicil herself, and having seen it witnessed by the
pretended witnesses ;—why in that case of course the property would
go back."

"I can't give any opinion as to what might be the result in such a

case," said Mr. Pumival.
Mr. Round had gone on to say that he thought it improbable that the

action could be tried before the summer assizes.

" The sooner the better as far as we are concerned," said Mr. Pu.r-

nival.

" If you really mean that, I will see that there shall be no unnecessary

delay." Mr. Purnival had declared that he did really mean it, and so

the interview had ended.

Mr. Eumival had really meant it, fully concurring in the opinion

which Mr. Chaffanbrass had expressed on this matter; but never-

theless the increasing urgency of the case had almost made him
tremble. He still carried himself with a brave outside before

Mat Round, protesting as to the utter absurdity as well as cruelty

of the whole proceeding ; but his conscience told him that it was
not absurd. " Perjury

!

" he said to himself, and then he rang the

bell for Crabwitz. The upshot of that interview was that Mr. Crab-

witz received a commission to arrange a meeting between that

great barrister, the member for the Essex Marshes, and Mr. Solomon

Aram.
" Won't it look rather, rather—rather you know what I mean,

Sir ? " Crabwitz had asked.
" We must fight these people with tlieir own weapons," said Mr.

Furnival ;—not exactly with justice, seeing that Messrs. Round and

Crook were not .at, all of the same cahbre in the profession as Mr.

Solomon Aram.
Mr. Furnival had already at this time seen Mr. Slow, of the firm

sf Slow and Bideawhile, who were Su: Peregrine's solicitors. This

ne had done chiefly that he might be able to tell Sir Peregrine that

ne had seen him. Mr. Slow had declared that the case was one

•which his firm would not be prepared to conduct, and he named

a firm to which he should recommend his cKent to apply. But

Mr. Purnival, carefully considering the whole matter, had resolved

to take the advice and benefit by the experience of Mr. Chaffanbrass.

And then ho went down once more to The Cleeve. Poor Mr. Eur-

nival! In these days he was dreadfully buffeted about both as

regards his outer man and his inner conscience by this unfortunate

J8—

2
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Case, giving up to it time tliat would otherwise have tarned itaell

into heaps of gold ; giving up domestic conscience—for Mrs. Eurnival

was still hot in her anger against poor Lady Mason; and giving up

also much peace of mmd, for he felt that lie was soiling his hands

by dirty work. But he thought of the lady's pale sweet face, of

her tear-laden eye, of her soft beseeching tones, and gentle touch ; he

thought of these things—as he should not have thought of them;

—

and he persevered.

On this occasion he was closeted with Sir Peregrine for a couple

of hours, and each heard much from the other that surprised" him

very much. Sir Peregrine, when he was told that Mr. Solomon

Aram from Bucklersbury, and Mr. Chaffanbrass from the Old

Bailey, were to be retained for the defence of his future wife, drew

himself up and said that he could hardly approve^ of it. The

gentlemen named were no doubt very clever in criminal concerns;

he could understand as much as rhat, though he had not had great

opportunity of looking into affairs of that sort. But surely, m
Lady Mason's case, assistance of such a description would hardly

he needed. Would it not be better to consult Messrs. Slow and

Bideawhile ?

And then it turned out than Messrs. Slow and Bideawhile had

been consulted ; and Mr. Purnival, not altogether successfully, en-

deavoured to throw dust into the baronet's eyes, declaring that

iu a combat with the devil one must use the devil's weapons. He
assured Sir Peregrine that he had given the matter his most matured

and indeed most painful professional consideration; there were

unfortunate circumstances which required peculiar care; it was a

matter which would depend entirely on the evidence of one or

two persons who might be suborned ; and in such a case it would

be well to trust to those who knew how to break down and crush

a lying witness. Li such work as that Slow and Bideawhile would

be innocent and ignorant as babes. As to breaking down and crush-

ing a witness anxious to speak the truth, Mr. Purnival at that time

said nothing.
" I wUl not think that falsehood and fraud can prevail," said Sir

Peregrine proudly.
" But they do prevail sometimes," said Mr. Purnival. And then with

much outer dignity of demeanour, but with some shame-faced tremblings

of the inner man hidden under the guise of that outer dignity. Sir

Peregrine informed the lawyer of his great purpose.
" Indeed 1 " said Mr. Eurnival, throwing himself back into his chair

with a start.

" les, Mr. Furnival. I should not have taken the liberty to trouble

you with a matter so private in its nature, buffer your close professional

intimacy and great friendsliip with Lady Mason."
" Oh, indeed !

" said Mr. ]?urnival ; and the baronet coijl^ uodersti^n^

from the lawyer's tone that eveij h^ ^id not approve.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

WHY SHOULD HE GO F

" 1 AM well aware, Mr. Staveley, that you are one of those gentlemen
who amuse themselves by frequently saying such things to girls. I had
learned your character in that respect before I had been in the house
two days."

" Then, Miss Furnival, you learned what was very false. May 1
ask who has blackened me in this way in your estimation ? " It will

be easily seen from this that Mr. Augustus Staveley and Miss Purnival
were at the present moment alone together in one of the rooms at

Noningsby.
"My informant," she replied, "has been no one especial sinner

whom you can take by the throat and punish. Indeed, if you must
shoot anybody, it should be chiefly yourself, and after that your father,

and mother, and sisters. But you need not talk of being black. Such
sins are venial nowadays, and convey nothing deeper than a ligh>;

shade of brown."
" I regard a man who can act in such a way as very base."
" Such a way as what, Mr. Staveley ?

"

" A man who can Win a girl's heart for his own amusement."
" I said nothing about the winning of hearts. That is treachery of

the worst dye ; but I acquit you of any such attempt. When there is a

question of the winning of hearts men look so different."

"I don't know how they look," said Augustus, not altogether

satisfied as to the manner in which he was being treated—"but
such has been my audacity,—my too great audacity on the present

occasion."
" You are the most audacious of men, for your audacity would

carry you to the feet of another lady to-morrow without the slightest

check."

"And that is the only answer I am to receive from you ?

"

" It is qxiite answer enough. What would you have me do? Get
up and decline the honour of being Mrs. Augustus Staveley with a

curtsey ?
"

" No—I would have you do nothing of the kind. I would have you
get up and accept the honour,—with a kiss."

" So that you might have the kiss, and I might have the ; — I
was going to say disappointment, only that would be untrue. Let
me assure you that I am not so demonstrative in my tokens of regard."

" I wonder whether you mean that you are not so honest ?
"

"No, Mr. Staveley; I mean nothing of the kind; and you are very

impertinent to express such a supposition. What have I done or said

to ~^Ap you suppose that I have lost my heart to you ?
"



37Si OELEt PAKM.

"As you have mine, it is at any rate human nature in me to hope

that I might have yours."
" Psha ! your heart ! You have been making a shuttlecock of

it till it is doubtful whether you have not banged it to pieces. I

know two ladies who carry in their caps two feathers out of it. It is so

easy to see when a man is in love. They all go cross-gartered like

Malvolio ;—cross-gartered in their looks and words and doings."
" And there is no touch of all this in me ?

"

" You cross-gartered 1 You have never got so far yet as a lacka

daisical twist to the corner of your mouth. Did you watch Mr. Orme
before he went away ?

"

" Why ; was he cross-gartered ?
"

" But you men have no eyes
;
you never see anything. And your

idea of love-making is to sit under a tree wishing, wondering whether

the ripe fruit wUl fall down into your mouth. Ripe fruit does some-

times fall, and then it is all well with you. But if it won't, you pass on

and say that it is sour. As for climbing
"

" The fruit generally falls too fast to admit of such exercise," said

Staveley, who did not choose that all the sharp things should be said

on the other side.

" And that is the result of your very extended experience ? The
orchards which have been opened to you have not, I fear, been of the

first quality. Mr. Staveley, my hand will do very well by itself. Such

is not the sort of climbing that is required. That is what I call stoop-

ing to pick up the frtdt that has fallen." And as she spoke, she moved
a little way from him on the sofa.

" And ho^r is a man to climb ?
"

" Do you really iiiean that you want a lesson ? But if I were to

tell you, my words would be thrown away. Men will not labour who
have gotten all that they require without work. Why strive to

deserve any woman, when women are plenty who do not care to

be deserved ? That plan of picking up the fallen apples is so much
the easier."

The lesson might perhaps have been given, and Miss Purnival

might have imparted to Mr. Staveley her idea of " excelsior " in the

matter of love-making, had not Mr. Staveley's mother come into

the room at that moment. Mrs. Staveley was beginning to fear that

the results of her Christmas hospitahty would not be satisfactory.

Peregrine Orme, whom she would have been so happy to welco-ne

ot the warmest corner of her household temple as a son, had oeen

sent away in wretchedness and disappointment. Madeline was

moping about the house, hardly making an effort to look like

herself; attributing, in her mother's ears, all her complaint to that

unexpected interview with Peregrine Orme, but not so attributing,

it— as her mother fancied— with correctness. And there was

Pelix Graham still in the room up stairs, the doctor having said

that he might be moved in a day or two ;—that is, such movement
might possibly be effected without detriment;—but having said

also that another ten days of uninterrupted rest would be very
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sesirable. And now, in addition to this, ner son Augustus was

to be found on every wet morning closeted somewhere with Sophia

Furnival;—on every wet morning, and sometimes on dry mormngs
also

!

And then, on this very day. Lady Staveley had discovered that

Felix Graham's door in the corridor was habitually left open. She
knew her child too well, and was too clear and pure in her own mind,

to suppose that there was anything wrong in this ;—that clandestine

taUdngs were arranged, or anythmg planned in secret. What she

feared was that which really occurred. The door was left open, and
as Madeline passed Felix would say a word, and then Madeline would
panise and answer him. Such words as they were might have been

spoken before all the household, and if so spoken would have been
free from danger. But they were not free from danger when spoken in

that way, in the passage of a half-closed doorway ;—all which Lady
Staveley understood perfectly.
" Baker," she had said, with more of anger in her voice than was

Tisual with her, " why do you leave that door open ?

"

" I think it sweetens the room, my lady
;
" and, indeed, Felix Graham

sometimes thought so too.
" Nonsense ! every sound in the house must be heard. Keep it shut,

if you please."

"Yes, my lady," said Mrs. Baker—^who also understood perfectly.
" He is better, my darling," said Mrs. Baker to Madeline, the same

day ;
" and indeed, for that he is well enough as regards eating and

drinking. But it would be cruelty to move him yet. I heard who.
the doctor said."

"Who talks of moving him ?
"

" Well, he talks of it himself; and the doctor said it might be possible.

But I know what that means."
" What does it mean ?

"

" Why, just this : that if we want to get rid of him, it won't quite be
the death of him."

"But who wants to get rid of him? "

" I'm sure I don't. I don't mind my trouble the least in life. He's
as nice a young gentleman as ever I sat beside the bed of ; and he's

full of spirit—he is."

And then Madehne appealed to her mother. Surely her mother
would not let Mr. Graham be sent out of the house in his present

state, merely because the doctor said it might be possible to move
him without causing his instant death! And tears stood in poor
Madeline's eyes as she thus pleaded the cause of the sick and
wounded. This again tormented Lady Staveley, who found it

accessary to give further caution to Mrs. Baker. " Baker," she said,
' how can you be so foolish as to be talking to Miss Madeline about
Mr. Graham's arm ?

"

" Who, my lady ? I, my lady ?
"

"Yes, you; when you know that the least thing frightens her.

Don't you remember how ill it made her when Roger "—Roger wa»
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an old family groom—" wlien Roger Lad that accident ? _" Ladj
Staveley might have saved herself the trouble of the reminisceuce as

to Eoger, for Baker knew more about it than that. When Roger's

scalp had been laid bare by a fall. Miss Madeline had chanced to see

it, and had fainted; but Miss Madeline was not fainting now.

Baker knew all about it, almost better than Lady Staveley herself.

It was of very little use talking to Baker about Eo^er the groom.

Baker thought that Mr. Eelix Graham was a very nice young man,

in spite of His " not being exactly handsome like about the physgog-

nomy," as she remarked to one of the younger maids, who much pre-

ferred Peregrine Orme.
Coming away from this last interview with Mrs. Baker, Lady

Staveley interrupted her son and Sophia Eurnival in the back drawing-

room, and began to feel that her solicitude for her children would

be almost too much for her. Why had she asked that nasty girl to

her house, and why would not the nasty girl go away ? As for lier

going away, there was no present hope, for it had been arranged

that she should stay for another fortnight. Why could not tlie Fates

have been kind, and have allowed Felix Graham and Miss Furnival

to fall in love with each other ? "I can never make a daughter of

her if he does marry her," Lady Staveley said to herself, as she looked

at them.

Augustus looked as though he were detected, and stammered out

some question about his mother and the carriage ; but Miss Fumiva)

did not for a moment lose her easy presence of mind. " Lady Stave-

ley," said she, "why does not your son go and hunt, or shoot, or

fish, instead of staying in the house all day ? It seems to me that

his time is so heavyou his hands that he will almost have to hang himself."
" I'm sure I can't tell," said Lady Staveley, who was not so perfect

an actor as her guest.
" I do think gentlemen in the house in the morning always look so

unfortunate. You have been endeavouring to make yourself agreeable,

but you know you've been yawning."
" Do you suppose then that men never sit stiU in the morning ?

"

said Augustus.
" Oh, in their chambers, yes ; or on the bench, and perhaps also

behind counters ; but they very seldom do so in a drawmg-room. You
have been fidgeting about with the poker till you have destroyed the

look of the fireplace."

" Well, I'll go and fidget up stairs with Graham," said he; and so

he left the room.
'' Nasty, sly girl," said Lady Staveley to herself as she took up her

work and sat herself down in her own chair.

Augustus did go up to his friend and found him reading letters.

There was no one else in the room, and the door when Augustus
reached it was properly closed. " I think I shall be off to-morrow, old

boy," said Felix.
" Then I think you'll do no such tliuig," afii'. Augustus. " What's

in the wuid now ?
"



WHY SHOULD HE GO? 381

"Tlifc dottoi' said this morning that I could be moved without

danger."
" He said that it might possibly be done in two or three days—

that was all. What on earth makes you so impatient ? You've no-

thing to do. Nobody else wants to see you ; and nobody here wants to

get rid of you."
" You're wrong in all your three statements."
" The deuce I am ! Who wants to get rid of you ?

"

"That shall come last. I have something to do, and somebody
else does want to see me. I've got a letter from Mary here,

and another from Mrs. Thomas ; " and he held up to view two
letters which he had received, and which had, in trutn, startled him.

" Mary's duenna ;—the artist who is supposed to be moulding the

wife ?
"

" Yes ; Mary's duenna, or Mary's artist, whichever you please."

"And which of them wants to see you? It's just like a woman, to

require a man's attendance exactly when he's unable to move."
Then Felix, though he did not give up the letters to be read,

described to a certain extent their contents. "I don't know what
on earth has happened," he said. " Mary is praying to be forgiven,

and saying that it is not her fault ; and Mrs. Tlioraas is full of

apologies, declaring that her conscience forces her to teli every-

thing ; and yet, between them both, I do not know what has

happened."
" Miss Snow has probably lost the key of the workbox you gave

her."
" I have not given her a workbox."
" Then the writing-desk. That's what a man has to endure when

he will make himself head schoolmaster to a young lady. And so

you're going to look after your charge with your limbs still in

bandages ?
"

" Just so ;
" and then he took up the two letters and read them again,

while Staveley still sat on the foot of the bed. "I wish I knew what
to think about it," said Felix.

" About what ? " said the other. And then there was another pause,

and another reading of a portion of the letters.

" There seems something—something almost frightful to me," said

Felix gravely, " in the idea of marrying a girl in a few months' time,

who now, at so late a period of our engagement, writes to me ui that

sort of cold, formal way."
"It's the proper moulded-wife style, you may depend," said

Augustus.
" I'll tell you what, Staveley, if you can talk to me seriously for five

minutes, I shall be obliged to you. If that is impossible to you, say so,

and I will drop the matter."

"Well, goon; I am serious enough in what I intend to express,

even though I may not be so in my words."
" I'm beginning to have my doubts about tliis dear girl."

" I've bad my doubts hs some time."
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" Not, mark you, with regard to myself. The question is not novr

whether I caa love her sufficiently for my own happiness. On that side

I have no longer the right to a doubt."
" But you wouldn't marry her if you did not love her."
" We need not discuss that. But what if she does not love me ?

What, if she would think it a release to be freed from this engagement ?

How am I to find that out ?
"

Augustus sat for a while silent, for he did feel that the matter was
serious. The case as he looked at it stood thus :—His friend Graham
had made a very fooHsh bargain, from which he would probably be

glad to escape, though he could not now bring himself to say »-,

much. But this bargain, bad for him, would probably be very good for

the young lady. The young lady, having no shilling of her own, and
no merits of birth or early breeding to assist her outlook in the world,

might probably regard her ready-made engagement to a clever, kind-

hearted, high-spirited man, as an advantage not readily to be aban
doned. Staveley, as a sincere friend, was very anxious that the match
should be broken off; but he could not brmg himself to tell Graham
that he thought that the young lady would so wish. According to his

idea the young lady must undergo a certain amount of disappointment,

and receive a certain amount of compensation. Graham had been very

fooUsh, and must pay for his folly. But in preparing to do so, it

would be better that he should see and acknowledge the whole truth

of the matter.
" Are you sure that you have found out your own feelings ? " Stave-

ley said at last ; and his tone was then serious enough even for his

friend.

" It hardl'r matters whether I have or have not," said Felix.
" It matters above all things ;—above all things, because as to them

you may come to something like certainty. Of the inside of her heart

you cannot know so much. The fact I take it is this—that you woula
wish to escape from this bondage."

" No ; not unless I thought she regarded it as bondage also. It

/nay be that she does. As for myself, I believe that at the present

moment such a marriage would be for me the safest step that I could

-ake."
" Safe as against what danger ?

"

" All dangers. How, if 1 should learn to love another woman,

—

some one utterly out of my reach,—while I am still betrothed to

her ?

"

" I rarely flatter you, Graham, and don't mean to do it now ; bul

no girl ought to be out of your reach. You have talent, position,

birth, and gifts of nature, which should make you equal to any
lady. As for money, the less you have the more you, should look
to get. But if you would cease to be mad, two years would give

you command of an income."
" But I shaU never cease to be mad."
" Who is it that cannot be serious, now ?

"

" Well, I will be serious—serious enough, I can afford to be so, ei
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I liaye received my medinal passport for to-morrow. No giirl, you say,

ought to be out of my reach. If the girl were one Miss Statel^y,

should she be regarded as oist of my reach ?
"

"A man doesn't talk about his own sister/' said Staveley, having got

up from the bed and walked to the window, " and I know you don't

mean anything."

"But, by Heavens ! T do mean a great deal."
" What is it you mean, then ?

"

" I mean this—What would you say if you learned that I was a
suitor for her hand ?

"

Staveley had been right in saying that a man does not talk about his

own sister. When he had declared, with so much affootioliate admir-
ation for his friend's prowess, that he might aspire to the hand of any
lady, that one retiring, modest-browed girl had not beed thought of by
him. A man in talking to another man about women is always supposed
to consider those belonging to himself as exempt from the incidents

of the conversation. The dearest friends do not talk to each other

about their sisters when they have once left school ; and a man in such
a position as that now taken by Graham has to make fight fol- his

,
ground as closely as though there had been no former liitimacies. My
friend Smith in such a matter as that, though I have been hail fellow

with him for the last ten years, has very Kttle advantage over Joiies,

who was introduced to the house for the first time last week. And
therefore Staveley felt himself almost injured when Felix Graham snoke
to him about Madeline.

" What would I say ? Well—that is a question one does not under-

stand, unless—unless you really meant to state it as a fact that it was
your intention to propose to her."

"But I mean rather to state it as a fact that it is not my iuteritioil

to propose to her."
" Then we had better not speak of her."

"Listen to me a moment. In order that I may not do so, it

will be better for me—better for us all, that I should leave the

house."
" Do you mean to say—^ ?

"

" Yes, I do mean to say ! I mean to say all that your mind is now
suggesting to you. I quite understand your feelings when you de-

clare that a man does not like to talk of his own sister, and therefore

we will talk of your sister no more. Old fellow, don't look at nle as

though you meant to drop me."
Augustus came back to the bedside, and again seatuig himself, pti

his hand almost caressingly over his friend's shoulder. ''I did not

think of this," he said.

" No ; one never does think of it," Graham replied.

"And she?"
" She knows no more of it than that bed-post," said Graham. " The

injury, such as Uwro is, i« all on one side. But I'll tell you whc
suspects it."

"Baker?"
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" Tour mother. I am much mistaken if you wiii not find tliat sTie^

*ith all her hospitality, would prefer that I should recover my strength

elsewhere.^'
" But you have done nothing to betray yourself."
" A mother's ears are very sharp. I know that it is so. I cannot ex-

plain to you how. Do you tell her that I think of getting up to

liondon to-morrow, and see how she will take it. And, Stayeley,

do not for a moment suppose that I am reproaching her. She is

?uite right. I believe that I have in no way committed myself—that

have said no word to your sister with which Lady Staveley has a

right to feel herself aggrieved ; but if she has had the wit to read tht

thoughts of my bosom, she is quite right to wish that I were out of

the house."

Poor Lady Staveley had been possessed of no such wit at all. The
sphyni which she had read had been one much more in her own line.

She had simply read the thoughts in her daughter's bosom—or rather,

the feelings in her daughter's heart.

Augustus Staveley hardly knew what he ought to say. He was not

prepared to tell his mend that he was the very brother-in-law for whose

connection he would be desirous. Such a marriage for Madeline, even

should Madeline desire it, would not be advantageous. When
Augustus told Graham that he had gifts of nature which made him
equal to any lady, he did not include his own sister. And yet the idea

of acquiescing in his friend's sudden departure was very painful to him.
" There can be no reason why you should not stay up here, you know,"

at last he said ;—and in so saying he pronounced an absolute verdict

against poor Pelis.

On few matters of moment to a man's own heart can he speak out

plainly the whole truth that is in him. Graham had intended so to do,

but had deceived himself. He had not absolutely hoped that his friend

would say, " Come among us, and be one of us ; take her, and be my
brother." But yet there came upon his heart a black load of dis-

appointment, in that the words which were said were the exact oppo-

site of these. Graham had spoken of himself as unfit to match with

Madeline Staveley, and Madeline Staveley's brother had taken him at

his word. The question which Augustus asked himself was this—Was
it, or was it not practicable that Graham should remain there without

danger of intercourse with his sister ? To Pelix the question came in

a very different shape. After having spoken as he had spoken—might

he be allowed to remain there, enjoying such intercourse, or might he

not ? That was the question to which he had unconsciously demanded
answer ;—and unconsciously he had still hoped that the question might

be answered in his favour. He had so hoped, although he was

burdened with Mary Snow, and although he had spoken of his engage-

ment with that lady m so rigid a spirit of self-martyrdom. But
the question had been answered against him. The offer of a further

asylum in the seclusion of that bed-room had been made to him
by his friend with a sort of proviso that it would not be well

that he should go further than the bed-room, and his inner feelings
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at once grated against each other, making him wretched and almost
angry.

"Thank you, no; I understand Low kind you are, but I will not
do that. I will write up to-night, and sliall certainly start to-

morrow."
" My dear fellow "

"I should get into a fever, if I were to remain in this house after

what I have told you. I could not endure to see you, or your mother,
or Baker, or Marian, or any one else. Don't talk about it. Indeed,
you ought to feel that it is not possible. I have made a confounded
ass of myself, and the sooner I get away the better. I say—perhaps
you would not be angry if I was to ask you to let me sleep for an hour
or so now. After that I'll get up and write my letters."

He was very sore. He knew that he was sick at heart, and ill at

ease, and cross with his friend ; and knew also that he was unreasonable

in being so. Staveley's words and manner had been full of kindness.

Graham was aware of this, and was therefore the more irritated with

himself. But this did not prevent his being angry and cross with his

friend.

" Graham," said the other, " I see clearly enough that I have annoyed

you."
" Not in the least. A man falls into the mud, and then calls to an-

other man to come and see him. The man in the mud of course is not

comfortable."

"But you have called to me, and I have not been able to help

you."
" I did not suppose you would, so there has been no disappointment.

Indeed, there was no possibility for help. I shall follow out the Kne of

life which I have long since chalked out for myself, and I do not expect

that I shall be more wretched than other poor devils around me. As
fer as my idea goes, it all makes very little difference. Now leave me j

there's a good fellow,"

"Dear old fellow, I would give my right Land if it would make you

happy !

"

" But it won't. Tour rigLt Land will make somebody else Lappy, I

hope."

"I'll come up to you again before dinner."

"Very well. And, Staveley, what we have now said cannot be for-

gotten between us ; but when we next meet, and ever after, let it be as

though it were forgotten." Then he settled himself down on the bed,

and Augustus left the room.

It will not be supposed that Graham did go to sleep, or that he

had any thought of doing so. When he was alone those words of his

friend rang over and over again in his ears, " No girl ought to be out

of your reach." Why should Madehne Staveley be out of his reach,

simply because she was his friend's sister ? He had been made wel-

come to that house, and therefore he was bound to do nothing unhand-

some by the family. But then he was bound by other laws, equally

ctear, tQ do nothing unhan4§ome by any pther family,—or by any other
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lady. If there was anyliiing in Staveley's words, liicy applied as

strongly to Staveley's sister as to any other giri. And why should

not he, a lawyer, marry a lawyer's daughter ? Sophia Purnival, with

her hatful of money, would not be considered too high for him ; and iu

what respect was Madeline Staveley above Sophia Eurnival ? That the

one was immeasurably above the other in all those respects which hi

his estimation tended towards female perfection, he knew to be true

enough ; but the fruit which he had been forbidden to gather hung no

higher on the social tree than that other fruit which he had been

specially invited to pluck and garner.

And then Graham was not a man to think any fruit too high for

him. He liad no overweening idea of his own deserts, cither socially

or professionally, nor had he taught himself to expect great things

from his own genius ; but he had that audacity of spirit which bids

a man Ijope to compass that which he wishes to compass,— that

audacity which is both the father and mother of success, — that

audacity which seldom exists without the inner capability on which it

ought to rest.

But then there was Mary Snow ! Augustus Staveley thought but

little of Mary Snow. According to his theory of his friend's future

life, Mary Snow might be laid aside without much difficulty. If

this were so, why should not Madeline be within his reach ? But
then was it so ? Had he not betrothed himself to Mary Snow in

the presence of the girl's father, with every solemnity and assurance,

in a maimer fixed beyond that of all other betrothals ? Alas, yes

;

and for this reason it was right that he should liurry away from

Noningsby.

Then he thought of Mary's letter, and of Mrs. Thomas's letter.

What was it that had been done? Mary had written as ^though

she had been charged with some childish offence ; but Mrs.

Thomas talked solemnly of acquitting her own conscience. What
could have happened that had touched Mrs. Thomas in the eon-

scieiice ?

But his thoughts soon ran away from the Httle house at Peekham,
and settled themselves again at Noningsby. Should, he hear more of

Madeline's footsteps ?—and if not, why should they have been banished

iVom the corridor ? Should he hear her voice again at the door,—and
if not, why should it have been hushed ? There is a silence which
may be more eloquent than the sounds which it follows. Had no one

in that house guessed the feelings in his bosom she would have

walked along the corridor as usual, and spoken a word with her sweet

voice in answer to his word. He felt sure that this would be so no
more ; biit who had stopped it, and why should such sounds be no more
heard?
At last he did go to sleep, not in pursuance of any plan formed for

doing so ; for had he been asked he would have said that sleep was
impossible for him. But he did go to sleep, and when he awoke it

was dark. He had intended to have got up and dressed on that afternoon,

or to have gone through such ceremony of dressing as was possible for
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him,—in preparation of his next day's exercise ; and now he rose up
in his bed with a start, angry with himself in having allowed the tima
to pass by him.

"Lord love you, Mr. Graham, why how you have slept !
" said Mrs.

Baker. " If I haven't just sent your dinner down again to keep hot.
Sueh a beautiful pheasant, and the bread sauce'll be lumpy now, for all

the world like pap."

"Never mind the bread sauce, Mrs. Baker:— the pheasant's the
thing."

" And her ladyship's been here, Mr. Graham, only she wouldn't have
you woke. She won't hear of your being moved to-morrow, nor yet
won't the judge. There was a rumpus down stairs when Mr. Augustus
as much as mentioned it. I know one who "

"You know one who—you were saying ?
"

" Never mind. It ain't one more than another, but it's all. You
ain't to leave this to-morrow, so you may just give it over. And indeed
your thmgs is all at the wash, so you can't ;—and now I'll go down for

the pheasant."

Pelix stiU declared very positively that he should go, but his doing so

did not shake Mrs. Baker. The letter-bag he knew did not leave till

eight, and as yet it was not much past five. He would see Staveley

again after his dinner, and then he would write.

When Augustus left the room in the middle of the day he encountered

Madeline wandering about the house. In these days she did wander
about the house, as though there were something always to be done in

some place apart from that in which she then was. And yet the things

which she did were but few. She neither worked nor read, and as for

household duties, her share in them was confined almost entirely to the

morning and evening teapot.
" It isn't true that he's to go to-morrow morning, Augustus, is it ?

"

said she.
" Who, Graham ? Well ; he says that he will. He is very anxious

to get to London ; and no doubt he finds it stupid enough lying there

and doing nothing."
" But he can do as much there as he can lying by himself in his

own chambers, where I don't suppose he would have anybody to

look after him. He thinks he's a trouble and all that, and therefore

he wants to go. But you know mamma doesn't mind about trouble

of that kind ; and what should we think of it afterwards if anything

bad was to happen to your friend because we allowed him to leave

the house before he was in a fit state to be moved ? Of course Mr.

Pottinger says so " Mr. Pottinger was the doctor. " Of course

Mr. Pottinger says so, because he thinks he has been so long here, and

he doesn't understand."

"But Mr. Pottinger would like to keep a patient."

"Oh no; he's not at all that sort of man. He'd think of mamma,
—the trouble I mean of having a stranger ia the house. But you
know mamma would think nothing of that, especiiJl.y for sucr. em

iatimate friend of yours."



288 OBLBi: fABM.

Augustus turned slightly round so as to look more fuUj into hi«

sister's face, and he saw that a tear was gathered in the corner of

her eye. She perceived his glance and partly shrank under it, but
she soon recovered herself and answered it. " I know what you
iiiean," she said, "and if you choose to think so, I can't help it.

But it is horrible—horrible " and then she stopped herself, finding

that a Uttle sob would become audible if she trusted herself to further

"ivords.

" You know what I mean. Mad ? " he said, putting his arm affec-

tionately round hei waist. " And what is it that I mean ? Come

;

vou and I never have any secrets ;—you always say so when you want
to get at mine. Tell me what it is that I mean."

" I haven't got any secret."

"But what did I mean?"
" You looked at me, because I don't want you to let them send Mi.

Graham away. If it was old Mr. Purnival I shouldn't like them
to turn him out of this house when he was in such a state as that."

"Poor Mr. Furnival; no; I think he would bear it worse than

FeKx."
" Then why should he go ? And why—should you look at me in

that way?"
"Did I look at you, Mad ? Well, I beKeve I did. We are to have

no secrets ; are we '•"

"

" No," said she. But she did not say it in the same eager voice

with which hitherto she had declared that they would always tell each

other everything.

" Felix Graham is my friend," said he, "my special friend j and I

jope you will always like my friends. Bat "

"Well? "she said.

" You know what I mean. Mad."
" Yes," she said.

"That is all, dearest." And then she knew that he also had
cautioned her not to fall in love with Felix Graham, and she felt

angry with him for the caution. " Why—why—why ? " But she

hardly knew as yet how to frame the question which she desired to aak

herself.
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CHAPTER XL.

'l CALL IT AWFUL."

'* Oh indeed !
" Those had been the words with which Air. Fnr-

nival had received the announcement made by Sir Peregrine as to
his proposed nuptials. And as he uttered them the lawyer drew
himself up stiffly in his chair, looking much more like a lawyer aad
much less like an old family friend than he had done the moment
before.

Whereupon Sir Peregrine drew himself up also. " Yes," he said.
" I should be intrusive if I were to trouble you with my motives,

and therefore I need only say further as regards the lady, that I trust

that my support, standing as I shall do ia the position of her husband,
will be more serviceable to her than it could otherwise have been in

this trial which she will, I presume, be forced to undergo."
" No doubt ; no doubt," said Mr. Purnival ; and then the interview

had ended. The lawyer had been anxious to see his client, and had
intended to ask permission to do so ; but he had felt on hearing Sir

Peregrine's tidings that it would be useless now to make any attempt
to see her alone, and that he could speak to her with no freedom ui

Sir Peregrme's presence. So he left The Cleeve, having merely
intimated to the baronet the fact of his having engaged the services

of Mr. ChafFanbrass and Mr. Solomon Aram. " You will not see Lady
Mason ? " Sir Peregrine had asked. " Tliank you : I do not know
that I need ti-ouble her," Mr. Purnival had answered. " You of

course will explam to her how the case at present stands. I fear she

must reconcile herself to the fact of a trial. You are aware. Sir Pere-
grine, that the'offence imputed is one for which bail will be taken. I

should propose yourself and her son. Of course I should be happy to

lend my own name, but as I shall be on the trial, perhaps it may be as

well that this should be avoided."

Bail will be taken ! Tliese words were dreadful in the ears of the

expectant bridegroom. Had it come to this; that there was
question whether or no she should be locked up in a prison, like

a felon? But nevertheless his heart did not misgive him. Seeing

how terribly she was injured by others, he felt himself bound by the

stronger law to cling to her himself. Such was the special chivalry of

the man.
Mr. Pumival on his return to London thought almost more of Sir

Peregrine than he did either of Lady Mason or of himself. Was it not

a pity ? Was it not a thousand pities that that aged noble gentleman
should be sacrificed ? He had felt angry with Sir Peregrine when the

tidings were first communicated to him; but now, as he journeyed up
to London- this feeling of anger was transferred to his own client.

19
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This must be her doing, and such doing on her part, while she was in

her present circumstances, was very wicked. And then he remembered
her guilt,—her probable guilt, and his brow became very black. Her
supposed guilt had not been horrible to him while he had regarded it as

affecting herself alone, and in point of property affecting Joseph Mason
and her son Lucius. He could look forward, sometimes almost triumph-

antly, to the idea of washing her—so far as this world's washmg
goes—from that guilt, and setting her up again clear before

_
the world,

even though in doing so he should lend a hand in robbing Joseph

Mason of his estate. Eut this dragging down of another—and such

another—head into the vortex of ruin and misery was horrible to him. He
was not straitlaced, or mealy-mouthed, or overburthened with scruples.

In the way of his profession he could do many a thing at which—I ex-

press a single opinion with much anxious deference—at which an honest

man might be scandalised if it became beneath his judgment unprofes-

sionally. But this he could not stand. Something must be done in the

matter. The marriage must be stayed till after the trial,—or else he

must himself retire from the defence and explain both to Lady Mason
and to Sir Peregrine why he did so.

And then he thought of the woman herself, and this spirit within

him became very bitter. Had any one told him that he was jealous

of the preference shown by his client to Sir Peregrine, he would have

fumed with anger, and thought that he was fuming justly. But such

was in truth the case. Though he believed her to have been guilty

of this thing, though he believed her to be now guilty of the worse

offence of dragging the baronet to his ruin, stiU he was jealous of her

regard. Had she been content to lean upon him, to trust to him as

her great and only necessary friend, he could have forgiven all else,

and placed at her service the fuE force of his professional power,

—even though by doing so he might have lowered himself in men's

minds. And what reward did he expect ? None. He had formed no

idea that the woman would become his mistress. All that was as

obscure before his mind's eye, as though she had been nineteen and he

five and twenty.

He was to din« at home on this day, that being the first occasion of

his doing so for—as Mrs. Furnival declared—the last six months. In

truth, however, the interval had been long, though not so long as that.

He had a hope that having anuounoed his iatention, he might find the

coast clear and hear Martha Biggs spoken of as a dear one lately gone.,

But when he arrived at home Martha Biggs was still there. Under
cfrcumstanees as they now existed Mrs. Parnival had determined to

keep Martha Biggs by her, unless any special edict for her banishment

should come forth. Then, in case of such special edict, Martha Biggs

should go, and thence should arise the new casus belli. Mrs. Purnival

had made up her mind that war was expedient,—nay, absolutely

necessary. She had an idea, formed no doubt from the reading of

history, that some allies require a smart brush now and again to blow

away the clouds of distrust which become engendered oy time be-

tween them ; and that they may become better allies than ever aftei"
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Wards. If the appropriate time for sucli a brush might ever come,
it had come now. All the world,—so she said to herself,—was talk-

ing of Mr. Furnival and Lady Mason. All the world knew of her
injuries.

Martha Biggs was second cousin to Mr. Crook's brother's wife

—

I speak of that Mr. Crook who had been professionally known for the
last thirty years as the partner of Mr. Kound. It had been whispered
in the office in Bedford B.ow—such whisper I fear originating with
old Round—that Mr. Eumival admired his fair client. Hence light

had fallen upon the eyes of Martha Biggs, and the secret of her
friend was known to her. Need I trace the course of the tale with
closer accuracy ?

" Oh", Kitty," she had said to her friend with tears that evening—" I
cannot bear to keep it to myself any more ! I cannot when I see you
suffering so. It's awful."

" Caimot bear to keep what, Martha ?
"

" Oh, I know. Indeed all the town knows it now."
" Knows what ? You know how I hate that kind of thing. If you.

have anything to say, speak out."

This was not kind to such a faithful friend as Martha Biggs ; but
Martha knew what sacrifices friendship such as hers demanded, and
she did not resent it.

" Well, then ;—if I am to speak out, it's—Lady Mason. And I do
say that it's shameful, quite shameful ;—and awful ; I call it awfuL"

Mrs. Pumival had not said much at the time to encourage the
Sdelity of her friend, but she was thus justified in declaring to herself

ihat her husband's goings on had become the talk of all the world ;

—

and his goings on especially in that quarter in which she had long re-

garded them with so much dismay. She was not therefore prepared to

welcome him on this occasion of his coming home to dinner by such
tokens of friendly feeling as the dismissal of her friend to Red Lion
Square. When the moment for absolute war should come Martha
Biggs should be made to depart.

Mr. Furnival when he arrived at his own house was in a thoughtful

mood, and disposed for quiet and domestic meditation. Had Miss
Biggs not been there he could have found it in his heart to tell every-

thing about Lady Mason to his wife, asking her counsel as to what he
should do with reference to that marriage. Could he have done so, all

would have been well ; but this was not possible while that red-faced

lump of a woman from Red Lion Square sat in his drawing-room,

making everything uncomfortable.

The three sat down to dinner together, and very little was said

between them. Mr. FuTnival did try to be civil to his wife, but wives

sometimes have a mode of declining such civiKties without committing

themselves to overt acts of war. To Miss Biggs Mr. Furnival could

not bring himself to say anything civil, seeing that he hated her ; but

such words as he did speak to her she received with grim grffin-like

austerity, as though she were ever meditating on the awfulness of his

conduct. And so in truth she was. Why his conduct was more awful
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iu her cstimatioE since she had heard Lady Mason's name mentioned,

than when her mind had been simply filled with general ideas of vague

Conjugal infidelity, I cannot say ; but such was the case. " I call it

awful," were the first words she again spoke when she found

herself onCe more alone with Mis. Eurnival in the drawing-room. And
then she sat down over the fii'e, thinking neither of her novel nor her

knitting, with her mind deliciously filled with the anticipation of coming
Catastrophes.

"If 1 sit uj) after half-past ten would you mind going to bed?"
said Mrs. Eurnival, when they had been in the drawing-room about ten

minutes.
" Oh no, not in the least," said Miss Biggs. " I'll be sure to go."

But she thought it very unkind, and she felt as a child does who is

deceived in a matter of being taken to the play. If no one goes the

child can bear it. But to see others go, and to be left behind, is too

much for the feelmgs of any child,—or of Martha Biggs.

Mr. Furnival had no inclination for sitting alone over his wine on
this occasion. Had it been possible for him he would have preferred

to have gone quickly up stairs, and to have taken his cup of coffee from

his wife's hand with some appreciation of domestic comfort. But
there could be no such comfort to him while Martha Biggs was there,

so he sat down stairs, sipping his port according to his custom, and
looking into the fire for a solution of his difficulties about Lady Mason.
He began to wish that he had never seen Lady Mason, and to reflect

that the intimate friendship of pretty women often brings with it much
trouble. He was resolved on one thing. He would not go down into

court and fight that battle for Lady Orme. Were he to do so the

matter would have taken quite a different phase,—one that he had not

at aU anticipated. In case that his present client should then have

become Lady Orrae, Mr. Chaffanbrass and Mr. Solomon Aram might
carry on the battle between them, with such assistance as they might
be able to get from Messrs. Slow and Bideawhile. He became angry
as he drank his port, and in his anger he swore that it should be so.

And then as his anger became hot at the close of his libations, he re-

membered that Martha Biggs was up stairs, and became more angry
still. And thus when he did go into the drawing-room at some time in

the evening not much before ten, he was not in a frame of mind Hkely

to bring about domestic comfort.

He walked across the drawing-room, sat down in an arm-chair by the

table, and took up the last number of a review, without speaking to
' either of them. Whereupon Mrs. Furnival began to ply her needle
which had been lying idly enough upon her work, and Martha Biggs
fixed her eyes intently upon her book. So they sat twenty minutes
without a word being spoken, and then Mrs. Furnival inquired of her
lord whether he chose to have tea.

"Of course I shall,—when you have it," said he.
" Don't mind us," said Mrs. Furnival.

"Pray don't mind me," said Martha Biggs. " Don't let me be in

the way."
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" No, I won't," said Mr. Fiirmval. Wliereupoa Miss Biggs again
jumped Bp in her chair as though she had been electrified. It may be
remembered that on a former occasion Mr. Purnival had sworn at her
—or at least in her presence.

" You need not be rude to a lady in your own house, because she ia

my friend," said Mrs. rurnival.

"Bother," said Mr. Fumival. "And now if we are going to have
any tea, let us have it."

" I don't think I'll mind about tea to-night, Mrs. Purniral," said Miss
Biggs, haying received a notice from her friend's eye that it might be
well for her to depart. "My head aches dreadful, and I shall be better
in bed. Good-night, Mrs. !Furnival." And then she took her candle
and went away.

Eor the next five minutes there was not a word said. No tea had
been ordered, although it had been mentioned. Mrs. Purnival had
forgotten it among the hot thoughts that were rumiing through
her mind, and Mr. Fumival was indifferent upon the subject. Ho
knew that something was coming, and he resolved that he would
have the upper hand let that something be what it might. He was
being ill used,—so he said to himself—and would not put up with it.

At last the battle began. He was not looking, but he heard her

first movement as she prepared herself. " Tom !
" she said, and then

the voice of the war goddess was again silent. He did not choose to

answer her at the instant, and then the war goddess rose from her seat

and again spoke. "Tom !
" she said, standing over him and looking at

him.
" What is it you mean ? " said he, allowing his eyes to rise to her

face over the top of his book.
" Tom !

" she said for the third time.

"I'll have no nonsense, Kitty," said he. " If you have anything to

say, say it."

Even then she had intended to be affectionate,—had so intended at

the first commencement of her address. She had no wish to be a war

goddess. But he had assisted her attempt at love by no gentle word,

by no gentle look, by no gentle motion. " I have this to say," she

replied ; " you are disgracing both yourself and me, and I will not re-

main in this house to be a witness to it."

"Then you may go out of the house." These words, be it re-

membered, were uttered not by the man himself, but by the spirit of

port wine within the man.
" Tom, do you say that ;—after all ?

"

" By Heavens I do say it 1 I'll not be told in ray own drawing-

room, even by you, that I am disgracing myself."
" Then why do you go after that woman down to Hamworth ? All

the world is talking of you. At your age too ! You ought to be

ashamed of yourself."
" I can't stand this,'' said he, getting up and throwing the book from

nim right across the drawipg-room IJoor ;
" ^d, by Heavens ! I won't

stand It."
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" Then whv do you do it, Sir ?
"

" Kitty, I beKeve the devil must have entered into you to drive yon
mad."

" Oh, oh, oh ! very well. Sir. The devU in the shape of drink ant

lust has entered into you. But you may understand this ; I—will

—

not—consent to live with you while such deeds as these are being

done." And then without waiting for another word, she stormed out

of the room.

CHAPTER XLI.

HOW CAN I SAVE HIM?

" I WILL not consent to live with you whUe such deeds as these arc

being done." Such were the last words which Mrs. Pumival spoke as

she walked out of her own drawing-room, leaving her husband still

seated in his arm-chair.

What was he to do ? Those who would hang by the letter of the

law in such matters may say that he should have rung the beU, sent

for his wife, explained to her that obedience was a necessary duty on

her part, and have finished by making her understand that she must
and would continue to live wherever he chose that she should live.

There be those who say that if a man be anything of a man, he can

always insure obedience in his own household. He has the power of

Hie purse and the power of the law ; and if, having these, he goes to

the wall, it must be because he is a poor creature. Those who so say

have probably never tried the position.

Mr. Eumival did not wish to send for his wife, because by doing

so he would have laid bare his sore before his servants. He could

not follow her, because he knew that he should not find her alone

in her room. Nor did he wish for any further parley, because he

knew that she would speak loud, and probably sob—nay, very

possibly proceed to a fainting fit. And, moreover, he much doubted

whether he would have the power to keep her in the house if it

should be her pleasure to leave it. And then what should he do ?

The doing of something in such a catastrophe, was, he thought, in-

dispensable.

Was ever a man so ill treated ? Was ever jealousy so groundless ?

Here was a woman, with whom he was on the point of quarrelling, who
was engaged to be married to another man, whom for months past he

had only seen as a client ; and on her account he was to be told by his

wife that she would not consent to live with him ! Yes ; it was quiJe

indispensable that he should do something.

At last he went to bed, and slept upon it ; not sharing the marital

couch, but occupying his own dressing-room. In the morning, how-
ever, as he sat down to his solitary breakfast, he was as far as ever

from having made up his mind what that something should be. A
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message was brought to him by an elderly female servant with a grave
face,—the elderly servant who had lived with them since their poorer
days,—saying that " Missus would not come down to breakfast this

morning." There was no love sent, no excuse as to illness, no
resemblance of a peaceable reason, assumed even to deceive the servant.

It was clear to Mr. ]?urnival that the servant was intended to know
all about it. "And Miss Biggs says. Sir, that if you please you're not
to wait for her."

"Very well, that'll do,"_ said Mr. Eurnival, who had not the sKghtest
intention of waiting for Miss Biggs ; and then he sat himself down to
eat his bacon, and bethink himself what step he would take with this

recreant and troublesome spouse.

While he was thus employed the post came. The bulk of his

letters as a matter of course went to his chambers ; but there were
those among his correspondents who wrote to him at Harley Street.

To-day he received three or four letters, but our concern will be
with one only. This one bore the Hamworth post-mark, and he
opened it the first, knowing that it came from Lady Mason. '

It was
as follows :

—

" Private. " The Cleevb, 2Srd January, 18—

.

" Ml DEAB Me. Pttbnival,
" I am so very sorry that I did not see you to-day ! Indeed,

your leaving without seeing me has made me unhappy, for I cannot but
think that it shows that you are displeased. Under these circumstances

I must write to you and explain to you how that came to pass which
Sir Peregrine told you. I have not let him know that I am writing to

you, and I think for his sake that I had better not. But he is so good,

and has shown to me such nobleness and affection, that I can hardly

bring myself to have any secret from him.
" You may conceive what was my surprise when I first understood

that he wished to make me his wife. It is hardly six months since I
thought that I was almost exceeding my station in visiting at liis house.

Then by degrees I began to be received as a friend, and at last I found
myself treated with the warmest love. But still I had no thou^t of

this, and I knew that it was because of my great trouble that Sir Pere-

grine and Mrs. Orme were so good to me.

"When he sent for me into his library and told me what he
wished, I could not refuse him anything. I promised obedience to

him as though I were a child ; and in this way I found myself

engaged to be his wife. When he told me that he would have it so,

how could I refuse him, knowing as I do all that he has done for me,

and thmking of it as I do every minute ? As for loving him, of course

I love him. Who that knows him does not love him ? He is made to

be loved. No one is so good and so noble as he. But of love of that

sort I had never dreamed. Ah me, no !—a woman burdened as I am
does not think of love.

" He told me that he would have it so, and I said that I would

obey him; ani he tried to prove to me that in this dreadful trial it
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would De better for me. But I would not wish it on that account.

He has done enough for me without my causing him such injury.

When I argued it with him, trying to say that others would not

like it, he declared that Mrs. Orme would be well pleased, and,

indeed, so she told me afterwards herself. And thus I yielded to him,

and agreed that I would be his wife. But I was not happy, thinking

that I should injure him ; and I promised only because I could not

deny him.

"But the day before yesterday young Mr. Orme, his grandson,

came to me and told me that such a marriage would be very wrong.
And I do believe him. He said that old family friends would look

down upon his grandfather and ridicule him if he were to make this

marriage. And I cau see that it would be so. I would not have

such injury come upon him for the gain of aU the world to myself.

So I have made up my mind to tell him that it cannot be, even though
I should anger him. And I fear that it will anger him, for he loves

to have his own way,—especially iu doing good; and he thinks

that our marriage would rescue me altogether from the danger of this

trial.

" So I have made up my mind to tell him, but I have not found

courage to do it yet ; and I do wish, dear Mr. Eurnival, that I might
see you first. I fear that I may have lost your friendship by what
has already been done. If so, what will become of me ? When I

heard that you had gone without asking for me, my heart sank
within me. I have two friends whom I so dearly love, and I would
lain do as both direct me, if that may be possible. And now 1
propose to go up to London to-morrow, and to be at your chambers
about one o'clock. I have told Sir Peregrine and Mrs. Orme that I
am going ; but he is too noble-minded to ask questions now that he

thinks I may feel myself constrained to tell him. So I will call in

Lincoln's Inn at one o'clock, and I trust that if possible you will

see me. I am greatly in want of your advice, for in truthLhardly know
what to do.

" Pray believe me to be always your attached friend,

"Maet Mason."

There was hardly a word,—I believe not a word in that letter that

was not true. Her acceptance of Sir Peregrine had been given

exactly in the manner and for the reasons there "explained; and
since she had accepted him she had been sorry for having done
so, exactly in the way now described. She was quite willing to give

up her husband if it was thought best,—but she was not willing

to give up her friend. She was not willing to give up either

friend, and her great anxiety was so to turn her conduct that she might
keep them both.

Mr. Purnival was gratified as he read the letter—gratified in spite

of his present frame of mind. Of course he would see her ;—and of

course, as he himself well knew, would' take her again into favour.

But he must insist on her carrying out her purpose of abandoning the
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marriage project. If, arising from this abaadonment, there should be
any coolness on the part of Sir Peregrine, Mr. Furnival would not
regret it. Mr. I'urnival did not feel quite sure whether in the conduct
of this case he was not somewhat hampered by the energetic zeal of

Sir Peregrine's line of defence.

When he had finished the perusal of his letter and the considera-

tion which it required, he put it carefully into his breast coat pocket,
envelope and all. What might not happen if he left that envelope
about in that house ? And then he took it out agaia, and observed
upon the cover the Hamworth post-mark, very clear. Post-marks
nowadays are very clear, and everybody may know whence a letter

comes. His letters had been brought to him by the butler ; but was
it not probable that that ancient female servant might have seen
them first, and have conveyed to her mistress intelligence as to this

post-mark ? If so ; and Mr. Purnival almost felt himself to be
guilty as he thought of it.

While he was putting on his great-coat in the hall, the butler assist-

ing him, the ancient female servant came to him again. There was
a look about her face which told of war, and declared her to be, if

not the cliief lieutenant of his wife, at any rate her colour-sergeant.

Martha Biggs no doubt was chief lieutenant. " Missus desires me
to ask," said, she, with her grim face and austere voice, "whetlier

you will be pleased to dine at home to-day ? " And yet the grim,

austere woman could be affectionate and almost motherly in her

ministration to him when things were going well, and had eaten his

salt and broken his bread for more than twenty yeai-s. All this was very

hard! "Because," continued the woman, "missus says she thinhe

she shall be out this evening herself."

" Where is she going ?

"

" Missus didn't tell me. Sir."

He almost determmed to go up stairs and call upon her to tell

him what she was going to do, but remembered that if he did it

would surely make a row in the house. Miss Biggs would put her

head out of some adjacent door and scream, " Oh laws
!

" and he
would have to descend his own stairs with the consciousness that all

his household were regarding him as a brute. So he gave up that

project. " No," he said, " I shall not dine at home ;
" and then ho

went his way.
" JMissus is very aggravating," said the butler, as soon as the door

was closed.
" You don't know what cause she has, Spooner," said the houses

keeper very solemnly.
" Is it at his age ? I believe it's all nonsense, I do ;—feminine fancies,

and vagaries of the weaker sex."
" Yes, I dare say ; that's what you men always say. But if he don't

look out he'll find missus'll be too much for him. What'd he do if she

were to go away from him ?
"

" Do ?—why live twice as jolly. Jt woul4 only be tl^e first rumpus

(rf-the thing,"
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I am afraid tliat there was some truth in what Spoouer said. It is the

fifst rumpus of the thing, or rather the fear of that, which keeps to-

gether jaa&j a couple.

At ohe b'clock there came a timid female rap at Mr. furnival's

chamber door, and the juvenile clerk gave adnjittance to Lady
Masofi. Cfabwitz, since the affair of that mission down at Ham-
worth, had so far carried a point of his, that a junior satellite

was now permanently installed; and for the future the indignity

of opening doors, and "just stepping out " into Chancery Lane,
would not await him. Lady Mason was dressed all in black,—but

this was Usual with her when she left home. To-day, however,

there was about her something blacker and more sombre than

usual. The veil which she wore was thick, and completely hid her

face ; and her voice, as she asked for Mr. Eurnival, was low and
plaintive. But, nevertheless, she had by no means laid aside the

charm of womanhood; or it might be more just to say that the

charm of womanhood had not laid aside her. There was that in her

figure, step, and gait of going which compelled men to turn round
a;nd look at her. We all know that she had a son some two or

three and twenty years of age, and that she had not been quite a

girl when she married. But, notwithstanding this, she was yet

young; and though she made no effort—no apparent effort—to

maintain the power and influence which beauty gives, yet she did

maintain it.

He came forward and took her by the hand with all his old affection-

ate regard, and, muttering some words of ordinary salutation, led her

to a chair. It may be that she muttered something also, but if so the

sound was too low to reach his ears. She sat down where he placed

her, and as she put her hand on the table near her arm, he saw that

she was trembluig.
" I got your letter this morning," he said, by way of Degioning the

conversation.

"Yes," she said; and then, iinding that it was not possible that

he should near her through her veil, she raised it. She was very

pale, and there was a look of painful care, almost of agony, round
her mouth. He had never seen her look so pale,—but he said

to himself at the same time that he had never seen her look so

beautiful.
" And to tell you the truth. Lady Mason, I was very glad to get

it. You and I had better speak openly to each other about this ;—had
we not ?

"

"Oh, yes," she said. And then there was a struggle within ner not
to tremble—a struggle that was only too evident. She was aware oi

this, and took her hand off the table.

" I vexed you because I did not see you at The Cleeve the other

" Because I thought that you were angry with me"
" And I was so."
" Oh, Mr. Fuinival

!

"
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" Wait a moment. Lady Mason. I was angry ;—or ratlier sony and
vexed to hear of that which I did not approve. Bat your letter has

removed that feeling. 1 can now understand the manner in which this

engagement was forced upon you ; and I understand also—do I not ?

—

that the engagement will not be carried out ?

She did not answer him immediately, and he began to fear that she

repented of her purpose. Because," said he, " under no other circum-

stiices could I
"

" Stop, Mr. I"umival. Pray do not be severe with me." And she

looked at him with eyes which would almost have melted his wife,—and
whidh he was quite unable to withstand. Had it been her wish, she

might have made him promise to stand by her, even though she had
persisted in her engagement.

" No, no ; I will not be severe."
" I do not wish to marry him," she went on to say. " I have resolved

to teU him so. That was what I said in my letter."

"Yes, yes."
" I do not wish to marry him. I would not bring his grey hairs with

sorrow to the grave—^no, not to save myself from " And then, as

she thought of that from which she desired to save herself, she trembled

again, and was silent.

"It would create in men's minds sucn a strong impression against

you, were you to marry him at this moment !

"

" It is of him I am thinking ;—of him and Lucius. Mr. Purnival,

they might do their worst with me, if it were not for that thought.

My boy
! " And then she rose from her chair, and stood upright

before him, as though she were going to do or say some terrible

thing. He still kept his chair, for he was startled, and hardly knew
what he would be about. That last exclamation had come from her

ahnost with a shriek, and now her bosom was heaving as though

ner heart would burst with the violence of her sobbing. "I will

go," she said. " I had better go." And she hurried away towards the

door.

"No, no ; do not go yet." And he rose to stop her, but she was

quite passive. " I do not know why you should be so much moved
now." But he did know. He did understand the very essence and

core of her feelings ;—as probably may the reader also. But it was

impossible that he should allow her to leave him in her present state.

She sat down again, and leaning both her arms upon the table, hid

her face within her hands. He was now standing, and for the momeM
did not speak to her. Indeed he could not bring himself to break

the silence, for he saw her tears, and could still hear the violence of

ner sobs. And then she was the first to speak. " If it were "not for

him," she said, raising her head, " I could bear it all. What will he

do ? what will he do ?
"

"Tou mean," said Mr. Pumival, speaking very slowly, "if the

—

verdict—should go against us."
" It will go against us," she said. " Will it not ?—tell me the truth.

Tou are so clever, you must know. TeU me how it will go. Is there
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anything I can do to save him ? " And she took hold of his arm with

both her hands, and looked up eagerly—oh, with such terrible eager-

ness .—into his face.

Would it not have been natural now that he should have asked her
to tell him the truth ? And yet he did not dare to ask her. He thought
that he knew it. He felt sure,—almost sure, that he could look into

her very heart, and read there the whole of her secret. But still there

was a doubt,—enough of doubt to make him wish to ask the question.

Nevertheless he did not ask it.

" Mr. Purnival," she said ; and as she spoke there was a hardness

came over the soft lines of her feminine face ; a look of courage which
amounted almost to ferocity, a look which at the moment recalled to

his mind, as though it were but yesterday, the attitude and countenance

she had borne as she stood in the witness-box at that other trial, now
so many years since,—that attitude and countenance which had
impressed the whole court with so high an idea of her courage. "Mr.
Purnival, weak as I am, I could bear to die here on the spot,—now

—

if I could only save him from this agony. Ii is not for myself I suffer."

And then the terrible idea occurred to him that she might attempt to

compass her escape by death. But he did not know her. That would
have been no escape for her son.

" And you too think that I must not marry liim ? " she said, putting

up her hands to her brows as though to collect her thoughts.
" No ; certainly not, Lady Mason."
" No, no. It would be wrong. But, Mr. Purnival, I am so driven

that I know not how I should act. What if I should lose my mind ?

"

And as she looked at him there was that about her eyes which did tell

him that such an ending might be possible.
" Do not speak in such a way," he said.

" No, I will not. I know that it is wrong. I will go down there,

and tell him that it must not,—must not be so. But I may stay at

The Cleeve ;—may I not ?
"

_

" Oh, certainly—if he wishes it,—after your understandmg with
him."

"Ah; he may turn me out, may he not? And they are so kind
to me, so gentle and so good. And Lucius is so stern. But I will

go back. Sternness vrill perhaps be better for me now than love and
kindness."

In spite of everythmg, in the teeth of his almost certain convic-
tion of her guilt, he would now, even now, have asked her to come
to his own house, and have begged her to remain there till the trial

was over,—if only he had had the power to do so. What would it

be to him what the woi'ld might say, if she should be proved guilty ?

Why should not he have been mistaken as well as others ? And he
had an idea that if he could get her into his own hands he might
still bring her through triumphantly,—with assistance from Solomon
Aram and Chaffanbrass. He was strongly convinced of her guilt,

but by no means strongly convinced that her guilt could be proved.
But then he had no house at. the present moment thiit he could
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ftJl hia own. His Kitty, the Kitty of whom he still sometimes
thbaght \rtth affection,—that Kitty whose soft motherly heart would
have melted at such a story of a woman's sorrows, if only it had teen
rightly approached,—that Kitty was now vehemently hostile, hostile both
to him and to this very woman for whom he would have asked her

care.

"May God help me!" said the poor woman. "I do not know
where else to turn for aid. "Well ; I may go now then. And, indeed,
why should I take up your time further ?

"

But before she did go, Mr. Furnival gave her much counsel. He
did not ask as to her guilt, but he did give her that advice which
he would have thought most expedient had her guilt been declared
and owned. He told her that very much would depend on her
maintaining her present position and standing; that she was so to

carry herself as not to let people think that she was doubtful about
the trial; and that above all things she was to maintain a composed
and steadfast manner before her son. As to the Ormes, he bade
her not to think of leaving The Cleeve, urdess she found that her

remaining there would be disagreeable to Sir Peregrine after her

explanation with him. That she was r to decKne the marriage en-

gagement, he was very positive ; on that subject there was to be no
doubt.

And then she went ; and as she passed down the dark passage into

the new square by the old gate of the Chancellor's court, she met a

stout lady. The stout lady eyed her savagely, but was not quite sure

as to her identity. Lady Mason in her trouble passed the stout lady

without taking any notice of her.

CHAPTER XLII,

JOHN KENNEBY GOES TO HAMWOMH.

When John Kenneby dined with his sister and brother-in-law on
Christmas Day he agreed, at the joint advice of the whole party there

assembled, that he would go down and see Mr. Dockwrath at Ham-
Worth, in accordance with the invitation received from that gentleman

;

—his enemy, Dockwrath, who had carried off Miriam Usbech, for

whom John Kenneby still sighed,—in a gentle easy manner indeed,

—but still sighed as though it were an affair but of yesterday. But
though he had so agreed, and though he had never stirred from

that resolve, he by no means did it immediately. He was a slow man,
whose life had offered him but little excitement ; and the little which

came to him was husbanded well and made to go a long way. He
thought about this journey for nearly a month before he took it, often

going to his sister and discussing it with her, and once or twice seeing
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the great Moulder himself. At last he fixed a day and did go down
to Hamworth.
He had, moreover, been invited to the offices of Messrs. Round and

Crook, and that visit also was as yet unpaid. A clerk from the house
in Bedford Row had found him out at Hubbies and Grease's, and had
discovered that he would be forthcoming as a witness. On the special

subject of his evidence not much had then passed, the clerk having
had no discretion given him to sift the matter. But Kenueby had
promised to go to Bedford Row, merely stipulating for a day at some
little distance of time. That day was now near at hand ; but ho was to

see Dockwrath first, and hence it occurred that he now made his

journey to Hamworth.
But another member of that Christmas party at Great St. Helen's

had not been so slow in carrying out his little project. Mr. Kant-
wise had at once made up his mind that it would be as well that

he should see Dockwrath. It would not suit liim to incur the

expense of a journey to Hamworth, even with the additional view

of extracting payment for that set of metallic furniture ; but he

wrote to the attorney telling him that he should be in London in

the way of trade on such and such a day, and that he had tidings

of importance to give with reference to the great Orley Farm case.

Dockwrath did see him, and the result was that Mr. Kantwise got his

^loney, fourteen eleven ;—at least he got fourteen seven six, and had a

very hard fight for the three odd half-crowns,—and Dockwrath learned

that John Kenneby, if duly used, would give evidence on his side of

the question.

And then Kenneby did go down to Hamworth. He had not seen
Miriam TJsbech since the days of her marriage. He had remained
hanging about the neighbourhood long enough to feast his eyes

with the Eigony of looking at the bride, and then he had torn himself

away. Circumstances since that had carried him one way and Miriam
another, and they had never met. Time had changed bim very

little, and what change time had made was perhaps for the better.

He hesitated less when he spoke, he was less straggling and
undecided in his appearance, and had about him more of manliood
than in former days. But poor Miriam had certainly not been
altered for the better by years and circumstances as far as outwai'd

appearance went.

Kenueby as he walked up from the station to the house,—and
from old remembrances he knew well where the house stood,—gave
up his mind entirely to the thought of seeing Miriam, and in his

memories of old love passages almost forgot the actual business

which now brought him to the place. To him it seemed as though
he was going to nieet the same Mii'iam he had left,—the Miriam
to whom in former days he had hardly ventured to speak of love,

and to whom he must not now venture so to speak at all. He
,

almost blushed as he remembered that he would have to take her hand.
There are men of this sort, men slow in their thoughts but very

keen in their memories ; men who will look for the glance of a certain
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bright eye from a window-pane, though years have rolled on since

last they saw it,—since last they passed that window. Such men
will bethink themselves, after an interval of weeks, how they might'

have brought up wit to their use and improved an occasion which
chance had given them. But when the bright eyes do glance, such
men pass by abashed ; and when the occasion offers, their wit is never
at. hand. Nevertheless they are not the least happy of raairkiad,

these never-readies ; they do not pick up sudden prizes, but they
hold fast by such good things as the ordinary run of life bestows
upon them. There was a lady even now, a friend of Mrs. Moulder,
ready to bestow herself and her fortune on John Kenneby,—a larger

fortune than Miriam had possessed, and one which would not now
probably be neutralised by so large a family as poor Miriam had
bestowed upon her husband.

How would Miriam meet him? It was of this he thought as he
approached the door. Of course he must call her Mrs. Dockwrath,
though the other name was so often on his tongue. He had made up
his mind, for the last week past, that he would call at the private door
of the house, passing by the door of the ofloe. Otherwise the chances
were that he would not see Miriam at all. His enemy, Dockwrath,
would be sure to keep him from her presence. Dockwrath had ever been
inordinately jealous. But when he came to the office-door he hardly

had the courage to pass on to that of the private dweUing. His heart

beat too quickly, and the idea of seeing Miriam was almost too much
for him. But, nevertheless, he did carry out his plan, and did knock
at the door of the house.

And it was opened by Miriam herself. He knew her instantly, in

spite of all the change. He knew her, but the whole course of his

feelings®ef^ altered at the moment, and his blood was made to run the

other way. And she knew him too. "La, John," she said, "who'd
have thought of seeing you ? " And she shifted the baby whom she

carried from one arm to the other as she gave him her hand in token of

welcome.
" It is a long time since we met," he said. He felt hardly any

temfitation now to call her Miriam. Indeed it would have seemed alto-

gether in opposition to the common order of things to do so. She was
no longer Miriam, but the maternal Dockwrath ;—the mother of that

long string of dirty children whom he saw gathered in the passage

bebuid her. He had known as a fact that she had all the children, but

the fact had not made the proper impression on his mind till he had
seen them.

" A long time ! 'Deed then it is. Why we've hardly seen each othei

since you used to be a courting of me ; have we ? But, my ! John

;

why haven't you got a wife for yourself these many years P But come
in. I'm glad to sec every bit of you, so I am ; though I've hardly a

place to put you to sit down in." And then she opened a door, and

took him into a little sitting-room on the left-hand side of the passage.

His feeling of intense enmity to Dockwrath was beginning to wear

away, and one of modified friendship for the whole family was super*
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veniug. It was much belter that it should be so. He eoilld n6t undet-

stand before how Dockwrath had had the heart to write to him aud call

him John, but now he did understand it. He felt that he could him-

self be friendly with Dockwrath now, and forgive him all the injury; he
felt also that it would not go so much against the grain with him to

marry that friend as to whom his sister would so often solicit him.
" I think you may venture to sit down upon them," said Miriam,

" though I can't say that I have ever tried myself." This speech re-

ferred to the chairs with which her room was supplied, and which
Kenneby seemed to regard with suspicion.

" They are very nice I'm sure," said he, " but I don't think I ever

saw any like them."

"Nor nobody else either. But don't you tell him so," and she

nodded with her head to the side of the house on which the office stood.

"I had as nice a set of malioganys as ever a woman could want, and
bought with my own money too, John; but he's took them away to

furnish some of his lodgings opposite, and put them things here in their

place. Don't, Sam ; you'll have 'em all twisted about nohows in no
time if you go to use 'em in that way."

" I wants to see the pictur' on the table," said Sam.
" Drat the picture," said Mrs. Dockwrath. "It was hard, wasn't it,

John, to see my own mahoganys, as I had rubbed with my own hands
till they was ever so bright, and as was bought with my own money
too, took away and them things brought here ? Sam, if you twist that

round any more I'll box your ears. One can't hear oneself speak with

the noise."
" They don't seem to be very useful," said K.*nneby.
" Useful ! They're got up for cheatery ;—that's what they are got

up for. And that Dockwrath should be took in with 'em—he that's so

sharp at everything,-—that's what surprises me. But laws, John, it

isn't the sharp ones that gets the best oif. You was never sharp, but

you're as smirk and smooth as though you came out of a bandbox. I

am glad to see you, John, so I am." And she put her apron up to her

eyes and wiped away a tear.

" Is Mr. Dockwrath at home ? " said John.
" Sam, run round and see if your father's in the office. He'll be

home to dinner, I know. Molly, do be quiet with your sister. I never

see such a girl as you are for bothering. You didn't come down about

business, did you, John ? " And then Kenneby explained to her that

he had been summoned by Dockwrath as to the matter of this Orley
Farm trial. While he was doing so, Sam returned to say that his

father had stepped out, but woirid be back in half an hour, and Mrs.
Dockwrath, finding it impossible to make use of her company sitting-

room, took her old lover into the family apartment which they all

ordinarily occupied.
" You can sit down there at any rate without it at all cnmching

under you, up to nothing." And she emptied for him as she spoke the
seat of an old well-Torn horse-hair bottomed arm-chair. "As to them
tin things I wouldn't trust myself on one of them ; and so I told him,
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•ngty as it made him. But now about poor Lady Mason . Sam
and Molly, you go into the garden, there's good children. They is so
ready with their ears, John; and he contrives to get everything out of
'em. Now do tell me about this."

Kenneby could not help thinking that the love match between
Miriam and her husband had not turned out iu all respects well, and I
tear that he derived from the thought a certain feeling of consolation.
" He " was spoken about in a manner that did not betoken unfailing

love and perfect confidence. Perhaps Miriam was at this moment think-
ing that she might have done better with her youth and her money !

She was thinking of nothing of the kind. Her mind was one that dwelt
on the present, not on the past. She was unhappy about her furniture,

unhappy about the frocks of those four younger children, unhappy that
the loaves of bread went faster and faster every day, very unhappy now
at the, savageness with which her husband prosecuted his anger against

Lady Mason. But it did not occur to her to be unhappy because she

had not become Mrs. Kenneby.
Mrs. Dockwrath had more to tell in the matter than had Kenneby,

and when the elder of the children who were at home had been
disposed of she was not slow to tell it. "Isn't it dreadful, John,

to think that they should come against her now, and the will all settled

aa it was twenty year ago ? But you won't say anything against her

;

will you now, John ? She was always a good friend to you ; wasn't

she ? Though it wasn't much use ; was it ? " It was thus that she

referred to the business before them, and to the love passages of hei

early youth at the same time.

"It's a very dreadful affair," said Kenneby, very solemnly; "and
the more I think of it the more dreadful it becomes."

" But you won't say anything agamst her, will you ? You won't go
over to his side ; eh, John ?

"

" I don't know much about aides," said he.
" He'U get himself into trouble with it ; I know he will. I ao so

vnjsh you'd tell him, for he can't hurt you if you stand up to him. If I

speak,—Lord bless yovi, I don't dare to call my soul my own for a week
ajfterwards."

" Is he so very "

"Oh, dreadful, John. He's bid me never speak a word to her. But

for all that I used till she went away down to The Cleeve yonder. And
what do you think they say now ? And I do believe it too. They say

that Sir Peregrine is going to make her his lady. If he does that it

stands to reason that Dockwrath and Joseph Mason will get the worst

of it. I'm sure I hope they will ; only he'll be twice as hard if he don't

make monev by it in some way."

"WHlhe, now?"
"Indeed he will. You never knew anything like him for hardness if

things go wrong awhile. I know he's got lots of money, because he's

always buying up bits of houses ; besides, what has he done with mine '^

but yet sometimes you'd hardly think he'd let me have bread enough

for the children—and as for clothes 1 " Poor Miriam ! It seemea

80
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that her husband shared with her but few of the spoils or triump'as of

his profession.

Tidings now came in from the office that Dockwrat'Ji was there,
" Yoa'U come round and eat a bit of dinner with us ? " said she, hesitat

ingly. He felt that she hesitated, and hesitated himself in his reply.

"He must say something in the way of asking you, you know, and then

say you'll come. His manner's nothing to you, you know. Do now.
It does me good to look at you, John^ it does indeed." And then,

without makmg any promise, he left her and went round to the office.

Kenneby had made up his mind, talking over the matter with Moulder
and his sister, that he would be very reserved in any communication
ivhich he might make to Dockwrath as to his possible evidence at the

coming trial; but nevertheless when Dockwrath had got him into his

office, the attorney made him give a succinct account of everything he

knew, taking down his deposition in a regular manner. " And now if

you'll just sign that," Dockwrath said to him when he had done.

"I don't know about signing," said Kenneby. "A man should

never write his own name unless he knows why."
" You must sign your own deposition ;

" and the attorney frowned

at him and looked savage. "What would a judge say to you in

court if you had made such a statement as this, affecting the cha-

racter of a woman like Lady Mason, and then had refused to siga

it ? You'd never be able to hold up your head again."

"Wouldn't I?" said Kenneby gloomily; and he did sign it. This

was a great triumph to Dockwrath. Mat Round had succeeded in

getting the deposition of Bridget Bolster, but he had got that of

John Kenneby.
"And now," said Dockwrath, "I'll tell you what we'll do;—we'll

go to the Blue Posts—you remember the Blue Posts?—and I'll

stand a beef steak and a glass of brandy and water. I suppose

you'll go back to London by the 3 p.m. train. We shall have lots of

time." I

Kenneoy said tnat ne should go back by the 3 p.m. train, but he

declined, with considerable hesitation, the beef steak and brandy and

water. After what had passed between him and Miriam he could not

go to the Blue Post with her husband.
" Nonsense, man," said Dockwrath. " You must dine somewhere."

But Kenneby said that he should dine in London. He always

preferred dining late. Besides, it was a long time since he had been

at Hamworth, and he was desirous of taking a walk that he might

renew his associations.
" Associations !

" said Dockwrath with a sneer. According to his

ideas a man conld have no pleasant associations with a place

unless he had made money there or been in some way successful.

Now Jolui Kenneby had enjoyed no success at Hamworth. "Well,
then, if you prefer associations to the Blue Posts I'E say good-

,
bye to you. I don't understand it myself. We shall see each other

at the trial, you know." Kenneby with a sigh said that ho supposed
tiief aii.ould.



JOHH kenneby's courtship. 307

"Are you going into the house," said Dockwrath, "to see her

again P " and he indicated with his head the side on which his wife was,

as she before had indicated his aide.

" Well, yes ; I think I'll say good-bye."
" Don't be talking to her about this affair. She understands nothing

about it, and everything goes up to that woman at Orley Farm." And
so they parted.

" And he wanted you to go to the Blue Posts, did he ? " said Miriam,
when she heard of the proposition. "It's like him. If there is to be
any money spent it's anywhere but at home."
"But I ain't going," said John.
" He'U go before the day's out, though he mayn't get his dinner

there. And he'U be ever so free when he's there. He'll stand

brandy and water to half Hamworth when he thinks he can get

anything by it; but if you'll believe me, John, though I've all the

fag of the house on me, and all them children, I can't get a pint of

beer—not regular—betwixt breakfast and bedtime." Poor Miriam

!

Why had she not taken advice when she was younger ? John
Kenneby would have given her what beer was good for her, quite

regularly.

Then he went out and took his walk, sauntering away to the gate

of Orley Farm, and looking up the avenue. He ventured up some
way, and there at a distance before him he saw Lucius Mason
walkiag up and down, from the house towards the road and back
again, swinging a heavy stick in his hand, with his hat pressed

down over his brows. Kenneby had no desire to speak to him ; so

he returned to the gate, and thence went back to the station,

escaping the town by a side lane ; and in this way he got back to

London without holding further communication with the people of

Hamworth.

CHAPTER XLIIL

JOHN KENNEBY's COTJIITSHIP.

" She's as sweet a temper, John, as ever stirred a lump of sugar in

her tea," said Mrs. Moulder to her brother, as they sat together over

the fire in Great St. Helen's on that same evening,—after his return

from Hamworth. "That she is,—and so Smiley always found her.

' She's always the same,' Smiley said to me many a day. And what

can a man want more than that ?
"

"That's quite true," said John.
" And then as to her habits—I never knew her take a drop too

much, since first I set eyes on her, and that's nigh twenty years ago.

She likes things comfortable ; and why shouldn't she, with two Jiundrcd

20—2
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a year of hei own coming out of the Kingsland Eoad brick-fields f A»
for dress, her things is beautiful, and she is the woman that takes

care of 'em ! Why, I remember an Irish tabinet as Smiley gave her

wlien first that venture in the brick-fields came up money; if that

tabinet is as much as turned yet, why, I'll eat it. And then the best

of it is, she'll have you to-morrow. Indeed she will ; or to-night, if

you'll ask her. Goodness gracious ! if there ain't Moulder !
" And the

excellent wife jumped up from her seat, poked the fire, emptied the

most comfortable arm-chair, and hurried out to the landing at the top

of the stairs. Presently the noise of a loudly wheezing pair of lungs

was heard, and the commercial traveller, enveloped from head to foot

in coats and comforters, made his appearance. He had just returned

from a journey, and having deposited his parcels and packages at the

house of business of Hubbies and Grease in Houndsditch, had now
returned to the bosom of his family. It was a way he had, not to let

his wife know exactly the period of his return. Whether he thouglit

that by so domg he might keep her always on the alert and ready for

maritEU inspection, or whether he disliked to tie himself down by the

obligation of a fixed time for his return, Mrs. Moulder had never made
herself quite sure. But on neither view of the subject did she admire

this practice of her lord. She had on many occasions pointed out to

him how much more snug she could make him if he would only let her

know when he was coming. But he had never taken the hint, and in

these latter days she had ceased to give it.

" Why, I'm uncommon cold," he said in answer to his wife's in-

quiries after his welfare. " And so would you be too, if you'd come up
rfom Leeds since you'd had your dinner. What, John, are you there ?

The two of you are making yourself snug enough, I suppose, with

something hot ?

"

" Not a drop he's had yet since he's been in the house," said Mrs.
Moulder. " And he's hardly as much as darkened the door since yon
left it." And Mrs. Moulder added, with some httle hesitation in her

voice, " Mrs. Smiley is coming in to-night. Moulder."
" The d she is ! There's always something of that kind when

I gets home tired out, and wants to be comfortable. I mean to have
my supper to myself, as I likes it, if all the Mother Smileys in London
choose to come in the way. What on earth is she coming here for this

time of night ?
"

"Why, Moulder, you know."
"No; I don't know. I only know this, that when a man's used

up with business he don't want to have any of that nonsense under
his nose."

" If you mean me " began John Kenneby.
"I don't jnean you; of course not; and I don't mean anybody.

Here, take my coats, will you ? and let me have a pair of slippers. If

Mrs. Smiley thinks that I'm going to change my pants, or put myself
about for her

''

"Laws, Moulder, she don't expect that."
" She wont get it, any way. Here's John dressed up as if he was
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going to a box in the tlie-atre. And you—wliy should vou be going
to expense, and knocking out tilings that costs mouey, because Mother
Smiley's coming ? I'll Smiley her."

" Now Moulder- " But Mrs. Moulder knew that it was of m
use speaking to him at the present moment. Her task should ba
this,—to feed and cosset him if possible into good humour before
her guest should arrive. Her praises of Mrs. Smiley had been very
fairly true. But nevertheless she was a lady who had a mind and voice

of her own, as any lady has a right to possess who draws in her own
right two hundred a year out of a brick-field in the Kingsland Road.
Such a one knows that she is above being snubbed, and Mrs. Smiley

' knew this of herself as well as any lady ; and if Moulder, in his wrath,
should call her Mother Smiley, or give her to understand that he
regarded her as an old woman, that lady would probably walk herself

off in great dudgeon,—herself and her share in the brick-field. To
tell the truth, Mrs. Smiley required that considerable deference should
be paid to her.

Mrs. Moulder knew well what was her husband's present ailment.

He had dined as early as one, and on his journey up from Leeds to

London had refreshed himself with drink only. That last glass of

brandy which he had taken at the Peterborough station had made him
cross. If she could get him to swallow some hot food before Mrs.
Smiley came, all might yet be well.

" And what's it to be, M. ? " she said in her most insinuating voice—" there's a lovely chop down stall's, and there's nothing so quick
as that."

_

.

" Chop !
" he said, and it was all he did say at the moment.

"There's a 'am in beautiful cut,''' she went on, showing by the

urgency of her voice how ai:*.cious she was on the subject.

Eor the moment he did not answer her at all, but sat facing the

fire, and running his fat fingers through his uncombed hair. " Mrs.
Smiley !

" he said, " I remember when she was kitchen-maid at old

Pott's."
" She ain't nobody's kitchen-maid now," said Mrs. Moulder, almost

prepared to be angry in the defence of her friend.

" And I never could make out -yfhen it was that Smiley married her,

—that is, if he ever did."

"Now, Moulder, that's shocking of you. Of course he married

her. She and I is nearly an age as possible, though I think she is

a year over me. She says not, and it ain't nothing to me. But I

I'CDiember the wedding as if it was yesterday. You and I had never

oet eyes on each other then, M." This last she added in a plaintive

5one, hoping to soften him.
" Are you going to keep me here all night without anything ? " he

then said. "Let me have some whisky,—hot, with;—and don't stand

tbpre looking at nothing."

"But you'll take some solids with it. Moulder? Why it stands to

reason you'll be famished."
*• Do jks you're bid, will you, and give me the whisky, Are you
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going to tell me when I'm to eat and when I'm to drink, like a
child?" This he said in that tone of voice which made Mrs.
Moulder know that he meant to be obeyed; and though she was
sure that he would make himself drunk, she was compelled to

minister to his desires. She got the whisky and hot water, tne lemon
and sugar, and set the things beside him; and then she retired

to the sofa. John Kenneby the while sat perfectly silent looking

on. Perhaps he was considering whether he would be able to

emulate the domestic management of Dockwrath or of Moulder
when he should have taken to himself Mrs. Smiley and the Kingsland
brick-field.

" If you've a mind to help yourself, John, I suppose you'll do it,"

said Moulder.
" None for me just at present, thank'ee," said Kenneby.
" I suppose you wouldn't swallow nothing less than wine in them

togs ? " said the other, raising his glass to his lips. " Well, here's better

luck, and I'm blessed if it's not wanting. I'm pretty well tired of this

go, and so I mean to let 'em know pretty plaiuly."

All this was understood by Mrs. Moulder, who knew that it only

signified that her husband was half tipsy, and that in all probability he

would be whole tipsy before long. There was no help for it. Were
she to remonstrate with him in his present mood, he would very

probably fling the bottle at het head. Indeed, remonstrances were
never of avail with him. So she sat herself down, thinking how slie

would run down when she heard Mrs. Smiley's step, and beg that lady

to postpone her visit. Indeed it would be well to send John to convey
her home again.

Moulder swallowed his glass of hot toddy fast, and then mixed
another. His eyes were very bloodshot, and he sat staring at the fire.

His hands were thrust into his pockets between the periods of his

drinkiug, and he no longer spoke to any one. " I'm if I stand

it," he growled forth, addressing himself. "I've stood it a deal

too long." And then he finished the second glass. There was a sort

of understanding on the part of his wife that such interjections as these
referred to Hubbies and Grease, and indicated a painftiUy advanced
state of drink. There was one hope ; the double heat, that of the fire

and of the whisky, might make him sleep ; and if so, he would be safe

for two or three hours.

"I'm blessed if I do, and that's all," said Moulder, grusping the
whisky-bottle for the third time. His wife sat behind him very
anxious, but not daring to interfere. " It's going over the table, M.,"
she then said.

.

"D the table
!
" he answered ; and then his head fell forward on

his breast, and he was fast asleep with the bottle in his hand.
"Put your hand to it, John," said Mrs. Moulder in a whisper.

But 3ohn hesitated. The lion might rouse himself if his prey were touched.
"He'll let it go easy if you put your hand to it. He's safe enough

ow. There. If we could only get him back from the fire a little, or his
taee'll be burnt off of him."
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" But you wouldn't move him P

"

" Well, yes ; we'U try. I've done it before, and lie's never stirred.

Come here, just behind. The casters is good, I know. Laws ! aint

he heavy ? " And then they slowly dragged him baek. He grunted out
some half-pronounced threat as they moved him ; but he did not stir,

and his wife knew that she was again mistress of the room for the
next two hours. It was true that he snored horribly, but then she
was used to that.

" You won't let her come up, will you ? " said John.
" Why not ? She knows what men is as well as I do. Smiley wasn't

that way often, I believe ; but he was awful when he was. He wouldn't
sleep it off, quite innocent, like that ; but would break everything
about the place, and then cry like a child after it. Now Moulder's got
none of that about him. The worst of it is, how am I ever to get him
into bed when he wakes ?

"

While the anticipation of this great trouble was still on her mind,
the ring at the belt was heard, and John Keimeby went down to the
outer door that he might pay to Mrs. Smiley the attention of waiting

upon her up stairs. And up stairs she came, bristling with silk—the

identical Irish tabinet, perhaps, which had never been turned—and con-

scious of the business which had brought her.
" What—Moulder's asleep, is he ? " she said as she entered the room.

" I suppose that's as good as a pair of gloves, any way."
" He ain't just very well," said Mrs. Moulder, winking at her friend

;

"he's tired after a long journey."
" Oh—h ! ah—h ! " said Mrs. Smiley, looking down upon the sleep-

ing beauty, and understanding everything at a glance. " It's uncom-
mon bad for him, you know, because he's so given to flesh."
" It's as much fatigue as anything," said the wife.
" Yes, I dare say

;
" and Mrs. Smiley shook her head. " If he fatigues

himself so much as that often he'll soon be off the hooks."

Much was undoubtedly to be borne from two hundred a year in a

brick-field, especially when that two hundred a year was coming so

very near home ; but there is an amount of impertinent familiarity which

must be put down even in two hundred a year. " I've known worse cases

than him, my dear ; and that ended worse."
" Oh, I dare say. But you're mistook if you mean Smiley. It was

'sepilus as took him oif, as everybody knows."
" Well, my dear, I'm sure I'm not going to say anything agauist

that. And now, John, do help her off with her bonnet and shawl, while

I get the tea-things."

Mrs. Smiley was a firm set, healthy-looking woman of—about forty.

She had large, dark, glassy eyes, which were bright without sparkling.

Her cheeks were very red, having a fixed settled colour that never

altered with circumstances. Her black wiry hair was ended in

chort crisp curls, which sat close to her head. It almost collected

like a wig, but the hair was in truth her own. Her mouth was small,

and her hps thin, and they gave to her face a look of sharpness that

was not quite agreeable. Nevertheless she was not a bad-looking
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woman, and with suoli advantages as two Iiaiidi'cd a year a,id the ward-

'obe which Mrs. Moulder had aescribed, was no doubt entitled to look

or a second husband.

"Well, Mr. Kenneby, and how do you find yourself this cold

weather ? Dear, how he do snore ; don't he ?
"

"Yes," said Kenneby, very thoughtfully, "he does rather." He
was thinking of Miriam Usbech as she was twenty years ago, and 0/

Mrs. Smiley as she appeared at present. Not that he felt inclined to

grumble at the lot prepared for him, but that he would like to take a

few more years to think about it.

And then they sat down to tea. The lovely chops which Moulder
had despised, and the ham in beautiful cut which had failed to

tempt him, now met with due appreciation. Mrs. Smiley, though

she had never been knowa to take a drop too much, did like to have

things comfortable; and on this occasion she made an excellent

meal, with a large pocket-handkerchief of Moulder's—brought in for

the occasion—stretched across the broad expanse of the Irish tabinet.

" Wc sha'n't wake him, shall we ? " said she, as she took her last bit

of muffin.

" Not till he wakes natural, of hisself," said Mrs. Moulder. "When
he's worked it off, he'll rouse himself, and I shall have to get him to bed."

"He'll be a bit patchy then, won't he ?
"

"Well, just for a while of course he will," said Mrs. Moulder.

"But there's worse than him. To-morrow morning, maybe, he'll be

just as sweet as sweet. It don't hang about him, sullen like. That's

what I hate, when it hangs about 'em." Then the tea-things were

taken away, Mrs. Smiley in her familiarity assisting in the removal,

and—in spite of the example now before them—some more sugar

and some more spirits, and some more hot water were put upon the

table. "Well, I don't mind just the least taste in life, Mrs. Moulder,

as we're quite between friends ; and I'm sure you'll want it to-iught

to keep yourself up." Mrs. Moulder would have answered these last

words with some severity had she not felt that good humour now might

be of great value to her brother.

" Well, John, and what is it you've got to say to her ? " said Mrs.

Moulder, as she put down her empty glass. Between friends who
understood each other so well, and at their time of life, what was the

use of ceremony ?

" La, Mrs. Moulder, what should he have got to say ? Nothing, I'm

sure, as I'd think of listening to."

" You try her, John."

"Not but what I've the greatest respect in life for Mr. Kenneby,
and always did have. If you must have anything to do with men, I've

always said, recommend me to them as is quiet and steady, and hasn't

got too much of the gab ;—a quiet man is the mau for me any day."
" WeU, John ? " said Mrs. Moulder.
" Now, Mrs. Moulder, can't you keep yourself to yourself, and ve

ihall do very well. Laws, ow he do snore ! When Ids heftd goe|

bobbiog that way I do so fear he'll have a Ct.'^
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" No he won't ; he's coming to, all right. Well, John ?
"

" I'm sure I shall be very happy," said John, "if slie likes it. She
says she respects me, and I'm sure I've a great respect for her. I

always had—even when Mr. Smiley was alive."

"It's very good for you to say so," said she; not speaking however
as though she were quite satisfied. What was the use of his remember-
ing Smiley just at present ?

" Enough's enough between friends any day,'' said Mrs. Moulder.
" So give her your hand, John."

" I think it'll be right to say one thing first," said Kenneby, with a

solemn and deliberate tone.
" And what's that ? " said Mrs. Smiley, eagerly.
" In such a matter as this," continued Kenneby, " whore the hearts

are concerned "

" You didn't say anything about hearts yet," said Mrs. Smiley, with
some measure of approbation in her voice.

" Didn't I ? " said Kenneby. " Then it was an omission on my part,

and I beg leave to apologise. But what I was going to say is this':

when the hearts are concerned, everything should be honest and above-

board."
" Oh of course," said Mrs. Moulder ; " and I'm sure she don't suspect

nothing else."
" You'd better let him go on," said Mrs. Smiley.
" My heart has not been free from woman's lovely image."
" And isn't free now, is it, John ? " said Mrs. Moulder.

"I've had my object, and though she's been another's, still I've kept

her image on my heart."

"But it ain't there any longer, John? He's speaking of twenty

years ago, Mrs. Smiley."

"It's quite beautiful to hoar him," said Mrs. Smiley. " Go on, .Mr.

Kenneby."
"The years are gone by as though they was nothing, and still I've

had her image on my heart. I've seen her to-day."
" Her gentleman's still alive, ain't he ? " asked Mrs. Smiley.
" And likely to live," said Mrs. Moulder.
" I've seen her to-day," Kenneby continued ; " and now the Adriatic's

free to wed another."

Neither of the ladies present exactly understood the force of the

quotation; but as it contained an appropriate reference to marriage,

and apparently to a second marriage, it was taken by both of them

in good part. He was considered to have made his offer, and Mrs.

Smiley thereupon formally accepted him. "He's spoke quite hand-

some, I'm sure," said Mrs. Smiley to his sister; "and I don't know
that any woman has a right to expect more. As to the brick-

fields ." And then there was a slight reference to business, with

which it will not b.e necessary that the readers of this story should em-

barrass themselves."

Soon. after that Mr. Kenneby saw Mrs. Smiley home in a cab, and

poor Mrs. Moulder sat by her lord till he roused himself from his
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sleep. Let us hope'that her troubles with Mm were as little vexatioua

as possible ; and cousole ourselves with the reflection that at twelvo

o'clock the next morning, after the second bottle of soda and brandy
he was " as sweet as sweet."

CHAPTER XLIT.

SHOWING HOW LADY MASON COULD BE VEilY NOBLE.

Lady Mason returned to The Clecvc after her visit to Mr. Furnival's

chambers, and nobody asked her why she had been to London or

whom she had seen. Nothing could be more gracious than the

deference which was shown to her, and the perfect freedom of action

which was accorded to her. On that very day Lady Staveley had

called at The Cleeve, explaining to Sir Peregrine and Mrs. Orme
that her visit was made expressly to Lady Mason. " I should have

called at Orley Earm, of course," said Lady Staveley, " only that I

Qear that Lady Mason is likely to prolong her visit with you. I

must trust to you, Mrs. Orme, to make all that understood." Sir

Peregrine took upon himself to say that it all should be understood,

and then drawing Lady Staveley aside, told her of his own intended

marriage. "I cannot but be aware," he said, "that I have no

business to trouble you with an affair that is so exclusively our

own; but I have a wish, which perhaps you may understand, that

there should be no secret about it. I think it better, for her sake,

that it should be known. It the connection can be of any service to

her, she should reap that benefit now, when some people are treating

her name with a barbarity which I believe to be almost unparalleled

in this country." In answer to this Lady Staveley was of course

obliged to congratulate him, and she did so with the best grace in

her power, but it was not early to say much that was cordial, and

as she drove back with Mrs. Arbuthnot to Noningsby the words
which were said between them as to Lady Mason were not so kindly

meant towards that lady as their remarks on their journey to The
Cleeve.

Lady Staveley had hoped,^though she had hardly expressed her

nope even to herself, and .certainly had not spoken of it to any one

else,—that she might have been able to say a word or two to Mrs.

Orme about young Peregrine, a word or two that would have shown
ner own good feeling towards the young man,—her own regard, and
almost affection for him, even though this might have been done
without any mention of Madeline's name. She might have learned

in this way whether young Orme had made known at home what
had been his hopes and what his disappomtments, and might have

formed some opinion whether or no he would renew his suit. She
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woi\Ld not have been the first to mention her daughter's name ; but
if Mrs. Orme should speak of it, then the subject would be free for
her, and she could let it be known that the heir of The Cleeve should
at any rate have her sanction, and good will. What happiness could
be so great for her as that of having a daughter so settled, within
eight miles of her ? And then it was not only that a marriage between
her daughter and Peregrine Orme would be an event so fortunate,
but also that those feelings with ibferenee to PeUx Graham were so
unfortunate ! That young heart, she thought, could not as yet be
heavy laden, and it might be possible that the whole affair should be
made to run in the proper course,—if only it could be done at once.
But now, that tale which Sir Peregrine had told her respecting himself
and Lady Mason had made it quite impossible that anything should bo
said on the other subject. And then again, if it was decreed that the
Noningsby family and the family of The Cleeve should be connected,
would not such a marriage as this between the baronet and Lady Mason
DC very injurious ? So that Lady Staveley was not quite happy as she
returned to her own house.

Lady Staveley's message, however, for Lady Mason was given
ivith all its full force. Sir Peregrine had felt grateful for what had
oeen done, and Mrs. Orme, in talking of it, made quite the most of
it. Civility from the Staveleys to the Ormes would not, in the ordi-
nary course of things, be accounted of any special value. The twi*
fanilies might, and naturally would, know each other on intimate
terms. But the Ormes would as a matter of course stand th
highest in general estimation. Now, however, the Ormes had to
bear up Lady Mason with them. Sir Peregrine had so willed it,

and Mrs. Orme had not for a moment thought of contesting the wish
of one whose wishes she had never contested. No words were
spoken on the subject ; but stiU with both of them there was a feel-

mg that Lady Staveley's countenance and open friendship would be
of value. Wnen it had come to this with Sir Peregrine Orme, ho
was already disgraced in his own estimation,—already disgraced,

although he declared to himself a thousand times that he was only
doing his duty as a gentleman.

On that evening Lady Mason said no word of her new purpose.

She had pledged herself both to Peregrine Orme and to Mr. Pumival.
To both she had made a distinct promise that sha would break off her
engagement, and she knew well that the deed should be done at once.

But how was she to do it ? With what words was she to teU him
that she had changed her mind and would not take the hand that

he had offered to her ? She feared to be a moment alone with Pere-

grine lest he should tax her with the non-fulfilment of her promise.

But in truth Peregrine at the present moment was thinking more of

another matter. It had ahnost come home to him that his grandfather's

marriage might facilitate his own ; and though he still was far from
reconciling himself to the connection with Lady Mason, he was almost

disposed to put up with it.

On the fgllowing day, at about noon, a chariot with a pair of post-
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horses was brought up to tlie door of The Cleeve at a very fast pace,

aud the two ladies soon afterwards learned that Lord Alston was

closeted with Sir Peregrine. Lord Alston was one of Sir Peregrine's

oldest friends. He was a man senior both in age and standing to the

baronet ; and, moreover, he was a friend who came but seldom to The
Cleeve, although his friendship was close and intimate. Nothing was

said between Mrs. Orme and Lady Mason, but each dreaded that Lord
Alston had come to remonstrate about the marriage. And so in truth

lie had. The two old men were together for about an hour, and then

Lord Alston took his departure without asking for or seeing any other

one of the family. Lord Alston had remonstrated about the marriage,

using at last very strong language to dissuade the baronet from a step

which he thought so unfortunate ; but he had remonstrated altogether

in vain. Every word that he had used was not only fruitless, but

injurious; for Sir Peregrine was a man whom it was very difficult

to rescue by opposition, though no man might be more easily led by

assumed acquiescence.

"Orme, my dear fellow," said his lordship, towards the end of

Ihe interview, "it is my duty, as an old friend, to tell you

.his."

"Then, Lord Alston, you have done your duty."

"Not while a hope remains that 1 may prevent this marriage."
" There is ground for no such hope on your part ; and permit me

to say that the expression of such a' hope to me is greatly warning

iu courtesy."

"You aud I," continued Lord Alston, without apparent attention

to the last words which Sir Peregrine had spoken, "have nearly

some to the end of our tether here. Our careers have been run;

and I think I may say as regards both, but I may certainly say as

regards you, that they have been so run that we have not disgraced

those who preceded us. Our dearest hopes' should be that our names

may never be held as a reproach by those who come after us."

"With God's blessing I wUl do nothing to disgrace my family."
" But, Orme, you and I cannot act as may those whose names in

.he world are altogether unnoticed. I know that you are doing this

from a feeling of charity to that lady.''

" I am domg it. Lord Alston, because it so pleases me."
"But your flrst charity is due to your grandson. Suppose that

_e was making an offer of his hand to the daughter of some noble-

man,—as he is so well entitled to do,—how would it affect his hopes

if it were known that you at the time had married a lady whose mis-

fortune made it necessary that she should stand at the bar in a criminal

court ?

"

" Lord Alston," said Sir Peregrine, rismg from his chair, " I trust that

ay grandson may never rest his hopes on any woman whose heart

could be hardened against him by such a thought as that.''

" But what if she should be guilty ? " said Lord Alston.

"Permit me to say," said Sir Peregrine, still standing, and standing

nair bolt upfight, as though his years did not w?igh on him a featlier,



aflowiKe HOW ladi mason could be veei noble. 31?

" that tliis conversation lias gone far enough. There are some surmises
to which I cannot listen, even from Lord Alston."
Then his lordship shrugged his shoulders, declared that in speaking

as he had spoken he had endeavoured to do a friendly duty by an old

friend,—certainly the oldest, and almost the dearest friend he had,

—

and so he took his leave. The wheels of the chariot were heard
grating over the gravel, as he was carried away from the door at a
gallop, and the two ladies looked into each other's faces, saying no-
thing. Sir Peregrme was not seen from that time till dinner ; but
when he did come into the drawing-room his manner to Lady
Mason was, if possible, more gracious and more affectionate than
ever.

" So Lord Alston was here to-day," Peregrine said to his mother
that night before he went to bed.

" Yfcs, he was here."

"It was about this marriage, mother, as sure as I am standing
here."

" I don't think Lord Alston would interfere about that. Perry."
" Wouldn't he ? He would interfere about anything he did not like

;

that is, as far as the pluck of it goes. Of course he can't like it. Wlio
can?"

"Perry, your grandfather likes it; and surely he has a right to

please himself."
" I don't know about that. You might say the same thing if he

wanted to kill all the foxes about the place, or do any other out-

landish thing. Of course he might kill them, as far as the law goes,

but where would he be afterwards ? She hasn't said anything to him,

nas she ?

"

"I think not."

"Nor to you?"
"No; she has not spoken to me ; not about that."
" She promised me positively that she would break it off."

" You must not be hard on her, Perry."
Just as these words were spoken, there came a low knoek at Mrs.

Orme's dressing-room door. This [room, in which Mrs. Orme was
wont to sit for an hour or so every night before she went to bed, was
the scene of all the meetings of affection which took place between the

mother and the son. It was a pretty httle apartment, opening from
Mrs. Orme's bed-room, which had at one time been the exclusive

property of Peregrine's father. But by degrees it had altogether

assumed feminine attributes ; had been furnished with soft chairs, a
sofa, and a lady's table ; and though called by the name of Mrs. Orme's
dressing-room, was in fact a separate sitting-room devoted to her ex-

clusive use. Sir Peregrine would not for worlds have entered it with-

out sending up his name beforehand, and this he did on only very rare

occasions. But Lady Mason had of late been admitted here, and Mrs.
Orme now knew that it was her knock.

• "Open the door. Perry," she said; "it is Lady Mason." He did

open tne door, and Lady Mason entered.
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"Oh, Mr. Orme, 1 did not know that you were here."
" I am just off. Good-night, mother."
"But I am disturhing you."
" No, we had done ; " and he stooped down and Jdssed his mother

" Good-night, Lady Mason. Hadn't I better put some coals on foi

you, or the fire will be out ? " He did put on the coals, and then he
went his way.

Lady Mason while he was doing this had sat down on the sofa, closa

to Mrs. Orme ; but when the door was closed Mrs. Orme was the first

to speak. " Well, dear," she said, putting her hand caressingly on the

other's arm. I am inclmed to think that had there been no one whom
Mrs. Orme was bound to consult but herself, she would have wished
that this marriage should have gone on. To her it would have been
altogether jpleasant to have had Lady Mason ever with her in the

house ; and she had none of those fears as to future family retro-

spections respecting which Lord Alston had spoken with so much
knowledge of the world. As it was, her manner was so caressing and
affectionate to her guest, that she did much more to promote Sir Pere-

grine's wishes than to oppose them. " Well, dear," she said, with her

sweetest smile.

" I am so sorry that I have driven your son away."
" He was going. Besides, it would make no matter ; he would stay

here all night sometimes, if I didn't drive him away myself. He comes
here and writes his letters at the most unconscionable hours, and uses

up all my note-paper in telling some horsekeeper what is to be done

with his mare."
" Ah, how happy you must be to have him !

"

"Well, I suppose I am," she said, as a tear came into her eyes.

"We are so hard to please. I am all anxiety now that he should be

married; and if he were married, then I suppose I should grumble

because I did not see so much of him. He would be more settled if

lie would marry, I think. !For myself I approve of early marriages

for young men," and then she thought of her own husband whom
ihe had loved so well and lost so soon. And so they sat silent for a

while, each thinking of her own lot in life.

" But I must not keep you up all night," said Lady Mason.
" Oh, I do so like you to be here," said the other. Then again she

took hold of her arm, and the two women kissed each other.

"But, Edith,'' said the other, "I came in here to-night with a

purpose. I have something that I wish to say to you. Can you listen

to me ?
"

" Oh yes," said Mrs. Orme ;
" surely."

"Has your son been talking to you about—about what was said

between him and me the other day ? I am sure he has, for I know
he tells you everything,—as he ought to do." ,

" Yes, he did speak to me," said Mrs. Orme, almost trembling with
anxiety.

_

" 1 am so glad, for now it will be easier for me to tell you. And
since that I have seen Mr. Fumivnl, and he says the same. I tell yon
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because you are so good and so loving to me. I will keep nothing

from you ; but you must not teU Sir Peregrine tnat I talked to Mr,

Furnival about this."

Mrs. Orme gave the required promise, hardly thinking at the moment
whether or no she would be guilty of any treason against Sir Peregrine

in doing so.

" I think I should have said nothing to him, though he is so very

old a friend, had not Mr. Orme "

" You mean Peregrine ?
"

"Yes ; had not he been so—so earnest about it. He told me that if

I married Sir Peregrine I should be doing a cruel injury to him—to

his grandfather."
" He should not have said that."
" Yes, Edith,—if he thinks it. He told me that I should be turning

all his friends against him. So I promised him that I would speak to

Sir Peregrine, and break it off if it be possible."

"He told me that."
" And then I spoke to Mr. Purnival, and he told me that I should

be blamed by all the world if I were to marry him. I cannot tell you
all he said, but he said this : that if—if

"

"If what, dear?"
" If in the court they should say

"

"Say what ?"_

" Say that I did this thing,—then Sir Peregrine would be crusned,

and would die with a broken heart."

"Eut they cannot say that;—it is impossible. You do not think it

possible that they can do so ? " And then again she took hold ot

Lady Mason's arm, and looked up anxiously into her face. She looked

up anxiously, not suspecting anything, not for a moment presuming it

possible that such a verdict could be justly given, but in order that

she might see how far the fear of a fate so horrible was operating on
lier friend. Lady Mason's face was pale and woe-worn, but not more
so than was now customary with her.

" One cannot say what may be possible," she answered slowly. " I

suppose they would not go on with it if ;hey did not think they had

some chance of success."
" You mean as to the property ?

"

" Yes ; as to the property."

"But why should they not try that, if tney must try it, without

dragging you there ?
"

"Ah, I do not understand; or at least I cannot explain it. Mr.
Fumival says that it must be so ; and therefore I shall tell Sir Pere-

.
grine to-morrow that all this must be given up ;

" and then they sat

together silently, holding each other by the hand.
" Good-night, Edith," Lady Mason said at last, getting up from

her seat.
" Good-night, dearest."
" i'ou wiB let me be your friend stiU, will you not ? " said Lady

Maaoa
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"My friend ! Oh yes ; always my friend. Why should this ifr

terfere between you aiui me ?
"

" But he will be very alip;ry—at least I fear that he will. Not that

^not that he will have anything to regret. But the very strength of

his generosity and nobleness will make him angry. He will be mdig-
nant because I do not let him make this sacrifice for me. And then

—

and then—I fear I must leave this house."
" Oh na not that ; I will speak to him. He will do anything for

me."
" It will be better perhaps that I should go. People will think that

I am estranged from Lucius. But if I go, you will come to me ? He
will let you do that ; will he not ?

"

And then there were warm, close promises given, and embraces inter-

changed. The women did love each other with a hearty, true love, and

each longed that they might be left together. And yet how different

they were, and how different had been their hves

!

The prominent thought in Lady Mason's mind as she returned to

her own room was this :—that Mrs. Orme had said no word to dis-

suade her from the line of conduct which she had proposed to herself.

Mrs. Orme had never spoken against the marriage as Peregrine had

3ioken, and Mr. Purnival. Her heart had not been stern enough to

low her to do that. But was it not clear that her opinion was the

same as theirs ? Lady Mason acknowledged to herself that it was clear,

and acknowledged to herself also that no one was in favour of the

marriage. " I will do it immediately after breakfast," she said to her-

self. And then she sat down,—and sat through the half the night

thinking of it.

Mrs. Orme, when she was left alone, almost rebuked herself in that

she had said no word of counsel against the undertaking which Lady
Mason proposed for herself. For Mr. Purnival and his opinion she

did not care much. Indeed, she would have been angry with Lady
Mason for speaking to Mr. Furnival on the subject, were it not that

her pity was too deep to admit of any anger. That the truth must be

established at the trial Mrs. Orme felt all but confident. When alone

she would feel quite sure on this point, though a doubt would always

creep in on her when Lady Mason was with her. But now, as she sat

alone, she could not reahse the idea that the fear of a verdict against

her friend should offer any valid reason against the marriage. The
valid reasons, if there were such, must be looked for elsewhere. And
were these other reasons so strong in their validity ? Sir Peregrine

desired the marriage ; and so did Lady Mason herself, as regarded

her own individual wishes. Mrs. Orme was sure that this was so. And
then for her own self, she—Sir Peregrine's daughter-in-law, the only

jady concerned in the matter—she also would have liked it. But her

son disliked it, and she had yielded so far to the wishes of her son.

Well, was it not right that with her those wishes should be all but

paramount ? And thus she endeavoured to satisfy her conscience as

she retired to rest.

On the following morning the four aseembied at breakfast. Ladj
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Mason hardly spoke at all to any one. Mrs. Orme, who knew what
was about to take place, was almost as silent ; but Sir Peregrine had
almost more to say than usual to his grandson. He was in good spirits,

having firmly made up his mind on a certain point ; and he showed tliis

by telling Peregrine that he would ride with him immediately after

breakfast. " What has made you so slack about your hunting 'during
the last two or three days ? " he asked.

" I shall hunt uo-niorrow," said Peregrine.
'• Tlien you can afford time to ride with me through the woods after

breakfast." And so it would have been arranged had not Lady Mason
immediately said that she hoped to be able to say a few words to Sir

Peregrine in the library after breakfast. " Place aux dames," said he.
" Peregrine, the horses can wait." And so the matter was arranged
while they were still sitting over their toast.

Peregrine, as this was said, had looked at his mother, but she had
not ventured to take her eyes for a moment from the teapot. Then he
had locked at Lady Mason, and saw that she was, as it were, going
through a fashion of eating her breakfast. In order to break the

absolute silence of the room he muttered something about the weather,

and then his grandfather, with the same object, answered him. After

that no words were spoken till Sir Peregrine, rising from his chair, de-

clared that he was ready.

He got up and opened the door for his guest, and then hurrying

across the hall, oj)ened the library door for her also, holding it till

she had passed in. Then he took her left hand in his, and passing

his right arm round her waist, asked her if anything disturbed her.

" Oh yes," she said, " yes ; there is much that disturbs me. I have

done very wrong."
" How done wrong, Mary ? " She could not recollect that he had

called her Mary before, aiid the sound she thought was very sweet ;

—

was very sweet, although she was over forty, and he over seventy years

of age.

"I have done very wrong, and I have now come here that I may
undo it. Dear Sir Peregrine, you must not be angry with me."

" I do not think that I shall be angry with you ; but what is it,

dearest ?
"

But she did not know how to find words to declare her purpose. It

was comparatively an easy task to tell Mrs. Orme that she had made

up her mmd not to marry Sir Peregrme, but it was by no means easy

to tell the baronet himself. And now she stood there leaning over the

fireplace, with his arm round her waist,—as it behoved her to stand nu

longer, seeing the resolution to which she had come. But still she did

not speak.
" Well, Mary, what is it ? I know there is something on your mind

or you would not have summoned me in here. Is it about the trial 'i

Htve you seen Mr. Furnival again ?
"

"No; it is not about the trial." she said, avoiding the oti""

ucslion.
• What is it, then ?

'
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" Sir Peregrine, it is impossible that we should be married." And
thus she brought forth her tidings,. as it were at a gasp, speaking at the

moment with a voice that was almost indicative of anger.
" And why not ? " said he, risleasing her from his arm and lookmg

at her.
" It cannot be," she said.

" And why not, Lady Mason ?
"

" It cannot be," she said again, speaking with more emphasis, and
with a stronger tone.

" And is that all that you intend to tell me ? Have I done anything

that has offended you ?
"

" Offended me ! No. I do not think that would be possib.'?. The
offence is on the other side

"

"Then, my dear "

" But hsten to me now. It cannot be. I know that it is wroiif

.

Everything tells me that such a marriage on your part would be a

sacrifice,—a terrible sacrifice. You would be throwing away your great

rank
"

" No," shouted Sir Peregrine ;
'' sot though I married a kitcben-

maid,—instead of a lady who in social life is my equal."

"Ah, no; I should not have said rank. You cannot lose that;^
but your station in the world, the respect of all around you, the—the

—the "

" Who has been telling you all this ?
"

"I have wanted no one to tell me. Thinking of it has told it me
all. My own heart which is full of gratitude and love for you h»
told me."

" You have not seen Lord Alston ?
"

" Lord Alston ! oh, no."
" Has Peregrine been speaking to you P"
"Peregrine!"
"Yes; Peregrine; my grandson?"
" He has spoken to me."
" Telling you to say this to me. Then he is an ungrateful boy ;—

a

very ungrateful boy. I would have done anything to guard him iirom

wrong iu this matter."
" Ah ; now I see the evil that I have done. Why did I ever come

into the house to make quarrels between you?"
"There shall be no quarrel. I will forgive him even that if you

will be guided by me. And,- dearest Mary, you must be guided by
me now. This matter has gone too far for you to go back—unless,
indeed,- you will say that personally you have an aversion to the
marriage."

" Oh, npj no ; it is not 'that," she said eagerly. She could not help
saying it with eagerness. She could Hot inflict the wound on his feel-

ings which her silence would then have given.
" Under those circumstances, I have a right to say that the martiage

must go on."
'

"No; no."
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" But I say it must. Sit down, Mary." And she did sit down,
while he stood leaning over her and thus spoke. "You speak of
sacrificing me. I am an old man with not many more years before ms.
If I did sacrifice what little is left to me of life with the object of be-
friending one whom I really love, there would be no more in it thaa
what a man might do, and still feel that the balance was on the right
side. But here there will be no sacrifice. My life vi'ill be happier,
and so will Edith's. And so indeed will that boy's, if he did but know
it. For the world's talk, which will last some mouth or two, I care
nothing. This I will confess, that if 1 were prompted to this only by
my own iuclination, only by love for you " and as lie spoke he held
out his hand to her, and she could not refuse him hers—" in such a
case I should doubt and hesitate and probably keep aloof from such a
step. But it is not so. In doing this I shall gratify ray own heart,
and also serve you in your great troubles. BeUeve me, I have thought
of that."

.'
I know you have. Sir Peregrine,—and therefore it cannot be."

." But therefore it shall be. The world knows it now ; and were we
to be separated after what has past, the world would say that I—I had
thought you guilty of this crime."

_

," I must bear all that." And now she stood before him, not looting
him in the face, but with her face turned down towards the ground,
and speaking hardly above her breath.

"By Heavens, no; not wliilst I can stand by your side. 'Not
whilst I have strength left to support you and thrust the he down the
throat of such a wretch as Joseph Mason. No, Mary, go back to

Edith and tell her that you have tried it, but that tliere is no epnape
for you." And then

,
he smiled at her. His smile at times could be

very pleasant

!

But she did not smile as she answered him. "Sir Peregrine,"
siie said ; and she endeavoured to raise her face to his but failed.

" Well, my love."
" Sir Peregrine, I am guilty."
" Guilty ! Guilty of what ? " he said, startled rather than instnicleJ

oy her words.
" Guilty of all this with which they charge me." And then the

threw herself at liia feet, and wound her arma rouna his knees.
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CHAPTER XLV.

tDOWIXa HOW MRS. ORMK COULD BE VEKV WBAK. UINDKDi

1 VENTUKE to think, 1 may almost say to hope, that Lady Masoii'j

eonfession at the end of the last chapter will not have taken anybody
by surprise. If such surprise be felt 1 must have told my tale badly.

T do not like such revulsions of feeling with regard to my characters

as surprises of this nature must generate. Tliat Lady Mason had

committed the terrible deed for which she was about to be tried,

that Mr. Purnival's suspicion of her guilt was only too well founded,

that Mr. Dockwrath with his wicked ingenuity had discovered no

more than the truth, will, in its open revelation, have caused no sur-

prise to the reader;—^but it did cause terrible surprise to Sir Peregrine

Orme.
And now we must go back a Kttle and endeavour to explain how

it was that Lady Mason had made this avowal of her guilt. That she

had not intended to do so when she entered Sir Peregrine's library is

very certain. Had such been her purpose she would not have asked

Mrs. Orme to visit her at Orley Earm. Had such a course of events

been in her mind she would not have spoken of her departure from

The Cleeve as doubtful. No. She had intended still to keep her

terrible secret to herself; still to have leaned upon Sir Peregrine's

arm as on the arm of a trusting friend. But he had overcome her by
(lis generosity ; and in her fixed resolve that he should not be dragged

down into this abyss of misery the sudden determination to tell the

truth at least to him had come upon her. She did tell him all ; and then

as soon as the words were out of her mouth, the strength which had

enabled her to do so deserted her, and she fell at his feet overcome by
weakness of body as well as spirit.

But the words which she spoke did not at first convey to his

mind their full meaning. Though she had twice repeated the assertion

that she was guilty, the fact of her guilt did not come home to his under-

standing as a thing that he could credit. There was something, he

doubted not, to surprise and harass him,—something which when re-

vealed and made clear might, or might not, affect his purpose of marry-

ing,—something which it behoved this woman to tell before she could

honestly become his wife, something which was destined to give his

heart a blow. But he was very far as yet from understanding the

whole truth. Let us think of those we love best, and ask -urselves

how much it would take to convince us of their guilt in such k matter.

That thr«sting of the lie down the throat of Joseph Mason had become
to him so earnest a duty, that th^ task of believing the lie to be on the

other side was no easy one. The blow which he had to suffer va» »
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cruel blow. Lady Mason, however, was merciful, for she might have

enhanced the cruelty tenfold.

He stood there wondering and bewildered for some minutes of time,

while she, with lier face hidden, still clung round his knees. " What
is it ? " at last he fsaid. " I do not understand." But she had no
answer to make to him. Her great resolve had been quickly made and
quickly carried out, but now the reaction left her powerless. He
stooped down to raise her ; but when he moved slie fell prone upon the

ground ; he could hear her sobs as though her bosom would burst with

them.

And then by degrees the meaning of her words began to break upon
him. " I am guilty of all this with which they charge me." Could
that be possible ? Could it be that she had forged that will ; that with

base, premeditated contrivance she had stolen that property ; stolen it

and kept it from that day to this ;—through all these long years ? And
then he thought of her pure life, of her womanly, dignified repose, of

her devotion to her son,—such devotion indeed !—of her sweet pale

face and soft voice ! He thought of all this, and of his own love and

friendship for her,—of Edltli's love for her ! He thought of it all, and

he could not believe that she was guilty. Tliere was some other fault,

some much lesser fault than that, with which she charged herself. But
there she lay at his feet, and it was necessary that he should do some-

thing towards lifting her to a seat.

He stooped and took her by the hand, but his feeble strength

was not sufficient to raise her. " Lady Mason," he said, " speak to

me. I do not understand you. Will you not let me seat you on

the sofa?"
But she, at least, had realised the full force of the revelation she

had made, and lay there covered with shame, broken-hearted, and

unable to raise her eyes from the ground. With what inward struggles

she had played her part during the last few months, no one might ever

know ! But those struggles had been kept to herself. The world, her

world, that world for which she had cared, in which she had lived, liad

treated her with honour and respect, and had looked upon her as an

ill-used innocent woman. But now all that would be over. Every one

now must know what she was. And then, as she lay there, that thought

• came to her. Must every one know it ? Was there no longer any hope

for her ? Must Lucius be told ? She could bear all the rest, if only

he might be ignorant of his mother's disgrace ;—he, for whom all had

been done ! But no. He, and every one must know it. Oh ! if the

beneficent Spirit that sees all and pities all would but take her that

moment from the world !

When Sir Peregrine asked her whether he should seat her on the

sofa, she slowly picked herself up, and with her liead still crouching

towards the ground, placed herself where she had before been sitting.

He had been afraid that she would have fainted, but she was not one

of those women whose nature easily admits of such relief as that.

Thou''h she was always pale in colour and frail looking, there was

within her a great power of self-sustenance. She was a woman who
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with a good cause mi^ht have dared anything. With the worst causa

that a woman could well have, she had' dared' and endured very

much. She did not faint, nor gasp as though she were choking,

nor become hysteric in her agony; but she lay there, huddled: up
in the corner of the sofa, with her face hidden, and all those feminine

graced forgotten which had long stood her in truth so royally. The
inner, true, living woman was there at last,—that i^nd nothing else.

But he,—what was he to do ? It went against his heart to harass

her at that moment; but then it was essential that he should. know the

truth. The truth, or a suspicion of the truth was now breaking upon
him; and if that suspicion should be confirmed, what was he' to do?
It was at any rate necessary that everything slibuld be put beyond a

dottbt.

"Lady Mason," he said, " if you are able to speak to me "

" Yes," she said, gradually straightening herself, and raising her head
though she did not look at him. " Yes. I am .able." But there was
something terrible in the sound of her -voice. It was such a sound ol

agony that he felt himself unable to persist. '
'

"if yon ,wish it I will leave you, and ooine back,—^^say in an
hour."

" No, no ; do not leave me." And her whole body was shaken with

a treraour, as though of an ague fit. " Do not go away, and I will

tell you everything. I did it."

"Did what?"
" I—forged the will. I did it all.—I am guilty."

There was the whole truth now, declared openly and in the most
simple words, and there was no longer any possibility that' he should

doubt. It was very terrible,—a terrible tragedy. But to him at this

present moment the part most frightful was his and her present position.

What should he do for her ? How should he counsel her ? In what way
so act that he might best assist her without compromising that high

sense of right and wrong which in him was a second nature. He felt

»t the moment that he would still give his last shilling to rescue her,^-

only that there was the property 1 Let the Heavens fall, justice must
be done there. Even a wretch such as Joseph Mason must have that

which was clearly his own.

As she spoke those last words, she had risen from the sofa, and- was
now standing before him resting with her hands upoa the table, . hke a

prisoner in the dock.
" What !

" he said ; " with your own hands ?
"

"Yes; with my own hands. When he would not do justice to my
baby, when he talked of that other being the head of his house, I did

it, with my own hands,—during the niglit."

" And you wrote the names,—^yourself ?
"

" Yes ; I wrote them all." And then there was again silence ui the

room ; but she still stood, leaning on the table, waiting for him to speak
her doom. i i

'

He turned away from the spot in which he had confronted her and
walked to the window. What was he to do? How was he to help
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her ? And liow was he to be rid of her ? How was he to save his
daughter from further contact with a woman such as this ? And
how was he to bid his daughter behave to this woman as one womau
should behave to another in her misery ? Then too he had learned
to love her himself,—had yearned to call her his own; and though
this ui truth was a muior sorrow, it was one which at the moment
added bitterness to the others. But there she stood, still waiting
her doom, and it was necessary that that doom should be . spoken
by him.

" If this can really be true
"

" It is true. I'ou do not think that a woman would falsely tell such
a tale as that against herself!

"

" Then I fear—that this must be over between you and me."
There was a relief to her, a sort of rehef, in those words. The doom

as so far spoken was so much a matter of course that it conveyed no
penalty. Her story had been told in order that that result might be
attained with certainty. There was almost a tone of scorn in her voice

as she said, " Oh yes ; all that must be over."

"And what next would you have me do 'i" he asked.
" 1 have nothing to request," she said. " If you must tell it to all

the world, do so."
" Tell it ; no. It will not be my business to be an informer."
" But you must tell it. There is Mrs. Orme."
"Yes: to Edith!"
"And I must leave the house. Oh, where shall I go when he knows

it ? And where will he go ? " Wretched miserable M-oman, but yet so

worthy of pity ! What a terrible retribution for that night's work was
now coming on her

!

He kgain walked to the window to think how he might answer these

questions. Must he tell his daughter ? Must he banish this criminal

at once from his house 'i Every one now had been told of his intended

marriage ; everv one had been told through Lord Alston, Mr. Eurnival,

and suet as they. That at any rate must now be untold. And
would it be possible that she should remain there, living with them
at The (ileeve, while all this was being done ? In truth he did not

know h )w to speak. He had not hardness of heart to pronounce her

doom.
" Of course I shall leave the house," she said, with something

almost of pride in her voice. " If there be no place open to me but

a gaol I will do that. Perhaps I had better go now and get my
thuigs removed at once. Say a word of love for me to her;—

a

word of respectful love." And she moved as though she were going

to the door.

But he would not permit her to leave him thus. He could not let

the poor, crushed, broken creature wander forth m her agony to bruise

herself at every turn, and to be alone in her despair. She was still

the woman whom he had loved ; and, over and beyond that, was she

not the woman who had saved him from a terrible downfall by rushing

herself into utter ruin for his sake ? He must take some steps in hei
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behalf—if he could only resolve what those steps should be. She was

moviug to the door, but stopping her, lie took her by the hand. " You
did it," he said, "and he, your husband, knew nothing of it f " The
fact itself was so wonderful, that 'js had hardly as yet made even that

all his own.
" I did if, and he knew nothii " 'it. I will go now. Sir Peregrine

;

I am strong enough."
" But where will you go ?

"

"Ah me, where shall], go?' rjtd she put the hand which was at

liberty up to her temple, brushing back her hair as though she might

thus collect her thoughts. " Where shall I go ? But he does not

know it yet. I will go now to Orley Parm. When must he be told ?

Tell me that. When must he know it ?
"

" No, Lady Mason ; you cannot go there to-day. It's very hard to

say what you had better do."
" Yery hard," she echoed, shaking her head.
" But you must remain here at present ;—at The Cleeve I mean ; at

auy rate for to-day. I will think abfiut it. I will endeavour to think

what may be the best."
" But—we cannot meet now. She and I ;—Mrs. Orme ? " And

then again he was silent ; for in truth the difficulties were too many
for him. Might it not be best that she should counterfeit illness and
be confined to her own room ? But then he was averse to recommend
any counterfeit ; and if Mrs. Orme did not go to her in her assumed
illness, the counterfeit would utterly fail of effect in the household.

And tiien, should he teli Mrs. Orme ? The weight of these tidings

would be too much for him, if he did not share them with some one.

So he made up his mind that he must tell them to her—though to

no other one.
" I must tell her," he said.

" Oh yes," she replied ; and he felt her hand tremble in liis, aud
dropped it. He had forgotten that he thus lield her as all these thoughts
pressed upon his brain.

" 1 will tell it to her, but to no one else. If I might advise you, I

would say that it will be well for you now to take some rest. You are

agitated, and
"

" Agitated ! yes. But you are right, Sir Peregrine. I will go
once to my room. And then

"

"Then, perhaps,^—in the course of the morning, you will see
again."

" Where ?—will you come to me tliere ?
"

" I will see you in her room, iij^er dressmg-room. She will be do
stairs, you know." From which last v/ords the tidings were conveyed
to Lady Mason that she was not to see Mrs. Orme again.

And then she went, and as she slowly made her way across the hal]

she felt that all of evil, all of punishment that she had ever anticipated,
had now fallen upon her. There are periods in the lives of some of us—I trust but of few—when, with the silent inner voice ol suffermg,
W¥ call op the mountains to fall and crush us, ajid on the earth to
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gape open and take us in. When, with an agony of intensity, we wish
that our mothers had been barren. In those moments the poorest and
most desolate are objects to us of envy, for their sufferings can be as
notliing to our own. Lady Mason, as she crept silently across the
hall, saw a servant girl pass down towards the enfrance to the kitchen,
End would have given all, all that she had in the world, to have changed
places with that girl. But no change was possible to her. Neither
would the mountains crush her, nor would the earth take her in.

There was her burden, and she must bear it to the end. There was the
bed which she had made for herself, and she must lie upon it. No
escape was possible to her. She had herself mixed the cup, and she
must now drink of it to the dregs.

Slowly and very silently she made her way up to her own room, and
having closed the door behind her sat herself down upon the bed. It
was as yet early in the morning, and the servant had not been in the
chamber. There was no fire there although it was still mid-winter.
Of such details as these Sir Peregrine had remembered nothing when
he recommended her to go to her own room. Nor did she think of
them at first as she placed herself on the bedside. But soon the bitter

air pierced her through and through, and she shivered with the cold
as she sat there. After a while she got herself a shawl, wrapped it

close around her, and then sat down again. She bethought herself

that she might have to remain in this way for hours, so she rose

again and locked the door. It would add greatly to her immediate
misery if the servants were to come while she was there, and see

her in her wretchedness. Presently the girls did come, and being
unable to obtain entrance were told by Lady Mason that she wanted
the chamber for the present. Whereupon they offered to light the

fire, but she declared that she was not cold. Her teeth were shaking

in her head, but any suffering was better than the suffering of being

seen.

She did not lie down, or cover herself further than she was covered

with that shawl, nor did she move from her place for more than

an hour. By degrees she became used to the cold. She was numbed,
and, as it were, half dead in all her limbs, but she had ceased to

sliake as she sat tlicre, and her mind had gone back to the misery

of her position. There was so much for her behind that was worse

!

What should she do when even this retirement should not be

allowed to her ? Instead of longing for the time when she should

be summoned to Sir Peregrine, she dreaded its coming. It woitld bring

her nearer to that other meeting when she would have to bow her head

and crouch before her son.

Slie hai been there above an hour and was in truth ill with the cold

when she heard,—and scarcely heard,—a light step come quickly

along the passage towards the door. Her woman's ear instantly told

her who owned that step, and her heart once more rose with hope.

Was she coming there to comfort her, to speak to the poor bruised

sinner one word of feminine sympathy ? The quick light step

jtopped at the door, there was a pause, and then =» low, low knock
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was heard. Lady Mason asked no question, but dropping from the

bed hurried to the door and turned the key. She turned the keyj

and as the door was opened half hid herself behind it ;—and then

Mrs. Ornie was in the room.
" What ! you have no fire ? " she said, feeling that the air straefc

her with a sudden chill. "Oh, this is dreadful! My poor, poor

dear
!

" And then she took hold of both Lady Mason's hands.

Had she possessed the wisdom of the serpent as well as the iii-

nocence of the dove she could not have been wiser in her first mode
of addressing the sufferer. For she knew it all. During that

dreadful hour Sir Peregrine had told her the wliole story; and

very dreadful that hour had been to her. He, when he attempted

to give counsel in the matter, had utterly failed. He had not

known what to suggest, nor could she say what it might be wisest

for them all to do; but on one point her mind had been at once

resolved. The woman who had once been her friend, whom she

had learned to love, should not leave tiie house without some

sympathy and womanly care. The guilt was very bad
;

yes, it was

terrible ; she acknowledged that it was a thing to be thought of

only with shuddering. But the guilt of twenty years ago did not

strike her senses so vividly as the abject misery of the present day.

There was no pity in her bosom for Mr. Joseph Mason when she

heard the story, but she was full of pity for her who had committed

the crime. It was twenty years ago, and had not the sinner

repented?- Besides, was she to be the judge? "Judge riot, and ye

shall not be judged," she said when she thought that Sir "Peregrine

spoke somewhat harshly in the matter. So she said, altogether misin-

'

terpreting tlie Scripture in her desire to say something in favour of the

pooi- woman.
But when it was hinted to her that Lady Mason might return to

Orley Farm without being again seen by her, her woman's heart at once

rebelled. " If she has done wrong," said Mrs. Orme •

" She has done great wrong—fearful wrong," said Sir Peregrine.

"It will not hurt me to see her because she has done wrong.

Not see her while she is in the house ! If she were in the prison,

would I not go to see her ? " And then Sir Peregrine had said no
more, but he loved his daughter-in-law all the better for her unwonted
vehemence.

" You will do what is right," he said
—" as you always do." Then

he left her ; and she, after standing for a few moments while she shaped
bar thoughts, went straight away to Lady Mason's room.

She took Lady Mason by both her hands and found that they were
-cy cold. " Oh, this is dreadful," she said. " Come with me, dear."

But Lady Mason still stood, up by- the bed-head, whithef she

had retreated from the door. Her eyes were still cast upon
the ground and she leaned back as Mrs. Orme held her,' as though
by her weight she would hinder her friend from leading her from tM
room.

"Tou are frightfully cold," said Mrs. Orme.
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: " Has he told yon ? " said Lady Mason, asking tlie question in the

lowest possible whisper, and still holding back as she spoke.

"Yes; he has told me;—but no one else—no one elsa." And then

for a few moments nothing was spoken between them.
" Oh, that I could die !

" said the poor wretch, expressing in words
that terrible wish that the mountains might fall upon her and crush

her.
" You must not say that. That would be wicked, you know. He

can comfort you. Do you not know that He will comfort you, if yoD
are sorry for your sins and go to Him ?

"

But the woman in her intense suffering could not acknowledge to

herself any idea of comfort. " Ah, me !
" she exclaimed, with a deep

bursting sob which went straight to Mrs. Orme's heart. • And then a

convulsive lit of trembling seized her so strongly that Mrs. Orme could
hardly continue to hold her hands.

" Yon are ill with the cold," she said. " Come with me. Lady Mason,
you shall not stay here longer."

Lady Mason then permitted herself to be led out of the room, and
the two went quickly dowu the passage to the head of the front

stairs, and from thence to Mrs. Orme's room. In crossing the house

they had seen no one and been seen by no one; and Lady Mason
when she came to the door hurried in, that she might again hide

herself in security for the moment. As soon as the door was closed

Mrs. Orme placed her in an arm-chair which she wheeled up to the

front of the fire, and seating herself on the stool at the poor sinner's

feet, chafed her hands within her own. She took away the shawl

and made her stretch out her feet towards the fire, and thus seated

close to her, she spoke no woi'd for the next half-houras to the terrible

fact that bad become known to her. Then on a sudden, as though the-

ice of her heart had thawed from the warmth of the other's kind-

ness, Lady Mason burst into a flood of tears, and flinging herself

upon her friend's neck and bosom begged with earnest piteousness to

be forgiven.

And Mrs. Orme did forgive her. Many will think tliat she was

wrong to do so, and I fear it must be acknowledged that she was not

strong minded. By forgiving her I do not mean that she pronounced

absolution for the sin of past years, or that she endeavoured to make
the sinner think that she was no worse for her sin. Mrs. Orme was a

good Churchwoman but not strong, individually, in points of doctrine.

All that she left mainly to the woman's conscience and her own dealings

with her Saviour,—merely saying a word of salutary counsel as to a

certain spiritual pastor who might be of aid. But Mrs. Orme forgave

her,—as regarded herself. She had already, while all this was unknown,

taken this woman to her heart as pure and good. It now appeared'

that the woman had not been pure, had not been good !—And then she

took her to her. heart again I Criminal as the woman was, . disgraced

and debased, subject almost to the heaviest penalties of outraged law

and 'ustice, a felon, against whom the actual hands of the law's m^yr-

midons would probably soon prevail, a creature doomed to bear ths
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scorn of the lowest of her fellow creatures,—such as she was, this other

woman, pure and high, so shielded from the world's impurity that

nothing ignoble might touch her,—this lady took her to her heart

again and promised in her ear with low sweet words of consolation

that they snould still be friends. I cannot say that Mrs. Orme was
right. That she was weak minded I feel nearly certain. But, perhaps,

this weakness of mind may never be brought against her to her injury,

either in this world or in the next.

I will not pretend to give the words which passed between them
at that interview. After a while Lady Mason allowed herself to

be guided all in all by her friend's advice as though she herself had

been a child. It was decided that for the present,—that is for the next

day or two—Lady Mason should keep her room at The Cleeve as an

invalid. Counterfeit in this there would be none certainly, for indeed

she was hardly fit for any place but her own bed. If inclined and able

to leave her room, she should be made welcome to the use of Mrs.

Orme's dressing-room. It would only be necessary to warn Peregrine

that for the present he must abstain from coming there. The servants,

Mrs. Orme said, had heard of their master's intended marriage. They
would now hear that this intention had been abandoned. On this they

would put their own construction, and would account in their owu
fashion for the fact that Sir Peregrine and his guest no longer saw

each other. But no suspicion of the truth would get abroad when it

was seen that Lady Mason was still treated as a guest at The Cleeve

As to such future steps as might be necessary to be taken, Mrs. Orme
would consult with Sir Peregrine, and tell Lady Mason from time

to time. And as for the sad truth, the terrible truth,—that, at any rate

for the present, should be told to no other ears. And so the whole

morning was spent, and Mrs. Orme saw neither Sir Peregrine nor her

son till she went down to the library in the first gloom of the winter

evening.

CHAPTER XLVL

i WOMAS'S IDEA OP JRIENDSHIP.

Sir Peeegeise, after the hour that he had spent with his daughter,

in-law,— that terrible hour during which Lady Mason had sat

alone on the bed-side—returned to the library and remained there during

the whole of the afternoon. It may be remembered that he had

agreed to ride through the woods with his grandson; but that

purpose had been abandoned early in the day, and Peregrme
nad in consequence been hanging about the house. He soon per-

ceived that something was amiss, but he did not know what. He
bad looked for his mother, and had indeed seen her for a moment
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tt her door; out she had told him that she could not theu speak

to him. Sir Peregrine also had shut himself up, but about the

hour of dusk he sent for his grandson; and when Mrs. Orme, on
leaving Lady Mason, went down to the library, she found them both

togethe'r.

They were standing with their backs to the fire, and the gloom in the

room was too dark to allow of their faces being seen, but she felt that

the conversation between them was of a serious nature. Indeed what
conversation in that house could be other than serious on that day V

" I see that I am disturbing you," she said, preparing to retreat. " I

did not know that you were together."
" Do not go, Edith," said the old man. " Peregriue, put a chair for

your mother. I have told him that ail this is over now between me
and Lady Mason."

She trembled as she heard the words, for it seemed to her that there

must be danger now in even speaking of Lady Mason,—danger with

reference to that dreadful secret, the divulging of which would be

so fatal.

" I have told him," continued Sir Peregrine, " that for a few

minutes I was angry with him when I heard from Lady Mason that he

had spoken to her ; but I believe that on the whole it is better that it

should have been so."

'j^He would be very unhappy if anything that he had done had

distressed you," said Mrs. Orme, hardly knowing what words to

use, or how to speak. Nor did she feel quite certain as yet how
much had been told to her son, and how much was concealed from him.

" No, no, no," said the old man, laying his arm affectionately on the

young man's shoulder. " He has done nothing to distress me. There

is nothing wrong—nothing wrong between him and me. Thank God
for that. But, Perry, we will think now of that other matter. Have
you told your mother anything about it ? " And he strove to look away

from the wretchedness of his morning's work to something in liis family

that still admitted of a bright hope.
" No, Sir; not yet. We won't mind that just now." And then they

all remained silent, Mrs. Orme sitting, and the two men still standing

with their backs towards the fire. Her mind was too intent on the un-

fortunate lady up stairs to admit of her feeling interest in that other

unknown matter to which Sir Peregrme had alluded.

" If you have done with Perry," she said at last, " I would be glad

to speak to you for a minute or two."
" Oh yes," said Peregrine ;—" we have done." And then he went.
" You have told him," said she, as soon as they were left together.

"Told bun; what, of her? Oh no. I have told him that that,

—

that idea of mine has been abandoned." Prom this time fortli Sir

Peregiine could never endure to speak of his proposed marriage, nor to

near it spoken of. " He conceives that this has been done at her

instance," he continued.

"And so it has," said Mrs. Orme, with much more decision in lier

Toice than was customary with her.
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" Aud so it lias," lie repeated after iier.
,

" Nobody must kiio^ of this,"—said she very solemnly, standing

up and looking into his face with eager eyes. " Nobody but you

audi."
"All the world, I fear, will know it soon," said Sir Peregrine.

"No; no. Why should all the world know it ? Had she not tola

us we should not. have known it. We sljoilld Jiot have suspected it.

Mr. Furnival, who understands these thuigs;—he does not thmk her

guilty."

"But, Edith—the property !

" '''•.

,

"Let her give that up—after a while; when "all this has passed

by. That man is not in want- It will not hurt him to be without it

a little longer. It will be enough for her to do that when this trial

shall be over."
" But it is not hers. She cannot give it up. It belongs to her son,

—or is thought to belong to lu'ci. It is not for us to be informers,

Edith—-"

"No, no; it is not for us to be informers. We must remember
that." .1,
>. "Certainly. It is not for us to tell the story of her guilt; but her

gjiilt will remain the same, will be acted over and over again every day,

while the proceeds of the property go into the hands of Lucius Mmou.
It is that which is so terrible, Edith;—that her conseience swuld
have been able to bear that load for the last twenty years ! A Jeed

done,—that admits of no restitution, may admit of repentance. We
may leave that to the sinner and his conscience, hoping that he stands

right with his Maker. But here, with her, there has been a continual

theft going on from year to year,—which is still going on. While
Lucius Mason holds a sod of Orley Earm, true repentance with her

must be impossible. It seems so to me." And Sir Peregrine shud-

dered at the doom which his own rectitude of mind and purpose forced

him to pronounce.

"It is not she that has it," said Mrs. Orme. "It was not done for

jerself."

, "There is no difference in that," said he sharply. "All sin is

selfish, and so was her sin in this. Her object was the aggrandise-

ment of her own child; and when she could not accomphsh that

honesty, she did it by fraud, and^and—and . Edith my dear,

you and I must look at this thing as it is. You must not let your kind

heart make your eyes blind in a matter of such moment."
"No, father; nor must the truth make our hearts cruel. You

talk of restitution and repentance. Repentance is not the work, of

a day. How are we to say by what struggles her poor heart has

been torn ?
"

" I do not judge her."'

"No, no; that is it. We may not judge her; may we? But we
may assist her in her wretcheduess. I have promised that I will .do

all I can to aid her. You will allow me to do so ;—you will ; will you
Bot ? " And she pressed his arm and looked up into his face, entreating
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him. Since first they two had known each other, he had never yet
denied her a request. It was a law of his life that he would never do
so. But now he hesitated, not thinking that he would refuse her,
but feehng that on such an occasion it would be necessary to point
out to her how far she might go without risk of bringing censure
on her own name. But in this case, though the mind of Sir Pere-
grine might be the more logical, the purpose of his daughter-in-law
was the stronger. She had resolved that such communication with
crime would not stain her, and she already knew to what length she
would go in her charity. Indeed her mind was fully resolved to go
far enough.

"I hardly know as yet what she mtends to do; any assistance
that you can give her must, I should say, depend on her own hne;

of conduct." i

" But I want your advice as to that. I tell you what I purpose.
It is clear that Mr. Furnival thinks she will gain the day at this trial."

"But Mr. Purnival does not know the truth."

"Nor will the judge and the lawyers, and aU the rest. As you say

so properly, it it not for us to be the informers. If they can prove it,

let them. But you wotfld not have her tell them all against herself?
"

And then she paused, waiting for his answer.
" I do not know. I do not know what to say. It is not for me to

advke her."

'^h, but it is for you," she said ; and as she spoke she put her

little hand down on the table with an energy which startled him. " She
is here—a wretched woman, in your house. And why do you know the

truth ? Why has it been told to you and me ? Because without

telling it she could not turn you from that purpose of yours. It was
generous, father—confess that ; it was very generous."

" Yes, it was generous," said Sir Peregrine.

"It was very generous. It would be base in us if we allowed

ourselves to forget that. But I was telling you my plan. She must

go to this trial."

" Oh yes ; there will be no doubt as to that."
" Then—if she can escape, let the property be given up afterwards.

'

" 1 do not see how it is to be arranged. The property will belong to

Lucius, and she cannnot give it up then. It is not so easy to put

matters right when guilt and fraud have set them wrong."

"We will do the best we can. Even suppose that you were to

tell Lucius afterwards;—you yourself! if that were necessary, you

know."
And- so by degrees she talked him over ; but yet he would come to

no decision as to what steps he himself must take. What- if he himself

ishould go to Mr. Kound, and pledge himself that: the whole estate

should be restored to Mr. Mason of Groby, on condition that the trial

were abandoned? The world would probably guess
>
the truth after

that-, but the terrible trial and the more terrible punishment which

would follow it might be thus escaped. Poor Sir Peregrme ! Even

when he argued thus withm himself, his coAScience! told him that
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in taking such a line of conduct, he himself would be guilt; of some
outrage against the law by aiding a criminal in her escape. He had
heard of misprision of felony ; but nevertheless, lie allowed hii

daughter-in-law to prevail. Before such a step as this could be
taken the consent of Lady Mason must of course be obtained ; but
as to that Mrs. Orme had no doubt. If Lucius could be induced
to abandon the property without hearing the whole story, it would
be well. But if that could not be achieved,—then the whole story

must be told to him. " And you will tell it," Mrs. Orme said to him.
" It would be easier for me to cut off my right arm," he answered

;

"but I will do my best."

And then came the question as to the place of Lady Mason's
immediate residence. It was evident to Mrs. Orme that Sir Peregrine

expected that she would at once go back to Orley Farm;—not

exactly on that day, nor did he say on the day following. But his

words made it very manifest that he did not think it right that she

should under existing circumstances remain at The Cleeve. Sir Pere-

grine, however, as quickly understood that Mrs. Orme did not wish her

to go away for some days.
" It would injure the cause if she were to leave us quite at once,"

said Mrs. Orme.
" But how can she stay here, my dear,—with no one to see her ; with

none but the servants to wait upon her ?
"

" I should see her," said Mrs. Orme, boldly.
" Do you mean constantly—in your old, friendly way ?

"

" Yes, constantly ; and," she added after a pause, " not only here,

but at Orley Farm also." And then there was anotherpausebetweenthem.
Sir Peregrine certainly was not a cruel man, nor was his heart by

any means hardened against the lady with whom circumstances had
lately joined him so closely. Indeed, since the knowledge of her

guilt had fully come upon him, he had undertaken the conduct of

lier perilous affairs in a manner more confidential even than that which
liad existed while he expected to make her his wife. But, nevertheless,

it went sorely against the grain with him when it was proposed that

there should stiU exist a close intimacy between the one cherished

lady of his household and the woman who had been guilty of so

base a crime. It seemed to him that he might touch pitch and not

be defiled;—he or any man belonging to him. But he could not

reconcile it to himself that the widow of his son should run such risk.

In his estimation there was something almost more than human
about the purity of the only woman that blessed his hearth. It

seemed to him as though she were a sacred thing, to be guarded by a

shrine,—to be protected from all contact with the pollution of the

outer world. And now it was proposed to him that she should take a

felon to her bosom as her friend

!

"But will that be necessary, Edith?" he said; "and after all that

has been revealed to us now, will it be wise ?
"

" I think so," she said, speaking again with a very low roiok
"Why should I not?"
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'• Because she has shown herself unworthy of such friendsliip ;—unfit

lor it, I should say."
" Unworthy ! Dear father, is she not as worthy and as fit as she

was yesterday ? If we saw clearly into each other's bosoms, whom
should we think worthy ?

"

" But you would not clioose for your friend one—one who could do
such a deed as that ?

"

" No ; I wQuld not choose her because she had so acted ; or perhaps
if I knew all beforehand would I open my heart to one who had so
done. But it is different now. What are love and friendship worth
if they caanot stand aE;ainst such trials as these ?

"

" Do you mean, Edith, that no crime would separate you from a
friend ?

"

"I have not said that. There are circumstances alwBja, But if

she repents,—as I am sure she does, I cannot bring myself to desert
her. Who else is there that can stand by her now ; what other woman ?

At any rate I have promised her, and you would not have see break
my word."

Thus she again gained her point, and it was settled that for t)>c

present Lady Mason should be allowed to occupy her own room,

—

her own room, and occasionally Mrs. Orme's sittmg-room, if it pleasp-i

hereto do so. No day was named for her removal, but Mrs. Ormt
perfectly understood that the sooner such a day could be fixed the

better Sir Peregrine would be pleased. And, indeed, his household
as at present arranged was not a pleasant one. Tlie servants Had
all heard of his intended marriage, and now they must also ^ear

that that intention was abandoned. And yet the lady would remain
up stairs as a guest of his ! There was much in this that was
inconveruent ; but under circumstances as they now existed, what
could he do ?

When all this was arranged and Mrs. Orme had dressed for

dinner, she again went to Lady Mason. She found her in bed, and
told her that at night she would come to her and tell her all. And
then she instructed her own servant as to attending rpon the

invalid. In doing tins sue was cunm^g in letting a word fall here

and tiicrc, that might teach the woman that that marriage purpose

was all over; but nevertheless there was so much care and apparent

affection in her mode of speaking, and she gave her orders for Lady
Mason's comfort with so much earnestness, that no idea could get

abroad in the household that there had been any cause for absolute

quarrel.

Late at night, when her son had left her, she did go again to her

guest's room, and sitting down by the bedside she told her all that

Vad been planned, pointing out however with much care that, as a

part of those plans, Orley Farm was to be surrendered to Joseph

Mason. "You think that is right; do you not ? " said Mrs. Orme,
almost trembling as she asked a question so pertinent to the deed which
the other had done, and to that repentance for the deed which was now
to much to be desired.

22



338 OELEI FAKM.

"Yes," said the oil) er, "of course it will be right,'' and tbtp. the

thought that it was not in her power to abandon the property

occurred to her also. If the estate must be voluntarily surrendered,

no one could so surrender it but Lucius Mason. She knew this,

and felt at the moment that of all men he would be the least likely

to do so, unless an adequate reason was made clearly plain to him.

The same thought at the same moment was passing through the

minds of them both; but Lady Mason could not speak out her

thought, and Mrs. Orme would not say more on that terrible day to

trouble the mind of the poor creature whose sufferings she was so

anxious to assuage.

And then Lady Mason was left alone, and having now a partner in

her secret, slept sounder than she had done since the tidings first

reached her of Mr, Dockwrath's vengeance.

CHAPTER XLVn.

THE GEM OF THE FOUR FAMILIES.

And now we will go back to Noningsby. On that evening Graham
ate his pheasant with a relish although so many cares sat heavy on his

mind, and declared, to Mrs. Baker's great satisfaction, that the cook

had managed to preserve the bread sauce uninjuried through all the

perils of delay which it had encountered.
" Bread sauce is so ticklish ; a simmer too much and it's clean done

for," Mrs. Baker said with a voice of great solicitude. But she had

been accustomed perhaps to patients whose appetites were fastidious.

The pheasant and the bread sauce and the mashed potatoes, all pre-

pared by Mrs. Baker's own hand to be eaten as spoon meat, disappeared

with great celerity ; and then, as Graham sat sipping the solitary glass

of sherry that was allowed to hini, meditating that he would begin his

letter the moment the glass was empty, Augustus Staveley agam maae
his appearance.

"Well, old fellow," said he, "how are you now?" and he was

particularly careful so to speak as to show by his voice that his

affection for his friend was as strong as ever. But in doing so he

showed also that there was some special thought still present in his

mind,—some feeling which was serious in its nature if not absolutely

painful.

"Staveley," said the other, gravely, "I have acquired knowledge
to-day which I trust I may carry with me to my grave."

" And what is that ? " said Augustus, looking round to Mrs. Baker

as though he thought it well that she should be out of the room before

the expected communication was made. But Mrs. Baker's attention
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was SO riveted by her patient's earnestness, that she made no attempt
to go."

" It is a wasting of the best gifts of Providence," said Grabam,
" to eat a pheasant after one has really done one's dinner." %

" Oh, that's it, is it ? " said Augustus.
"So it is. Sir," said Mrs. Baker, thijiking that the subieot ouite

justified the manner.

"And of.no use whatsoever to eat only a little bit of one as a man
does then. To know what a pheasant is you should have it all to
yourself."

" So you should. Sir," said Mrs. Baker, quite delighted and verr
much in earnest.

"And you should have nothing else. Then, if the bird be good to
begin with, and has been well hung "

" There's a deal in that," said Mrs. Baker.
"Then, I say, you'll know what a pheasant is. That's the lesson

which I have learned to-day, and I give it you as an adequate return
for the pheasant itself."

" I was almost afeard it would be spoilt by being brought up the
second time," said Mrs. Baker. "And so I said to my lady; but she
wouldn't have you woke, nohow." And then Mrs. Baker, having
heard the last of the lecture, took away the empty wine-glass and shut
the door behind her.

" And now I'll write those two letters," said Graham. " What I've

written hitherto I wrote in bed, and I feel almost more awkward now
I am up than I did then."

" But what letters are they ?
"

" Well, one to my laundress to tell her I shall be there to-morrow,
and one to Mary Snow to say that I'll see her the day after."

" Then, Pelix, don't trouble yourself to write either. You positively

won't go to-morrow "

"Who says so?"
" The governor. He has heard from my mother exactly what the

doctor said, and declares that he won't allow it. He means to see the

doctor himself before you stir. And he wants to see you also. I am
to tell you he'll come to you directly after breakfast."

" I shall be delighted to see your father, and am very much gratified

by his kindness, but "

"But what -"

" I'm a free agent, I suppose,—to go when I please ? " ''

"Not exactly. The law is unwritten; but by traditional law a man
laid up in his bed-room is not free to go and come. No action for false

imprisonment would lie if Mrs. Baker kept all your clothes away from

you."
" I should like to try the cpiestion."

" You will have the opportunity, for you may be sure that you'll not

Jeave this to-morrow."
" It would depend altogether on the evidence of the doctor."

"Exactly so. Acd as the doctor in this case would clearly be as
23—2
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the side of the defendants, a verdict on behalf of the plaintiff would
not be by any means attainable." After that the matter was presumed
to be settled, and Graham said no more as to leaving Noningsby on the

next day. As things turned out afterwards he remained there for an

other week.
" I must at any rate write a letter to Mary Snow," he said. And to

Mary Snow he did write some three or four lines, Augustus sitting by
the while. Augustus Staveley would have been very glad to know
the contents, or rather the spirit of those lines ; but nothing was said

about them, and the letter was at last sealed up and intrusted to his

care for the post-bag. There was very little in it that could have in-

terested Augustus Staveley or any one else. It contained the ordinary,

but no more than the ordmary terms of affection. He told her that lie

found it impracticable to move himself quite immediately. And then

as to that cause of displeasure,—that cause of supposed displeasure as

to which both Mary and Mrs. Thomas had written, he declared that he

did not believe that anything had been done that he should not find it

easy to forgive after so long an absence.

Augustus then remained there for another hour, but not a word was

said between the young men on that subject which was nearest, at the

moment, to the hearts of both of them. Each was thinking of Made-
line, but neither of them spoke as though any such subject were in their

thoughts.
" Heaven and earth !

" said Augustus at last, pulling out his watch.

"It only wants three minutes to seven. I shall have a dozen messages

from the judge before I get down, to know whether he shall come and

help me change my boots. I'll see you again before I go to bed. Good
bye, old fellow." And then Graham was again alone.

If Lady Staveley were really angry with him for loving her daugliter,

—if his friend Staveley were in very truth determined that such love

roTist under no circumstances be sanctioned,—would they treat him as

ttiey were treating him ? Would they under such circumstances make
his prolonged stay in the house an imperative necessity ? He could

not help asking himself this question, and answering it with some
gleam of hope. And then he acknowledged to himself that it was

ungenerous in him to do so. His remaining there,—the liberty to

remain there which had been conceded to him,—had arisen solely from

the belief that a removal in his present state would be injudicious.

He assured himself of this over and over again, so that no false hope

might linger in his heart. And yet hope did linger there whether false

or true. Why might he not aspire to the hand of Madeline Staveley,

—he who had been assured that he need regard no woman as too high

for his aspirations ?

" Mrs. Baker," he said that evenmg, as that excellent woman was
taking away his tea-things, " I liave not heard Miss Staveley's voice

these two days."
" WeU, no ; no more you have," said she. " There's two ways, you

know, Mr. Graham, of going to her part of the house. There's the

ioor that opens at the end of the passage by her mamma's room. She'i
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been that way, and that's the reason, I suppose. There am't no other,

I'm sure."
" One hkes to hear one's friends if one can't see them ; that's all."

" To be sure one does. I remember as how when I had the measles

—I was living with my lady's mother, as maid to the young ladies.

There was four of 'em, and I dressed 'em all—God bless 'em. They've
all got husbands now and grown up families — only there ain't one
among 'em equal to our Miss Madeline, though there's some of 'em
much richer. When my lady' married him,—the judge, you know,—he
was the poorest of the lot. They didn't think so much of him wueu
he came a-courting in those days."

" He was only a practising barrister then."
" Oh yes ; he knew well how to practise, for Miss Isabella—as she

was then—very soon made up her mind about him. Laws, Mr. Graham,
ihe used to tell me everything in them days. They didn't want her to

have nothing to say to Mr. Staveley at first ; but she made up her mind,

and though she wasn't one of them as lias many words, like Miss Fur-

nival down there, there was uo turning her."
" Did she marry at last agahist their wish ?

"

"Oh dear, no; nothing of that sort. She wasn't one of them
flighty ones neither. She just made up her own mind and bided.

And now X don't know whether she hasn't done about the best of 'era

all. Them Oliphants is full of money, they do say—full of money.

Tfiat was Miss Louisa, who came next. But, Lord love you, Mr.
Graham, he's so crammed with gout as he can't ever put a foot to the

ground ; and as cross ;—as cross as cross. We goes there sometimes,

you know. Then the girls is all plain ; and young Mr. Oliphant, the

son,—wiiy he never so much as speaks to his own father; and though

Jiey're rolling in money, they say he can't pay for the coat on his

oack. Now our Mr. Augustus, unless it is that lie won't come down
to morning prayers and always keeps the dinner waiting, I don't think

there's ever a black look between him and iiis papa. And as for Miss

Madeline,—she's the gem of the four families. Everybody gives that

up to her."

If Madelme's mother married a barrister in opposition to the wishes

of her family—a barrister who then possessed nothing but his wits

—

why should not Madeline do so also ? That was of course tiie line

which his thoughts took. But then as he said to himself, Madeline's

father had been one of the handsomest men of his day, whereas he

was one of the ugliest ; and Madeline's father had been encumbered

with no Mary . Snow. A man who had been such a fool as he, who

had gone so far out of the regular course, thinking to be wiser than

other men, but being in truth much more silly, could not look for

that success and happiness in life which men enjoy who have not

been so lamentably deficient in discretion ! 'Twas thus that he

lectured himself; but still he went on thinking of Madeline Staveley.

There had been some disagreeable confusion in the house that after-

noon after Augustus had spoken to his sister. Madelme had gone up

tn hex own roam, and had reraamed there, chewing the cud of her
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thoughts. Both her sister and her brother had warned her about thii

man. She could moreover divine that her mother was suffering under
some anxiety on the same subject. Why was all this ? Why should

thec^e things be said and thought ? Why should there be uneasiness i«

the kouse on her account in this matter of Mr. Graham ? She acknow
ledged to herself that there was such uneasiness ;—and she almost

acknowledged to herself the cause.

£ut while she was still sitting over her own, fire, with her needle

untouched beside her, her father had come home, and Lady Staveley

had mentioned to him that Mr. .Graham thought of going on the

next day.
" Nonsense, my dear," said the judge. " He must not think of such

a thing. He can hardly be fit to leave his room yet."
" Pottinger does say that it has gone on very favourably," pleaded

Lady Staveley.

"But that's no reason he should destroy the advantages of his

healthy constitution by insane imprudence. He's got nothing to do
He wants to go merely because he thinks he is in your way."
Lady Staveley looked wishfully up jin her husband's face, longing

to tell him all her suspicions. But as yet her grounds for them were
so slight that even to him she hesitated to mention them.

" His being here is no trouble to me, of course," she said.

" Of course not. You tell him so, and he'll stay," said the judge.

"I want to see him to-morrow myself;—about this business of poor
Lady Mason's."

Lnmediately after that he met his son. And Augustus also told him
that Graham was going.

" Oh no ; he's not going at all," said the judge. " I've settled that

with your mother."
" He's very anxious to be off," said Augustus gravely.
" And why ? Is there any reason ?

"

"Well; I don't know." Tor a moment he thought he would tell

his father the whole story ; but he reflected that his doing so

would be hardly fair towards his friend. " I don't know that there

is any absolute reason ; but I'm quite sure that he is verv anxious

to go."

The judge at once perceived that there was something in the

wind, and during that hour in which the pheasant was being discussed
up in Graham's room, he succeeded in learning the whole from his

wife. Dear, good, loving wife ! A secret of any kind from him was
an impossibility to her, although that secret went no further than her
thoughts,

" Tlie darling girl is so anxious about him, that—that I'm afraid."

said she.
" He's by no means a bad sort of man, my love," said the judge.
" But he's got nothing—literally nothing,'' said the mother.
"Neither had I, when I went a wooing," said the judge. "But

nevertheless, I managed to have it all my own way."
" You don'l mean really to make a comparison ? " said Lady
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Staveky. "In the first place you were at the top, of jour pro-

fession."
" Was I ? If so I must have achieved that distinction at a verj

early age." And then he kissed hia wife very affectionately. Nobody
was there to see, and under such circumstances a man may kiss liis

wife even though he be a judge, and between fifty and sixty years old.

After tliat he again spoke to liis son, and in spite of the resolves which
Augustus had made as to what friendshiR required of him, succeeded
in learning the whole truth.

Late ill the evening, when all the party had drunk their cups of tea,

when Lady Staveley was beginning her nap, and Augustus was making
himself agreeable to Miss Purnival—to the great annoyance of his

mother, who, half rousing herself every now and thou, looked sorrow-

fully at what was going on with her winking eyes,—the judge con-

trived to withdraw with Madeline into the small drawing-room, telling

her as he put his arm round her waist, that he had a few words to say

to her.

"Well, papa," said she, as at his bidding she sat herself down
beside him on the sofa. She was frightened, because such summonses
were very unusual ; but nevertheless her father's manner towards her

was always so full of love that even in her fear she felt a comfort in

being with him.
" My darUng," he said, " I want to ask you one or two questions

—

about our guest here who has hurt himself,—Mr. Graham."
"Yes, papa." And now she knew that she was trembling with

nervous dread.
" You need not think that I am in the least angry with you, or

that I suspect you of having done or said, or even thought anything

that is wrong. I feel quite confident that I have no cause to do so."
" Oh, thank you, papa."
" But I want to know whether Mr. Graham has ever spoken to you

—as a lover."

"Never, papa."

"Because under the circumstances of his present stay here, his

doing so would, I think, have been ungenerous."
" itte never has, papa, in any way—not a single word."
" And you have no reason to regard him in that light ?

"

" No, papa." But in the speaking of these last two words tiiere

was a slight hesitation,—the least possible shade of doubt conveyed,

which made itself immediately intelligible to the practised ear of the

judge.
" Tell me all, my darling ;—everything that there is in your heart, so

that we may help each other if that may be possible."

" He has never said anything to me, papa."
" Because your mamma thinks that you are more anxious about him

than you would be about an ordinary visitor."

"Does she?"
" Has any one else spoken to you about Mr. Graham ?

" Augustus did, papa ; and Isabella, some time ago."
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" Tlien I suppose they thought the same."
" Yes ; I suppose they did."

"And now, dear, is there anything else you would like to sav to

me about it ?
"

"No, papa, I don't think there is."

"But remember this always;— that my only -wishes respecting you,

and your mother's wishes also, are to see you happy and good."
" I am very happy, papa."

"And very good also to the best of my belief." And then he

kissed her, and they'went back again into the large drawing-room.

Many of my readers, and especially those who are old and wise—if

I cliance to have any such—will be inclined to think that the judge

behaved foolishly in thus cross-questioning his daughter on a matter,

'.vhich, if it were expedient that it should die away, would die away the

more easily the less it were talked about. But the judge was an odd
man in many of tlie theories of his life. One of them, with reference

to his children, was very odd, and altogetlier opposed to the usual

practice of the world. It was this,—that they should be allowed, as

far as was practicable, to do whs^t they liked. Now the general opinion

of the world is certainly quite the reverse—namely this, that children,

as long as they are under the control of tlieir parents, should be

hindered and prevented in those thmgs to which they are most in-

clined. Of course the world in general, in carrying out this practice,

excuses it by an assertion— made to themselves or others— that

children customarily like those things which they ought not to like,

lint the judge had an idea quite opposed to this. Cliildren, he said,

if propei'ly trained, would like tiiose things which were good for

them. Now it may be that he thought his daughter had been pro-

perly trained.

" He is a very clever young man, my dear; you may be sure of

that," were the last words which the judge said to his wife that night.

"But then he has got nothing," she replied; "and he is so un-

commonly plain."

The iudge would not say a word more, but he could not help thinking

tiiai: ttiis last point was one which mieht certainlv be left to the young
lair.
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CHAPTER XLVin.

THE AXGEL OF LIGHT UNDER A CLOtJI*.

On tlie following morning, according to appointment, the judge
visited Felix Graham in his room. It was only the second occasion on
which iie had done so since the accident, and he was therefore more
inclined to regard him as an invahd than those who had seen him from
day to day.

" I am delighted to hear that your bones have been so amenable,"
said the judge. " But you must not try them too far. We'll get you
down stairs into the drawing-room, and see how you get on there by
the next few days."

" I don't want to trouble you more than I can help,'' said Felix,

sheepishly. He knew that there were reasons why he should not

go into that drawing-room, but of course he could not guess that

those reasons were as well known to the judge as they were to

himself.

" You sha'n't trouble us—more than you can help. I am not one of

those men who tell my friends that nothuig is a trouble. Of course you
give trouble."

" I am so sorry !

"

" There's your bed to make, my dear fellow, and your gruel to

warm. You know Shakspeare pretty well by heart, I believe, and he

puts that matter,—as he did every other matter,—in the best and

truest point of view. Lady Macbeth didn't say she had no labour in

receiving the king. ' The labour we delight in physics pain,' she said.

Those were her words, and now they are mine."
" With a more honest purpose behind," said Felix.

" Well, yes ; I've no murder in my thoughts at present. So that is

all settled, and Lady Staveley will be delighted to see you down stairs

to-morrow."
" I shall be only too happy," Felix answered, thinking within his

own mind that he must settle it all in the course of the day with

Augustus.
" And now perhaps you will be strong enough to say a few words

about business."

"Certainly," said Graham.
" You have heard of this Orley Farm case, in which our neighbour

Lady Mason is concerned."
" Oh yes ; we were all talking of it at your table ;—I think it was

the night, or a night or two, before my accident."

" Very well ; then you know all about it. At least as much as the

public knows generally. It has now been decided on the part of JosetJ*!
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Mason—the husband's eldest son, who is endeavouring to get the pro.

perty—that she shall be indicted for perjury."

"Eor perjury?

"

" Yes ; and in doing that, regarding the matter from his point of

view, they are not deficient in judgment."
" But how could she have been guilty of perjury ?

"

"In swearing that she had been present when her husband and

the three witnesses executed the deed. If they have any ground

to stand on—and I beUeve they have none whatever, but if they

have, they would much more easily get a verdict against her or.

that point than on a charge of forgery. Supposing it to be the

fact that her husband never executed such a deed, it would be

manifest that she must have sworn falsely in swearing that she saw

him do so."
" Why, yes ; one would say so."
" But that would afford by no means conclusive evidence that she

had forged the surreptitious deed herself."
" It would be strong presumptive evidence that she was cognizant of

the forgery."
" Perhaps so,—but uncorroborated would hardly bring a verdict after

such a lapse of years. And then moreover a prosecution for forgery,

if unsuccessful, would produce more painful feehng. Whether success-

ful or unsuccessful it would do so. Bail could not be taken in the first

instance, and such a prosecution wonld create a stronger feeling that

the poor lady was being persecuted."
" Those who really understand the matter will hardly thank them for

their mercy."
" But then so few will really understand it. The fact however is

that she will be indicted for perjury. I do not know whether the

indictment has not been already laid. Mr. Purnival was with me in

town yesterday, and at his very urgent request, I discussed the whole

. subject with him. I shall be on the Home Circuit myself on these

next spring assizes, but I shall not take the criminal business at

Alston. Indeed I should not choose that this matter should be tried

before me under any circumstances, seeing that the lady is my near

neighbour. Now Purnival wants you to be engaged on the defence as

unior counsel."

"With himself?"
" Yes ; with himself, and with Mr. Chaffanbrass.''

"With Mr. Chaffanbrass!' said Graham, in a tone almost of

horror—as though he had been asked to league himself with all that

was most disgraceful in the profession;—as indeed perhaps he had

been.
" Yes—with Mr. Chaffanbrass."
" Will that be well, judge, do you think ?

"

"Mr. Chaffanbrass no doubt is a very clever man, and it may
be wise in such a case as this to have the services of a barrister

who is pehaps unequalled in ]ii» 3oww of cross-examining a wit-



THE AJfaEL OF MGHl ONDEE A CLOUD. 34"

" Doesliis power consist iu making a witness speak tlie tnith, or in

making him conceal it ?
"

" Perhaps in both. But here, if it be the case as Mr. Pumival
suspects, tnat witnesses will be suborned to give false evidence "

" But surely the Rounds would have nothing to do with such a
matter as that ?

"

" No, probably not. I am sure that old Richard Round would abhor
any such work as you or I would do. They take the evidence as it is

brought to them. I believe there is no doubt that at any rate one of
the witnesses to the codicil in question will now swear that the sig-

nature to the document is not her signature."

"A woman—is it ?
"

" Yes ; a woman. In such a case it may perhaps be allowable to
employ such a man as Mr. Chaffanbrass ; and I should tell you also,

such another man as Mr. Solomon Aram."
"Solomon Aram, too! Why, judge, the Old Bailey will be left

bare."
" The shining lights will certainly be down at Alston. Now under

those circumstances will you undertake the case ?
"

" Would you—in my place ?
"

" Yes ; if I were fully conyinced of the innocence of my client at the
beginning."

" But what if I were driven to change my opinion as the thing pro-
gressed ?

"

" You must go on, in such a case, as a matter of course."
" I suppose I can have a day or two to think of it ?

"

_

" Oh yes. I should not myself be the bearer to you of Mr. IVr-
nival's message, were it not that I think that Lady "Mason is beinj,

very cruelly used in the matter. If I were a young man in your
position, I should take up the case con amore, for the sake of beauty
and womanhood. I don't say that that Quixotism is very wise ; but
still I don't think it can be wrong to join yourself even with such men
as Chaffanbrass and Mr. Solomon Aram, if you can feel confident that

you have justice and truth on your side." Then after a few more words
the interview was over, and the judge left the room, making some further

observation as to his hope of seeing Graham in the drawing-room on the

next day.

On the following morning there came from Peckham two more letters

for Graham, one of course from Mary Snow, and one from Mrs.

Thomas. We will first give attention to that froi a the elder lady. She

commenced with much awe, declaring that her pen trembled within her

fingers, but that nevertheless she felt bound by her conscience and that

duty which she owed to Mr. Gvabam, to tell him everything that had

occurred,
—"word by word," as she expressed it. And then Jelix,

looking at the letter, saw that he held in his hand two sheets of letter

paper, quite full of small writing, the latter of which was crossed. She

went on to say that her care had been unremitting, and her solicitude

almost maternal ; that Mary's conduct had on the whole been such as

to inspire her with " undevi&ting confidence
;

" but that the guile ol
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the present age was such, especially it respect to female servants—
who seemed, in Mrs. Thomson's opinion, to be sent in these days ex-

press from a very bad place for the express assistance of a very bad

gentleman—that it was impossible for any woman, let her be ever so cir-

cumspect, to say, " what was what, or who was who." From all which

Graham learned that Mrs. Thomas had been " done
;

" but by the

middle of the third page he had as yet learned nothing as to the manner
of the doin".

But by degrees the long reel unwiuded itself;—angel of light, and

all. Mary Snow had not only received but had aacwered a lover's

letter. She had ansv/ered that lover's letter by making an appoint-

ment with him ; and she had kept that appointment,—with the assist-

ance of the agent sent express from that very bad gentleman. All this

Mrs. Thomas had only discovered afterwards by finding the lover's

letter, and the answer which the angel of light had written. Both of

these she copied verbatim, thinking probably that the original docu-

ments were too precious to be intrusted to the post ; and then ended

by saying that an additional year of celibacy, passed under a closer

espionage, and with more severe moral training, miglit still perhaps

make Mary Snow fit for the high destiny which had been promised to

her.

The only part of this letter which Felix read twice was that which

contained the answer from the angel of light to her lover. " You have

been very wicked to address me," the angel of light said severely.

" And it is almost impossible that I should ever forgive you." If

only slie could have brought herself to end there ! But her nature,

wiiich the lover had greatly belied in likening it to her name, was not

cold enough for this. So she added a few more words very indis-

creetly. " As I want to explain to you why I ran never see you
again, I will meet you on Thursday afternoon, at half-past four, a

little way up Clapham Lane, at the corner of the doctor's wall, just

beyond the third lamp." It was the first letter she had ever written

to a lover, and the poor girl had betrayed herself by keeping a copy

of it.

And then Graham came to Mary Snow's letter to himself, which, as

it was short, the reader shall have entire.

" My DEAK Mr. Gbaham,
" I never was so unhappy in my life, and I am sure I don't know

how to write to you. Of course I do not think you will ever see me
again unless it be to upbraid me for my perfidy, and I almost hope you

won't, for I should sink into the ground before your eyes. Aid yet

I didn't mean to do anything very wrong, and when I did meet him i

I wouldn't as much as let him take me by the hand;—not of my own
accord. I don't know what she has said to you, and I think she ought

to have let me read it ; but she speaks to me now in such a way that

I don't know how to bear it. She has rummaged among everything,

I have got, but I am sure she could find nothing except those two
letters. It wasn't my fault that he wrote to me, though I know
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flow 1 ought not to have met him. He is quite a genteel young man,
and very respectable, in the medical line ; only I know that makes
no difference now, seeing how good you have been to me. I don't

ask vou to forgive me, but it nearly kills me when I think of poor
papa.

" i'oiirs always, most unhappy, and very sorry for what I have done,

"Maky Snow."

Poor Mary Snow ! Could any man under such circumstances have
been angry with her ? In the first place if men will mould their wives,

t.hey must expect that kind of thing ; and then, after all, was there any
harm done " A ultimately he did marry Mary Snow, would she make
a worse wile because she had met the apothecary's assistant at tiie

corner of the doctor's wall, under the third lamp-post ? Graham, as

he sat with the letters before him, made all manner of excuses for her

;

and this he did the more eagerly, because he felt that he would have
willingly made this affair a cause for breaking off his engagement, it

his conscience had not told him that it would be unhandsome in him
to do so.

When Augustus came he could not show the letters to him. HJiw

he done so it would have been as much as to declare that now the

o-oast was clear as far as he was concerned. He could not now discuss

with his friend the question of Mary Snow, without also discussing tlie

other question of Madeline Staveley. So he swept the letters away,

and talked almost entirely about the Orley Parm case.

" I only wish 1 were thought good enough for the chance," said

Augustus. " By Heavens ! I would work for that woman as I never

could work again for any fee that could be offererd me."
" So would I ; but I don't like my fellow-labourers."
" I should not mind that."
" I suppose," said Graham, " there can be no possible doubt as to

her absolute innocence ?
"

" None whatever. My father has no doubt. Furuival has no

doubt. Sir Peregrine has no doubt,—who, by-the-bye, is going to

marry her."
" Nonsense !

"

"Oh, but he is though. He has taken up her case con amore with a

vengeance."
" I should be sorry for that. It makes me thmk him a fool, and her

—a very clever woman."
And so that matter was discussed, but not a word was said between

them about Mary Snow, or as to that former conversation respecting

Madeline Staveley. Each felt that there was a reserve between them

;

but each felt also that there was no way of avoiding this. " The gover-

aor seems determmed that you sha'n't stir yet awhile," Augustus said

as he was preparing to take his leave.

" I shall be off in a day or two at the furthest all the same," said

Graham.
" And you are to drink tea down stairs to-night. I'll come and fetch
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jou as soon as we're out of the dininjg-room. I can assure you that

your first appearance after your accident has been duly announced to

the public, and that you are anxiously expected." And then Staveley

left him.

So he was to meet Madeline that evening. His first feeling at the

thought was one of joy, but he soon brought himself almost to wish

that he could leave Noningsby without any such meeting. There
would have been nothing in it,—nothing that need have called for

observation or remark,—had he not told his secret to Augustus. But
his secret had been told to one, and might be known to others in the

house. Indeed he felt sure that it was suspected by Lady Staveley.

It could not, as he said to himself, have been suspected by the

judge, or the judge would not have treated him in so friendly a

manner, or have insisted so urgently on his coming down among
them.

And then, how should he carry himself in her presence? If he
were to say nothing to her, his saying nothing would be remarked

;

and yet he felt that all his powers of self-control would not enable

him to speak to her in the same manner that lie would speak to her

sister. He had to ask himself, moreover, what line of conduct he

did intend to follow. If he was still resolved to marry Mary Snow,
would it not be better that he should take this bull by the horns and
upset it at once ? In such case, Madeline Staveley must be no more
to him than her sister. But then he had two intentions. In accord-

ance with one he would make Mary Snow his wife ; and in following

the other he would marry Miss Staveley. It must be admitted that the

two brides which he proposed to himself were very different. The
one that he had moulded for his own purposes was not, as he admitted,

quite equal to her of whom nature, education, and birth had had the

handling.

Again he dined alone ; but on this occasion Mrs. Baker was able to

elicit from him no enthusiasm as to his dinner. And yet she had done
her best, and placed before him a sweetbread and dish of sea-kale that

ought to have made him enthusiastic. " I had to fight with the gardener

for that like anything," she said, singing her own praises when he de-

clined to sing them.
" Dear me ! They'll think that I am a dreadful person to have in the

house."
" Not a bit. Only they sha'n't think as how I'm going to be said

' no ' to in that way when I've set my mind on a thing. I know
what's going and I know what's proper. Why, laws, Mr. Graham,
there's heaps of things there and yet there's no getting of 'em ;—unless

there's a party or the like of that. What's the use of a garden, I say,
•—or of a gardener neither, if you don't have garden stuff? It's not

to look at. Do finish it now ;—after all the trouble I had, standing

over him in the cold while he cut it."

" Oh dear, oh dear, Mrs. Baker, why did you do that ?
"

" He thought to perish me, making believe it took him so long te

get at it ; but I'm not so easy perished ; I can tell him that ! I'd hava
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stood tliere till now but what I had it. Miss Madeline seed me as I
was coming in, and asked me what I'd been doing."

" I hope you didn't tell her that I couldn't live without sea-kale ?
"

" I told her that I meant to give you your dinner comfortable as

long as you had it up here ; and she said ; but laws, Mr. Graham,
you don't care what a young lady aays to nn old woman like me.
You'll see her yourself this evening, and then you can tell her whether
or no the sea-kale was worth the eating ! It's not so badly biled

;

I will say that for Hannah Cook, though she is rampagious sometimes."
He longed to ask her what words Madehne had used, even in speaking
on such a subject as this ; but he did not dare to do so. Mrs. Baker
was very fond of talkmg about Miss Madeline, but Graham was by
no means assured that he should find an ally in Mrs. Baker if he told

her all the truth.

At last the hour arrived, and Augustus came to convoy him down
to the drawing-room. It was now many days since he had been out

of that room, and the very fact of movmg was an excitement to him.

He hardly knew how he might feel in walking down stairs, and could

not quite separate the nervousness arising from his shattered bones

from that other nervousness wliich came from his—shattered heart.

The word is undoubtedly a little too strong, but as it is there, there

let it stay. When he reached the drawing-room, he almost felt that

he had better decline to enter it. The door however was opened,

and he was in the room before he could make up his mind to any

such step, and he found himself being walked across the floor to some
especial seat, while a dozen kindly anxious faces were crowding round
him.

" Here's an arm-chair, Mr. Graham, kept expressly for you, near the

fire," said Lady Staveley. " And I am extremely glad to see you well

enough to fill it."

"Welcome out of your room, Sii-," said the judge. "I compli-

ment you, and Pottinger also, upon your quick recovery ; but allow me
to tell you that you don't yet look like a man fit to rough it alone in

London."
" I feel very well. Sir," said Graham.

And then Mrs. Arbuthiiot greeted him, and Miss Furnival, and

four or five others who were of the party, and he was introduced to

one or two whom he had not seen before. Marian too came up to

him,—very gently, as though he were as brittle as glass, having

been warned by her mother. " Oh, Mr. Felix," she said, " I was so

unhappy when your bones were broken. I do hope they won't break

again."

And then he perceived that- Madeline was in the room and was

coming up to him. She had in truth not been there when he first

entered, having thought it better, as a matter of strategy, to follow

upon his footsteps. He was getting up to meet her, when Lady

Btaveley spoke to him.
" Don't move, Mr. Graham. Invalids, you know, are chartered."

" I am very glad to see you once more down stairs," said Madeline
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B3 she frankly gave him her hand,—not [merely touching his,
—

"very,

very glad. jBut I do hope you will get stronger before you venture

to leave Nouingsby. You have frightened us all very much by your

terrible accident."

All this she said in her peculiarly sweet silver voice, not speaking

as though she were dismayed and beside herself, or in a hurry to

get through a lesson which she had taught herself. She had her secret

to hide, aud had schooled herself how to hide it. But in so schooling

herself she had been compelled to acknowledge to herself that the

secret did exist. She had told herself that she must meet him, and
that in meeting him she must hide it. This she had done with absolute

success. Such is the peculiar power of women ; and her mother, who
had listened not. only to every word, but to every tone of her voice,

gave her exceeding credit.

" There's more in her than I thought there was," said Sophia Fur-

nival to herself, who had also listenea and watched.

"It has not gone very deep with her," said the judge, who on tliis

matter was not so good a judge as Miss Furnival.
" She cares about me just as Mrs. Baker does," said Graham to

himself, who was the worst judge of them all. He muttered somethmg
quite unintelligible in answer to the kindness of her words ; and then

Madehne, having gone through her task, retired to the further side of

the round table, and went to work among the tea cups.

Aud then the conversation became general, turning altogether ou

the affairs of Lady Mason. It was declared as a fact by Lady
Staveley that there was to be a marriage between Sir Peregrine

Orme and his guest, and all in the room expressed their sorrow.

The women were especially indignant. " I have no patience with

her,'' said Mrs. Arbuthnot. " She must know that such a marriage

at his time of life must be ridiculous, and injurious to the whole

family."

The women were very indignant,—all except Miss Purnival, who
did not say much, but endeavoured to palliate the crimes of Lady
Mason in that which she did say. " I do not know that she is more
to blame than any other lady who marries a gentlemen thirty years

older than herself."
" I do then," said Lady Staveley, who delighted in contradicting

Miss Furnival. " And so would you too, my dear, if you had known
Sir Peregrine as long as I have. And if—if—if—but it does not

matter. I am very sorry for Lady Mason,—very. I think she is a

woman cruelly used by her own connections ; but my sympathies

with her would be wanner if she had refrained from usmg her

power over an old gentleman like -Sir Peregrine, in the way she

has done." In all which expression of sentiment the reader will know
that poor dear Lady Staveley was wrong from the beginnmg to

the end.

"Tor my part," said the judge, "I don't see what else she was to aft

If Sir Peregrine asked her, how could she refuse ?
"

" My dear !
" said Lady Staveley.
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•'According to that, papa, every lady must marry any geutlemau
•hat asks her," said Mrs. Arbuthnot.

" When a lady is under so deep a weight of obligation I don't knc-w
how she is to refuse. My idea is that Sir Peregrine should not have
asked her."

" And mine too," said Eelii. "Unless indeed he did it under an
impression that he could fight for her better as her husband than simply

as a friend."

"And I feel sure that that is what he did think," said Madeline,

from the further side of the table. And her voice sounded in

Graham's ears as the voice of Eve may have sounded to Adam. No
;

let him do what he might in the world;—whatever might be the

form in which his future career should be fashioned, one thing was
clearly impossible to him. He could not marry Mary Snow. Had
he never learned to know what were tbe true charms of feminine

grace and loveliness, it might have been possible for him to do so,

and to have enjoyed afterwards a fair amount of contentment. But
now even contentment would be impossible to him under such a lot

as that. Not only would he be miserable, but the woman whom he

married would be wretched also. It may be said that he made up
his mind definitely, while sitting in that arm-chair, that he would not

marry Mary Snow. Poor Mary Snow ! Her fault in the matter had

not been great.

When Graham was again in his room, and the servant who was
obliged to undress him had left him, he sat over his fire, wrapped

in his dressing-gown, bethinking himself what he would do. " 1 will

tell the judge everything," he said at last. "Then, if he will let

me into his house after that, I must fight my own battle." And so he

betook himself to bed.

CHAPTER XLIX.

MES. PUKNIVAL CAn'T PUT UP WITH IT.

When Lady Mason last left the chambers of her lawyer in Lincohi's

Inn, she was watched by a stout lady as she passed through the

narrow passage leading from the Old to the New Square. That

fact will I trust be remembered, and I need hardly say that the

stout lady was Mrs. Eurnival. She had heard betimes of the arrival

of that letter with the Haraworth postmark, had felt assured that it

was written by the hands of her hated rival, and iad at once prepared

for action.

"T shall leave this house to-day,—immediately after breakfast," sne

said to Miss Biggs, as they sat disconsolately at the table vpith the urn

between them.
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" Aud 1 thiuk you will be ,quit^ nght, my dear," replied Mias
Biggs. "It is your bounden duty to put dowa such wicked imquity

as this ;—not only for your own sake, but for that of morals in general.

What in the world is there so beautiful and so lovely as a high tone

of moral sentiment ? To this somewhat transeendental questioa

Mrs. Furnival made no reply. That a high tone of moral sentiment

as a thing in general, for the world's use, is very good, she was no
doubt aware ; but her mind at the present moment was fixed' ex-

clusively on her own peculiar case. That Tom Eurnival should be
made to give up seeing that nasty woman who lived at Ham'worth,^ "and

to give up also having letters from her,^—that at present was the extent

of her moral sentiment. His .wicked iniquity she could forgive with

a facility not at all gratifying ,to Miss Biggs, if only she could bring

about such a result as that. So she merely grunted in answer to the

above proposition.
" And will you sleep away from this ? " asked Miss Biggs.
" Certainly I will. I will neither eat here, nor sleep nere^' nor stay

here till I know that all this is at an end. I have made'up ihy mind
what I will do."

, .

'
'

" Well ? " asked the anxious Martha.
"Oh, never mind. I am not exactly prepared to talk about it.

There are things one can't talk about,—not to anybody. One feels as'

though one would burst in mentioning it. I do, I know."
Martha Biggs could not but feel that this was hard, but she knew

that friendship is nothing if it be not long enduring. " Dearest

Kitty I " she exclaimed. " If true sympathy can be of service to

you "

"I wonder whether I could get respectable lodgings in the

neighbourhood of Red Lion Square for a week ? " said Mrs. Eiirni'val,

once more bringing the conversation back from the abstract to the

concrete.

In answer to this Miss Biggs of course offered the use of her own
bed-room and of her father's house; but her father was an old man,

and Mrs. Furnival positively refused to agree to any such arrange-

ment. At last it was decided that Martha should at once go off

and look for lodgings in the vicinity "of her own home, that

Mrs. Furnival should proceed to carry on her own business in her

own way,—the cruelty being this,' that she would not give the

least hint as to v/hat; that way might be,—and that the two ladies

should meet together in the lied Lion Square drawing-room at the

close of the day.

"And about dinner, dear?" asked Miss Biggs.
" I will get somethuig at a pastrycook's," said Mrs. Fiirnival.
" And your clothes, dear ?

"

"Kachelwill see about them; she knows." Now Rachel was 'the

old female servant of twenty years' standing ; and the disappoint-

ment experienced by poor Miss Biggs at the ignorance in which
she was left was greatly enhanced by a belief that Rachel knew
Eiore thaa she did. Mrs. Furnival would tell Rachel b'-t would
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not tell her. This was very, very hard, as Miss Biggs felt. But,
nevertheless, friendship, sincere" friendship is long endur;ug, and
true patient merit will generally receive at last its appropriate

reward.

Then Mrs. Furnival had sat down, Martha Biggs having been duly

sent forth on tlie mission after tlie lodgings, and had written a lettet

to her husband. This she intrusted to Baoiiel, whom she did not pur-

pose to remove from that abode of iniquity from which she herself was
fleeing, and having completed her letter she went out upon her own
work. The letter ran as follows :

—

"Harley Street—Friday.
"My Dearest Tom.

" I cannot stand this any longer, so I have thought it best to

leave the house and go away. I am very sorry to be forced to such
a step as this, and would have put up with a good deal first ; but
there are some things which I cannot put up with,—and won't. I

know that a woman has to obey her liusband, and I have always obeyed
you, and thouglit it no hardship even when I was left so much alone

;

but a woman is not to see a slut brought in under her very nose,

—

and I won't put up with it. We've been married now going on over

twenty-five years," and it's terrible to think of being driven to this. I
almost believe it will drive me mad, and then, when I'm a lunatic, of

course you can do as you please.

" I don't want to have any secrets from you. Where I shall go
T don't yet know, but I've asked Marilia Biggs to take lodgings for

me sojiewhere near her. I must have somebody to speak to now
and again, sc you can write to 23 E^d Lion Square till you hear

further. It's ..lo ase sending for me^ for I teotzU come;—not till I

know that you think better of your present ways of going on. I don't

icnow whether you have the pL.wer to get the police to come after me,

but I advise you not. If you do anytiimg of that sort the people about

shall hear of it.

" And now, Tom, I want to say one word t j you fou can't think

it's a happiness to me going away from my own ho.he where I haVe

lived respectable so many years, or leaving you whom I've loved witii

all my whole heart. It makes me very, very unhappy, so that I could sit

and cry all day if it weren't for pride and because tlie servants shouldn't

see me. To think that it has come to this after all ! Oh, Tom, I

wonder whether you ever think of the old days when we used to be so-

happy in Keppel Street ! There wasn't anybody then that you car-ed

to see, except me ;— I do believe that. And you'd always come

home then, and I never thought bad of it though you wouldn't have

a word to speak to me for hours. Because you were doing your duty.

But you ain't doing your duty now, Tom. You know you ain't doing

your duty when you never dine at home, and come home so cross with

wine that you curse and swear, and have that nasty woman coming tff

see you at your chambers. Don't tell me it's about law business.

Ladies don't go to barristers" chambers about law business. All thM
23—2
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is done by attorneys. I've heard you say scores of times that yo»

never would see people themselves, and yet you see her.

" Oh, Tom, you have made me so wretched ! But I can forgivt

it all, and will never say another word about it to fret you, if you'll

only promise nie to have nothing more to say to that woman. Oi

course I'd like you to come home to dinner, but I'd put up with that.

You've made your own way in the world, and perhaps it's only riglvt

you should enjoy it. I don't think so much diiung at the club

can be good for youj and I'm afraid you'll have gout, but I don't

want to bother you about that. Send me a line to say that you won't

see her any more, and I'll come back to Harley Street at once.

If you can't bring yourself to do that, you—and—I—must—part.

I can put up willi a great deal, but I can't put up with that;

—

and wont.
" Your affectionate loving wife,

"C. TUKNIVAL."

" I wonder whether you ever think of the old days when we used

to be so happy in Keppel Street ? " Ah me, how often in after hfe,

in those successful days when the battle has been fought and won,

when all seems outwardly to go well,—how often is this reference

made to the happy days in Keppel Street ! It is not the prize that

can make us happy ; it is not even the winning of the prize, though
for the one short half-hour of triumph that is pleasant enough.

The struggle, the long hot hour of the honest fignt, the grinding

work—when the teeth are set, and the skin moist with sweat and

rough with dust, when all is doubtful and sometimes desperate, when
a man must trust to his own manhood knowing that those around

liini trust to it not at all,—that is the happy time of hfe. There

is no human bliss equal to twelve hours of work with only six hours

in which to do it. And when the expected pay for that work is

worse than doubtful, the inner satisfaction is so much the greater.

Oh, those happy days in Keppel Street, or it may be over in dirty

lodgings in the Borough, or' somewhere near the Marylebone work-

house ;—anywhere for a moderate weekly stipend. Those were to

us, and now are to others, and always will be to many, the happy

days of life. How bright was love, and how full of poetry ! Tlashes

of wit glanced here ana there, and how they came home and warmed
the cockles of the heart. And the unfrequent bottle ! Metliinks

that wine has utterly lost its flavour since those days. There is no-

thing like it; long work, grinding weary work, work without pay,

hopeless work ; but work in which tlie worker trusts himself, believing

it to be good. Let him, like Mahomet, have one other to believe

in him, and surely nothing else is needed. " Ah me ! I wonder
whether you ever think of the old days when we used to be so happy in

Keppel Street ?
"

Nothing makes a man so cross as success, or so soon turns a

pleasant friend into a captious acquaintiince. Your successful mau eats

too much and his stomach troubles him ; he drinks too much asd hii
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nose becomes blue. He wants pleasure and excitement, and roams
about looking for satisfaction in places where no man ever fonnd it.

He frets himself with his banker's book, and everything tastes amiss
to him that has not on it the flavour of gold. The straw of an omnibus
always stinks ; the linings of the cabs are filthy. There are but three

houses round London at which an eatable dinner may be obtained.

And yet a few years since how delicious was that cut of roast goose
to be had for a shilling at the eating-house near Golden Square. Mrs.
Jones and Mrs. Green, Mrs. Walker and all the other mistresses,

are too vapid and stupid and humdrum for endurance. The theatres

are dull as Lethe, and politics have lost their salt. Success is the
necessary misfortune of life, but it is only to the very unfortunate that

it comes early.

Mrs. Furnival, when she had finished her letter and fastened it

drew one of the heavy dining-room arm-chairs over against the fire,

and sat herself down to consider her past life, still holding the lettei

m her lap. She had not on that mornmg been very careful with her

toilet, as was perhaps natural enough. The cares of the world

were heavy on lier, and he would not be there to see her. Her
hair was rough, and her face was red, and she had hardly had the

patience to make striight the collar round her neck. To the eye

she was an untidy, angry, cross-looking woman. But her h»art

was full of tenderness,—full to overflowing. She loved him now
as well as ever she had loved him;—almost more as the thought of

parting from him pressed upon her! Was he not all in all to her?

Had she not worshipped him during her whole lite ? Could she not

forgive him ?

Forgive him ! Yes. Porgive him with the fullest, frankest, freest

pardon, if he would only take forgiveness. Should she burn that

letter in the fire, send to Miss Biggs saying that the lodgings were not

wanted, and then throw herself at Tom's feet, imploring liim to have

mercy upon her ? All that she could do within her heart, and make
her words as passionate, as soft, and as poetical as might be those of

a young wife of twenty. But slie felt tliat such words,—though she

could frame the sentence while sitting there—could never get tiiem-

selves spoken. She had tried it, and it had been of no avail. Not only

should she be prepared for softness, but he also must be so prepared

and at the same moment. If he should push her from him and call her

a fool when she attempted that throwing of herself at his feet, how
would it be with her spirit then ? No. She must go forth and the

letter must be left. If there were any hope of union for the future it

must come from a parting for the present. So she went up stairs and

summoned Eachel, remaining with her in consultation for some half-

hour. Then she descended with her bonnet and shawl, got into a cab

while Spooner stood at the door looking very serious, and was driven

j^ay,—whither, no one knew in Harley Street except Mrs. Furnival

bcrself, and that cabman.

"She'll never put ht/' foot insid* Ucc "iaU 'looi- a^'ain. That's my
idea of the matter," said Spooner
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" indeed and she will," said JRacliel, " and be a happier woman tliaa

ever she's been since the house was took."

," If I know master," said Spooiier, "he's not the man to get rid'of

an old woman, easy like that, and then 'ave her back agin." Upon
hearing which words, so very injurious to the sex in general, Rachel

walked into the house not deigning; any further reply.

And then, as we have seen, Mrs. Purnival was there, standini»

in the dark shadow of the Lincoln's Inn passage, when Lady Masou
left the lawyer's chambers. She felt sure that it was Lady Mason,
but she could not be quite sure. The woman, though she came out

from the entry which led to her husband's , chambers, might have come
down from some other set of rooms! Had she been quite certain

she would have attacked her rival there, layipg bodily hands upon
her in the purlieus of the Lord Chancellor's Court. As it was, the

poor bruised creature was allowed to pass by, and as she emerged out

into the light at the other end ol the
_
passage Mrs. Furnival became

quite certain of her identity.

" Never mind," she said to herself.
,

" She sha'n't escape me long.

Him I could forgive, if he would only give it up ; but as for her—

!

Let what come of it come may, I wiU tell that woman what I think

of her conduct before I am -many hours older." Then, giving one

look up to the windows of her husband's chambers, she walked forth

through the dusty old gate into Chancery Lane, and made her way. on

foot up to No. 23 Red Lion Square. " Tin glad I've done it," she

said to herself as she went ;
" very glad. Tliere's nothing else for it,

when things come to such a head as that." .And in this frame of

mind she knocked at her friend's door.

"Well !
" said Martha Biggs, with her eyes, and mouth, and arms, and

heart all open.

"Have you got me the lodgings ? " said Mrs. Purnival.

"Yes, close by;—in Orange Street. I'm afraid you'll find them very

dull. And what have you done ?

"

" I have done nothing, and I don't at all mind their being dull. They
can't possibly be more dull than Harley Street."

" And I shall be near you ; sha'n't I ? " said Martha Biggs.

"Umph," said Mrs. Furnival. '<I might as well go there at once

and get myself settled." So she did, the affectionate Martha of course

accompanying her ; and thus the affairs of that day were over.

Her intention was to go down to Hamworth at once, and make
her way up to Orley Earm, at which place she believed that Lady
Mason was living. Up to this. time she had heard no word of the

coming trial beyond what Mr. Furnival had told her as to his

client's "law business." And whatever he had so tofd her, she had

scrupulously, disbelieved. In her mind ,all that went fox nothing.

Law business ! she was not so bUnd, so soft, so green, as to be

hoodwinked by such stuff as that. Beautiful, widows don't have
personal interviews with barristers, in their chambers. over and over

again, let them have what law business they may. At any rate

Mrs. furnival took upon herself to say that they ought not to have
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such interviews.. She would go down to Orley Farm and she would
have an interview with Lady Masoii; Perhaps the thing might be
stopped in that way. '

'

On the following morning she received a note' from her hus-

band the consideration of whicii delayed her proceedings' for that day.

" Dear Kitty," the note ran.

,
,

" I think you are very foolish. If regard for me had not

kept you at home, some consideration with reference to Sophia should
have done so. What you say about that poor lady at Orley Earm is

too absurd for me to answer. If you would have spoken to me about
her, I would have told you that which would have set your mind at

rest, at any rate as regards her. I cannot do this in a letter, nor ooulii

I do it in the presence of your friend. Miss Biggs.
" I hope you will come back at once ; but I shall not add to the

absurdity of your leaving your own house by any attempt to bring you
back again by force. As you must want money I enclose a check for

fifty pounds. I hope you will be back before you want more ; but if

not I will send it as soon as you ask for it.

" Yours affectionately as always,
' " T. JuliklVAL."

There was about this letter an absence of sentiment, and an absence

of threat, and an absence of fuss, which almost overset her. Could it

be possible that she was wrong about Lady Mason? Should she go

to him and hear his own account before she absolutely declared war by

breaking into the enemy's camp at Orley Farm ? Then, moreover, she

was touched and almost overcome about the money. She wished he

had not sent it to her. That money difficulty had occurred to her,

and been much discussed in her own thoughts. Of course she could

not live away from him if he refused to make her any allowance,—at least

not for any considerable time. He had always been liberal as regards

money since money had been plenty with him, and therefore she had

some supply with her. She had jewels too which were her own ; and

though, as she had already determined, she would not part with them

without telUng him what she was about to do, yet she could, if pressed,

live in this way for the next twelve months ;—perhaps, with close

economy,, even for a longer time than that. In her present frame of

mind she had looked forward almost with gratification to being pinched

and made uncomfortable. She would wear her ordinary and more

dowdy dresses ; she would spend much of her time in reading sermons

;

she would get up very early and not care what she ate or drank. In

short, she would make herself as uncomfortable as circumstances would

admit, and thoroughly enjoy her grievances.

,But then this check of (ifty pounds, and this offer of as much more

as she wanted when that was gone, rather took the ground from under

her feet. ^ Unless she herself chose to give way she might go on

living in Orange Street to the end of the chapter, with every^ material

comfort about her,—keeping her own brougham if she liked, for
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the cliecks she now knew would come without stint. And he would
JO on living in Harley Street, seeing Lady Mason as often as he pleased.

Sophia would be the mistress of the house ; and as long as tnis was
so. Lady Mason would not show her face there. Now this was not a

course of events to which Mrs. Furnival could bring herself to look

forward with satisfaction.

All this delayed her during that day, but before she went to bed she
made up her mind that she would at any rate go down to Hamworth.
Tom, she knew, was deceiving her ; of that she felt morally sure. She
would at any rate go down to Hamworth, and trust to her own wit for

finding out the truth when there.

CHAPTER L.

IT IS QUITE IMPOSSIBLE.

All was now sadness at The Cleeve. It was soon understood

among the servants that there was to be no marriage, and the tidings

spread from the house, out among the neighbours and into Hamworth.
But no one knew the reason of this change;—none except those

three, the woman herself who had committed the crime and the two
to whom she had told it. On that same night, the night of the day

on which the tale had been told. Lady Mason wrote a Tine,—almost a

single line, to her son.

" Deabest Lucius,
" All is over between me and Sir Peregrine. It is better that

it should be so. I write to tell you this without losing an hour. Par
the present I remain here with my dear—dearest friends.

" Your own affectionate mother,

"M. Mason."

This note she had written in obedience to the behests of Mrs. Orme,
and even under her dictation—with the exception of one or two words,
" I remain here with my friends," Mrs. Drme had said ; but Lady Mason
had put in the two epithets, and had then declared "her own conviction

that she had now no right to use such language.
" Yes, of me you may, certainly," said Mrs. Orme, keeping close to

ner shoulder.
" Then I wiU alter it," said Lady Mason. " I will write it again and

say I am staying with yon."
But this Mrs. Orme had forbidden. " No ; it will be better so,"

she said. " Sir Peregrine would wish it. I am sure he would.

He quite agrees that " Mrs. Orme did not finish her sen-

nce, but the letter was despatched, written as above. The answei"
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»hieh Lucius sent down before breakfast the next morning was stili

iiorter.

" Dearest Mother,
" I am greatly rejoiced that it is so.

" Your affectionate son,
" L. M."

He sent this note, but he did not go down to her, nor was there anj
other immediate communication between them.

All was now sadness at Tlie Cleeve. Peregrine knew that, that

marriage project was over, and he knew also that his grandfather and
Lady Mason did not now meet each other ; but he knew nothing of the

cause, though he could not but remark that he did not see her. On
that day she did not come down either to dinner or during the evening

;

nor was she seen on the following morning. He, Peregrine, felt aware
that something had occurred at that interview in the library after

breakfast, but was lost in surmising what that something had been.

That Lady Mason should have told Iiis grandfather that the marriage

must be given up would have been only in accordance with the promise
made by her to him ; but he did not think that that alone would have
occasioned such utter sadness, such deathhke silence in the household.

Had there been a quarrel Lady Mason would have gone home ;—but

she did not go home. Had the match been broken off without a quarrel,

why should she mysteriously banish herself to two rooms so that no one

but his mother should see her ?

And he too had his own peculiar sorrow. On that morning Sir Pere-

grine had asked him to ride through the grounds, and it had been the

baronet's intention to propose during that ride that he should go over

to Noningsby and speak to the judge about MadeUne. We all know
how that propositicni had been frustrated. And now Peregrine, thinking

over the matter, saw that his grandfather was not in a position at the

present moment to engage himself ardently in any such work. By
whatever means or whatever words he had been induced to agree to

the abandonment of that marriage engagement, that abandonment

weighed very heavily on his spirit. It' was plain to see that he was a

broken man, broken in heart and in spirit. He shut himself up alone

in his library all that afternoon, and had hardly a word to say when he

came out to dinner in the evening. He was very pale too, and slow

and weak in his step. He tried to smile as he came up to his daughter-

in-law in the drawing-room ; but his smile was the saddest thing of all.

And then Peregrine could see that he ate nothing. He was very gentle

in his demeanour to the servants, very courteous and attentive to Mrs.

Orme, very kind to his grandson. But yet his mind was heavy,

—

brooding over some sorrow that oppressed it. On the following morn-

ing it was the same, and the grandson knew that he could look to his

grandfather for no assistance at Nonmgsby.

Immediately after breakfast Peregrine got on his horse, without

ipeaking to any one of his intention,—aknoat without having formed
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aa intention, and rode off in the direction of Alston. He did not take

tlie road, but went out through The Cleeve woods, on to the common, by

which, had he turned to the left, he might have goije to Orley Farm

;

but when on the top of the rise from -CrutGhley Bottoni he turned to

the riglit, and' putting his horse into a gallop, rode along the open

ground t"!)! he came to an enclosure into which he leaped. From thence

he made his way through a farm gate into a green country lane, along

which he still pressed,his horse, till he found himself divided from the

end of a large wood by but one field. He knew the ground well, and

the direction in ;iwhich, he was going. He could pass through that wood,

jvn^.then down. .by an old farni-house at the. other end of it, and so on

to the^AJsipu road, within,a mile of Noningsby. He knew the ground

well, for he liai- ridden over ,every field of it. When a man does so

after thirty he forgets the, spots' which he passes in his hurrv, but when

he does so before .twenty he never forgets. That' field and that wood
Peregrine Orme would never, forget. There was the double ditch and

baiik over which Harriet Tristram had ridden with so much skiU and

courage., There was thp.^pot ,on which he had knelt so long, wmle
Ffilix.Graham lay back agamst him, feeble a^d almost speechless. And
there, on the other side, had sat Madeline on her horse, pale_ with

anxiety but yet eagerwith hope, as she asked, question after question as

to him vt;hp had. been luirt. , .
,

Peregrine rode "up to the ditch, and made his horse stand while he

looked at it.
,
It was there, then, on that spot, that he had felt the

lirst pang of jealousy. The idea had occurred to him that he for

whom he had been doing a friend's offices with such zealous kindness

was his worst enemy. Had he^he, Peregrine Orme^broken his arms

and legs, |pr, even broken his .iie.ck, wpuld she have ridden up, all

thoughtless .9? herself, and thrown her very life into her voice as she

had done when she knew that Felix Graham, had fallen from his horse?

And then he had gone oh with his 'work, aiding the hurt man as zeal-

ously as before, but still feeling that he was bound to hate him. And
afterwards, at Noningsby, he h'ad continued to minister to him as to his

friend'—zealously .doing a friend's offices, but. still feeling that the man
was his, enemy. Not that he was insincere. There was no place for

insinijerity 9r treachery within his heart. The man had done no ill-

was a. good fetlow^was entitled' to bis kindnesf\,by all the social laws

which he Knew, .Thpy two had gone together from the same table to

the"same,spot, aind had laeen close together when the one had come to

sorro.v. 'It wasihis duty to act as Graham's friend; and yet how could

he not feel 'that he must hate him ?

And now iie sat looking at the fence, wishing—wishing;—no, cer-

tainly not wishing that Graham's hurf'had been more serious; but

wishmg that in falling from his horse; he rnight utterly have fallen but

of favoiir with that sweet yo!ungfeihale heart ; or rather wishing, could

lie so have expressed it, that he himself might have had the fall, and

the broken bones, and all the danger^—so that he might also have had

,fhe, interest .which those eyes and that voice had shown.
And then quickly he turned Tiis horse, and without giving the beast
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tune to stfeady himself lie rammed Mm at the fence. Tlie leap but 0/

the -wood into tlie field was difScult, but tl^at back into the wood was
still worse. The up-jump was higher, and the ditch which must be first

cleared was broader. Nor did he take it at the easiest part as he had

done on that day when he rode his own horse and then Grahaiii's back
iilto.the jiTood. But he pressed !his animal exactly at the spot from

which his rival had, fallen. There were still the marks of the beast's

struggle, as he endeavoured to save himself before he Cattle down, head
foremost into the ditch. The bank had been somewhat narrowed and
pared away, and it was clearly the last place in the face of the whole
opening into the wood, which a rider with his senses about him would
have selected for his jump.

The horse knowing his master's humour, and knowing also—which is

so vitally important—the nature of his master's courage, jumped at the

bank, without pausing. As I have said, ho time had been given him to

steady himself—not a moment to see where his feet should go, to under-

stand and make the most of the ground he was to use. He jumped and

jumped well, but only half gained the top of the bank. The poor brute,

urged beyond his power, could not get, his hind feet up so near the sur-

face as to give him a fulcrum for a second spring. Por a moment he

strove to make good his footing, still clinging with his fore feet, and

then slowly came down backwards into the ditch, then regained his feet,

and dragging himself with an effort from the mud, made his way back

into the field. Peregrine Orme had kept his seat throughout. His legs

were accustomed to the saddle and knew how to cling to it, while there

was a hope that he might struggle through. And now 'that he was

again in the field he wheeled his horse to a greater distance, striking

him with his whip, and once more pushed him at the fence. The gal-

lant beast went at it bravely, slightly swerving from the fatal, spot to

which Peregrine had endeavoured Once more to guide him, leaped with

a full spring from the unworn turf, and, barely touching the bank,

landed himself andhis master lightly within the precincts of the wood.

"Ah-h!" said Peregrine, shouting angrily at the horse, as though

the brute had done badly instead of well. And then he rode down
slowly througfi the wood, , and out by Monkton Grange' farm,, round

the moat, and down the avenue, and before long he was standing at

Noningshy gate.
_

v '

He had not made up his mind to any plan of action, nor indeed had

he determined that he would ask to see any of the family or even enter

the place. The.woman at the lodge opened the gate, and he rode in

mechanically, asking if any of them were at home. TVae judge and Mr.

Augustus were gone up to .London, but my lady an* the other ladies

were in the house. My. Graham had not gone, the woman said in an-

swer to his question; ijor did she know when he was going. And then,

armed with this information, Peregrine Orme rode round to the sta)3les,

and gave up his horse to a groom. ;

"les, La^y St^velgywas at home," the, servant said at the door.

" Would Mr. Orme walk into the dri),win^-r|Dqin, where' he would find

the young ladies ? * But Mr. Orme would not do this. 'He #6uld go
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into a small book-room with which he was well acquainted, and have

his name taken up to Lady Staveley. " He did not," he said, " niean

to stay very long ; but particularly wished to see Lady Staveley." In

a few minutes Lady Staveley came to him, radiant with her sweetest

smile, and with both her hands held out to greet him.

"My dearMr. Orme," she said, "lam delighted to see you; but

what made you run away from us so suddenly ? " She had considered

her words in that moment as she came across the hall, aad had thought

that in this way she might best enable him to speak.

"Lady Staveley," he said, "I have come here on purpose to tell

you. Has your daughter told you anything ?
"

" Who—Madeline ?
"

" Yes, Madeline. I mean Miss Staveley. Has she said anything to

you about me ?
"

"Well; yes, she has. Will you not sit down, Mr. Orme, and

then we shall he more comfortable." Hitherto he had stood up, and

had blurted out his words with a sudden, determined, and almost

ferocious air—as though he were going to demand the girl's hand, and

challenge all the household If it were refused him. But Lady Staveley

understood his manner and his nature, and liked him almost the better

for his abruptness.
" She has spoken to me, Mr. Orme ; she has told me of what passed

between you on the last day that you were with us."
" And yet you are surprised that I should have gone ! I wonder at

that, Lady Staveley. You must have known "

" Well
;
perhaps I did know ; but sit down, Mr. Orme. I won't let

you get up m that restless way, if we are to talk together. Tell me
frankly ; what is it you think that I can do for you ?

"

" I don't suppose you can do anything ;—but I thought I would come

over and speak to you. I don't suppose I have any chance ? " He had

seated himself far back on a sofa, and was holding his hat between his

knees, with his eyes fixed on the ground ; but as he spoke the last

words he looked round into her face with an anxious inquiring glance

which went direct to her heart.

" What can 1 say, Mr. Orme ?
"

" Ah, no. Of course nothing. Good-bye, Lady Staveley. I might

as well go. I know that I was a fool for coming here. I knew it as I

was coming. Lideed I hardly meant to come in when I found myself at

the gate."
" But you roust not go from us like that."

" I must though. Do you think that I could go in and see her.'' It

1 did I shou'd make such a fool of myself that I could never again ho.d

up my head. And I am a fool. I ought to have known that a fellow

like me could have no chance with her. I could knock my own head

off, if I only knew how, for having made such an ass of myself."
" No one here thinks so of you, Mr. Orme."
"No one here thinks what? "

" That it was—unreasonable in you to propose to Madebne. W e »ll

know that you did her much honour."
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"Psba! " said he, turning away from her.

"Ah! but you must listen to me. That is what we all think

—

Madeline herself, and I, and her father. No one who knows you
could think otherwise. We all like you, and know how good and
excellent you are. And as to worldly station, of course you stand
above her."

" Psha !
" he said again angrily. How could any one presume to talk

of the worldly station of his goddess ? For just then Madeline Stave-

ley to him was a goddess !

"That is what we think, indeed, Mr. Orme. As,for myself, had my
girl come to me telling me that you had proposed to her, and telling me
also that—that—that she felt that she might probably like you, I
should have been very happy to hear it." And Lady Staveley as she
spoke, put out her hand to him.

" But what did she say ? " asked Peregrine, altogether disregarding

the hand.

"Ah, she did not say that. She told me that she had declined

the honour that you had offered her;—that she did not regard you
as she must regard the man to whom she would pledge her heart."

" But did she say that she could never love me ? " And now as

he asked the question he stood up again, looking down with all

his eyes into Lady Staveley's face— that face which would have

been so friendly to him, so kind and so encouraging, had it been
possible.

" Never is a long word, Mr. Orme."
"Ah, but did she s^y it ? Come, Lady Staveley ; I know I have been

a fool, but I am not a cowardly fool. If it be so ;—if I have no hope

tell me at once, that I may go away. lu that case I shall be better

anywhere out of the county."

"I cannot say that you should have no hope."
" You think then that there is a chance ? " and for a moment he

looked as though all his troubles were nearly over.

" If you are so impetuous, Mr. Orme, I cannot speak to you. If

you will sit down for a minute or two I will tell you exactly what I

think about it." And then he sat down, trying to look as though he

were not impetuous. " I should be deceiving you if I were not to

tell you that she speaks of the matter as tliougli it were all over—as

though her answer to you was a final one."
" Ah ; I knew it was so."
" But then, Mr. Orme, many young ladies who have been at the

first moment quite as sure of their decision have married the gentle-

men whom they refused, and have learned to love them with all their

hearts."
•' But she isn't like other girls," said Peregrine.

" I believe she is a great deal better than many, but nevertheless

she may be like others in that respect. I do not say that it will be so,

Mr. Orme. I would not on any account give you hopes whic;h I be-

lieved to be false. But if you are anxious in the matter "

" I am as anxious about it as 1 am about my soul !

"
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" Oh fie, Mr. Orme ! You should not speak in that way. But ifjfOfl

are anxious, I would advise yo.ij tb' wait." - . ' • ' ' ;

''}^'

"And see, her bfecome the wife of some one else." '

'-

"Listen to me, Mr. Orme. Madeline is veryyoiing. Abd SO' in-

deed are you too;—almost too young to marry as yet, even if my gifl

were willing that it should be so. But' we all like you very much;
and as you both are so very young, I think that you might wait with

patience—say for a year. Then Come toNoningsby again, and try yoi.;

fortune once more.' Tiiat is nay advice." " '-

"Will you tell me one thing, Lady Staveley ?
" '

" What is that, Mr. Orme ?

"

" Does she care foi: any one else ?"

Lady Staveley was prepared to, do anything she could for her young
friend except to answer that question. She did believe that Madeline

cared for somebody else—cared very much. But she did not think that

any way would be opened by which that caring would be made manifest;

and she thought also that if wholly ungratified by any word of inter-
•

course that feeling would die away. Could she have told everything

to Peregrine Orme she would have explained to him that his best chance

lay in that hking for Felix Graham ; or, rather, that as his rejectifin

had been caused by that liking, his chance would be good again when
that hking should have perished from starvation. But all this Lady
Staveley could not explain to him; nor would it have been satisfactory

to her feelings had it been in her power to do so. Still there remained
the question, "Does she care for any one else?"

" Mr. Orme," she said, " I will do all for-you that a mother can do
or ought to do; but I must not admit that you have a 'right to ask

such a question as that. If I were to .answer that now, you would feel

yourself justified in asking it again when perhaps it' might not be so eafey

to ansNrer."
" I beg your pardon, Lady Staveley ;

" and Peregrine blushed up to

nis eyes. "I did not intend-
"

" No ; do not beg my pardon, seeing that you have given me no
offence. As I said just now, all that a mother can and ought to, -do I

will do for you. lam very frank, and tell you that I should be re-

oiced to have you for my son-in-law."
" I'm sure I'm very much obliged to you.''

" But neither by me nor by her lather will any constraint ever be put

on the inclinations of oUr child. At any rate as to whom she will not

accept she will always be allowed to judge for herself. I have told you
that to us you would be acceptable as a suitor ; and after that I think

it will be best to leave the matter for the present without any further

words. Let it be understood that you will spend next Christmas at

Noniugsby, and then you will both be older and perhaps know your
own minds better."

" That's a year, you know."
"A year is not so very long— at yoUr time of life." By' which

latter remark' Lady Staveley did not shtlw her 'knowledge of humab
nature.
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" And I suppose I had better go now ? " said Peregrine sheepishly.
" If you like to go into the drawing-room, I'm sure' tfiey*ia'' all be

very glad to see you." .'i-n -„,,.„

But Peregrine declared that he would not do this Ort ahy'aWJbttrifll'

" You do not know. Lady Staveley, what a fool I should miakeishiysfelf.

It would be all over with me then."'
' i

•.
•': .:.

"You should be more moderate in your feeling^, Mr. Orme." '•''
'

" It's all very well saying that ; but you wouldn't be moderate-' if

Nonijigsby were on lire, or if you thought th^ judge was going to' die."
" Good gracious, Mr. Orme !

"
.

.

"It's the same sort of thing to me, I can tell you. A man can'tbe
moderate when he feels tliat he should like to break his own neck. -

1'

declare I almost tried to do it to-day." -

" Ob, Mr. Orme !

"

'<

"Well; I did. But don't suppose I say that as a sort of threat.

I'm safe enough to live for the next sixty years. It's only the happy
people and,those that are some good in the worldthat die. ' Good-bye,

Lady Staveley. I'll come back next Cln-istmas ;—-that is if it isn't

all settled before then; but 1 know it will be no good." Theh he
got on his horse and rode very slowly home, along the 'lligh' road- ,to

TheCleeve.
_ _

.

Lady Staveley did not go in among the other ladies till luncheon was
announced, and when she did so, she said ho word about her visitor.

Nevertheless it was known by them all that Peregrine Orme had begn
there. " Ah, that's Mr. Orme's roan-colpured horse," Sophia Furnival

had said, getting up and thrusting her face close to the drawing-room

window. It was barely possible to see a portion of the road from the

drawing-room, but Sophia's eyes had been sharp enough to see that

portion. . ,.
,

"A groom has probably come over with a note," said Mrs. Arblith-

aot. '';

" Very likely," said Sophia. But they all knew
,
from her v^ice

that the rider was no groom, and that she did not intend it to be

thought that he was a groom. Madeline said not a word, and kejjt

her countenance marvellously ; but she knew well enough that' Pere-

grine had been with her mother ; and guessed also why he had been

there.

Madeline had asked herself some serious questions', and had answered

them also, since that conversation which she had had with her fathei^. He
had assured her that he desired only her happiness ; aiid though in so say-

ing he had spoken nothing of marriage, shehad well understood' that' he.

aad referred to her future happiness—at that time whenby her own chdice

ehe should be leaving her father's house. And now she asked h^irself

boldly in what way might that happiness be best secured.' Hitherto

she had refrained Irom'any such home questions. Latterly, within the

last week or two, ideas of what love meant had forced themselves u|lbn

her mind. How could it have been otherwise ? ,But she had never da^eid

to tell herself either that she did love, or that she did notl Mr. Orme
had come to her with his offer, plainly asking her fbr the gift of iier
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heart, and she had immediately beea aware that anr such gift oa her

part was impossible—any such gift in his favour. She had known with-

out a moment's thought that there was no room for hesitation. Had he

asked her to take wings and fly away with him over the woods the feat

would not have been to her more impossible than that of loving him
as his wife. Yet she liked him—liked him much in these latter days,

because he had been so good to Felix Graham. When she felt that she

liked him as she refused him, she felt also that it was for this reason

that she liked him. On the day of Graham's accidant she had thought

nothing of him—had hardly spoken to him. But now she loved him

—

with a sort of love, because he had been so good to Graham. Though
in her heart she knew all this, she asked herself no questions till her

father had spoken to her of her future happiness.

Then, as she wandered about the house alone,—for she still went on

wandering,—she did ask herself a question or two. What was it that

had changed her thus, and made her gay quick step so slow ? what had

altered the happy silver tone of her voice ? what had created that load

within her which seemed to weigh her down during every hour of the

day ? She knew that there had been a change ; that she was not as she

had been ; and now she asked herself the question. Not on the first

asking nor on the second, did the answer come ; not perhaps on the

twentieth. But the answer did come at last, aud she told herself thai

jier heart was no longer her own. She knew and acknowledged to her

self that Felix Graham was its master and owner.

And then came the second question. Under those circumstances what

had she better do ? Her mother had toldher,—and the words had fallen

deep into her ears,—that it would be a great misfortune if she loved any

man before she had reason to know that that man loved her. She had

no such knowledge as regarded Felix Graham. A suspicion that il

might be so she did feel,—a suspicion which would grow into a hope lei

her struggle agauist it as she might. Baker, that injudicious Baker,

had dropped in her hearing a word or two, which assisted this suspicion.

And then the open frank question put to her by her father when he de-

manded whether Graham had addressed her as a lover, had tended to-

wards the same result. What had she better do ? Of one thuig she

now felt perfectly, certain. Let the world go as it might in other respects,

she could never leave her father's house as a bride unless the bridegroom

were Felix Graham. A marriage with him might probably be imprac-

ticable, but any other marriage would be absolutely impossible. If her

father or her mother told her not to think of Felix Graliam, as a matter

of course she would obey them ; but not even in obedience to father

or mother could she say that she loved any one else.

And now, all these matters having been considered, what should

she do ? Her father had invited her to tell everything to him, and

she was possessed by a feelmg that in this matter she might possibly

find more indulgence with her father than with her mother; but

yet it was more natural that her mother should be her confidante

and adviser. She could speak to her mother, also, with a better

courage, even though she lelt less certain of sympathy. Peregrine
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Oraiehad now been there again, andhad been closeted withLady Staveiey.
On that ground she would speak, and having so resolved she lost no
time in carrying out her purpose.

" Mamma, Mr. Orme was here to-day : was he not ?
"

" Yes, my love." Lady Staveiey was sorry rather than otherwise that
her daughter had asked her, but would have been puzzled to explain
why such should have been the case.

" I thought so," said Madeline.
" He rode over, and told me among other things that the match

between his grandfather and Lady Mason is at an end. I was very
glad to hear it, for I thought that Sir Pe^-egrine was going to do a very
foolish thing." And then there were a few further remarks on that
subject, made probably by Lady Staveiey with some undefined intention
of inducing her daughter to think that Peregrine Orme had come over
shiefly on that matter.

"But, mamma "

" Well, my love."
" Did he say anything about —about what he was speaking to me

about ?
"

"Well, Madeline, he did. He did say something on that subject
but I had not intended to tell you unless you had asked."

"I hope, mamma, he understands that what he wants can never
happen ;—that is if he does want it now ?

"

" He does want it certainly, my dear."
" Then I hope you told him that it can never be ? I hope you did,

mamma !

"

" But why should you be so certain about it, my love ? He does
not intend to trouble you with his suit,—nor do I. Why not leave

that to time ? There can be no reason why you should not see liim

again on a friendly footing when this embarrassment between you shall

have passed away."
" There would be no reason, mamma, if he were quite sure that there

could never be any other footing."
" Never is a very long word."
" But it is the only true word, mamma. It would be wrong in you,

it would indeed, if you were to tell him to come again. I like Mr.
Orme very much as a friend, and I should be very glad to know him,

—

that is if he chose to know me." And Madeline as she made this little

proviso was thinking what her own worldly position might be as the

wife of Felix Graham. " But as it is quite impossible that he and I

should ever be anything else to each other, he should not be asked to

come here with any other intention."

" But Madeline, I do not see that it is so impossible."

" Mamma, it is impossible
;
quite impossible !

" To this assertion

Lady Staveiey made no answer in words, but there was that in her

countenance which made her daughter understand that she did not

quite agiEC in this assertion, or understand this impossibility.

"Mamma, it is quite, quite impossible
!

" Madeline repeated.

"But why so?" said Lady Staveiey, frightened by her daughter'!

24
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manner, and almost fearing that soMethihg furthei' was to eome Vnich
had by far better be left unsaid. '

,

" Because, mamma, I have no love to give him. Oh, mammi^ do
not be' angrJ with me; do not push me away. You know who it is

Jhat [ love. You knew it" before." And 'then she threw herself on her

Knees, and hid her face on her mother's lap.

Lady Staveley had known it, but up to that moment she had hoped
that that knowledge might have remained hidden as though it were
unknown.

CHAPTER LI.

MHS. J0ehival's journey to hamworth.

When Peregrine got back to The Cleeye he learned that there was

a lady with his inotlier. He had by this time partially succeeded

in reasoning himself out of his despondency. He had learned at any

rate that his proposition to marry into the Staveley family had been re-

garded with favour by all that familj except the one whose views on

that subject were by far the most important to iiim; and he had learned,

IS he thought, that Lady Staveley had no suspicion that her daughter's

heart was preoccupied. But in this respect Lady Staveley had been too

cunning for him. " Wait !

" he said to himself as he went slowly along

the road. " It's all very well to say wait, but there are some things which

won't bear waiting for. A man who waits never gets well away with

the hounds." Nevertheless as he rode into the court-yard his hopes

were somewhat higher than they had been when he rode out of it.

" A lady ! what lady ? You don't mean Lady Mason ?
"

No. The servant did not mean Lady Mason. It was an elderly

stout lady who had come in a fly, and the elderly stout lady was how
in the drawing-room with his mother. Lady Mason was still up stairs.

We all know wljo, was that elderly stout lady, and we must now go
back and say a few words as to her journey from Orange Street to

Hamworth.
,

On the preceding evening Mrs. Jurnival had told Martha Biggs what
was her intention ; or perhaps it would te more just to say that Martha
Biggs had worked it out of her. Now that Mrs. Furnival had left the

fashionable neighbourhood of Cavendish Square, and located herself in

that eastern homely district to wljioh Miss Biggs had been so long

aocustonied. Miss Biggs had been almost tyrannical. It was not that she

was less attentive to her friend, or less willing to slave for her with a view

to any possible or impossible result. But the friend of Mrs. Furnival's

besom could not help feeling her opportunity. Mrs. Turnival had now
tbrowu herself very much Upon her frieiid,' and of course the friend now
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expected unliniited privileges ;—as is always; the case with friends in

such a position-. It is very well to have friends to lean upon, but it is

not always well to lean upon one's friends.

"I will be with you before you start in the morning," said Martha.
"It will not be at all necessary," said Mrs. Purnival.
"Oh, but I shall indeed. And, Kitty, I should think nothing oi

going -with you, if you would wish it. Indeed I think you should have
a female friend alongside of you in such a trouble. You have only to
say the word -and I'll go in a minute."

Mrs. Purnival however did not say the; word, and Miss Biggs was
obliged to deny herself the pleasure of the journey. But true to her
wdrd she carae in the morning in ample time to catch Mrs. Purnival
before she started, and for half an hour poured out sweet counsel into
her friend's ear. If one's friends would as a rule refrain from
action, how much more strongly would real friendship flourish in the
world

!

;;:

" Now, Kitty, I do trust you will persist in seeing her."
" That's why I'm going there."
" Yes ; but she might put you off it, if you're not firm. Of course

she'll deny herself if you send in your name first. What I should do
^ould be this;—to ask to be shown in to her and then follow the ser-

v'atit. When the happiness of a life is at stake—the happinesses of two
lives I may say, and perhaps the immortal welfare of one of them in an-

other world,—one must not stand too much upon etiquette. You
would never forgive yourself if you did. ' Your object is to save him and
to shame her out of her vile conduct. To shame her and frighten

hfer Cut of it if that be possible. PoUow the servant in and don't

give them a moment to think. That's 'my advice."

In answer to all this Mrs. Purnival did not say much, and what little

she did say was neither in the affirmative nor in the negative. Martha
knew that she was Jbeing ill-treated, but not on that account did she

relax her friendly efforts. The time would soon come, if all things went
well, when Mrs. IFurnival would be driven by the loneliness of her

position to open her heart in a truly loving and confidential manner.

Miss Biggs hoped sincerely that her friend and her friend's husband
might be brought together again;—perhaps by her own efforts: but

she did not anticipate,—or perhaps desire any speedy termination of

the present arrangements. It would be well that Mr; Purnival should

be frunished by a separation of some months. Then, when he had learned

to know what it was to have a home without a " presiding genius," he

blight, if duly penitent and open in his confession, be forgiven. That

was Miss Biggs's programme, and she thought it probable that Mrs.

Purhival might want a good deal of consolation before that day of open

Cdnfession arrived.
' "I shall go with you' as far as the station, Kitty," she said in a very

decided voice.
" It will not be at all necessary," Mrs. Furnival replied.

" Oh, but I shall. You must want support at such a moment aa thi*,

ind as far as I can give it you shall have it."

24—2
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"But it won't be any support co have you in the cab witll me. If

you wOl believe me, I had rather go alone. It is so necessary that I

should think about all this."

But Martha would not believe her : and as for thinking, she was
quite ready to take that part of the work herself " Don't say another

word," she said, as she thrust herself in at the cab-door after her friend.

Mrs. Furnival hardly did say another word, but Martha Biggs said many.
She knew that Mrs. Purnival was cross, ill pleased, and not disposed to

confidence. But what of that ? Her duty as a friend was not altered

by Mrs. Pumival's ill humour. She would persevere, and having in her

hands so great an opportunity, did not despair but what the time might

come when both Mr. and Mrs. Purnival would with united voices hail

her as their preserver. Poor Martha Biggs ! She did not mean amiss,

but she was troublesome.

It was very necessary that Mrs. Purnival should think over the step

which she was taking. What was it that she intended to do when she

arrived at Hamworth ? That plan of forcing her way into Lady Mason's
house did not recommend itself to her the more in that it was recom-

mended by Martha Biggs. " I suppose you will come up to us this

evening ? " Martha said, when she left her friend in the railway carriage.
" Not this evening, I think. I shall be so tired," Mrs. Purnival had
replied. " Then I shall come down to you," said Martha, almost

lioUoaing after her friend, as the train started. Mr. Purnival would
•lot have been displeased had he known the state of his wife's mind at

jiat moment towards her late visitor. During the whole of her journey

down to Hamworth she tried to think what she would say to Lady
Mason, but instead of so thinking her mind would revert to the un-

pleasantness of Miss Biggs's friendship.

When she left the train at the Hamworth station she was solicited

by the driver of a public vehicle to use his fly, and having ascertained

from the man that he well knew the position of Orley Parm, she got

into the carriage and had herself driven to the residence of her hated

rival. She had often heard of Orley Parm, but she had never as yet

seen it, and now felt considerable anxiety both as regards the house and
its occupant,

"This is Orley Parm, Ma'am," said the man, stopping at the gate.

"ShaUIdriveup?"
But at this moment the gate was opened by a decent, respectable

woman,—Mrs. Purnival would not quite have called her a lady,—who
looked hard at the fly as it turned on to the private road.

" Perhaps this lady could tell me," said Mrs. Purnival, putting out

iler hand. " Is this where Lady Mason lives ?
"

The woman was Mrs. Dockwrath. On that a.iy Samuel Dockwrata
i>ad gone to London, but before starting he had made known to his

wife with fiendish glee that it had been at last decided by all the per-

lons concerned that.Lady Mison should be charged with perjury, and
tried for that offence.

j' You don't mean to say that the judges ii»"e said ** ^ " sskisd poor
.Miriam.
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"I do mean to say that all the judges in England could not save her
from having to stand her trial, and it is my belief that all the lawyers
in the land cannot save her from conviction. I wonder whether she
ever thinks now of those fields which she took away from me !

"

Then, wnen her master's back was turned, she put on her bonnet and
walked up to Orley Farm. She knew well that Lady Mason was at

The Cleeve, and believed that she was about to become the wife of Sir
Peregrine ; but she knew also that Lucius was at home, and it might
be well to let him know what was going on. She had just seen Lucius
Mason, when she was met by Mrs. Purnival's fly. She had seen Lucius
Mason, and the angry manner in which he declared that he could in no
way interfere in his mother's affairs had frightened her. "But, Mr.
Lucius," she had said, " she ought to be doing something, you know.
There is no believing how bitter Samuel is about it."

" He may be as bitter as he likes, Mrs. Dockwrath," young Mason
had answered with considerable dignity in his manner. " It will not in
the least affect my mother's interests. In the present instance, however,
I am not her adviser." Whereupon Mrs. Dockwrath had retired, and
as she was afraid to go to Lady Mason at The Cleeve, she was about to
return home when she opened the gate for Mrs. Furnival. She then
explained that Lady Mason was not at home and had not been at home
for some weeks ; that she was staying with her friends at The Cleeve,
and that in order to get there Mrs. Purnival must go back through
Hamworth and round by the high road.

" I knows the way well enough, Mrs. Dockwrath," said the driver.
" I've been at The Cleeve before now, I guess."

So Mrs. Purnival was driven back to Hamworth, and on going over
that piece of ground she resolved that she would follow Lady Mason to

The Cleeve. Why should she be afraid of Sir Peregrine Orme or of all

the Ormes ? Why should she fear anyone while engaged in the per-

formance of so sacred a duty ? I must confess that in truth she was
very much afraid, but nevertheless she had herself taken on to The Cleeve.

When she arrived at the door, she asked of course for Lady Mason,
but did not feel at all inclined to follow the servant uninvited into the

house as recommended by Miss Biggs. Lady Mason, the man said, was
not very well, and after a certain amount of parley at the door the

matter ended in her being shown into the drawing-room, where she

was soon joined by Mrs. Orme.
"I am Mrs. Purnival," she began, and then Mrs. Orme begc-ed her

to sit down. "1 have come here to see Lady Mason—on some liusijiess

—some business not of a very pleasant nature. I'm sure 1 dou't know
how to trouble you with it, and yet " And then even Mrs. Orme
could see that her visitor was somewhat confused.

" Is it about the trial ? " »aked Mrs. Orme.
" Then there is really a lawsuit going on ?

"

"A lawsuit !
" said Mrs. Orme, rataer puazJed.

"You said something about a trial. Now, Mrs. Orme, pfav ao 'ot

deceive me. I'm a very unhappj vaman ; I am inde<R4."
** Deceive you ! Why shouJu "", ueceive you ?

"



"Ko, indeed. Wjy,BliDttl4you?,,,,And now L iook^t you Ido noi

think you will." r /,,
i , ,,,,

"Indeed I will, not, Mrs, B'umival,"
" And there is really a lawsuit then ? " Mrs. Purnivalpersisted in ask-

ing. - . . 1/
, , ,^

" I thought you would know all .abojit it," said Mrs. Orme, "as Mr.
Burnival manages Lady Mason's law business. , I thought that perhaps

it was about that that you had come." .

Then Mrs. Furnival explainedthat.she knew nothing whatever about
Lady Mason's affairs, that hitherto she had not believed that there was
any trial or any lawsuit,. and gradually explained the cause of all lier

trouble. She did not do this without sundry interruptions, caused both

by her own feelings and by Mrs. Orme's exclamations. But at.

last it all came forth; and before she had done she was calling her

husband Tom, and appealing to her listener for .sympathy.

"But indeed it's a mistake, Mrs. £urm¥aL It is indeed.. There
are reasons which .make.me quite sure of, it." So spoke Mrs. Orme.
How could Lady Mason have been in love with Mr. Furnival,—if such

a state of things could be possible under any, circurnstanees,—seeing

that she had been engaged to marry .Sir Peregrine?
, Mrs. .Orme did

not declare her reasons, but repeated, with very ppsitive assurances her

knowledge that Mrs. Furnival was labouring under some very grievous

error. ...'.',
" But why should she always oe at his chambers ? I have seen her

there twice, Mrs. Orme. I have indeed ;—with my own eyes."

Mrs. Orme would have thought nothing of it if Lady Mason had been

seen there every day for a week together, and regarded Mrs. Furnival's

suspicions as an hallucination bordering on insanity. A woman be in

love with Mr. Furnival ! A very pretty woman endeavour to entice

away from, his wife the affection of such a man as that ! . As these ideas

passed through Mrs. Orme's mind she did not perhaps remember that

Sir Peregrine, who was more than ten years Mr. Turnival's senior, had

Seen engaged to marry the same lady. But then slie, herself loved Sir

Peregrine dearly, and she, had no such feeling, with,' reference to Mr.
Furnival. .She however did what was most within her power to do to

allay the suffering under which her visitor laljoured, and explained to

her the position in which Lady Mason was placed. " I do not think

she can see you," she ended by saying, "for she is iri very great

trouble." •

" To be tried for perjury !
" said Mrs. Furnival, out of whose heart

v.U hatred towards Lady Mason was quickly departing. Had she heard

that she was to be tri^d for murdfir,^that she had been convicted o£

murder,—it would have altogethpr, softened. Tier heart towards her

supposed enemy. She could forgive her any offence but the one.'

"Yes indeed," said Mrs. Orme, wiping a tear away from her eye

as she thought of all the' troubles- present and to come. " It is the

saddest thing. Poor lady! It would'almost,.break your heart if ypu
were to see her; Since first she, heard, of .this, which was before Clirist-

mas, she has not had one quiet moment."
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"Poor creature !" said Mrs. F^mival, ,,
;

"Ah, you would, say so, if you knew all. She has had to depend a

jreat deal upon Mr. Fiirnival for advice, and without that I don't, know
what she would do." This Mrs. Orme said, not wishing' to revert to

the charge against Lady Mason which had brought Mrs. Furnival down
to Hamworth, but still desirous of emancipating her poor friend com-
pletely from that charge. " And Sir Peregrine also is very kind to her,

—very.". This she added, feeling that up to that moment Mrs. Pur-
nival could have heard nothing of the iiitended marriage, but thinking

it probable that she must do so before long. " Indeed anybody would
be kind to her who saw her in her suffering. I am sure you would,
Mrs. Purnival."

" Dear, dear !
" said Mrs. Purnival, who was beginning to entertais

almost a kindly feeling towards Mrs. Orme.
" It is such' a dreadful position for a lady. Sometimes I think that

her mind will fail her before the day comes."
" But what a very wicked man that other Mr. Mason must be !

" said

Mrs. Purnival.

That was a view of the matter on whicli Mrs. Orme could not say

much. She disUked that Mr. Mason as much as she could disUke a

man whom she had never seen, but it was not open to her now to say

that he was very wicked iu this matter. " I suppose he thinks the

property ought to belong to him," she answered.
" That was settled years ago," said Mrs. Purnival. " Horrid, cruel

man ! But after all I don't see why she should mind it so much."
" Oh, Mrs. Purnival !—to stand in a court and be tried."

"But if one Is innocent ! Por my part, if I knew myself innocent I

could brave them all.. It is the feeling that one is wrong tliat cows

one." And Mrs. Purnival thought of the little confession which she

would be called upon to make at home.
And then feeling some difficulty as to her last words in such an inter-

view, Mrs. Purnival got up to go. "Perhaps, Mrs. Orme," she said,

" I have been foolish in this."

" You have been mistaken, Mrs. Purnival. I am sure of that."

" I begin to think I have. But, Mrs. Orme, will you let me ask you

a favour ? Perhaps you will not say anything about my coming here.

I have been very unhappy; I have indeed; and: " Mrs. Pur-

nlval's handkerchief was now up at her eyes, and Mrs.^ Orme's lieart

was again full of pity. Of course she gave the required promise

;

and, looking to the character of the woman, we may say that, of course,

she. kept it.

" Mrs. Purnival ! What was she here about ? " Peregrme asked ot

his mother.
" I would rather not tell you. Perry," said his mother, kissing hiin

and then there were no' more words spoken on the subject.

Mrs. Purnival as she made her journey back to London began to

aislike Martha Biggs more and more, and most unjustly attributed to

that lady in her thoughts the folly of this journey to Hamworth. The
journey to Hamworth. had been her own doing, and had the idea cngiit-
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ated with Miss Biggs the joumej would never have been made. As it

wns, while she was yet in the train, she came to the strong resolution

of returning direct from the London station to her own house in Harlcy
Street. It would be best to cut the knot at once, and thus by a bold

stroke of the knife rid herself of the Orange Street rooms and Miss
Biggs at the same time. She did drive to Harley Street, and on her

arrival at her own door was informed by the astonished Spooner that,

" Master was at home,—all alone in the dining-room. He was going

to dine at home, and seemed very lonely like." There, as she stood

in the hall, there was nothing but the door between her and her hus-

band, and she conceived that the sound of her arrival must have been
lieard by him. For a moment her courage was weak, and she thought

of hurrying up stairs. Had she done so her- trouble would stUl have

been all before her. Some idea of this came upon her mind, and after

a moment's pause, she opened the dining-room door and found herself

in her husband's presence. He was sitting over the fire in his arm-

chair, very gloomily, and had not heard the arrival. He too had some
tenderness left ia his heart, and this going away of his wife had dis-

tressed him.
" Tom," she said, going up to him, and speaking in a low voice, " I

have come back again." And she stood before him as a suppliant.

CHAPTER LH.

SHOWING HOW THINGS WENT ON AT M0NIN68BT.

Yes, Lady Staveley had known it before. She had given a fairly

correct guess at the state of her daughter's affections, though she had

not perhaps acknowledged to lierself the intensity of her daughter's

feelings. But the fact might not have mattered if it had never been

told. Madeline might have overcome this love for Mr. Graham, and all

might have been well if she had never mentioned it. But now the

mischief was done. She had acknowledged to lier mother,—and, which

was perhaps worse, she had acknowledged to herself,—that her heart was
gone, and Lady Staveley saw no cure for the evil. Had this happened

but a few hours earlier she would have spoken with much less of en-

couragement to Peregrine Orme.
And Felix Graham was not only in the house, but was to remain

there for yet a while longer, spending a very considerable portion of hia

lime in the drawing-room. He was to come down on this very day at

three o'clock, after an early dinner, and on the next day he was to be

promoted to the dining-room. As a son-in-law he was quite ineligible.

He had, as Lady Staveley understood, no private fortune, and he be-

longed to a profession which he would not follow in the only wav br
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which it was possible to earn au income by it. Such being the case,
her daughter, whom of all girls she knew to be the most retiring, the
least likely to speak of such feelings unless driven to it by great stress,—her daughter had positively declared to her that slic was in love with
this man! Could anything be more hopeless ? Could any position be
more trying ?

" Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear ! " she said, almost wringing her hands
in her yexation,

—"No, my darling, I am not angry," and she kissed
lier child and smoothed her hair. " I am not angry ; but I must sav I
think it very unfortunate. He has not a shilling in the world."

"I'will do nothing that you and papa do not approve," said Made-
line, holding down her head.

" And then you know he doesn't think of such a thing himself
of course he does not. Indeed, I don't think he's a marrvins man
at all." " °

" Oh, mamma, do not talk in that way ;—as if I expected anything.
I could not but tell you the truth when you spoke of Mr. Orme a&
you did."

" Poor Mr. Orme ! he is such an excellent young man."
"I don't suppose he's better than Mr. Graham, mamma, if you

speak of goodness."
" I'm sure I don't know,'' said Lady Staveley, very much put be-

side herself. "I wish there were no such things as young men at all.

There's Augustus making a fool of himself." And she walked twice
the length of the room in an agony of maternal anxiety. Peregrine
Orme had suggested to her what she would feel if Noningsby were on
fire; but could any such iire be worse than these pernicious love

flames ? He had also suggested another calamity, and as Lady Stave-
ley remembered that, she acknowledged to herself that the Fates were
not so cruel to her as they might have been. So she kissed her

daughter, again assured her that she was by no means angry with her,

and then they parted.

This trouble had . now come to such a head that no course was any
longer open to poor Lady Staveley, but that one which she had adopted
in all the troubles of her married life. She would tell the judge every-

thing, and throw all the responsibility upon his back. Let him decide

whetlier a cold shoulder or a paternal blessing should be administered

to the ugly young man up stairs, who had tumbled off his horse the

first day he went out hunting, and who would not earn ,his bread as

others did, but thought himself cleverer than all the world. The feel-

ings in Lady Staveley's breast towards Mr. Graham at this especial

time were not of a kindly nature. She could not make comparisons

between him and Peregrine Orme without wondering at her daughter's

choice. Peregrine was fair and handsome, one of the curled darling?

Of the nation, bright of eye and smootii of skin, good-natured, of a

,weet disposition, a young man to be loved by all the world, and

—

incidentally—the heir to a baronetcy and a good estate. All his people

were nice, and he lived close in the neighbourhood ! Had Lady Stave-

ley been set to choose a husband for her dsnghter she could hav«
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chosen uone better. And tlien she counted up Felix Graham. His
eyes no doubt were bright enough, but taken altogether he was.^—at

least so she said to. herself—hideously ugly. He was by no means a

curled darUng. And then he was masterful in mind^ and not soft and
pleasant as was young Ofme. He was heir to nothing, and as to people

of his own he had none in particular. Who could say where he must
live? As likely as uot iu Patagonia, having been forced to accept a

judgeship in tliat new colony for the sake of bread. But her daughter

should not go to Patagonia ^with him if she could help it ! So when
ihe judge came home that evening, she told him all before she would

allow him to dress foi dinner.
" He certainly is not very handsome," the judge said, when Lady

Staveley insisted somewhat strongly on that special feature of the

;ase.

" I think be is the ugliest young man I know," said her ladyship.

" He looks very well iu his wig," said the judge.

"Wig ! Madelme would not see him in his wig; nor anybody else

very often, seeing the way he is going on about his profession. What
are we to do about it ?

"

" Well. I should say, dp nothui^."
" And let him propose to the dear gnl if he chooses to take the

i-anoy into his head ?

"

" I don't see how we are to hinder him. But I have that impres-

sion of Mr. Graham that I do not think he will do anything unhandsome

by us. He has some singular ideas of his own about law, and I grant

you that he is plain
"

" The plainest young man I ever saw," said Lkdy Staveley.
" But if I know him, he is a man of high character and much more

than ordinary acquirement."
" I cannot understand Madeline," Lady Staveley went on, not caring

overmuch about Eelix Graham's acquirements.
" Well, my dear, I think the key to her choice is this, that , she has

judged not with her eyes, but with her ears, or rather witli herTinder-

slaudiug. Had she accepted Mr. Orme, I as a father should of course

have been well satisfied. He is, I have no doubt, a line young fellow,

and will make a good husband some day."
" Oh, excellent !

" said her ladyship ;
" and The Gleeve is only seven

miles."
" But I must acknowledge that I cannot feel angry with Madeline."
" Angry ! no, not angry. Who would be angry with the poor

child ?
"

" Lideed I am somewhat proud of her. It seems to me that she

orefers mind to matter, which is a great deal to say for a yOung lady."
" Matter !

" exclaimed Lady Staveley; who could not but feel that

the term, as applied to such a young man as Peregrine Orme, was very

opprobrious.

"Wit and intellect and power of expression have gone further with

her than good looks and rank mid Wdrldly prosperity. If that be tfh

and I beheve it is, I cannot but love her the better for it."
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"So do Hove lier, as much as any mother can love. her daughter."
"Of course you do." And the judge kissed his wife.
" And I like wit and genius and all that sort of thing."
" Otherwise you would have not taken me, my dear." ,.

" You were the handsomest man of your day. That's why I fell ii

love with yon."
" The compliment is a very poor one," said the judge.
" Never mind that. I Uke wit and genius too; but wit and genius

arc none the better for being ugly ; and wit and genius should know
how to butter their own bread before they think of taking a

wife."
" You forget, my dear, that for aught we know, wit and genius may

be perfectly free from any such thought." And then the judge made
it understood that if he were left to himself he would dress for dinner.

When the ladies left the parlour that evenmg they found Graham in

the drawing-room, but there was no longer any necessity for embarrass-
ment on Madeline's part at meetmg nim. They had been in the room
together on three or four occasions, and therefore she could give him
her hand, and ask after his arm without feeling that , every one was
watching her. But she hardly spoke to him beyond this, nor indeed
did she speak much to anybody. The conversation, till the gentlemen
joined them, was chiefly kept up by Sophia Furnival and Mrs. Arbuth-
not, and even after that the evening did not pass very briskly.

One little scene there was, during which poor Lady Staveley's eyes

were anxiously fixed upon her son, though most of those in the room
supposed that she was sleeping. Miss Furnival was to return to

London on the following day, and it therefore behoved Augustiis to be
very sad. Li truth, he had been rather given to a melancholy humour
during the last day or two. Had Miss Turnival accepted all his civil

speeches, making him answers equally civil, the matter might very

probably have passed by without giving special trouble to any one:

But she had not done this, and therefore Augustus Staveley had

fancied himself to be really in love witli her. What the lady's inten-

tions were I will not pretend to say ; but if she was in truth desirous

of becoming Mrs. Staveley, she certainly went about her business in a

discreet and wise manner.
" So you leave us to-morrow, immediately after breakfast," said lie,

having dressed his face with that romantic sobriety which he had been

ractising for the last three days.
^

'

,

" I am sorry to say that such is the fact," saia Sophia.

"To tell you the" truth I am not sorry," said Augustus,; and he

turned away his face for a moment, giving a long sigh.

" I dare say not, Mr. Staveley ; but you need not have said so to

me," said Sophia, pretending to'take him literally at his word.,

"Because I cannot stand this kind of thing any longer. I suppose ]

must not see you in the morning,—alone ?

"

"Well, 1 suppose not. If I can get down to prayers after having

all my things packed up, it will be as much as 1 can do."

" And if I begge^ for half an hour as a last kmdiiess—?-"
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" I certaidy should not grant it. Go and ask your mother wiiethn

such a request would be reasonable."
" Psha !

"

" Ah, but it's not psha ! Half-hours between young ladies and yonng
gentlemen before breakfast are very serious things."

" And I mean to be serious," said Augtfstus.
" But I don't," said Sophia.
" I am to understand then that under no possible circumstances "

" Bless me, Mr. Staveley, how solemn you are."
" There are occasions in a man's life when he is bound to be solemn

You are going away from us, Miss Furnival
"

" One would think I was gomg to Jeddo, whereas I am going to

Harley Street."
" And I may come and see you there !

"

" Of course you may if you Uke it. According to the usages of the

world you would be reckoned very uncivil if you did not. For myself

I do not much care about such usages, and therefore if you omit it I

will forgive you."
" Very well ; then I will say good-night,—and good-bye.'' These

last words he uttered in a strain which should have melted her heart,

and as he took leave of her he squeezed her hand with an affection

that was almost painful.

It may be remarked that if Augustus Staveley was quite in earnest

with Sophia Furnival, he would have asked her that all important

question in a straightforward manner as Peregrine Orme had asked it

of Madeline. Perhaps Miss Furnival was aware of this, and being so

aware, considered that a serious half-hour before breakfast might not

as yet be safe. If he were really in love he would find his way to

Harley Street. On the whole I am inclined to think that Miss Furnival

did understand her business.

On the following morning Miss Furnival went her way without any

further scenes of tenderness, and Lady Staveley was thoroughly glad

that she was gone. " A nasty sly thing," she said to Baker. " Sly

enough, my lady," said Baker; " but our Mr. Augustus will be one too

many for her. Deary ,me, to think of her having the imperance to

think of him." In all which Miss Purnival was I think somewhat

ill used. If young gentlemen such as Augustus Staveley are allowed

to amuse themselves with young ladies, surely young ladies such as

Miss Furnival should be allowed to play their own cards accord-

.'ngly.

On that day, early in the morning, Pelix Graham sought and

obtained an interview .with his host in the judge's own study. "1

have come about two things," he said, taking the easy chair to whicii

ie was invited.
" Two or ten, I shall be very happy," said the judge cheerily.
" I will take business first," said Graham.
" And then pleasure will be the sweeter afterwards," said the judge.
" I have been thinking a great dealabout this case of Lady Mason's, and

I have read all the papers, old and new, which Mr. Furnival has sent
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tile, 1 Cannot biing mvselt to suppose it possible that slie can liave

been guilty of anj fraud or deception."

"I believe her to be free from all guilt in the matter—as I told jou
before. But then of course you will take that as a private opinion, not

as one legally formed. I have never gone into the matter as you have
done."

" I confess that I do not Uke having deahngs with Mr. Chaffanbrass

and Mr. Aram."
" Mr. Chaffanbrass and Mr. Aram may not be so bad as you, per-

haps in ignorance, suppose them to be. Does it not occur to you
that we should be very badly off without such men as Chaffanbrass

and Aram ?
"

" So we should without chimney-sweepers and scavengers." >

"Graham, my dear fellow, judge not that you be not judged. I am
older than you, and have seen more of these men. Believe me that

as you grow older and also sea more of them, your opinion will be more
lenient,—and more just. Do not be angry with me for taking this

liberty with you."
" My dear judge, if you knew how I value it !—how I should value

any mark of such kindness that you can show me ! However, I have
decided that I will know something more of these gentlemen at once.

If I have your approbation I will let Mr. Jurnival know that I will

undertake the case."

The judge signified his approbation, and thus the first of those two
matters was soon settled between them.

" And now for the pleasure," said the judge.
" I don't know much about pleasure," said Graliam, fidgeting in his

chair, rather uneasily. " I'm afraid there is not much pleasure for either

of us, or for anybody else, in what I'm going to say."
" Then there is so much more reason for having it said quickly. Un-

pleasant things should always be got over without delay."
" Nothing on earth can exceed Lady Staveley's kindness to me and

yours, and that of the whole family since my unfortunate accident."
" Don't think of it. It has been nothing. We like you, but we

should have done as much as that even if we liad not."
" And now I'm going to tell you that I have fallen in love with your

daughter Madeline." As the judge wished to have the tale told

quickly, I think he had reason to be satisfied with the very succinct

terms used by Pelix Graham.
" Indeed !

" said the judge.
" And that was the reason why I wished to go away at the eai'lie^t

possible time—and still wish it."

" You are right there, Mr. Graham. I must say you are right there.

Under all the circumstances of the case .1 think you were right to

wish to leave us."
" And therefore I shall go the first thing to-morrow morning "—ia

saymg which last words poor Pelix could not refrain from showing a

lertaia unevenness of temper, and some disappointment.
" Gently, gently, Mr. Graham. Let us have a few mere words before
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we accede to the necessity of anything so sudaen. Have you spoken

to Madeline on this subject ?
"

"Not a word."
"And I may presume that you do not intend to do so."

Por a moment or so Felix Graham sat without speaking, and then,

getting up from his chair, he walked twice the length of the room.

"Upon my word, judge, I will not answer for myself if I remain here,"

he said at last.

A softer-hearted man than Judge Staveley, or one who could

make himself more happy in making others happy, never sat on the

Enghsh bencli. Was not this a gallant young fellow before him,^
gallant and clever, of good honest principles, and a true manly heart ?

Was he not a gentleman by birth, education, and tastes ? What more

should a man want for a son-in-law ? And then his daughter had had

the wit to love this man so endowed. It was almost on his tongue to

tell Graham 'that he might go and seek the girl aid pleadhis own cause

to her.

'

But bread is bread, and butcher's bills are bills ! The man and

the father, and the successful possessor of some thousands a year,

was too strong at last for the soft-hearted philanthropist. There-

fore, having collected his thoughts, he thus expressed himself upon the

occasion :

—

" Mr, Graham, I think you have behaved very well in this matter.

and it is exactly what I should have expected from you." The judge

at the time knew nothipg about Mary Snow. " As regards yourselt

personally I should be proud to own you as my son-in-law, but I am
of course bound to regard the welfare of my daughter. Your means

I fear are but small."
" Very small indeed," said Graham. '

-

"And though you have all those gifts which should bring you on in

your profession, you have learned to entertain ideas, which hitherto

liave barred you from success. Now I tell you what you shall do.

1-lemain here two or three days longer, till you are fit to travel, and

abstain from saying anything to my daughter. Come to me again in

three months, if you still hold the same mind, and I will pledge myself

(o tell you then whether or no you have my leave to address my cb'ld

as a suitoi'."

Eclix Graham silently took the judge's hand, feeling that a atr.itg

hope had been given to him, and so the inierview was ended.



CHAPTER LIII.

LADY MASON llETUKNS HOME.

LaBY Mason remained at The Cleeve for sometliiiig more tiiun a

reek after that day on which she made her confession, during which
time she was fully committed to take her trial at tlie next assizes at

Alston on an indictment for perjury. This was done in a manner that

astonished even herself by the absence of all publicity or outward
scandal. The matter was arranged between Mr. Matthew Round and
Mr. Solomon Aram, and was so arranged in accordance with Mr.
Furnival's wishes. Mr. Eurnival wrote to say that at such a time he

would call at The Cleeve with a post-chaise. This he did, and took

Lady Mason with him before two magistrates for the county who were
sitting at Doddinghurst, a village five miles distant from Sir Pere-

grine's houie.
,
Here by agreement they were met by Lucius Mason,

who was to act as one of the bailsmen for his mother's appearance at

the trial. Sir Peregrine was the other, but it was brought about by
amicable management between the lawyers that his appearance before

the magistrates was not required. There were also there the two
attorneys, Bridget Bolster the witness, one Torrington from London,

who brought with him the absolute deed executed on that 14th of

July with reference to the then dissolved partnership of Mason and

Marfock ; and there was Mr. Samuel Dockwrath. I must not forget to

say that there was also a reporter for the press, provided by the special

care of the latter-named gentleman.

The arrival in the village of four different vehicles, and the sight of

such gentlemen as Mr. Purnival, Mr. Round, and Mr. Aram, of course

aroused some excitement there ; but this feeling was kept down as

much as possible, and Lady Mason was very quickly allowed to return

lo the carriage. Mr. Dockwrath made one or two attempts to get up

1 scene, and to rouse a feeling of public anger against the lady who
was to be tried ; but the magistrates put him down. They also seemed

1? be fully impressed with a sense of Lady Mason's innocence in tlie

teeth of the evidence . which was given against her. This was the

general feeling on the hiinds of all people,—except of tliose who knew

most about it. There was an idea that affairs had so been managed

by Mr. Joseph Mason and Mr. Dockwrath that another trial was

necessary, but that the unfortunate victim of Mr. Mason's cupidity

and Mr.'Dockwrath's malice would be washed white as snow when the

day of that trial came. The chief performers on the present occasion

were Round and Aram, and a stranger to such proceedings would

have said that they were acting in concert. Mr. Round pressed for

ilie indictment,, and brought forward in a very short way the evidence

of Bolster and Torrington. Mr. Aram said that his chent was advised

V> reserve her defence, and was prepared with bail to any amount.
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Mr. Round advised the magistrates that reasonable bail should b(

taken, and then the matter was settled. Mr. Purniral sat on a ch»if

close to the elder of those two gentlemen, and whispered a word to him
now and then. Lad; Mason was provided with an arm-chair close to

Mr. Furnival's right hand, and close to her right hand stood her son.

Her face was covered by a deep veil, and she was not called npoa
during the whole proceeding to utter one audible word. A single

question was put to her by the presiding magistrate before the com-
mittal was signed, aiid it was understood that some answer was made
to it ; but this answer reached the ears of those in the room by means
of Mr. Fumival's voice.

It was observed by most of those there that during the whole of the

sitting Lady Mason held her son's hand ; but it was observed also that

thougli Lucius permitted this he did not seem to return the pressure.

He stood there during the entire proceedings without motion or speech,

looking very stern. He signed the bail-bond, but even tliat he did

without saying a word. Mr. Dockwrath demanded that Lady Mason
jAould be kept in custody till the bond should also have been signed

by Sir Peregrine ; but upon this Mr. Round remarked that he beUeved

Mr. Joseph Mason had intrusted to him the conduct of the case, and

the elder |magistrate desired Mr. Dockwrath to abstain from further

interference. "All right," said he to a person standing close to him.
" But I'll be too many for them yet, as you will see when she is brought

before a judge and jury." And then Lady Mason stood committed to

.ake ber trial at the next Alston assizes.

When Lucius had come forward to hand her from the post-chaise in

which she arrived Lady Mason had kissed him, but this was all the

intercourse that then passed between the mother and son. Mr.. Fur-

nival, however, informed him that his mother would return to Orley

Farm on the next day but one.
" She thinks it better that she should be at home from this time to

the day of the trial," said Mr. Furnival ; " and on the whole Sir Pere-

grine is inclined to agree with her."
" I have thought so all through,'' said Lucius.
" But you are to understand that there is no disagreement between

your mother and the family at The Cleeve. Tiie idea of the marriage

has, I think very properly, been laid aside."
" Of course it was proper that it should be laid aside."
" Yes ; but I must beg you to understand that there has been no

quarrel. Indeed you will, I have no doubt, perceive that, as Mrs.

Orme has assured me that she will see your mother constantly till the

time comes."
" She is very kind," said Lucius. But it was evident from the tone

of his voice that he would have preferred that all the Ormes should have

remained away. In his mind this time of suffering to his mother and to

him was a period of trial and probation,—a period, if not of actual dis-

grace, yet of disgrace before the world ; and he thought that it would
have best become his mother to have abstained from all fi-iendship out

^ her own family, and even irom all expressed sympathy, till she had
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1 indicated lier own purity and innocence. And as lie tliought of tiiis he
declared to himself that he would have sacrificed everything to her com-
fort and assistance if she would only have permitted it. He would have
loved her, and been tender to her, receiving on his own shoulders all

those blows which now fell so hardly upon hers. Every word should
have been a word of kindness ; every look should have been soft and full

of affection. He would have treated her not only with all the love wiiich

a son could show to a mother, but with all the respect and sympathy
which a gentleman could feel for a lady in distress. But then, in order
that such a state of things as this should have existed, it would have
been necessary that she should have trusted him. She should have
leaned upon him, and,—though he did not exactly say so in talking over
the matter with himself, still he thought it,—on him and on him only. But
she had declined to lean upon him at all. She had gone away to stran-

gers,—she, who should hardly have spoken to a stranger during
these sad months ! She would not have his care ; and under those

circumstance? he could only stand aloof, hold up his head, and look
sternly. As for her innocence, that was a matter of course. He knew
that she was innocent. He wanted no one to tell him that his owu
mother was not a thief, a forger, a castaway among the world's worst
wretches. He thanked no one for such an assurance. Every honest
man must sympathise with a woman so injured. It would be a necessity

of his manhood and of his honesty ! But he would have valued most a
sympathy which would have abstained from all expression till after that

trial should be over. It should have been for him to act and for him to

speak during this terrible period. But his mother who was a free agent

had willed it otherwise.

And there had been one other scene. Mr. Purnival had introduced

Lady Mason to Mr. Solomon Aram, having explained to her that it

would be indispensable that Mr. Aram should see her, probably once or

twice before the trial came on.
" But cannot it be done through you ? " said Lady Mason. " Though

of course I should not expect that you can so sacrifice your valuable

time."

"Pray believe me that that is not the consideration," said Mr.
Purnival. " We have engaged the services of Mr. Aram because he

is supposed to understand difficulties of this sort better than any other

man in the profession, and his chance of rescuing you from this trouble

will be mnch better if you can bring yourself to have confidence in him

—full confidence." And Mr. Eumival looked into her face as he spoke

with an expression of countenance that was very eloquent. " You
must not suppose that I shall not do all in my power. In my
proper capacity I shall be acting for you with all the energy that I can

use ; but the case lias now assumed an aspect which requires that it

should be in an attorney's hands." And then Mr. Eumival introduced

her to Mr Solomon Aram.
Mr. Solomon Aram was not, in outward appearance, such a man

as Lady Mason, Sir Peregrine Orjue, or others quite ignorant in

«uch matters would have espectpd. ^e was ijot a dirty old J;v'25
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wiiii a laooked nose and an imperfect pronunciation of English

cciisonants. Mr. Chaffanbrass, the barrister, bore more resemblance

to a Jew of that ancient type. Mr. Solomon Aram was a good-
looting man about forty, perhaps rather over-dressed, but bearing

about him no other sign of vulgarity. Nor at first sight would it

probably have been discerned that he was of the Hebrew per-

suasion. He had black hair and a well-formed face; but his eyes

were closer than is common with most of us, and his nose seemed to

be somewhat swollen about the bridge. When one knew that he was
a Jew one saw that he was a Jew : but in the absenpe of such

previous knowledge he might have been taken for as good a Christian

as any other attorney.

Mr. Aram raised his hat and bowed as Mr. Eurnival performed

the ceremony of introduction. This was done while she was still

seated in the carriage, and as Lucius was waiting at the door to

hand her down into the house where the magistrates were sitting.

" J am delighted to have the honour of making your acquaintance,"

said Mr. Aram.
Lady Mason essayed to mutter some word ; but no word was audible,

nor was any necessary. " I have no doubt," continued the attorney,
" that we shall pull through this little difficulty without any ultimate

damage whatsoever. In the mean time it is of course disagreeable to

ajady of your distinction." And then he mad? another bow. "We
are peculiarly happy in having such a tower of strength as Mr. Eurnival,"

and then he bowed to the barrister. "And my old friend Mr. Chaffan-

brass is another tower of strength. Eh, Mr. Ei^nival?" And so the

introduction was over.

Lady Mason had quite understood Mr. Eurnival;—had under-

stood both his words and his face, when he told her how indispensable

it was that she should have full confidence in this attorney. He had
meant that she should tell him all. She must bring herself to confess

everything to this absolute stranger. And then—^for the first time

—

she felt sure that Mr. Eurnival had guessed her secret. He also knew
it, but it would not suit him that any one should know that he knew
it ! Alas, alas ! would it not be better that all the world should know
it and that there might be an end ? Had not her doom been told to

her ? Even if the paraphernalia of justice,—the judge and the jury, and
the lawyers, could be induced to declare her innocent before all men,

must she not confess her guilt to him,—to that one,—for whose verdict

aloue she cared ? If he knew her to be guilty what matter who might

think her innocent ? And she had been told that all must be declared

to him. That property was his,—but his only through her guilt ; and

that property must be restored to its owner! So much Sir Peregrine

Grme had declared to be indispensable,—Sir Peregrine Orme, who in

other matters concerning this c^e was now dark enough in his judg-

ment. On that point, however, there need be no darkness. Thougli

the heaven should fall on her devoted head, tliat tardy justicn must
,36 done

!

When this piece of business h§d b^en completed at Poddinghurst,
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Lady Mason returned to The Cleave, whither Mr. Furnival accom-
panied her. He had offered his seat in the post-chaise to Lucius,
but the young man had declared that, he was unwilling to go to The
Cleeve, and consequently tlefe -sfas no opportunity for conyersation
between Lady Mason and her son. On her arrival she went at once
to her room, and there she' continued to live as she had done for the
last few days till the morning of her departure came. To Mrs.
Oime she told all that had occurred, as Mr. Furnival did also to
Sir Peregrine. On that occasion Sir Peregrine said very little to
the barrister, merely bowing his head courteously as each difFerent

point was explained, in intimation of his having heard and under-
stood what was said to him. Mr. Purnival could not but see that
his manner was entirely altered. There was no enthusiasm now;
no violence of invective against that wretch at- Groby Park ; no
positive assurance that his guest's innocence must come out at the
trial bright as the day ! He showed no inclination to desert Lady
Mason's cause, and indeed insisted on hearing the particulars of all

that had been done ; but he said very little, and those few words
adverted to the terrible sadness of the subject. He seemed too to
be older than he had been, and less firm in his gait. That terrible

sadness had already told greatly upon him. Those about him had
observed that he had not once crossed the threshold of his hall door
since the morning on which Lady J^ason had taken to her own
room.

"He has altered his mind," said the lawyer to himself as he was
driven back to the Hamworth station. " He also now believes her to

be guilty." As to his own belief, Mr. Purnival held no argument with-

in his own breast, but we may say that he was no longer perplexed by
much doubt upon the matter.

And then the morning came for' Lady Mason's departure. Sir

Peregrine had not seen her since she had left him in the library

after her confession, although, as may be remembered, he had under-
taken to do so. But he had not then known how Mrs. Orme might
act when she heard the story. As matters had turned out Mrs. Orme
had taken upon herself the care of their guest, and all intercourse

between Lady Mason and Sir Peregrine had passed through his

daughter-in-law. But now, on this morning, he declared that he would
go to her up stairs in Mrs. Orme's room, and himself hand her down
through the hall into the carriage. Against this Lady Mason had ex-

postulated, but in vain.
" It will be better so, dear," Mrs. Orme had said. " It will teach

the servants and people to think that he still respects and esteems

you."
" But he does not

! " said she, speaking almost sharply. " How
wotld it be possible ? Ah, mc^—respect and esteem are gone from me
for ever

!

"

" No, not for ever," replied Mrs. Orme. " You have much to bewr,

but no evil lasts for ever."

" Will not sin last for ever P—sin such as mipe ?
"
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" Not if jou repent ;—repent and make sucli resolution as is possible.

Lady Mason, say tliat you have repented. Tell me that you hare
asked Him to pardon you I " And then, as had been so often tlie case

during these last days, Lady Mason sat silent, with hard, fixed eyes,

with her hands clasped, and her lips compressed. Never as yet had
Mrs. Orme induced her to say that she had asked for pardon at the

cost of telling hfer son that the property which he called his own had
been procured for him by his mother's fraud. That punishment, and
that only, was too heavy for her neck to bear. Her acquittal in the law

court would be as nothing to her if it must be followed by an avowaToi
her guilt to her own son !

Sir Peregrine did come up stairs and handed her down through

the hall as he had proposed. When he came into the room she did not

look at him, but stood leaning against the table, with her eyes fixed

upon the ground.
" I hope you find yourself better," he said, as he put out his hand

to her. Slie did not even attempt to make a reply, but allowed him
just to touch her fingers.

" Perhaps I had better not come down," said Mrs. Orme. " It will

be easier to say good-bye here."
" Good-bye," said Lady Mason, and her voice sounded in Sir Pere-

grine's ears like a voice from the dead.
" God bless you and preserve you," said Mrs. Orme, " and restore yos.

to your son. God will bless you if you will ask Him. No; you shall

not go without a kiss." And she put out her arms that Lady Mason
niiglit come to her.

The poor broken wretch stood for a moment as though trying to

determme what she would do ; and then, almost with a shriek, she

threw herself on to the bosom of the other woman, and burst into a

flood of tears. She had intended to abstain from that embrace; she

had resolved that she would do so, declaring to herself that she was not

Qt to be held against that pure heart ; but the tenderness of the offer

had overcome her, and now she pressed her friend convulsively in her

arms, as though there might yet be comfort for her as long as she could

remain close to one who was so good to her.

" I shall come and see you very often," said Mrs. Orme,—"almost

daily."
" No, no, no," exclaimed the other, hardly knowing the meamng of

her own words.

"But I shall. My father is waiting now, dear, and you had
better go."

Sir Peregrine had turned to the window, where he stood shading

his eyes with his hand. When he heard his daughter-in-law's last

words he again came forward, and offered Lady Mason his arm.
" Edith is right," he said. " You had better go now. When you
are at home you will be more composed." And then he led her

forth, and down the stairs, and across the hall, and with infinite

courtesy put her into the carriage. It was a moment dreadful to

Lady Mason; but to Sir Peregrine, also, it was not pleasant. X^t
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sofvants wei'e standing round, officiously ofTering their aid,— tbose
very servants who liad been told about ten days since that tins lady

was to become their master's wife and their mistress. They had
been told so with no injunction as to secrecy, and the tidings had
gone quickly through the wliole country. Now it was known that

the match was broken off, that the lady had been living up stairs

secluded for the kst week, and that she was to leave the house this

morning, having been committed during the last day or two to stand
her trial at the assizes for some terrible offence ! He succeeded in

iiis task. He handed her into the carriage, and then walked back
through his own servants to the library without betraying to them
the depth of his sorrow; but he knew that the last task had been
too heavy for him. When it was done he shut himself up and sat

there for hours without moving. He also declared to himself that

the world was too hard for him, and that it would be well for him
that he should die. Never till now had he come into close contact
with crime, and now the criminal was one whom as a woman he-

had learned to love, and whom he had proposed to the world as his

wife ! The criminal was one who had declared her crime in oraer

to protect him, and whom therefore he was still bound in honour to

protect

!

When Lady Mason arrived at Orley Farm her son was waiting at

the door to receive her. It should have been said that during the last

two days,—that is ever since the committal,—Mrs. Orme had urgen
upon her very strongly that it would be well for her to tell everythnig

to her son. " What ! now, at once ? " the poor woman had said.

"¥es, dear, at once," Mrs. Orme had answered. "He will forgive

you, for I know he is good. He will forgive you, and then the worst

of your sorrow will be over." But towards doing this Lady Mason
had made no progress even in her mind. In tlie violence of her own
resolution she had brought herself to tell her guilt to Sir Peregrine.

That effort had nearly destroyed her, and now she knew that she

could not frame the words which should declare the truth to Lucius.

What ! tell him that tale ; whereas her whole life had been spent

in an effort to conceal it from him ? No. She knew that she could

not do it. But the idea of doing so made her tremble at the prospect

of meeting him.
" I am very glad you have come home, mother,'' said Lucius, as he

received her. " Believe me that for the present this will be the best

place for both of us," and then he led her into the house.

" Dear Lucius, it would alwaj's be best for me to be with you, if it

were possible."

He did not accuse her of hypocrisy in saying this ; but he could not

but think that had she really thought and felt as she now spoke no-

thing need have prevented her remaining with him. Had not his

house ever been open to her ? Had he not been willing to make

her defence the first object of his life ? Had he not longed to prove

himself a good son ? But she had gone from him directly that troubles

came upon her, and now she said that she would fain be with him
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always—if it were possible ! Where liad been tlie impediment ? In
what way had it been not possible ? He thought of this with bitter-

ness as he followed her into the house, but he said not a word of it.

He had resolved that he would be a pattern son, and even now he would
not rebuke her.

She had lived in this house for some foar-and-twenty years, but it

seemed tc her in no way like her home. Was it not the property of

her enemy, Joseph Masdn ? and did she not know that it must go
back into that enemy's hands ? How then could it be to her like

a home? The room in which her bed was laid was that very room in.

which her sin had been committed. There in the silent hours of

the night, while the old man lay near his death in the adjoining

chamber, had she with infinite care and much slow preparation done
that deed, to undo which, were it possible, she would now give

away her existence,—ay, her very body and soul. And yet for

years she had slept in that room, if not happily at least tranquilly.

It was matter of wonder to her now, as she looked back at her past

life, that her guilt had sat so lightly on her shoulders. The bkek
unwelcome guest, the spectre of coming evil, had ever been present

to her; but she had seen it indistinctly, and now and then the

power had been hers to close her eyes. Never again could she

close them. Nearer to her, and still nearer, the spectre came ; and
now it sat upon her pillow, and put its claw upon her plate; it

pressed upon her bosom with its fiendish strength, telling her that

all was over for her in this world;—ay, and temhg her worse even

than that. Her return to her old home brought with it but little comfort.

And yet she was forced to make an effort at seeming glad that she

had come there,—a terrible effort! He, her son, was not gay or

disposed to receive from her a show of happiness ; but he did think

that she should compose herself and be tranquil, and that she should

resume the ordinary duties of her life in her ordinarily quiet way»
In all this she was obliged to conform herself to his wishes,—or to

attempt so to conform herself, though her heart should break in

the struggle. If he did but know it all, then he would suffer her

to be quiet,—suffer her to lie motionless in her misery ! Once or

twice she almost said to herself that she would make the effort ; but

then she thought of him and his suffering, of his pride, of the respect

which he claimed from all the world as the honest son of an hohest

mother ; of his stubborn will and stiff neck, which would not bend, but

would break beneath the blow. She had done all for him,—to raisfe him
in the world ; and now she could not bring herself to undo the. work
that had cost her so dearly

!

That evening she went through the ceremony of dinner with him,

and he was punctilious in waiting upon her as though bread and

meat could comfort her or wine could warm her heart. There was
no warmth for her in all the vintages of the south, no comfort;

though gods should bring to her their banquets. She /was heavy

laden,—^laden to the breaking of her back, and did not know where tc

las her burden down.
,
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" Mother," he said to her that night, Ydtrng his head from the books
over which he liad been poring, "There must be a few words between
us about this aifair. They might as well be spoken now."' Yes, Lucius ; of course—if you desire it."

" There can be no doubt now that this trial will take place
"

"No doubt," she said. " There can be no doubt."
"Is it your wish that I should take any part in it ?

"

She remained silent for some moments before she answered him, think-
ing,—striving to think, how best she might do him pleasure. " What
part ? " she said at last.

" A man's part, and a son's part. Shall I see these lawyers and
learn from them what they are at ? Have I your leave to tell them that
you want no subterfuge, no legal quibbles,—that you stand firmly
on your own clear innocence, and that you defy your enemies to
sully it? Mother, those who have sent you to such men as that
cunning attorney have sent you wrong,—have counselled you
wrong."

" It cannot be changed now, Lucius."
" It can be changed, if you will tell me to change it."

And then again she paused. Ah, think of her anguish as slie sought
for words to answer him ! " No, Lucius," she said, " it cannot be
changed now."
"So be it, mother; I will not ask again," and then he moodily

returned to his books, while she returned to her thoughts. Ah, thiak
of her misery '.

CHAPTER LIV.

TELLING ALL THAT HAPPENED BENEATH THE LAMP-POST.

When Eelix Graham left Noningsby and made his way up to

London, he came at least to one resolution which he intended to be
an abiding one. That idea of a marriage with a moulded ' wife

should at any rate be abandoned. Whether it might be his great

destiny to be the husband of Madeline Staveley, or whether he

might fail in achieving this purpose, he declared to himself that it

would be impossible that he should ever now become the husband of

Mary Snow. And the ease with which his conscience settled itself on
this matter as soon as he had received from the judge that gleam of

hope astonished even himself He immediately declared to himself

that he could not marry Mary Snow without perjury ! How could he

stand with her before the altar and swear that he would love her,

seeing that he did not love her at all,—seeing that he altogether loved

some one else ? He acknowledged that he had made an ass of iiimself
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in this affair of Mary Snow. This mouldiug of a wife had failed with

him, lie said, as it always must fail with every man. But he would not

carry his folly further. He would go to Mary Suow, tell her the truth,

and then bear whatever injury her angry father might be able to inflict

on him. Independently of that angry father he would of course do for

Mary Snow all that his circumstances would admit.

Perhaps the gentleman of a poetic turn of mind whom Mary had
consented to meet beneath the lamp-post might assist him in his

views ; but whether this might be so or not, lie would not throw
that meeting ungenerously in her teeth. He would not have

allowed that offence to turn him from his proposed marriage had
there been nothing else to turn him, and therefore he would not

plead that offence as the excuse for his broken troth. That the

breaking of that troth would not deeply wound poor Mary's heart

—

so much he did permit himself to believe on the evidence of that lamp-

post.

He had written to Mrs. Tliomas telling her when he would be

at Peekham, but in his letter he had not said a word as to those

terrible tidings which she had communicated to him. He had .written

also to Mary, assuring her that he accused her of no injury against him,

and almost promising her forgiveness ; but this letter Mary had not

shown to Mrs. Thomas. In these days Mary's anger against Mrs.

Thomas was very strong. That Mrs. Thomas should have used all her

vigilance to detect such goings on as those of the lamp-post was only

natural. What woman in Mrs. Thomas's position,—or in any other

position,—would not have done so ? Mary Snow knewthat had she herself

been the duenna she would have left no coiner of a box unturned but

she would have found those letters. And having found them she would
have used her power over the poor giil. She knew that. But she

would not have betrayed her to the man. Truth between woman and

woman should have prevented that. Were not the stockings which she

had darned for Mrs. Thomas legion in number ? Had she not consented

to eat the veriest scraps of food in order that those three brats might

be fed into sleekiness to satisfy their mother's eyes ? Had she not re-

ported well of Mrs. Thomas to her lord, though that house of Peekham
was nauseous to her ? Had she ever told to Mr. Graham any one of

those little tricks which were carried on to allure him into a belief that

things at Peekham were prosperous ? Had she ever exposed the borrow-

ing of those teacups when he came, and the fact that those knobs of

white sugar were kept expressly on his behoof? No; she would have

scorned to betray any woma^i; and that woman whom she had not

betrayed should have shown the same feeling towards her. Therefore

there was enmity at Peekham, and the stockings of those infants lay un-

mended in the basket.
" Mary, I have done it all for the best," said Mrs. Thomas, driven

to defend herself by the obdurate silence of her pupil.
" No, Mrs. Thomas, you didn't. You did it for the worst," said

Mary. And then there was again silence between them.
It was on the morning following this that Felix Graham was driven
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to the door in a cab. He still carried bis arm in a sling, and was
obliged to be somewhat slow in his movements, but otherwise he was
«gain well. His accident however was so far a god-send to both the

women at Peckham that it gave them a subject on wliich they were
called upon to speak, before that other subject was introduced. Mary
was very tender in her inquiries,—but tender in a bashful retiring way.
To look at her one would have said that she was afraid to touch the

wounded man lest he should be again broken.

"Oh, I'm all right," said he, trying to assume a look of good-
humour. " I sha'n't go hunting again in a hurry

;
you may be sure of

" We have all great reason to be thankful that Providence interposed
to save you," said Mrs. Thomas, in her most serious tone. Had Pro-
vidence interposed to break Mrs. Thomas's collar-bone, or at least to do
her some serious outward injury, what a comfort it would be, thought
Mary Snow.

" Have you seen your father lately ? " asked Graham.
" Not since I wrote to you about the money that he—borrowed,"

said Mary.
" I told her that she should not have given it to him," said Mrs.

Thomas.
" She was quite right," said Graham. " Who could refuse assist-

ance to a father in distress ? " Whereupon Mai-y put her handkerchief

ap to her eyes and began to cry.

"That's true of course," said Mrs. Thomas; "but it would never

do that he should be a drain in that way. He should feel that if he had
any feeling."

" So he has," said Mary. " And you are driven close enough your-

self sometimes, Mrs. Thomas. There's days when you'd like to borrow
nineteen and sixpence if anybody would lend it you."

" Very well," said Mrs. Thomas, crossing her bauds over each other

in her lap and assuming a look of resignation ; " I suppose all this will

be changed now. I have endeavoured to do my duty, and very hard it

iias been."

Felix felt that the sooner he rushed into the middle of the subject

which brought him there, the better it would be for all parties. That

the two ladies were not very happy together was evident, and then he

made a little comparison between Madeline and Mary. Was it really

the case that for the last three years he had contemplated making that

poor child his wife ? Would it not be better for jiim to tie a millstone

round his neck and cast himself into the sea ? That was now his

thought respecting Mary Snow.
" Mrs. Thomas," he said, " I should like to speak to Mary alone to-

a few minutes if you could allow it."

"Oh certainly; by all means. It will be quite proper." And
gathering up a bundle of the unfortunate stockings she took lierself out

of the room.

Mary, as soon as Graham had spoken, became almost pale, and sat

perfectly still with lier eyes fixed on her betrothed husband. While
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Mrs. Thomas was there she was prepared for war and her spu-jj waa

hot within her, bnt all that heat fled in a moment when she found herself

iilone with the man to whom it belonged to speak her doom. He had

almost said that he would forgive her, but yet she had a feeling that

that had been done which could not altogether be forgiven. If he asked

ker whether she loved the hero of the lamp-post what would she say ? Had
he asked her whether she loved him, Pelix Graham, she would have sworn
that she dM, and have thought that she was swearing truly : but in

answer to that other question if it were asked, she felt that her answer

must be false. She had no idea of giving up Felix of her own accord,

if he were still willing to take her. She did not even wish that he would
not take her. It had been the lesson of her Ufe that she was to be his

wife, and, by becoming so, provide for herself and for her wretched

father. Nevertheless a dream of something different from that had

come across her young heart, and the dream had been so pleasant ! How
painfully, but yet with what a rapture, had her heart palpitated as she

stood for those ten wicked minutes beneath the lamp-post

!

" Mary," said Felix, as soon as they were alone,—and as he spoke

he came up to her and took her hand, "I trust that I may never be

the cause to you of any unhappiness;—that I may never be the means
of making you sad."

"Oh, Mr. Graham, I am sure that you never will. It is I that have

been bad to you."

"No, Mary, I do not think you have been bad at all. I should

have been sorry that that had happened, and that I should not have

known it."

" I suppose she was right to tell, only " In truth Mary did

not at all understand what might be the nature of Graham's thoughts

and feelings on such a subject. She had a strong woman's idea that the

man whom she ought to love would not be gratified by her meeting

another man at a private assignation, especially when that other man
had written to her a love-letter ; but she did not at all know how far

such a sin might be regarded as pardonable according to the rules of

the world recognised on such subjects. At first, when the letters were

discovered and the copies of them sent off to Noningsby, she thought

that all was over. According to her ideas, as existing at that moment,
the ciune was conceived to be one admitting of no pardon ; and in the

hours spent under that conviction all her consolation came from the

feeling that there was still one who regarded her as an angel of light.

But then she had received Graham's letter, and as she began to under-

/stand that pardon was possible, that other consolation waxed feeble and

dim. If Fehx Graham chose to take hei, of course she was there for

him to take. It never for a moment occurred to her that she could

rebel against such taking, even though she did shine as an angel of light

to one dear pair of eyes.

"1 suppose she was right to tell you, only "
" Do not think, Mary, that I am going to scold you, or eyen that I

vsn angry with you."
" Oh, but I know jou must be »ngry."
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" Indeed I am not. If I pledge myself to tell you the truth iu cfery

tiling, will you be equally frank with me ?
"

"IPS," said Mary. But it was much easier for Eelix to tell tlia

truth than for Mary to be frank. I believe that schoolmasters often

tell fibs to schoolboys, although it' would be so easy for them to tell

tiie truth. But how difficult it is for the schoolboy always to tell the

truth to his master ! Mary Snow was now as a schoolboy before her

tutor, and it may almost be said that the telling of the truth was to her

impossible. But of course she made the promise. Who ever said that

she would not tell the truth when so asked ?

" Have you ever thought, Mary, that you and I would not make each

other happy if we were married ?
"

" No ; I have never thought that," said Mary innocently. She meant
to say exactly that \i;hich she tliought Graham would wish her to say,

but she was slow in following his lead.

"It has never Occurred to you that though we might love each other

very warmly as friends—and so I am sure we always shall—yet we
might not suit each other in all respects as man and wife ?

"

" I mean to do the very best [ can ; that is, if—if—if you are not too

much oifended with me now."
" But, Mary, it should not be a question of doing the best you can.

Between man and wife there should be no need of such effort. It

should be a labour of love."
" So it will ;—and I'm sure I'll labour as hard as I can."

Pelix began to perceive that the hue he had taken would not answer

the required purpose, and that he must be somewhat more abrupt with

her,—perhaps a little less delicate, in coming to the desired point.

"Mary," he said, "what is the name of that gentleman whom—whom
vou met out of doors, you know ?

"

" Albert Pitzallen," said Mary, hesitating very much as she pronounced
the name, but nevertheless rather proud of the' sound.

"And you are—fond of him?" asked Graham.
Poor girl ! What was she to say ? " No ; I'm not very fond of

him."
" Are you not ? -Then why did you consent to that secret

meeting ?

"

" Oh, Mr. Graham—I didn't mean it ; indeed I didn't. And T

didn't tell him to write to me, nor yet to come looking after me.

Upon my word I didn't. But then I thought when he sent me that

letter that he didn't know ;—about you 1 mean ;—and so I thought

I'd better tell him ; and that's; why I went. Indeed that was tHe

reason."
" Mrs. Thomas could have told him that."

"But I don't like MrS. Thomas, and I wouldn't for worlds that

she should have had anything to do with it. I think Mrs. Thomas

has behaved very bad to me ; so I do. And you don't half know her

;

—that you don't."
" I' will ask you one more question, Mary, and before answering

it I want to make you believe that my only object in asking it is to



386 OllLEY lA&M.

ascertain how I may make you happy. When you did meet Mr —
this gentleman "

"Albeit Fitzallen."
" When you did meet Mr. Pitzallen, did you tell him nothing ebe

except that you were engaged to me ? Did you say nothing to liim

as to your feelings towards himself?
"

" I told him it was very wrong of him to write me that letter."

" And what more did you tell him ?
"

" Oh, Mr. Graham, I won't see him any more ; indeed I woa't. I

give you my most solemn promise. Indeed I won't. And I will

never write a line to him,—or look at him. And if he sends any-

thing I'll send it to you. Indeed I will. There was never anything

of the kind before ; upon my word there wasn't. I did let him take

my hand, but I didn't know how to help it when I was there. And
he kissed me—only once. There; I've told it all now, as though

you were looking at me. And I ain't a bad girl, whatever she may
say of me. Indeed I ain't." And then poor Mary Snow burst out into

an agony of tears.

Felix began to perceive that he had been too hard upon her. He Lad

wished that the first overtures of a separation should come from her,

and in wishing this he had been unreasonable. He walked for a while

about the room, and then going up to her he stood close by her and took

iier hand. "Mary," he said, " I'm sure you're not a bad girl."

"No;" she said, "no, I ain't;" still sobbing convulsively. "I
didn't mean anything wrong, and I couldn't help it."

" I am sure you did not, and nobody has said you did."
" Yes, they have. She has said so. She said that I was a bad girl.

She told me so, up to my face."

"She was very wrong if she said so."
" She did then, and I couldn't bear it."

" I have not said so, and I don't think so. Indeed in all this matter

1 believe that I have been more to blame than you."
" No ;—I know I was wrong. I know I shouldn't have gone to see

him."
" I won't even say as much as that, Mary. What you should have

done—only the task would have been too hard for any young girl

—was to have told me openly that you—liked this young
gentleman."

" But I don't want ever to see him again."
" Look here, Mary," he said. But now lie had dropped her hand

and taken a chair opposite to her. He had begun to find that the

task which he had proposed to himself was not so easy even for him.
" Look here, Mary. I take it that you do like this young gentle-

man. Don't answer me till I have fiiiished what I am going to say

I suppose you do like him,—and if so it would be very wicked in yoi,

to marry me."
"Oh, Mr. Graham "

"Wait a moment, Mary. But there is nothing wicked in your

liking him."- It may be presumed that Mr. ^Graham would hold such
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au opimon as this, seeing tbat lie had allowed himself the same latitude

of liking. " It was perhaps only natural that jou should learn to do
so. You have been taught to regard me rather as a master than as a

lover."

"Oh, Mr. Graham, I'm sure I've loved jou. I have indeed. And I
will. I won't even think of Al "

"But I want you to think of him,—that is if he be worth thinking

of."

" He's a very good young man, and always lives with his mother."
" It shall be my busmess to find out tliat. And now, Mary, tell

me truly. If he be a good young man, and if he loves you well

enough to marry you, would you not be happier as his wife than you
would as mine ?

"

There ! The question that he wished to ask her had got itself asked
at last. But if the asking had been diiEcult, how much more difiScuIt

must have been the answer ! He had been thinking over all this for

tile last fortnight, and had hardly known how to come to a resolution.

Now he put the matter before her without a moment's notice and ex
pected an instant decision. " Speak the truth, Mary ;—what you think

about it ;—without minding what anybody may say of yen." But Mary
could not say anything, so she again burst into tears.

" Surely you know the state of your own heart, Mary ?
"

"I don't know," she answered.

"My only object is to secure your happiness;—the happiness of both

of us, that is."

" I'll do anything you please," said Mary.
" Well, then, I'll tell you what I think. I fear that a marriage between

us would not make either of us contented with our lives. I'm too old

and too grave for you." Yet Mary Snow was not younger than Made-
line Staveley. " You have been told to love me, and you think that

you do love me because you wish to do what you think to be your

Suty. But I believe that people can never really love each other merely

because they are told to do so. Of course I cannot say what sort of a

young man Mr. Pitzallen may be ; but if I find that he is fit to take

•3are of you, and that he has means to support you,—with such little

Help as I can give,—I shall be very happy to promote such an arrange-

ment."
Everybody will ot course say that Felix Graham was base in not

telling her that all this arose, not from her love affair with Albert

PitzJlen, but from his own love affair with Madeline Staveley.

But I am inclined to think that everybody will be wrong. Had he

told her openly that he did not care for her, but did care for some

one else, he would have left her no alternative. As it was, he did

not mean that she should have any alternative. But he .probably

consulted her feelings best in allowing her to think that she had a

choice. And then, though he owed much to her, he owed nothing

to her father; and had he openly declared his intention of breaking

off the match because he had attached himself to some one else, he

woiJd have fut himself terribly into hef father's power. He wa»



898 OKLEY FABU.

willing to suumit' to such pecuniary burden in the matter ,as his

conscience' tol'd him that he ought to bearj but Mr. Snow's ideas on
the subject of rrecompenae, might be extravagant; and therefore,—as

regarded Snow' the father,-^he thought that he might make some
slight and-'delicate use of the , meeting under the lamp-post. . In
doing so he would be very careful to guard Mary,from her father's

anger. Iwdeed Mary would be isurrendered, out of his own care, not to

that of her father, but to the fostering love of the gentleman in tie

medical line of Ufe.

" I'll do anything that you please," said Mary, upon whose mind ^and

heart all these changes had come with a suddenness which prevented
her from thinking,—much less speaking her thoughts.

" Perhaps you had better mention it to Mrs. Thomas."
'?0h, Mr. Graham; I'd rather not talk to her. I don't love her a

Dlti"
•. " Well, I will not press it on you if you do not wish it. Aiid have

I your permission to speak to Mr. Fitzallen ;—and if he approves to

speak to his mother ? "

"I'll do anything you thiuk best, Mr. Graham," said poof Mary.
She was poor Mary ; for though she had consented to meet a lover

beneath the lamp-post, she had not been without ambition, and had
looked forward to the glory of being wife to such a man as Felix Graham.
She did not, however, for one moment entertain any idea of resistance

to his will.

And then Pelii left her, having of course an interview with Mrs,
Thomas before he quitted the house. To her, however, . he said

nothing. " When anything is settled, Mrs. Thomas, I will . let

vou know.'' The words were so lacking ui confidence that Mrs.
Thomas when she heard them knew that the verdict had gone
against her.

Pelix for many months had been accustomed to take leave of

Mary Snow with a kiss. But on this day he omitted to kiss her,

and then Mary knew that it was all over with her ambition. But
love still remained to her. "There is some one else who will be
proud to kiss me," she said to herself, as she stood alone in the room
when he closed the door behind him.

CHAPTER LV.

WHAT TOOK PiACE IN HAHLEY STKEET.

"Tom, I've comeback RSain," said Mrs. Furnival, as soon as the

dinine-rooxn door niae elosed behind her back.
' " rm very giau lo see you ; I a« indeed," said he, getting np 994
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pwttittg out his baud to her. " But I really never knew why you went
away."

" Oh yes, you know. I'm sure you know why I went. But "

"I'U be shot if I did then."
" I went away because I did not like Lady Mason going to yoitr

chambers."

"Psha!"
"Yes; I know I was wrong, Tom. That is I was wrcaR—about

that."
'

" Of course you were, Kitty."
" Well ; don't I say I was ? And I've come back again, and I beg

your pardon ;—that is about the lady."
" V ery well. Then there's an end of it."

" But Tom
;
you know I've been provoked. Haven't I now ?

How often have you been home to dinner since you have been member
of parliament for that place ?

"

" I shall be more at home ilow, Kitty."
"Shall you indeed? Then I'll not say another word to vex you.

What on earth can I want, Tom, except just that you should sit at
home with me sometimes on evenings, as you used to do always in
the old days ? And as for Martha Biggs "

" Is she come back too ?

"

" Oh dear no. She's in Red Lion Square. And I'm sure, Tom, 1
never had her here except when you wouldn't dine at home. I
wonder whether you know how lonely it is to sit down to dinner all

by oneself !

"

" Why ; I do it every other day of my life. And I never think of

sendmg for Martha Biggs ; I promise you that."
" She isn't very nice, I know," said Mrs. Purnival—" that is, for

gentlemen."

"I should say not," said Mr. Eurnival. Then the reconciliation had
been effected, and Mrs. Furnival went up stairs to prepare for dinner,

knowing that her husband would be present, and that Martha Biggs
would not. And just as she was taking her accustomed place at the

head of the table, almost ashamed to look up lest she should catch

Spoouer's eye who was standing behind his master, Rachel went off in

a cab to Orange Street, commissioned to pay what might be due foi

the lodgings, to bring back her mistress's boxes, and to convey the

necessary tidings to Miss Biggs.
" Well, I never !

" said Martha, as she listened to Rachel's story.
" And they are quite loving, I can assure you," said Rachel.

"It'll never last," said Miss Biggs triumphantly — "never. It's

been done too sudden to last."

" So I'll say good-night if you please. Miss Biggs," said Rachel, who
was in a hurry to get back to Harley Street.

" I think she might have come here before she went there ; especially

as it wasn't anything out of her way. She couldn't have goiis

shorter than Bloomsbury Square,, and Russell Square, and over Totten-

ham Court Jload."
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" Missus didu't think of that, I dare say."
" Siie used to knon^ the way about these parts well enough. Bui

give her my love, Rachel." Then Martha Biggs was again alone, and
ahe siglied deeply.

It was well that Mrs. Furnival came back so quickly to her own
nouse, as it saved the scandal of any domestic quarrel before her

daughter. On the following day Sophia returned, and as harmony was

at that time reigning in Harley Street, there was no necessity that she

should be presumed to know anything of what had occurred. That she

did know—know exactly what her mother had done, and why she had
done it, and how she had come back, leaving Martha Biggs dumb-
founded by her return, is very probable, for Sophia Purnival was a

clever girl, and one who professed to understand the ins and outs of her

own family— and perhaps of some other families. But she behaved

very prettily to her papa and mamma on the occasion, never dropping

a word which could lead either of them to suppose that she had interro-

gated Kachel, been confidential with the housemaid, conversed on the

subject—even with Spooner, and made a morning call on Martha Biggs

herself.

There arose not uimaturally some conversation between the mother

snd daughter as to Lady Mason ;—not as to Lady Mason's visits tc

Lincoln's Inn and their impropriety as formerly presumed;—not at aU

as to that ; but in respect to her present lamentable position and that

engagement which had for a time existed between her and Sir Peregrine

Orme. On this latter subject Mrs. Purnival had of course heard no-

thing during her interview with Mrs. Orme at Noningsby. At that

time Lady Mason had formed the sole subject of conversation ; but in

explaining to Mrs. Tumival that there certainly could be no unhallowed

feeling between her husband and the lady, Mrs. Orme had not thought

it necessary to allude to Sir Peregrine's past intentions. Mrs. Pumival,

however, had heard the whole matter discussed in the railway carriage,

had since interrogated lier husband—learning, however, not very much
from him—and now inquired into all the details from her daughter.

"And she and Sir Peregrine were really to be married?" Mrs.

Furnival, as she asked the question, thought with confusion of her own
unjust accusations against the poor woman. Under such circumstances

as those Lady Mason must of course have been innocent as touching

Mr. Purnival.
" Yes," said Sophia. " There is no doubt whatsoever that they

were engaged. Sir Peregrine told Lady Staveley so himself."
" And now it's all broken off again ?

"

" Oh, yes ; it is all broken off now. I believe the fact to be this.

Lord Alston, who lives near Noningsby, is a very old friend of Sir

Peregrine's. When he heard of it he went to The Cleeve— I know
that for certain ;—and I think he talked Sir Peregrine out of it."

" But, my conscience, Sophia after he had made her the

offer!"
" I fancy that Mrs. Orme arranged lit aU. Whether Lord Alston

»aw her or not I dotft know. My belief is that Lady Mason behaved



WHAT TOOK PLACE IN lIAKLll BIKEET. 401

Tery well all through, though they say very bitter things against her at

Noningsby."
" Poor "thing !

" said Mrs. Fnrnival, the feehugs of whose heart were
quite changed as regarded Lady Mason.

" I never knew a woman so badly treated." Sophia had her own
reasons for wishing to make the best of Lady Mason's case. " And
for myself I do not see why Sir Peregrine should not have married her
if he pleased."

" He is rather old, my dear."
" Peo{)le don't think so much about that nowadays as they used. If

he liked it, and she too, who had a right to say anything ? My idea is

that a man with any spirit would have turned Lord Alston out of the
house. What business had he to interfere ?

"

" But about the trial, Sophia ?
"

" That will go on. There's no doubt about that. But they all say
that it's the most unjust thing in the world, and that she must be
proved innocent. I heard the judge say so myself."

"But why are they allowed to try her then 'i

"

" Oh, papa will tell you that."
" I never like to bother your papa about law business." Particu-

larly not, Mrs. Purnival, when he has a pretty woman for his chent

!

" My wonder is that she should make herself so unhappy about it,"

continued Sophia. " It seeirs that she is quite broken down."
" But won't she have to go and sit m the court—with all the people

staring at her ?
"

" That won't kill her," said Sophia, who felt that she herself would
not perish under any such process. "If I was sure that I was in the

"•ight, I think that I could hold up my head against all that. But they
cay that she is crushed to the earth."

" Poor thing
! " said Mrs. Purnival. " I wish that I could do any-

thing for her." And in this way they talked the mattter over very
comfortably.

Two or three days after this Sophia Purnival was sitting alone in

the drawing-room in Harley Street, when Spooner answered a double

knock at the door, and Lucius Mason was shown up stairs. Mrs.

Purnival had gone to make her peace in Bed Lion Square, and there

may perhaps be ground for supposing that Lucius had cause to expect

that Miss Purnival might be seen at this hour without interruption.

Be that as it may, she was found alone, and he was permitted to de-

clare his purpose unmolested by father, mother, or family friends.

" You remember how we parted at Noningsby," said he, when their

first greetings were well over.
" Oh, yes ; I remember it very well. I do not easily forget words

such as were spoken then."
" You said that you would never turn away from me."
" Nor will I ;—that is with reference to the matter as to which wo

rere speaking."
" Is our friendship then to be confined to one subject ?

"

''By no means. Friendship cannot be so confined, Mr. Maton,

26
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friendship between true friends must extend to all the affairs of lifa

What I meant to say was this But I am quite sure that you under
stand me without any explanation."

He did understand her. She meant to say that she had promised to

him her sympathy and friendship, but nothing more. But then he had
asked for nothing more. The matter of doubt within his own heart

was this. Should he or should he not ask for more ; and if he resolved

on answering this question in the afSrmative, should he ask for it now ?

He had determined that morning that he would come to some fixed

purpose on this matter before he reached Harley Street. As he crossed

out of Oxford Street from the omnibus he had determined that the

present was no time for love-making;—walking up Efigent Street, lie

had told himself that if he had one faithful heart to bear him company
he could bear his troubles better ;—as he made his way along the north
side of Cavendish Square he pictured to himself what would be the

wound to his pride if he were rejected;— and in passing the ten or

twelve houses which intervened in Harley Street between the comer of

the square and the abode of his mistress, he told himself that the

question must be answered by circumstances.

"Tes, I understand you," he said. "And believe me in this— 1

would not for worlds encroach on your kindness. I knew that when I

pressed your hand that night, I pressed the hand of a friend— and no-

thing more."
" Quite so," s&id Sophia. Sophia's wit was usually ready enough,

but at that moment she could not resolve with what words she might

make the most appropriate reply to her— friend. What she did say

was rather lame, but it was not dangerous.
" Since that I have suffered a great deal," said Lucius. " Of course

you know that my mother has been staying at The Cleeve ?
"

" Oh yes. I believe she left it only a day or two since."
" And you heard perhaps of her 1 hardly know how to tell you,

if you have not heard it."

" If you mean about Sir Peregrine, I have heard of that."
" Of course you have. AU the world has heard of it." And Lucius

Mason got up and walked about the room holding his hand to his brow.
" All the world are talking about it. Miss Eurnival, you have never

known what it is to blush for a parent."

Miss Furnival at the moment felt a sincere hope that Mr. Mason
might never hear of Mrs. Purnival's visit to the neighbourhood ct

Orange Street and of the causes which led to it, and by no means
thought it necessary to ask, for her friend's s/mpathy on that subject.

" No," said she, " I never have ; nor need you do so for yours. Why
should not Lady Mason have married Sir Peregrine Orme, if they both

thought such a marriage fitting ?

"

"What; at such a time as this; with these dreadful accusations

running iu her ears ?- Surely this was no time for marrying ! And
what has come of it ? People now say that he has rejected her and seat

her away."
" Oh no. They csfuwt say that,"
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" But they do. It is reported that Sir Peregrine lias sent her away
because he thinks her to be guilty. That I do not believe. No honest

man, no gentleman, could think her guilty. But is it not dreadful that

such things should be said ?
"

" "Will not the trial take place very shortly, now ? When that is ones
over all these troubles wiU be at an end."

" Miss Fumival, I somcftimes think that my mother will hardly have
strength to sustain the trial. She is so depressed that 1 almost fear

uer mind will give way ; and the worst of it is that I am altogether un-

able to comfort her."
" Surely that at present should specially be your task."
" I cannot do it. What should I say to her ? I think that she is

wrong in what she is doing ; thoroughly, absolutely wrong. She has

got about her a parcel of lawyers. I beg your pardon. Miss Fumival,
but you know I do not mean such as yoUr father."

" But has not he advised it ?

"

" If so I cannot but think he is wrong. They are the very scum of the

gaols ; men who live by rescuing felons from the punishment they de-

serve. What can ray mother require, of such services as theirs ? It is

they that frighten her and make her dread all manner of evils. Why
should a woman who knows herself to be good and just fear anything

that the law can do to her ?
"

•' I can easily understand that such a position as hers must be very
dreadful. You must not be hard upon Her, Mr. Mason, because she is

not as strong as you might be."
" Hard upon her ! Ah, Miss Furnival, you do not know me. If she

would only accept my love I would wait upon her as a mother docs

upon her infant. No labour would be too much for me ; no care would
be too close. But her desire is that this affair should never be men-
tioned between us. We are living now in the same house, and though

I see that this is killing liar yet I may not speak of it." Then he got

up from his chair, and as he walked about the room he took lis

handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his eyes.

"1 wish I could comfort you," said she. And in saying so she

spoke the truth. By nature she was not tender hearted, but now she

did sympathise with him. By nature, too, she was not given to any

deep affection, but she did feel some spark of love for Lucius Mason.

"I wish I could comfort you." And as she spoke she also got up

from her chair.
" And you can," said he, suddenly stopping himself and coming close

to her. " You can comfort me—in some degree. You and you only

can do so. I know this is no time for declarations of love. Were it

not that we are already so much to each other, I would not indulge

myself at such a moment with such a wish. But I have no one whom
I can love ; and—and it is very hard to bear." And then he stood,

waiting for her answer, as though he conceived that he had offered her

his hand.

But Miss Turnival well knew that she had received no offer. " Ii my
warmest sympathy can be of service to you "

26—2
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" It is your love I want," lie said, taking her hand as he spoke.

" Your love, so that 1 may look on you as my wife ;—your acceptance

of my love, so that we may be all in all to each other. There is my
hand. I stand before you now as sad a man as there is in all London.

But there is my hand—will you take it and give me yours in pledge of

jou.r love ?

"

I should be unjust to Lucius Mason were I to omit to say tliat he

played his part with a becoming air. Unhappmess and a melancholy

mood suited him perhaps better than the world's ordinary good-humour.

He was a man who looked his best when under a cloud, and shone the

brightest when everything about him was dark. And Sophia also was

not unequal to the occasion. There was, however, this difference between

them. Lucius was quite honest in all that he said and did upon the oc-

casion ; whereas Miss Purnival was only half honest. Perhaps she was
not capable of a higher pitch of honesty than that.

" There is my hand," said she ; and they stood holding each other,

palm to palm.
" And with it your heart ? " said Lucius.

"And with it my heart," answered Sophia. Nor as she spoke dia

she hesitate for a moment, or become embarrassed, or lose her com-

mand of feature. Had Augustus Staveley gone through the same cere-

mony at Noningsby in the same way I am inclined to think that she

would have made the same answer. Had neither done so, she would

not on that account have been unhappy. What a blessed woman
would Lady Staveley have been had she known what was being done in

Harley Street at this moment

!

In some short rhapsody of love it may be presumed that Lucius

indulged himself when he found that the Mair which he had in hand

had so far satisfactorily arranged itself. But he was in truth too

wretched at heart for any true enjoyment of the delights of a favoured

suitor. They were soon engaged again on that terrible subject, seated

side by side indeed and somewhat close, but the tone of their voices

and their very words were hardly different from what Jhey might havebeen

had no troth been plighted between them. His present plan was that

Sophia should visit Orley Parm for a time, and take that place of

dear and bosom friend which a woman circumstanced as was his mother

must so urgently need. We, my readers, know well who was now that

loving friend, and we know also which was best fitted for such a task,

Sophia Eurnival or Mrs. Orme. But we have had, I trust, better means
of reading the characters of those ladies than had fallen to the lot of

Lucius Mason, and should not be angry with him because his eyes were
dark.

Sophia hesitated a moment before she answered this proposition

—

not as though she were slack in her love, or begrudged her services to

his mother ; but it behoved her to look carefully at the circumstances

before she would pledge herself to sucli an arrangement as that. If she

went to Orley Farm on such a mission would it not be necessary to

tell her father and mother—nay, to tell all the world that she was en-

gaged to Lucius Mason ; and would it be wise to make such a com
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aiumcation at the present moment ? Lucius said a wora to iici oi
going into court with his mother, and sitting with her, liand in hand,
while that ordeal was passing by. In the publicity of such sympatliy
there was something that suited the bearings of Miss Purnival's mind.
The idea that Lady Mason was guilty had never entered her head, and
therefore, on this she thought there could be no disgrace in such a' pro-
ceeding. But nevertheless—might it not be prudent to wait till that
trial were over '{

"Ifyouaremy wife you must be her daughter; and how can you
better take a daughter's part ? " pleaded Lucius.
"No, no; and i would do it with my whole heart. But, Lucius,

does she know me well enough ? It is of her that we must think.
After all that you have told me, can we think that she would wish me
to be there ?

"

It was his desire that his mother should learn to have such a wish,
and this he explained to her. He himself could do but little at home
because he could not yield his opinion on those matters of importance
as to which he and his mother differed so vitally ; but if she had a
woman with her in the house—such a woman as his own Sophia—then
he thought her heart would be softened aud part of her sorrow might
be assuaged.

Sophia at last said that she would thmk about it. It would be im-
proper, she said, to pledge herself to anything rashly. It might be
that as her father was to defend Lady Mason, he might on that account
object to liis daughter being in the court. Lucius declared that this

would be unreasonable—utiiess indeed Mr. Eurnival should object to
his daugliter's engagement. And might he not do so ? Sophia thought
it very probable that he might. It would make no difference in her,

she said. Her engagement would be equally binding—as permanently
binding, let who would object to it. And as she made this declaration

there was of course a little Jove scene. But, for the present, it might
be best that in this matter she should obey her father. And then she
pointed out how fatal it might be to avert her father from the cause
*nile the trial was still pending. Upon the whole she acted her part

»ery prudently, and when Lucius left her she was pledged to nothimt
but that OMe simple fact of a mai'riage engjif^emont.
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CHAPTER LVL

HCW 8IK lEKEGKINE DID BUSINESS WITH MK. BOUITB,

Is the meau time Sir Peregrine was sitting at liome trying to deter-

mine in what way he should act under the present emergency, actuated

as he was on one side by friendship and on the other by duty. Per the

first day or two—nay for the first week after the confession had been
made to him—he had been so astounded, had been so knocked to the

earth, and had remained in such a state of bewilderment, that it had

been impossible for him to form for himself any line of conduct. His
only counsellor hkd been Mrs. Orme ; and, though he could not analyse

the matter, he feit that her woman's ideas of honour and honesty were
in some way diiferent from his ideas as a man. To her the sorrows and

utter misery' of I/ady Mason seemed ot greater weight than 'her giult.

At least such was the impression which her words left. Mrs. Orme's
chief anxiety in the matter still was that Lady Mason should be ac-

quitted;—as strongly so now as when they both believed her to be as

guiltless as themselves. But Sir Peregrine could not look at it in this
^

Eght. He did not say that he wished that she might be found guilty
;

'

—nor did he -nish it. But he did announce his opinion to his daughter-

in-law that the ends of justice would so be best proihoted, and that if

the matter were driven to a trial it would not be for the honour of the

court that a false verdict should be given. Nor would he believe that

such a false verdict could be obtained. An English judge and an Enghsh
jury were to him the Palladium of discerning truth. In an English

court of law such a matter could not remain dark ;—nor ought it, let

whatever misery betide. It was strange how that old man should have

lived so near the world for seventy years, should have taken his place in

parliament and on the bench, should have rubbed his shoulders so con-

stantly against those of his neighbours, and yet have retained so strong

a reliance on the purity of the world in general. Here and there such

a man may stiU be found, but the number is becoming very few.

As for the property, that must of necessity be abandoned. Lady
Mason had signified her agreement to this ; and therefore he was so far

willing that she should be saved from further outward punishment, if

that were still possible. His plan was this ; and to his thinking it was

the only plan that was feasible. Let the estate be at once given up to

the proper owner—even now, before the day of trial should come ; and

then let them trust, not to Joseph Mason, but to Joseph Mason's ad-

visers to abstain from prosecuting the offender. Even this course he

fcew to be surrounded by a thousand difficulties ; but it might be pos-

sible. Of Mr. Round, old Mr. Round, he had heard a good report. He
was a kind man, and even in this very matter had behaved in a way
that had shamed his client. Might it not be possible that Mr. Romid
would engage to drop the jprosecution if the' immediate return of the



HOW SIE PJSREGKINE DID BUSIKESS WiTJt SfH. fiOtJND. 40/

property were secured ? But to effect this must he not tell Mr. Round
of the woman's guilt ? And could he manage it himself? Must he not
tell Mr. Purnival ? And by so doing, would he not rob Lady Mason of
her sole remaining tower of strength ?—for if Mr. Purnival knew that
she was guilty, Mr. Jumival must of course abandon her cause. And
then Sir Peregrine did not know how to turn himself, as he thus argued
the matter within his own bosom.
And then too his own disgrace sat very heavy on him. Whethei

or no */he law might pronounce Lady Mason to have been guilty, all

the world would know her guilt. When that property should be
abandoned, and her wretched son turned out to earn his bread, it

would be well understood that she had been guilty. And' this was
the woman, this midnight forger, whom he had taken to his bosom,
and asked to be his wife ! He had asked her, and she had consented,

and then he had proclaimed the triumph of his love to all the world.

When he stood there holding her to his breast he had been proud of

her affection. . When Lord Alston had come to him with his caution ka
had scorned his old friend and almost driven him from liis door. When
his grandson had spoken a word, not to him but to another, he had been
full of wrath. He had let it be known widely that he would feel no
shame in showing her to the world as Ladjr Orme. And now she was
a forger, and a perjurer, and a thief ;—a tliief who for long years had
lived on the proceeds of her dexterous theft. And yet was he not under
a deep obligation to her—under the very deepest ? Had she not saved

him from a worse disgrace ;—saved him at the cost of all that was left

to herself? Was he not still oonnd to stand by her ? And did he not

still love her ?

Poor Sir Peregrine ! May we not say that it would have been well

for him if the world and all its trouble could have now been ended so

that he might have done with it ?

Mrs. Orme was his only counsellor, and though she could not be

brought to agree with him in all his feelings, yet she was of infinite

comfort to him. Had she not shared with him this terrible secret

his mind would have given way beneath the burden. On the day

after Lady Mason's departure from The Cleeve, he sat for an hour in the

library considering what he would do, and then he sent for his daughter-

in-law. If it behoved him to take any step to stay the trial, he must

take it at once. The matter had been pressed on by each side, and now
the days might be counted up to that day on which the judges would

arrive in Alston. That trial would be very terrible to him in every way.

He had promised, during those pleasant hours of his love and sympathy

in which he had felt no doubt as to liis friend's acquittal, that he would

stand by her when she was arraigned. That was now impossible, and

though he had not dared to mention it to Lady Masoii, he knew that

f.he would not expect that he should do so. Eut to Mrs. Orme he had

spoken on the matter, and she had declared her purpose of taking the

place.which it would not now become him to fill ! Sir Peregnne bad

started from his chair when she had so spoken. What ! his daughter!

She, the purest of the pure, to whom the very air of a ewtt of law
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would be a contamination;—she, whose whiteness had never been
sullied by contact with the world's dust ; she sit by the side of that

terrible criminal, hand in hand with her, present to all the world as

her bosom friend ! There had been but few words between them ou
the matter ; but Sir Peregrine had felt strongly that that might not

be permitted. Ear better than that it would be that he should humble
his grey hairs and sit there to be gazed at by the crowd. But on all

nccounts how much was it to be desired that there should be no trial

!

" Sit down, Edith," he said, as with her soft step she came up to him.
" I £ud that the assizes will be here, in Alston, at the end of next

month."

"So soon as that, father?"
" Yes ; look here : the judges will come in on the 25th of March."
" Ah me—that is very sudden. But, father, will it not be best for

Qer that it should be over?
"

Mrs. Orme still thought, had always thought, that the trial itself

was unavoidable. Indeed she had thought and she did think that it

afforded to Lady Mason the only possible means of escape. Her mind
on the subject, if it could have been analysed, would probably have been

this. As to the property, that question must for the present stand in

abeyance. It is quite right that it should go to its detestable owners,

—that it should be made over to them at some day not very distant.

But for the present, the trial for that old, long-distant crime was the

subject for them to consider. Could it be wrong to wish for an acquittal

for the sinner,—an acquittal before this world's bar, seeing that a true

verdict had undoubtedly been given before another bar ? Mrs. Orme
trusted that no jury would convict her friend. Let Lady Mason go

through that ordeal ; and then, when the law had declared her innocent,

let restitution be made.
"It will be very terrible to all if she be condemned," said Sir

Peregrine.
" Very terrible ! But Mr. Purnival

"

"Edith, if it comes to that, she will be condemned. Mr. FurnivaJ

is a lawyer and will not say so ; but from his countenance, when ue

Bpeaks of her, I know that he expects it !
"

" Oh, father, do not say so."
" But if it is so My love, what is the purport of these courts

of law if it be not to discover the truth, and make it plaui to the

light of day ? " Poor Sir Peregrine ! His innocence in this respect

was perhaps beautiful, but it was very simple. Mr. Aram, could he

have been induced to speak out his mind plainly, would have expressed,

probably, a different opinion.

"But she escaped before," said Mrs. Orme, who was clearly at

present on the same side with Mr. Aram.
"Yes; she did;—by perjury, Edith. And now the penalty of that

further crime awaits her. There was an old poet who said that the

wicked man rarely escapes at last. I believe in my heart that he spoke
the truth."

" J'ather, that old poet knew nothios o{ ovs foith."
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Sir Peregrine could not stop to explain, evea if he knew liow to

do so, tiiat the old poet spoke of punishment in this world, whereas
the faith on which his daughter relied is efficacious for pardon
beyond the grave. It would be much, ay, in one sense everything, if

Lady Mason could be brought to repent of the sin she had committed

;

but no such repentance would stay the bitterness of Joseph Mason or

of Samuel Dockwrath. If the property were at once restored, then
repentance might commence. If the property were at once restored,

then the trial might be stayed. It might be possible that Mr. Round
might so act. He felt all this, but he could not argue on it. " I think,

my dear," he said, " that I had better see Mr. Round."
" But you will not tell him ? " said Mrs. Orme, sharply.
" No ; I am not authorised to do that."
" But he wdl entice it from you ! He is a lawyer, and he will wind

anything out from a plain, chivalrous man of truth and honour."
" My dear, Mr. Round I believe is a good man."
" But if he asks you the question, what will you say ?

"

" I will tell him to ask me no such question."
" Oh, father, be careful. For her sake be oarefal. How is it tliat

you know the truth ;—or that I know it ? She told it here because
in that way only could she save you from that marriage. Father, she

has sacrificed herself for—for us."

Sir Peregrine when this was said to him got up from his chair and
walked away to the window. He was not angry with her that she so

spoke to him. Nay; he acknowledged inwardly the truth of her words,

and loved her for her constancy. Bat nevertheless they were very bitter.

How had it come to pass that he was thus indebted to so deep a crim-

inal ? What had he done for her but good ? .

" Do not go from me," she said, following him. " Do not think me
unkind."

" No, no, no," he answered, striving almost ineffe'ctually to repress a

sob. " You are not unkind."

For two days after that not a word was spoken between them on
.he subject, and then he did go to Mr. Round. Not a word on the

subject was spoken between Sir Peregrine and Mrs. Ormc ; but she

was twice at Orley Farm during the time, and told Lady Mason of

the steps which her father-in-law was taking. " He won't betray

me ! " Lady Mason had said. Mrs. Orme had answered this with

what best assurance she should give ; but in her heart of hearts she

feared that Sir Peregrine would betray the secret.

It was not a pleasant journey for Sir Peregrine. Indeed it may
be said that no journeys could any longer be pleasant for him. He
was old and worn and feeble ; very much older and much more worn
than lie had been at the period spoken of in the commencement of this

story, though but a few months had passed over his head since that

time. For him now it would have been preferable to remain in the

arm-chair by the fireside in his own library, receiving such comfort in

his old age as might come to him from the affection of his daughter-in-

law and grandson. But he thought that it behoved him to do this
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work ; and therefore, old and feeble as lie was, he set himself to his task.

He reached the station in London, had himself driven to Bedford Eow
in a cab, and soon found himself in the presence of Mr. Round.

There was much ceremonial talk between them before Sir Pere-

grine could bring himself to declare the purport which had brought him

there. Mr. Eound of course protested that he was very sorry for all

this affair. The case was not m his hands personally. He had hoped

many years since ttat the matter was closed. His client, Mr. Masoa
of Groby Park, had insisted that it should be reopened ; and now he,

Mr. Round, really hardly knew what to say about it.

" But, Mr. Round, do you think it is quite impossible that the trial

should even now be abandoned ? " asked Sir Peregrine very carefully.

" Well, I fear it is. Mason thinks that the property is his, and b
determined to make another struggle for it. I am imputing nothmg
wrong to the lady. I really am not in a position to have any opinion oi

my own "

" No no, no ; I understand. Of course your firm is bound to do

tie best it can for its client. But, Mr. Round ;—I know I am quite

safe with you."
" Well ! safe in one way I hope you are. But, Sir Peregrine, you

must of course remember that I am the attorney for the other side,

—

for the side to which you are opposed."
" But still ;—all that you can want is your client's interest."

" Of course we desire to serve his interest."

" And with that view, Mr. Round, is it not possible that we might

come to some compromise ?
"

"What;—by giving up part of the property ?
"

" By giving up all the property," said Sir Peregrine, with considerable

emphasis.
" Whew—w—w." Mr. Round at the moment made no other answer

than this, which terminated in a low whistle.
" Better that, at once, than that she should die broken-hearted," said

Sir Peregrine.

There was then silence between them for a minute or two, after

i-hich Mr. Round, turning himself round in his chair so as to face

nis visitor more fully, spoke as follows. " I told you just now. Sir

Peregrine, that I was Mr. Mason's attorney, and I must now tell you,

that as regards this interview between you and me, I will not hold my-
self as being m that position. What you have said shall be as though it

had not been said; and as I am not, myself, taking any part in

the proceedings, this may with absolute strictness be the case.

But "

" It i have said anything that I ought not to have said " began
Sir Peregrine.

"Allow me for one moment," continued Mr. Round. "The fault

3 mine, if there be a fault, as I should have explained to you that the

matter could hardly be discussed with propriety between us."

"Mr. Round, I offer you my tpology fr9m the bottom of my
neart."



now Slit PJSE.EGRINE DID BUSINESS WITH MR. HOUND. 411

" No, Sir Peregrine. You shall offer me no apology, nor will I
accept any. I know no words strong enough to convey to yon my
esteem and respect for your character."

"Sir!"
"But I will ask you to listen to me for a moment. If any com-

promise be contemplated, it should be arranged by the advice of Mr.
Furnival and of Mr. Chaffanbrass, and the terms should be settled between
Mr.

_
Aram and my son. But I cannot myself say that I see any

possibility of such a result. It is not however for me to advise. If on
that matter you wish for advice, I think that you had better see Mr.
Eurnival."

" Ah 1 " said Sir Peregrine, telling more and more of the story by
every utterance he made.

" And now it only remains for me to assure you once more that
the words which have been spoken in this room shall be as though
they had not been spoken." And then Mr. Round made it very
clear that there was nothing more to be said between them on the sub-
ject of Lady Mason. Sir Peregrine repeated his apology, collected his

hat and gloves, and with slow step made his way down to his cab,
while Mr. Round absolutely waited upon him till he saw him seated
within the vehicle.

" So Mat is right after all," said the old attorney to himself as he
stood alone with his back to his own fire, thrusting his hands into
his trousers-pockets. "So Mat is right after all!" The meaning
of this exclamation will be plain to my readers. Mat had declared
to his father his conviction that Lady Mason had forged the codicil

m. question, and the father was now also convinced that she had done so.

"Unfortunate woman!" he said; " poor, wretched woman ! " And
then he began to calculate what might yet be her chances of escape.

On the whole he thought that she would escape. " Twenty yeairs of

possession," he said to himself; " and so excellent a character !
" But

nevertheless, he repeated to himself over and over again that she was a

wretched, misetable woman.
We may say that all the persons most concerned were convinced,

or nearly convinced, of Lady Mason's guilt. Among her own friends

Mr. iPumival had no doubt of it, and Mr. Chaffanbrass and Mr. Aram
but very little ; whereas Sir Peregrine and Mrs. Orme of course had
none. On the other side Mr. Mason and Mr. Dockwrath were both

fully sure of the truth, and the two Rounds, father and son, were quite

of the same mind. And yet, except with Dockwrath and Sir Peregrine,

the most honest and the most dishonest of the lot, the opinion was
that she would escape. There were five lawyers concerned, not one

of whom gave to the course of justice credit that it would' ascertain

the truth, and not one of whom wished that the truth should be ascer-

tained. Surely had they been honest-minded in their profession they

would all have so wished;—have so wished, or else have abstained

*fom all professional intercourse in the matter. I cannot understand

how any gentleman can be willing to use his intellect for the propa-

gation of untruth, and to be paid for so using it. As to Mr. Onaffaii'
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brass and Mi\ Solomon Aram,—to Uiem tLe escape of a criminal unJci

their auspices would of course be a matter of triumph. To such work
for many years had they applied their sharp intellects and legal knowledge.

But of Mr. Furnival ;—what shall we say of him ?

Sir Peregrine went home very sad at hearty and crept silently back

into his own library. In the evening, when Tie was alone with Mrs.

Orme, he spoke one word to her. " Edith," he said, " 1 have seen

Mr. Eouud. We can do nothing for her there."
" I feared not," said she.
" No ; we can do nothing for her there."

After that Sir Peregrine took no step in the matter. What step

could he take ? But he sat over his fire in his library, day after day,

thinking over it all, and waiting till those terrible assizes should have

come.

CHAPTER LVII.

THE LOVES AND HOPES OP ALBERT TITZALLEN.

Felix Ghaham, « hen he left poor Mary Snow, did not go on im
Mediately to the doctor's shop. He had made up his mind that Mary
Snow should never be his wife, and therefore considered it wise to lose

no time in making such arrangements as might be necessary both for

his release and for hers. But, nevertheless, ne had not the heart to go

about the work the moment that he left her. He passed by the

apothecary's, and looking in saw a young man working sedulously at a

pestle. If Albert Eitzallen were fit to be her husband and willmg to be

so, poor as he was himself, he would still make some pecuniary sacrifice

by which he might quiet his own conscience and make Mary's marriage

possible. He still had a sum of £1,200 belonging to him, that being all

his remaining capital ; and the half of that he would give to Mary as

her dower. So in two days he returned, and again looking at the

doctor's shop, again saw the young man at his work.

"Yes, Sir, my name is Albert Eitzallen," said the medical aspirant,

coming round the counter. There was no one else in the shop, and

Felix hardly knew how to accost him on so momentous a subject, while

ne was still in charge of all that store of medicine, and liable to be called

away at any moment to relieve the ailments of Clapham. Albert

FitzaUen was a pale-faced, light-haired youth, with an incipient

moustache, with his hair parted in equal divisions over his forehead,

with elaborate shirt-cuffs elaborately turned back, and with a white

apron tied round him so that he might pursue his vocation without

injury to his nether garments. His face, however, was not bad, nor
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Jneau, and bad there not been about him a little air of pretension,

assumed perhaps to carry off the combined apron and beard, Felix woiild

have regarded him altogether with favourable eyes.
" Is it in the medical way ? " asked Fitzallen, when Graham suggested

that he should step out with him for a few minutes. Graham explained
that it was not in the medical way,—that it was in a way altogether

of a private nature ; and then the young man, pulling off his apron and
wiping his hands on a thoroughly medicated towel, invoked the master
of the establishment from an inner room, and in a few minutes Mary
Snow's two lovers were walking together, side by side along the
causeway.

" I believe you know Jliss Snow," said Felix, rushing at once into the
middle of all those delicate circumstances.

Albert Fitzallen drew himself up, and declared that he had that

honour.
" I also know, her," said Felix. " My name is Felix Graham "

" Oh, Sir, very well," said Albert. The street in which they were
standing was desolate, and the young man was able to assume a look of

decided hostility without encountering any other eyes than those of his

rival. " If you have anything to say to me. Sir, I am quite prepared to

listen to you—to listen to you, and to answer you. I have heard your
name mentioned by Miss Snow." And Albert Fitzallen stood his

ground as though he were at once going to cover himself with his pistol

arm.
" Yes, I know you have. Mary has told me what has passed between

you. You may regard me, Mr. Fitzallen, as Mary's best and surest

friend."
" I know you have been a friend to her ; I am aware of that. But,

Mr. Graham, if you will allow me to say so, friendship is one thing, and

the warm love of a devoted bosom is another."
" Quite so," said Felix.
" A woman's heart is a treasure not to be bought by an effort of

friendship," said Fitzallen.

"I fullv agree with you there," said Graham.
" Far be it from me to make any boast," continued the other, " or

even to hint that I have gained a place in that lady's affections. I

know my own position too well, and say proudly that I am existing only

on hope." Here, to show his pride, he hit himself with his closed fist

on his shirt-front. " But, Mr. Graham, I am free to declare, even in

your presence, though you may be her best and surest friend,"—and

f.here was not wanting, from the tone of his voice, a strong flavour of

scorn as he repeated these words—" that I do exist on hope, let your

claims be what they will. If you desire to make such hope on my part

a cause of quarrel, I have nothing to say against it." And then he

twirled all that he could twirl of that incipient moustache.
" By no means," said Graham.
"Oh, very well," said Fitzallen, "Then we understand that the

arena of love is open to us both. I do not fail to appreciate the

immense advantages which you pnjoy in this struggle." And then
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Fitzallen looked up into Graham's ugly face and thought of his ova
appearance in the looking-glass.

" What I want to know is this," said Felix. " If you marry Mary
Snow, what means have you of maintaining her ? Would your mother
receivjB her into her house ? I presume you are not a partner in that

shop ; but would it be possible to get you in as a partner, supposing

Mary were to marry you and had a little money as her fortune ?
"

"Eh ? " said Albert, dropping his look of pride, allowing his hand to

fall from his lips, and standing still before his companion with his mouth
wide open.

" Of course you mean honestly by dear Mary ?
"

" Oh, Sir, yes, on the honour of a gentleman. My intentions. Sir,

are Mr. Graham, I love that young lady with a devotion of heart,

that—that—that Then you don't mean to marry her yourself;

eh, Mr. Graham ?
"

" No, Mr. Pitzallen, I do not. And now, if you will so far confide in

me, we will talk over your prospects."
" Oh, very well. I'm sure you are very kind. But Miss Snow did

tell me "

" Yes, I know she did, and she was quite right. But as you said

just now, a woman's heart cannot be bought by friendship. I have

not been a bad friend to Mary, but I had no right to expect that I

could win her love in that way. Whether or no you may be able to

succeed, I will not say, but I have abandoned the pursuit." In all

which Graham intended to be exceedingly honest, but was, in truth,

rather hypocritical.

"Then the course is open to me ? " said Pitzallen.

"Yes, the course is open," answered Graham.
" But the race has stUl to be run. Don't you think that Miss Snow

is of her nature very—very cold ?
"

Felix remembered the one kiss beneath' the lamp-post— the one

kiss given and received. He remembered also that Mary's acquaint-

ance with the gentleman must necessarily have been short ; and he

made no answer to this question. But he made a comparison. What
would Madeline have said and done had he attempted such an iniquity ?

And he thought of her flashing eyes and terrible scorn, of the utter iu-

dignation of all the Staveley family, and of the wretched abyss into

which the offender would have fallen.

He brought back the subject at once to the young man's means, to

his mother, and to the doctor's shop ; and though he learned nothmg
that was very promising, neither did he learn anything that was the re-

iVerse. Albert Fitzallen did not ride a very high horse when he learned
that his supposed rival was so anxious to assist him. He was quite

willing to be guided by Graham, and, in that matter of the proposed
-lartnership, was sure that old Balsam, the owner of the business,
would be glad to take a sum of money down. " He has a son of his

Bvyn," said Albert, " but he don't take to it at all. He's gone into
wine and spirits ; but he don't sell half as inuch as he drinks'."

Felix then proposed that he should call on Mrs. Fitzallen, and tc
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tnis Albert gave a blushing consent. " Mother has heard of it," said

Albert, " but I don't exactly know how." Perhaps Mrs. litzallen

was as attentive as Mrs. Thomas had been to stray documents packed
away in odd places. " And I suppose I may call on—on—Mary ?

"

asked the lover, as Graham took his leave. But FeUx could give no
authority for this, and explained that Mrs. Thomas might be found to

be a dragon still guarding the Hesperides. Would it not be better to
wait till Mary's father had been informed ? and then, if all things went
well, he might prosecute the affair in due form and as an acknowledged
lover.

AH this vras very nice, and as it was quite unexpected, Pitzallen

could not but regard himself as a fortunate young man. He had never
contemplated the possibility of Mary Snow being an lieiress. And
when his mother had spoken to him of the liopelessness of his passion,

had suggested that he might perhaps marry his Mary in five or six

years. Now the dearest wish -.d his heart was brought close within

his reach, and he must have been a happy ,man. But yet, though ,this

certainly was so, nevertheless, there was a feeling of coldness about his

love, and almost of disappointment as he again took his place behind
the counter. The sorrows of Lydia in the play when she finds that her

passion meets with general approbation are very absurd, but, neverthe-
'

less, are quite true to nature. Lovers would be great losers if the path

of love were always to run smo:";th. Under sucn a dispensation, in-

deed, there would probably be no lovers. The matter would be too

tame. Albert did not probably bethink himself of a becoming disguise,

as did Lydia—of an amiable ladder of ropes, of a conscious moon, or a

Scotch parson ; but he did feel, in some undefined manner, that the ro-

mance of his life had been taken away from him. Five minutes under

a lamp-post with Mar^ Snow was sweeter to him than the promise

of a whole bevy of evenings spent in the same society, with all the com-

forts of his mother's drawmg-room around him. Ah, yes, dear readers

—my male readers of course I mean—were not those minutes under

the lamp-post always very pleasant ?

But Graham encountered none of this feeling when he discussed the

same subject with Albert's mother. She was sufiiciently alive to the

material view of the matter, and knew how much of a man's married

happiness depends on his supplies of bread and butter. Six hundred

pounds ! Mr. Graham was very kind—very kind indeed. She hadn't

a word to say against Mary Snow. She had seen her, and thought

her very pretty and modest-looking. Albert was certainly warmly at-

tached to the young lady. Of that she was quite certain. And she

would say this of Albert—that a better-disposed young man did not

exist anywhere. He came home quite regular to his meals, and spent

ten hours a day behind the counter in Mr. Balsam's shop—ten hours: a

day, Sundays included, which Mrs. Fitzallen regarded as a great draw-

back to the medical Ime—as should I also, most undoubtedly. But

six hunied pounds would make a great difference. Mrs. Fitzallen

little doubtedM)ut that sum would tempt Mr. Balsam into partnersliip,

or perhaps the five hundred, leaving one hundred for furniture, la
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suet a c'lse Albert, would spend his Sundays at home, of course. After

that, so much having been settled, FeHx Graham got into an omnibus
and took himself back to his own chambers.

So far was so good. This idea of a model wife had already become a

very expensive idea, and in winding it up to its natural conclusion

poor Graham was. willing to spend almost every shilling that he could

call his own. But there was still another difficulty in his way. What
would Snow pfere say ? Snow pere was, he knew, a man with whom
dealings would be more difficult than with Albert Fitzallen. And then

seeing that he had already promised to give his remaining possessions

to ^Ibert Pitzallen, with what could he bribe Snow pere to abandon
that natural ambition to have a barrister for his son-in-law ? In these

days, too. Snow pere had derogated even from the position in which

Graham had first known him, and had become but little better than a

drunken, begging impost"'-. What a father-in-law to have had ! And
then Felix Graham thougl;!, of Judge Staveley.

He sent, however, to the engraver, and the man was not long in

obeying the summons. In latter days Graham had not seen him fre-

quently, having bestowed his alms through Mary, and was shocked at

tne unmistakable evidence of the gin-shop which the man's appearance

and voice betrayed. How dreadful to the sight are those watery eyes

;

that red, uneven, pimpled uose ; those fallen cheeks ; and that hanging,

'

slobbered mouth ! Look at the uncombed hair, the beard half-shorn,

the weak, impotent gait of the man, and the tattered raiment, all elo-

quent of gin ! You would fain hold your nose when he comes nigh you,

lie carries with him so foul an evidence of his only and hourly in-

dulgence. You would do so, bad you not still a respect for Jiis feelings,

which he himself has entirely forgotten to maintain. How terrible is

that absolute loss of all personal dignity which the drunkard is obliged

to undergo ! And then his voice ! Every tone has been formed by
gin, and tells of the havoc which the compound has made within' his

throat. I do not know whether such a man as this is not the vilest

thing which grovels on God's earth. There are women whom we affect

to scorn with the full power of our contempt ; but I doubt whether any

woman sinks to a depth so low as that. She also may be a drunkard,

and as such may more nearly move our pity and affect our hearts, but 1

do not think she ever becomes so nauseous a thing as the man that

has abandoned all the hopes of life for gin. You can still touch her;—ay,

and if the task be in one's way, can touch her gently, striving to

bring her back to decency. But the other ! Well, one should be
willing to touch him too, to make that attempt of bringing back upon
him also. I can only say that the task is both nauseous and unpromis-
ing. Look at him as he stands there before the foul, reeking, sloppy

bar, with the glass in his hand, which he has just emptied. See the grimace
with which he puts it down, as though the dram had been almost

loo unpalatable. It is the last touch of hypocrisy with which he attempts

to cover the offence;—as though he were to say, "1 do it for my
stomach's sake ; but you know how I abhor it." Then he skulks

sullenly away, speaking a word to no one— shuffling with his feeti
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shaking himself ia liis foul rags, pressing himself into a heap— as
though striving to drive the warmtli of the spirit into his extremities

!

And tiiere he stands lounging at the corner of the street, till his short
patience is exhausted, and he returns with his last penny for the other
glass. When that has been swallowed the policeman is his guar-
dian.

Header, such as you and I have come to that, when abandoned by
the respect which a man owes to himself. May God in his mercy watch
over us and protect us botli

!

Such a man was Snow pere as he stood before Graham in his cham-
bers in the Temple. He could not ask him to sit down, so he himself
stood up as he talked to him. At first the raan was civU, twirling his
old hat about, and shifting from one foot to the other;—very civil, and
also somewhat timid, for he knew that he was half drunk at the moment.
But when he began to ascertain what was Graham's object in sending
for him, and to understand that the gentleman before him did not pro-
pose to himself the honour of being his son-in-law, then his civility

left him, and, drunk as he was, he spoke out his mind with sufilcient

freedom.
" You mean to say, Mr. Graham,"— and under the effect of gin

he turned the name mto Gorm—" that you are going to throw that

young girl over ?

"

" 1 mean to say no such thing. I shall do for her all that is iij my
power. And if that is not as much as she deserves, it will, at any rate,

be more than you deserve for her."

"And you won't marry her ?
"

" No ; I shall not marry her. Nor does she wish it. I trust that she
will be engaged, with my full approbation "

" And what the deuce, Sir, is your full approbation to me ? Whose
child is she, I should like to know 'i Look here, Mr. Gorm

; perhaps you
forget that you wrote me this letter when I allowed you to have the charge
of that young girl ? " And he took out from his breast a very greasy
pocket-book, and displayed to Pelix his own much-worn letter—holding

it, however, at a distance, so that jt should not be torn from his hands
by any sudden raid. " Do you think. Sir, that I would have given up
my child if I didn't know she was to be married respectable ? My
cmld is as dear to me as another man's."

" I hope she is. And you are a very lucky fellow to have her so well

provided for. I've told you all I've got to say, and now you may go."
" Mr. Gorm !

"

" I've nothing more to say ; and if I had, 1 would not say it to you
now. Your child shall be taken care of."

" That's what I call pretty cool ou the part of any gen'Ieman. And
you're to break your word—a regular breach of promise, and nothing

aint to come of it ! I'll tell you what, Mr. Gorm, you'll find that some-
thing will come of it. What do you think I took this letter for ?

"

" You took it, I hope, for Mary's protection."
" And by she shall be protected."
" She shall, undoubtedly ; tut I fear not by you. For tla prca."r.( "j

27
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will protect her; and I hope that soon a husband will do so who wiH
love her. Now, Mr. Snow, I have told you all I've got to say, and I

must trouble you to leave me."
Nevertheless there were many more words between them before Gra-

ham could find, himself alone in his chambers. Though Snow pare

might be a thought tipsy—a sheet or so in the wind, as foUcs say, ho
was not more tipsy than was customary with him, and knew pretty well

what he was about. " And what am I to do with myself, Mr. Gorm ?

"

he asked in a snivelling voice, when the idea began to strike him that it

might perhaps be held by the courts of law, tnat his intended son-in-

law was doing well by his daughter.

"Work," said Graham, turning upon him sharply and almost

fiercely.

" Thafs all very well. It's very well to say ' Work ! '"

" You will find it well to do it, too. Work, and don't drink. You
hardly think, I suppose, that if I had married your daughter I should

have found myself obliged to support you in idleness ?
"

" It would have been a great comfort in my old age to have had a

daughter's house to go to," said Snow, naively, and now reduced te

lachrymose distress.

But when he found that Felix would do nothing for him ; that he

would not on the present occasion lend him a sovereign, or even half a

crowp, he again became indignant and paternal, and in this state of

muid was turned out of the room.
" Heaven and earth !

" said Felix to himself, clenching his hands and
striking the table with both of them at the same moment. That was
the man with whom he had proposed to link himself in the closest ties

of family connection. Albert Fitzallen did not know Mr. Sno'w ; but it

might "be a question whether it would not be Graham's duty to

introduce them to each other.

CHAPTER LVm.

VISS STAVELEY DECLINES TO EAT MINCED VEAL.

The house at Noningsby was now very quiet. All the visitors ha^

gone, including even the Arbuthnots. .Felix Graham and Sophia Fnrni-

vaL that terrible pair of guests, had relieved Mrs. Staveley of their pre-

sence; but, alas I the mischief they had done remained beliind them.

The house was very quiet, for Augustus and the judge were up in town

durint the greater part of the week, and Madeline and her mother were

alone. The judge was to come back to Nonmgsby but once before hf

commenced the circuit which was to terminate at Alston; and it seemeA
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to be acknowledged now on all sides that nothing more of importance
was to be done or said in that locality until after Lady Mason's trial.

It may be imagined that poor Madeline was not very happy. !Felix

had gone away, having made no sign, and she knew that her mother re-

joiced that he had so gone. She never accused her mother of craelty,
even within her own heart. She seemed to realise to herself the assur-,

ance that a marriage with the man she loved was a happiness which
she had no right to expect. She knew that her father was rich. She
was aware that in all probability her own fortune would be considerable.
She was quite sure that Pelix Graham was clever and fit to make his
way through the world. And yet she did not think it hard that she
should be separated from him. She acknowledged from the very first

that he was not the sort of man whom she ought to have loved, and
therefore she was prepared to submit.

It was, no doubt, the fact that Felix Graham had never whispered to
her a word of love, and that therefore, on that ground, she had no ex-
cuse for hope. But, had that been all, she would not have despaired.
Had that been all, she might have doubted, but her doubt would have
been strongly mingled with the sweetness of hope. He had never
whispered a syllable of love, but she had heard the tone of his voice as
she spoke a word to him at his chamber door ; she had seen his eyes as
they fell on her when he was lifted into the carriage ; she had felt the
tremor of his touch on that evening when she walked up to him across

the drawing-room and shook hands with him. Such a girl as Madeline
Staveley does not analyse her feelings on such a matter, and then draw
lier conclusions. But a conclusion is drawn ; the mind does receive an
impression ; and the conclusion and impression are as though they had
been reached by the aid of logical reasoning. Had the match been such

as her mother would have approved, she would have had a hope as to

Pelix Graham's love—strong enough for happiness.

As it was, there was no use in hoping ; and therefore she resolved

—

having gone through much logical reasoning on this head—that by her

all ideas of love must be abandoned. As regarded herself, she must ba

content to rest by her mother's side as a flower ungathered. That sh»

could marry no man without the approval of her father and mother.wai
a thing to her quite certain ; but it was, at any rate, as certain that she

could marry no man without her own approval. Felix Graham wa»
beyond her reach. That verdict she herself pronounced, and to it sh«

submitted. But Peregrine Orme was still more distant from herj

—Peregrine Orme, or any other of the curled darlings who might coma
that way playing the part of a suitor. She knew what she owed to hei

mother, but she also knew her own privileges.

There was nothing said on the subject between the mother and child

during three days. Lady Staveley was more than ordinarily.affectionate

to her daughter, and in that way made known the thoughts which we^-e

oppressing her ; but she did so in no Other way. All this Madeline

understood, and thanked her mother with the sweetest smiles and. tho

most constant companionshij}. Nor was she, even nowy absolutely \m-

hftppy, or wretchedly miserable ; as tinder such circamstanoes wotud be .

27—2



420 OELBY fAEJTi

the case witli many girls. She knew all that she was prepared t»

abandon, but she understood also jow much remained to her. Her lift

was her own, and with her life the energy to use it. Her soul was free.

And her heart, though burdened with love, could endure its load with-

out sinking. Let him go forth on his career. She would remain in the

shade, and be contented while she watched it.

So strictly wise and pliilosophically serene had Madeline become
within a few days of Graham's departure, that she snubbed poor Mrs.

Baker, when that good-natured and sharp-witted housekeeper said a

word or two in praise of her late patient.
" We are very lonely, aint we. Miss, without Mr. Graham to look

after ? " said Mrs. Baker.
" I'm sure we are all very glad that he has so far recovered as to be

able to be moved."
"That's in course,—though I still say that he went before he ought.

He was such a nice gentleman. Where there's one better, there's

twenty worse ; and as full of cleverness as an egg is full of meat." In
answer to which Madeline said nothing.

" At any rate. Miss Madeline, you ought to say a word for him,"

continued Mrs. Baker ;
" for he used to worship the sound of your

voice. I've known him lay there and listen, listen, listen for your very

footfall."

" How can you talk such stuff, Mrs. Baker ? You have never known
anything of the kind—and even if he had how could you know it ? You
should not talk such nonsense to me, and I beg you won't again." Then
she went away, and began to read a paper about sick people, written by
Florence Nightingale.

But it was by no me^ns Lady Staveley's desire that her daughter

should take to the Elorenoe Nightingale line of life. The charities of

Noningsby were dons on a large scalcj in a quiet, handsome, methodical

manner, and were regarded by the mistress of the mansion as a very

material part of her life's duty ; but she would have been driven dis-

tracted had she been told that a daughter of hers was about to devote

herself exclusively to charity. Her ideas of general religion were the

same. Morninjj and evening prayers, church twice on Sundays,

attendance at the Lord's table at any rate once a month, were to

herself—and in her estimation for her own family—essentials of hfe.

And they had on her their practical effects. She was not given to back-

biting—though, when stirred by any motive near to her own belong-

ings, she would say an ill-natured word or two. She was mild and

forbearing to her inferiors. Her hand was open to the poor. She

was devoted to her husband and her children. In no respect was

she self-seeking or self-indulgent. But, nevertheless, she appreciated

thoroughly the comforts of a good income—for herself and for her

children. She liked to see nice-dressed and nice-mannered people

about her, preferring those whose faiaers and mothers were mce
before them. She liked to go about in her own carriage, comfortably. •

She iiked the feeling thaj her husband was a judge, and that he and

he were therefore above other lawyers and other lawyers' wives.
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She would not like to have seen Mrs. Purnival walk out of a room
before her, nor perhaps to see Sophia Eurnival when married take pre-

cedence of her own married daughter. She liked to live in a large

place like Noningsby, and preferred country society to that of the

neighbouring town.

It will be said that I have drawn an impossible cnaraeter, and
depicted a woman who serves both God and Mammon. To this ac-

cusation I will not plead, but will ask my accusers whether in their

life's travail they have met no such ladies as Lady Staveley ?

But such as she was, whether good or bad, she had no desire what-

ever that her daughter should withdraw herself from the world, and
give up to sick women what was meant for mankind. Her idea of

a woman's duties comprehended the birth, bringing up, education, and
settlement in life of children, also due attendance upon a husband,

with a close regard to his special taste in cookery. There was her

granddaughter Marian. Slie was already thinking what sort of a wife

siie would make, and what commencements of education would best fit

her to be a good mother. It is hardly too much to say that Marian's

future children were already a subject of care to her. Such being her

disposition, it was by no means matter of joy to her when she found

that Madeline was laying out for herself little ways of life, tending in

some slight degree to the monastic. Nothing was said about it, but

she fancied that Madeline had doffed a ribbon or two in her usual

evening attire. That she read during certain fixed hours in the

morning was very manifest. As to that daily afternoon service at

four o'clock— she had very often attended that, and it was hardly

worthy of remark that she now went to it every day. But there

seemed at this time to be a monotonous regularity about her visits to

the poor, which told to Lady Staveley's mind—she hardly knew what

tale. She herself visited the poor, seeing some of them almost daily.

If it was foul weather they came to her, and if it was fair weather

ihe went to them. But Madeline, without saying a word to anyone,

had adopted a plan of going out exactly at the same hour and with

exactly the same object, in all sorts of weather. All this made Lady
Staveley uneasy ; and then by way of counterpoise, she talked of balls,

and offered Madeline carte blanche as to a new dress for that special

one wliioh would grace the assizes. " [ don't think I shall go,"

said Madeline; and thus Lady Staveley became really unhappy.

Would not Pelix Graham be better than no son-in-law ? When some

one had once very strongly praised Florence Nightingale in Lady
Staveley's presence, she had stoutly declared her opinion that it was a

young woman's duty to get married. For myself I am inclined to

agree with her. Then came the second Friday after Graham's depar-

ture, and Lady Staveley observed, as she and her daughter sat at

dinner alone, that Madeline would eat nothing but potatoes an4

seakale.
" My dear, yon will be ill if you don't eat some meat."

" Oh no, I shall not," said Madeline with her prettiest smile,

" But you ^ways uaed tq like minced veal."
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" So I do, but I won't nave any to-day, mamma, thank you."

Then Lady Staveley resolved that she would tell the judge that Felix.

Graham, bad as he might be, might come there if he pleased. Even
Telix Graham would be better than no son-in-law at all.

On the following day, the Saturday," the judge came down with

Augustus, to spend his last Sunday at home before the beginning of

his circuit, and some little conversation respecting Felix Graham did

take place ibet>veen him and his wife.
" If they are both really fond of each other, they had better marry,"

said the judge, curtly.

" But it is terrible to think of their Having no income," said his

wife.
" We must get them an income. You'll find that Graham will fall on

his legs at last."
" He's a very long time before he begins to use them," said Lady

Staveley. "And then you know The Cleeve is such a nice property,

and ]V[r. Orme is
"

"But, my love, it seems that she does not like Mr. Orme."
" No, she doesn't," said the poor mother in a tone of voice that was

very lachrymose. " But if she would only wait she might like him,

—

might she not now? He is such a very handsome young man."
" If you ask me, I don't think his beauty will do it."

" I don't suppose she cares for that sort of thing," said Lady Staveley,

almost crying. " But I'm sure of this, if she were to go and make a

nun of herself, it would break my heart,^t would, indeed. I should

never hold up my head again."

What could Lady. Staveley'^s idea have been of the sorrows of some
other mothers, whose daughters throw themselves away after a different

fashion ?

After lunch on Sunday the judge asked his daughter to walk with

him, and on that occasion the second church service was abandoned.
She got on her bonnet and gloves, her waUdng-boots and winter shawl,

and putting her arm happily and comfortably within his, started for

what she knew would be a long walk.
" We'll get as far as the bottom of Cleeve Hill," said the judge.

, Now the bottom of Cleeve Hill, by the path across the fields and the

common, was five miles from Noningsby.
" Oh, as for that, I'll walk to the top if you like," said Madeline.
" If you do, my dear, you'll have to go up alone," said the judge.

And so they started.

There was a crisp, sharp enjoyment a.ttached to a long walk with her

father which Madeline always loved, and on the present occasion she

was willing to be very happy ; but as she started, with her arm beneath
his, she feared she knew not what. She had a secret, and her father

might touch upon it ; she had a sore, though it was not an unwholesome
festering sore, and her father might probe the wound. There was,
therefore, the slightest shade, of hypocrisy in the alacrity with which she
prepared herself, and in the pleasant tone of her voice as slie walked
dewa the ayeniie towards the gate.
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But by the time that tliey had gone a mile, -when their fcft had left

tue road and were pressing the grassy lield-path, there was no longer

any hypocrisy in ner happiness. Madeline believed that no Imman
being could talk as did her father, and on this occasion he came out
with his freshest thoughts and his brightest wit. Nor did he, by any
means, have the talk all to liimself. The delight of Judge Staveley'V
conversation consisted chiefly in that—that though he might bring on to

tlie carpet all the wit and all the information going, he rarely uttered
much beyond his own share of words. And now they talked ot

pictures and politics—of the new gallery that was not to be built at -

Charing Cross, and the great onslaught which was not to end in the dis-

missal of Ministers. And then they got to books—to novels, new
poetry, magazines, essays, and reviews; and with the slightest touch
of pleasant sarcasm the judge passed sentence on the latest efforts of

nis literary contemporaries. And thus at last they settled down on a

certain paper whicfi had lately appeared in a certain Quarterly—a paper
on a grave subject, which had been much discussed—and the judge on
a sudden stayed his hand, and spared his raillery. " You have not
heard, I suppose, who wrote that ? " said he. No ; Madeline had not

heard. She would much like to know. When young people begin
their world of reading there is nothing so pleasant to them as knowing
the little secrets of literature ; who wrote this and that, of which folk

are then talking;—who manages this periodical, and puts the salt

and pepper into those reviews. The jildge always knew these events

of the inner literary world, and would communicate them freely to

Madeline as they walked. No ; there was no longer the slightest

touch of hypocrisy in her pleasant manner and eager voice as she

answered, "No, papa, I have not heard. Was it Mr. So-and-so?"

and she named an ephemeral literary giant of the day. " No," said the

judge, "it was not So-and-so; but you might guess, as you know the

gentleman." Then the slightest shade of hypocrisy came upon lier

again in a moment. " She couldn't guess," she said ;
" she didn't

know," But as she thus spoke the tone of her voice was altered.

" That article," said the judge, " was written by Felix. Graham. It is

uncommonly clever, and yet there are a great many people who abuse

it."

And now all conversation was stopped. Poor Madelme, wjiq nad
been so ready with her questions, so eager with her answers, so com-

municative and so inquiring, was stricken dumb on the instant. She

had ceased for some time to lean upon his arm, and therefore lie could

not feel her hand tremble ; and he was too generous and too kind to

look into her face ; but he knew that he had touched the fibres of her

heart, and that all her presence of mind lied for the moment fled from

her. Of course such was the case, and of course he knew it. Had he

not brought her out there, that they might be alone together when hs

subjected her to the violence of this shower-bath ? ^

" Yes," he continued, " that was written by our friend Granam. Do
you remember, Madelme, the conversation which vou and I had about

im. in the library some time since ?
"
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•' Yes," slic said, "she remembered it.''

"And so do I," said the judge, "and have thought much about it

since. A very clever fellow is Pelix Graham. There can be no doubt
pf that."

" Is he ? " said Madeline.
;

I am inclined to think that the judge also had lost something of his

preaence of mind, or, at least, of his usual power of conversation. He
had brought his daughter out there with tne express purpose of s^ing
to her a special word or two; he had beat very wide about the bush
with the view of mentioning a certain name ; and now that his daughter

was there, and the name had been mentioned, it seemed that he hardly

knew how to proceed.
" Yes, he is clever enough," repeated the judge, "clever enough;

and of high principles and an honest purpose. The fault which people

fhid with him is this,—that he is not practical. He won't take the

world as he iinds it. If he can mend it, well and good; we all ought
to do something to mend it ; but while we are mending it we must five

in it."

" Yes, we must live in it," said Madeline, who hardly knew at the

moment whether it would be better to live or die in it. Had her father

remarked that they must all take wings and fly to heaven, she would
have assented.

Then the judge walked on a few paces in silence, bethinking himsell

that he might as well speak out at once the words which he had to say.

" Madeline, my darling," said he, " have you the courage to tell me
openly what you think of Pelix Graham ?

"

" What I think of him, papa ?
"

" Yes, my child. It may be that you are in some difficulty at this

moment, and that I can help you. It may be that your heart is sadder

than it would be if you knew all my thoughts and wishes respecting

you, and all your mother's. I have never had many secrets from my
children, Madeline, and I should be pleased now if you could see into

my mind and know all my thoughts and wishes as they regard you."

"Dear papa!"
" To see you happy—you and Augustus and Isabella—that is now

our happiness ; not to see you rich or great. High position and a plenti-

ful uicome are great blessings in this world, so that they be achieved

without a stain. But even in this world they are not the greatest

blessings. There are things much sweeter than them." As he said

this, Madeline did not attempt to answer him, but she put her arm once
more within his, and clung to his side.

" Money and rank are only good, if every step by which they are

gained be good also. I should never blush to see my girl the wife of a

poor man whom she loved ; but I should be stricken to the core of my
heart if I knew that she had become the wife of a rich man whom she

did not love."
" Papa !

" sue said, clinging to him. She had meant to assure him
that that sorrow should never be liis, but she could not get. beyond the
one word.
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" If you love this man, let him come," said the judge, carried by
his feelings somewhat beyond the point to which he had intended* ta

^0. " I know no harm of him. I know nothing but good of him.
If you are sure of your own heart, let it be so. He shall be to nfe

as another son,—to me and to your mother. Tell me, Madeline, shall

it be so?"
She was sure enough of her own heart ; but how was she to be sure

of that other heart ? " It shall be so," said her father. But a man
could not be turned into a lover and a husband because she and het
father agreed to desire it ; not even if her motlier would join in that
wish. She had confessed to her mother that she loved this man,
and the confession had been repeated to her father. But she had never
expressed even a hope that she was loved in return. " But he has
never spoken to me, papa," she said, whispering the words ever so
softly less the winds should carry them.

" No ; I know he has never spoken to you," said the judge. " He
told me so himself. I like him the better for that."

So then there had been other communications made besides tliat

whicli she had made to her mother. Mr. Graham had spoken to her
father, and had spoken to him about her. In what way had he done
this, and how had he spoken ? What had been liis object, and when
had it been done ? Had she been indiscreet, and allowed him to read
her secret ? And then a horrid thought came across her mind. Was
he to come there and offer her his hand because he pitied and was sorry

for her? The Friday fastings and the evening church and the sick

visits would be better far than that. She could not however muster
courage to ask her father any question as to that interview between him
and Mr. Graham.

" Well, my love," he said, " I know it is impertinent to ask a
young lady to speak on such a subject ; but fathers are imperti-

nent. Be frank with me. I have told you what I think, and your
mamma agrees with me. Young Mr. Orme woidd have been her

favourite
"

" Oh, papa, that is impossible."
" So I perceive, my dear, and therefore we will say no more about it.

I only mention his name because I want you to understand that you
may speak to your mamma quite openly on the subject. He is a fine

youn^ fellow, is Peregrine Orme."
" rm sure he is, papa."
" But that is no reason vou should marry him if you don't like

him."
" I could never like him,—in tliat way."
" Very well my dear. There is an end of that, and I'm sorry for

him. 1 think that if I had been a young man at The Cleeve, I

should have done just the same. And now let us decide this im-

portant question. When Master Graham's ribs, arms, and collar

bones are a little stronger, sh£^U we ask him to com? back tfl

Noniugsby ?

"

" }( you please, papa."
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" Vcrj well, we'll have him here for the assize weeK. Poor fellow

he'll have a hard job of work on hand just then, and won't have much
time for philandering. Witli Chafifanbrass to watch him on his own side,

and Leatherham on the other, I don't envy him his position. I almost

think I should keep my arm in the sling till the assizes were over, by

way of exciting a httle pity."
" Is Mr. Graham going to defend Iiady Mason ?

"

" To help to do so, my dear."

"But, papa, she is innocent ; don't you feel sure of that ?
"

The judge was not quite so sure as he had been once. However,
he said nothing of his doubts to Madeline. " Mr. Graham's task on
that account will only be the more trying, if it becomes difficult to

establish her innocence."

"Poor lady!'' said Madeline. " You won't be the judge ; will vou,

papa ?
"

" No ; certainly not. I would have preferred to have gone any

other circuit than to have presided iii a case affecting so near a

neighbour, and I may almost say a friend. Baron Maltby will sit in

that court."
" And will Mr. Graham have to do much, papa ?

"

" It will be an occasion of very great anxiety to him, no doubt."

And then they began to return home,—Madeline forming a Uttlo plan

in her mind by which Mr. Pnrnival and Mr. Chaffanbrass were to fail

absolutely in making out that lady's innocence, but the fact was to be

established to the satisfaction of the whole court, and of all the world,

by the judicious energy of Felix Graham.

,
On their homeward journey the judge again spoke of pictures and

books, of failures and successes, and MadeKne listened to him grate-

fully. But she did not again take much part in the conversation. She

could not now express a very fluent opinion on any subject, and to tell

the truth, could have been well satisfied to have been left entirely to her

own thoughts. But just before they came out again upon the road, her

father stopped her and asked a direct question. "Tell me, Madeline,

are you happy now ?
"

" Yes, papa."

"That is right. And what you are to understand is this; Mr.

Graham will now be privileged by your mother and me to address you.

He has already asked my permission to do so, and I told him that I

must consider the matter before I either gave it or withheld it. I shall

now give him that permission." Whereupon MadeUne made her answer

by a slight pressure upon his arm.
" But you may be sure of this, my dear ; I shall be very discreet,

and commit you to nothing. If he should choose to ask you any

question, you will be at liberty to give him any answer that you may
think fit." But Madeline at once confessed to herself that no such

liberty remained to her. If Mr. Graham should choose to ask her a

certain question, it would be in her power to give him only one answer.

Had he been kept away, had her father told her that such a lAarriage

might not be, she would not bftve broken her heart. She bad already
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told herself, tliat under such circumstaiiees, slie could live and still live

contented. But now,—now if the siege were made, the town, would
have to capitulate at the first shot. Was it not an understood thing
that the governor had been recommended by the king to give up the
keys as soon as they were asked for ?

" You will tell your mamma of this, my dear," said the judge, as

they were entering their own gate.
" Yes," said Madehne. But she felt,that, in this matter, her father

was more surely her friend than her mother. And indeed she could
understand her mother's opposition to poor Felix, much better than
her father's acquiescence.

" Do, my dear. What is anything to us in this world, if we are

not all h^ppy together ? She thinks that you have become sad, and
she must know that you are so no longer."

" But I have not been sad, papa," said Madeline, thinking with some
pride, of her past heroism.

When they reached the hall-door she had one more question to ask
;

but she could not look in her father's face as she asked.
" Papa, is that. review you were speaking of here at Noningsby ?

"

" You will find it on my study table ; but remember, Madeline, 1

don't above half go along with him."

The judge went into his study before dinner, and found that the

review had been taken.

CHAPTER LIX.

NO SUKEENDDK.

Sib Pekegeine Oeme had gone up to London, had had his interview

with Mr. Bound, and had failed. He had then returned home, ana

hardly a word on the subject had been spoken between him and Mrs.

Orme. Indeed little or nothing was nov;- said between them as to Lady

Mason or the trial. What was the use of speaking on a subject that

was in every way the cause of so much misery ? He had made up his

mind that it was no longer possible for him to take any active step in

the matter. He had become bail for her appearance in court, and that

was thfe last trifling act of friendship which he could show her. How
was it any longer possible that he could befriend her ? He could not

speak up on her behalf with eager voice, and strong indignation against

her enemies, as had formerly been his practice. He could give her no

counsel. His counsel would have taught her to abandon the property

in the first instance, let the result be what it might. He had made his

little effort in that direction bv seeing the attorney, and his little effor*;
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had been useless. It was quite clear to Mm that there was nothing

further for him to do ;—nothing further for him, who but a week or two
since was so actively putting himself forward and letting the world

know that he was Lady Mason's champion.
Would he have to go into court as a witness ? His mino was

troubled much in his endeavour to answer that question. He had been
her great friend. Por years he had been her nearest neighbour. Uij
daughter-in-law still clung to her. She had lived at his house. She
had been chosen to be his wife. Who could speak to her character, if

he could not do so ? And yet, what could he say, if so called on ?

Mr. Furnival, Mr. Chaffanbrass—aU those who would have the selection

of tlie witnesses, beheving themselves in their client's innocence, as no
doubt they did, would of course imagine that lie believed in it also.

Could he tell them that it would not be in his power to utter a single

word in her favour ?

In these days Mrs. Orme went daily to the Farm. Indeed, she

never missed a day from that on which Lady Mason left The
Cleeve up to the time of the trial. It seemed to Sir Peregrine that

his daughter's affection for this woman had grown with the know-
ledge of her guilt ; but, as I have said before, no discussion on tlie

matter now took place between them. Mrs. Orme would generally

take some opportunity of saying that she had been at Orley Parm

;

but that was all.

Sir Peregrine during this time never left the house once, except for

morning service on Sundays. He hung his hat up on its accustomed

peg when he returned from that ill-omened visit to Mr. Round, and
did not move it for days, ay, for weeks,—except on Sunday mornings.

At first his groom would come to him, suggesting to him that he shou'd

ride, and the woodman would speak to him about the young coppices

;

but after a few days they gave up their efforts. His grandson also

strove to take him out, speaking to him more earnestly than the servants

would do, but it was of no avail. Peregrine, indeed, gave up the

attempt sooner, for to him his grandfather did in some sort confess his

own weakness. "I have had a blow," said he; "Peregrine, I have

had a blow. I am too old to bear up against it :—too old and too

weak." Peregrine knew that he alluded in some way to that proposed
marriage, but he was quite in the dark as to the manner in which his

grandfather had been affected by it.

" People think nothing of that now, Sir," said he, groping in the

dark as he strove to administer consolation.

"People will think of it;—and I think of it. But never mind,
my boy. I have lived my life, and am contented with it. I hava
lived my life, and have great joy that such as you are left behind ta

take my place. If I had really injured you I should have broken my
heart—have broken my heart."

Peregrine of course assured him that let what would come to him
the pride which he had in his grandfather would always support
him. " I don't know anybody else that I could be so proud of," said

Pprcgriije ;
" for nobody ejsp that I gee thinks go much about othv
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people. And I always Was, evea when I didn't seem to tbiulc much
about it ;—always."

Poor Peregrine! Circumstances had somewhat altered him since

that day, now not more than six montiis ago, in which he had pledged

himself to abandon the delights of Cowcross Street. As long as there

was a Lope for him with Madeline Staveley all this might be very

well. He preferred Madeline to Cowcross Street with all its delights.

Bat when there should be no longer any hope—and indeed, as

things went now, there was but little ground for hoping—what then ?

Might it not be that his trial had come on him too early in life, and
that he would solace himself in his disappointment, if not with Carroty

Bob, with companionships and pursuits which would be as objection-

able, and perhaps more expensive ?

On three or four occasions his grandfather asked him how things

were going at Noningsby, striving to interest himself in something

as to which the out-look was not altogether dismal, and by degrees

learned—not exactly all the truth—but as much of the truth as Pere-

grine knew.
"Do as she tells you," said the grandfather, referring to Laay

Staveley's last words.
" I suppose I must," said Peregrine, sadly. " There's nothing else

for it. But if there's anything that 1 hate .u this world, it's

waiting."
" You are both very young," said his grandfather.

"Yes; we are what people call young, I suppose. But I don't un-

derstand all that. Why isn't a fellow to be happy when he's young as

well as when he's old ?
"

Sir Peregrine did not answer him, but no doubt thought that ho

might alter his opinion in a few years. There is great doubt as to

what may be the most enviable time of life with a man. I am
inclined to think that it is at that period when his children have all

been born but have not yet began to go astray or to vex him with

disappointment ; when his own pecuniary prospects are settled, and he

knows pretty well what his tether will allow him ; when the appetite is

still good and the digestive organs at their full power ; when he has

eeased to care as to the length of his girdle, and before the doctor warns

him against solid breakfasts and port wine alter dinner ; when his affec-

tations are over and his infirmities have not yet come upon him ; while

he can still walk his ten miles, and feel some little pride in being able

to do SO; while he has still nerve to ride his horse to hounds, and can

look with some scorn on the ignorance of younger men who have

hardly yet learned that noble art. As regards men, this, I think,

is the happiest time of life; but wno shall answer the ejuestion

as regards women ? In this respect their lot is more liable to

disappointment. With the choicest flowers that blow the sweetest

aroma of their peri'ection lasts but for a moment. The hour that

sees them at their fullest glory sees also the beginning of their

fall.

On one morning before the trial Sir Peregrine rang his bell and
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requested tliat Mr. Peregrme might be asked to come to Km.
Mr. Peregrine was out at the moment, and did not make his appear-

ance much before dark, but the baronet had fully resolved upon
having this interview, and ordered that the dinner should be put

back for half an hour. "Tell Mrs. Orme, with ray compliments,"

he said, " that if it does not put her to inconvenience we will not

dine till seven." It put Mrs. Orme to no inconvenience; but I am
inclined to agree with the cook, who remarked that the compliments
ought to have been sent to her.

"Sit down, Peregrine," he said, when his grandson entered his

room with his thick boots and muddy gaiters. " I have been thinking

of something."
" I and Samson have been cutting down trees all day," said Pere-

grine. " You've no conception how the water lies down in. the bottom
there ; and there's a fall every yard down to the river. It's a sin not

to drain it."

" Any sins of that kind, my boy, shall lie on your ovrii head for the

future. I will wash my hands of them."
" Then I'll go to work at once," said Peregrine, not quite under-

standing his grandfather.
" You must go to work on more than that. Peregrine." And then

the old man paused. "You must not think that I am doing this

because I am unhappy for the hour, or that I shall repent it when the

moment has gone by."
" Doing what ? " asked Peregrine.

"I have thought much of it, and I know that I am right. I can-

not get out as I used to do, and do not care to meet people about

business."
'' I never knew you more clear-headed in my life, Sir."

'

"Well, perhaps not. We'll say nothing about that. What 1

intend to do is this ;—to give up the property into your hands at

Lady-day. You shall be master of The Cleeve from that time

forth."
" Sir ?

"

" The truth is, you desire employment, and I don't. The propertj

is small, and therefore wants the more looking after. I have never

had a regular land steward, but have seen to that myself. If you'll

take my advice you'll do the same. There is no better employment
for a gentleman. So now, my boy, you may go to work and drain

wherever you like. About the Crutchley Bottom I have no doubt

you're right. I don't know why it has been neglected." Thise last

words the baronet uttered in a weak, melancholy tone, asking, as it

were, forgiveness for his fault; whereas he had spokec out the pur-

port of his great resolution with a clear, strong voice, as though the

saying of, the words pleased him well.

" I could not hear of such a thing as that," said his grandson, after

a short pause.

"But you have heard it, Perry, and you may be quite sure that

£ should not hare named it had I not fully resolved upon it. I hava
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Deen tLinking of it for days, and have quite made up my mind>
You won't turn me out of the house, I know.

" All the same. I will not hear of it," said the young man,
stoutly.

" Peregrine !

"

"I inow very well what & all means. Sir, and I am not at all

astonished. You have wished to do something out of sheer goodness
of heart, and you have been balked."

"We will not talk about that. Peregrine."
" But I must sav a few words about it. All that has made you

unhappy, and—and—and " He wanted to explain that his

grandfather was ashamed of his baffled attempt, and for that reason
was cowed and down at heart at the present moment ; but that in

the three or four months when this trial would be over and the wonder
passed away, all that would be forgotten, and he would be again as well
as ever. But Peregrine, though he understood all this, was hardly able

to express himself.
" My boy," said the old man, " I know very well what you mean.

What you say is partly true, and partly not quite true. Some day,
perhaps, when we are sitting here together over the fire, I shall be
better able to talk over all this ; but not now. Perry. God has been
veiy good to me, and given me so much that I will not repine at this

sorrow. I have lived my life, and am content."
" Oh yes, of course all that's true enough. And if God should choose

that you should—die, you know, or I either, some people would be
sorry, but we shouldn't complain ourselves. But what I say is this :

you should never give up as long as you live. There's a sort of feehng

about it which I can't explain. One should always say to oneself, Ko
surrender." And Peregrme, as he spoke, stood up from his chair,

tlirust his hands into his trousers-pockets, and shook his head.

Sir Peregrine smiled as he answered him. " But, Perry, my boy,

we can't always say that. When the heart and the spirit and the

body have all surrendered, why should the voice tell a foolish

falsehood ?
"

" But it shouldn't be a falsehood," said Peregrine. " Nobody should

ever knock under of his own accord."
" You are quite right there, my boy, you are quite right there. Stick

to that yourself. But, remember, that you are not to knock under to

any of your enemies. The worst that you will meet with are folly, and

vice, and extravagance."
" Tlftit's of course," said Peregrine, by no means wishing on the

present occasion to bring under discussion his future contests with any

such enemies as those now named by his grandfather.

" And now, suppose we dress for dinner," said the baronet. " I've got

ahead of you there you see. What Pve told you to-day I have already

told your mother."
" i'm sure she doesn't think you right."

_

" If she thinks me wrong, she is too kind and well-behaved to say
'

so,—which is more than I can say for her son. Yo'ar mother, Perry,
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never told me that I was wrong yet, tlioUglx slie has had many
occasions ;—too many, too many. But, come, go and dress for

dinner."

"You are wrong in this. Sir, if ever you were wrong in your life," said

Peregrine, leaving the room. His grandfather did not answer him again,

but followed Mm out of the room, and walked briskly across the hall

iuto the drawing-room.
" There's Peregrine been lecturing me about draining," he said to nis

daughter-in-law, striving to speak in a half-bantering tone of voice, ai

though things were going well with him.
" Lecturing you !

" said Mrs. Orme.
" And he's right, too. There's nothing like it. He'll make a better

farmer, I take it, than Lucius Mason. You'll live to see him know the

value of an acre of land as well as any man in the county. It's the
very thing that he's fit for. He'll do better with the property than

ever I did."

There was something oeautiful in the effort which the old man was
making when watched by the eyes of one who knew him as well as did

his daughter-in-law. She knew him, and understood all the workings of

his mind, and the deep sorrow of his heart. In very truth, the star of

his life was going out darkly under a cloud; but he was battling

against his sorrow and shame—not that he might be rid of them
himself, but that others might not have to share them. That doctrine

of ' No surrender ' was strong within his bosom, and he understood the

motto in a finer sense than that in which his grandson had used it.

He would not tell them that his heart was broken,—not if he could

help it. He would not display his wound if it might be in his power to

hide it. He would not confess that lands, and houses, and seignorial

functions were no longer of value in his eyes. As far as might be

possible he would bear his own load till that and the memory of his

last folly might be hidden together in the grave.

But lie knew that he was no longer fit for a man's work, and that it

would be well that he should abandon it. He had made a terrible

mistake. In his old age he had gambled for a large stake, and had lost

it all. He had ventured to love,—to increase the small number of

those who were nearest and dearest to him, to add one to those whom
he regarded as best and purest,—and he had been terribly deceived.

He iiad for many years almost worshipped the one lady who had sat at

his table, and now in his old age he had asked her to share her place of

honour with another. What that other was need not now be told.

And the world knew that this woman was to have been his wife ! He
had boasted loudly that he would give her that place and those rights.

He had ventured his all upon her innocence and her purity. He had

ventured his all,—and he had lost.

I do not say that on this account there was any need that he should

be stricken to the ground—that it behoved him as a man of high feeling

to be broken-hearted. He would have been a greater man had he

possessed the power to bear up agamst all this, and to go forth to the

world bearing his burden bravely on his shoulders. But Sir Peregrine
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Otme was not a great man, and possessed few or none of the elements

of greatness. He was a man of a singularly pure mind, and endowed
with a strong feeling of chivalry. It had been everything to him to be

spoken of by the world as a man free from reproach,—who had lived

with clean hands and with clean people around him. All manner of

delinquencies he could forgive in his dependants which did not tell of

absolute baseness ; but it would have half killed him had he ever

learned that those he loved had become false or fraudulent. When
his grandson had come to trouble about the rats, he had acted,

not over-cleverly, a certain amount of paternal anger; but had
Peregrine broken his promise to him, no acting would have been
necessary. It may therefore be imagined what were now his feelings as

to Lady Mason.
Her he could forgive for deceiving him. He had told his daughter-in-law

that he would forgive her ; and it was a thing done. But he could not

forgive himself in that he had been deceived. He could not forgive

himself for having mingled with the sweet current of his Edith's life

the foul waters of that criminal tragedy. He could not now bid her

desert Lady Mason ; for was it not true that the woman's wickedness

was known to them two, through her resolve not to injure those who
had befriended her ? But all tms made the matter worse rather than

better to him. It was all very well to say, "No surrender;"' but when
the load placed upon the back is too heavy to be borne, the back must
break or bend beneath it.

His load was too heavy to be borne, and therefore he said to himself

that he would put it down. He would not again see Lord Alston and

the old friends of former days. He would attend no more at tha

magistrate's bench, but would send his grandson out into his place.

For the few days that remained to him in this world, he might be well

contented to abandon the turmoils and troubles of life. " It will not be

for long," he said to himself over and over again. And then he would

sit in his arm-chair for hours, intending to turn his mind to such solemn

thoughts as might befit a dying man. But as he sat there, he would

still think of Lady Mason, ile would remember her as she had leaned

against his breast on that day that he kissed her; and then he

would remember her as she was when she spoke those horrid words

to him—"Yes; I did it; at night, when I was alone." And this

was the woman whom he had loved I This was the woman whom he

still loved,—iJE all the truth might be confessed.

His grandson, though he read much of his grandfather's mind, had

failed to read it all. He did not know how often Sir Peregrine

repeated to himself those words, " No Surrender," or how gallantly he

strove to live up to them. Lands and money and seats of honour he

would surrender, as a man surrenders his tools when he has done his

work ; but his tone of feeling and his principle he would not surrender,

though the maintenance of them should crush him with their weight.

The woman bad been very vile, desperately false, wicked beyond belief,

with premeditated villany, for years and years;—and this was the
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woman wliom lie had wished to make the bosom companlori of his lattei

days

!

"Samson is happy now, I suppose, that he has got the axe in his

hand," he said to Ids grandson.

"Pretty vrell ftir that. Sir, I think."
" That man will cut down every tree about the place, if you'll let

him." Aad in that way he strove to talk about the affairs of the

property.

CHAPTER LX.

WHAT EEBEKAH DID PCS HEK SOU.

EvEEX day Mrs. Orme went up to Orley Farm and sat for two hours

with Lady Mason. We may say that there was now no longer any

secret between them, and that she whose life had been so innocent,

so pure, and so good, could look into the inmost heart and soul of

that other woman whose career had been supported by the proceeds of

one terrible life-long iniquity. And now, by degrees. Lady Mason
would begin to plead for herself, or, rather, to put in a plea for the

deed she had done, acknowledging, however, that she, the doer of it,

had fallen almost below forgiveness through the crime. " Was he not

his son as much as that other one ; and had I not deserved of him that

he should do this thing for me ? " And again, " Never once did I ask

of him any favour for myself from the day that I gave myself to him,

because he had been good to my father and mother. Up to the very

hour of his death I never asked him to spend a shilling on my
own account. But I asked him to do this thing for his child ; and

when at last he refused me, I told him that I myself would cause it to

be done."

"You told him so?"
"I did; and I think that he believed me. He knew that I was o»e

who would act up to my word. I told him that Orley Tarm should

belong to our babe."
" And what did he say ?

"

•

" He bade me beware of my soul. My answer was very terrible, and

I will not shock you with it. Ah me ! it is easy to talk of repentance,

but repentance will not come with a word."

In these days Mrs. Orme became gradually aware that hitherto she

had comprehended but httie of Lady Mason's character. There was a
power of endurance about her, and a courage that was almost awful to

the mind of the weaker, softer and better woman.. Lady Masoiij during

her sojourn at The Cleeve, had seemed almost to sink under her jaisi

fortune ; nor had there been auril^pocrisy, any pretence in her. apparent
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jnisery. She had beea very wretched ;—as wretched a human creature,

we may say, as any crawling God's earth at that time. But she had
borne her load, and, bearing it, had gone about her work, still striving

with desperate, courage as the ground on which she trod continued to

give way beneath her feet, inch by inch. They had known and' pitied

her misery ; they had loved her for misery—as it is in the nature of

such people to do ;—but they had little known how great had been the

cause for it. They had sympathised with the femzile weakness which
had succumbed when there was hardly any necessity for succumbing.
Had they then known all, they would have wondered at the strength

which made a struggle possible under such cu-cumstances.

Even now she would not yield. I have said that there had been no
hypocrisy in her misery durmg those weeks last past ; and I have said

so truly. Bat there had perhaps been some pretences, some acting of

a part, some almost necessary pretences as to her weakness. Was she

not bound to account to those around her for her great sorrow ? And
was it not above all things ne»dful that she should enlist their sympathy
and obtain their aid ? She had been obliged to cry to them for help,

though obUged also to confess that there was little reason for such cry-

ing. " I am a woman, and weak," she had said, " and therefore cannot

walk alone now that the way is stony." But what had been the truth

with her ? How would she have cried, had it been possible for her to

utter the sharp cry of her heart ? The waters nad been closing

over her head, and she had clutched at a hand to save her ; but the

owner of that hand might not know how imminent, how close was the

danger.

But in these days, as she sat in her own room with Mrs. Orme, the

owner of that hand might know everything. The secret had been told,

»nd there was no longer need for pretence. As she could now expose

to view the whole load of her wretchedness, so , also could she make
known the strength that was still left for endurance. And these two
women who had become endeared to each other under such terrible

circumstances, came together at these meetings with more of the equality

of friendship than had ever existed at The Cleeve. It may seem strange

that it should be so—strange that the acknowledged forger of her

iiusband's wiU should be able to maintain a better claim for equal fi'iend-

ship than the lady who was believed to be innocent and true ! But it

was so. Now she stood on true ground ;—now, as she sat there with

Mrs. Orme, she could speak from her heart, pouring forth the rpal

workings of her mind. Prom Mrs. Orme she had no longer aught to

fear ; nor.from Sir Peregrine. Everything was known to them, and she

oould now tell of every incident of her crime with an outspoken boldness

that in itself was incompatible with the humble bearmg of an mferior in

the presence of one above her.

Ajid she did still hope. The one point to be gained was this ; that

her son, her only son, the child on whose behalf this crime had beeu

committed, should never know her shame, or live to be disgraced by
her guilt. If she could be punished, she would say, and he left in

ignorance of her punishment, she would not care what indignities they

28—2
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might lieap upon lier. She had heard of penal servitude, of years

terribly long, passed in all the misery of rile companionship ; of solitary

confinement, and the dull madness which it engenders ; of all the terrors

'

of a life spent under circumstances bearable only by the uneducated, the

riide, and the vile. But all this was as nothing to her compared with ttie

loss of honour to her son. " I should live," she would say; " but he would

die. ; You cannot ask me to become his murderer !

"

It was on this point that they differed always. Mrs. Orme would

have had her confess everything to Lucius, and strove to make her

understand that if he were so told, the blow would fall less heavily

than it would do if the knowledge came to him from her conviction at

the trial. But the mother would not bring herself to believe that it was

absolutely necessary that he should ever know it. "There was the

property ! Yes ; but let the trial come, and if she were acquitted, then let

some arrangement be made about that. The lawyers might find out

some cause why it should be surrendered." But Mrs. Orme feared

that if the trial were over, and the criminal saved from justice, the

property would not be surrendered. And then, how would that wish of

repentance be possible? After all, was not that the one thing

necessary ?

I win not say that Mrs. Orme in these days ever regretted that

aer sympathy and friendship had been thus bestowed, but she frequently

acknowledged to herself that the position was too difficult for her.

There was no one whose assistance she could ask; for she felt that she

could not in this matter ask counsel from Sir Peregrine. She herself

was good, and pure, and strsught-minded, and simple in her perception

of right and wrong ; but Lady Mason was greater than she in force of

character,—a stronger woman in every way, endowed with more force

of will, with more power of mind, with greater energy, and a swifter

flow of words. Sometimes she almost thought it would be better that

she should stay away from Orley Farm ; but then she had promised to

be true to her wretched friend, and the mother's solicitude for her son

still softened the mother's heart.

Li these days, till the evening came, Lucius Mason never made his

way into his mother's sitting-room, which indeed was the drawing-room

of the house, and he and Mrs. Orme, as a rule, hardly ever met each

other. If he saw her as she entered or left the place, he would hft his

hat to her and pass by without speaking. He was not admitted to

those councils of his mother's and would not submit to ask after his

mother's welfare or to inquire as to her afiairs from a stranger. On no
other subject was it possible that he should now speak to the daily

visitor and the only visitor at Orley Parm. All this Mrs. Orme understood,

and saw that the young man was alone and comfortless. He passed his

hours below in his own room, and twice a day his mother found him in

the parlour, and then they sat through their silent miserable meab.
She would then leave him, always saying some soft words of motherly
love, and putting her hand either upon his shoulder or his arm. On
sncli occasions he was nevei* rough to her, but he would never respond

to her caress. She had ill-treated bim, pre%ring iu her trouble tli9
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assist;mce of a stranger to liis assistance. She would ask him neither

for his money nor his counsel, and as she had thus chosen to stand aloof

from him, he also would stand aloof from her. Not for always,—as he
said to himself over and over again, for his heart misgave him when he
saw the lines of care so plainly written on his mother's brow. Not for

'always should it be so. The day of the trial would soon be present, and
the day of the trial would soon be over; then again would they be
friends. Poor young man ! Unfortunate yocng man

!

Mrs. Orme saw all this, and to her it was very terrible. What would
be the world to her, if her boy should frown at her, and look black when
she caressed him ? And she thought that it was the fault of the mother
rather thau of the son ; as indeed was not all that wretchedness the
mother's fault ? But then again, there was the one great difficulty.

How could any step be taken in the right direction till tlie whole truth

had been confessed to him ?

The two women were sitting together in that up stairs room ; ana
the day of the trial was now not a full week distant from them, when Mrs.
Orme again tried to persuade the mother to intrust her son with the

burden of all her misery. On the preceding day Mr. Solomon Aram
had been down at Orley Farm, and had been with Lady Mason for an
hour.

" He knows the truth
!

" Lady Mason had said to her friend. " I am
sure of that."

"But did he ask you?"
" Oh, no, he did not ask me that. He asked of little things that hap-

pened at the time ; but from his manner I am sure he knows it all. He
says that I shall escape."

" Did he say escape ? " _

" No ; not that word, but it was the same thing. He spoke to Lucius,

for I saw them on the lawn together."
" You do hot know what he said to him ?

"

"No; for Lucius would not speak to me, and I could not ask him."

And then they both were silent, for Mrs. Orme was thinking how she

could bring about that matter that wws so near her heart. Lady Mason
was seated in a large old-fashioned arm-chair, in which she now passed

nearly all her time. The table was by her side, but she rarely turned

hcself to it. She sat leaning with her elbow on her arm, supporting

her face with her hand ; and opposite to her, so close that she might

look into her face and watch every movement of her eyes, sat Mrs. Orme,

—intent upon that one thing, that the woman before her should bp

brought to repent the evil she had done.

"And you have not spoken to Lucius ?
"

" No," she answered. " No more than I have told you. What could

I say to him about the man ?
"

" Not about Mr. Aram. It might not be necessary to speak of hinj.

He Las his work to do ; and I suppose that he inust do it in his owft

way?"
"Yes ; he must dP iS. ifl Lis own wfty. Lucius woulff po^ unrtei

StjlQli,"
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"Unless you lold Liim everything of course he could not under

stand."
" That is impossible."
" No, Lady Mason, it is not impossible. Dear Lady Mason, do not

turn from me in that way. It is for your sake,—because I love you,

that I press you to do this. If he knew it all
"

'' Could yoii tell yotir son such a tale ? " said Lady Mason, turning

upon her sharply, and speaking almost with an air of anger.

Mrs. Orme was for a moment silenced, for she could not at once bring

herself to conceive it possible that she could be so circumstanced. But
at last she answered. " Yes," she said, " I think I could if " And
then she paused.

" If you had done such a deed ! Ah, you do not know, for

the doing of it would be impossible to you. You can never under-

stand what was my childhood, and how my young years were
passed. I never loved anything but him;—that is, till I knew
you, and—and " But instead of finishing her sentence she

pointed down towards The Cleeve. " How, then, can I tellhim ? Mra.
Orme, I would let them pull me to pieces, bit by bit, if, in that way I

could save him."
" Not in that way," said Mrs. Orme ;

" not in that way."
But Lady Mason went on pouring forth the pent-up feelings of her

bosom, not regarding the faint words of her companion. "Till he lay

in my arms I had loved nothing. Erom my earliest
.
years I had been

taught to love money, wealth, and property; but as to myself the teach-

ings had never come home to me. When they bade me marry the old

man because he was rich, I obeyed them,—not caring for his riches, but

knqwing that it behoved me to relieve them of the burden of my rapport.

He was kinder to me than they had been, and J. did for him the best I

could. But his money and his wealth were little to me. He tpld me
over and over again that when he died I should, have' the means to'Uve,

and that was enough. I would not pretend to him that I cared for .the

grandeur of his children who despised me. But then came my bajby,

and the world was all altered for me. What could I do for the oiily

thing that I had ever called my owni* Money and riches they had tola

me were everything."
" But they had told you wrong," said Mrs. Orme as she wiped the

tears from her eyes.
" They had told me falsely. I had heard nothing but falsehoods from

my youth upwards," she answered fiercely. ".Eor myself I had not

cared for these things ; but why should not he have money and riches

and land ? His father had them to give over and above what ]iai already

made those sons and daughters so rich and proud. Why should not

this other child also be his father's heir? Was he not as well born as they?

was he not as fair a child ? What did Bebekah do, Mrs. Orme ?

Did she not do worse ; and did it not all go well with her ? Why
should' my boy be an Ishmael? Why should I be treated as the

bondwoman, aud see ray little one perish of thirst ia this world's

wilderup'" ?
"
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" No Saviour had lived and died for the world in those days," said

Mrs. Orme.
"And no Saviour had lived and died for me," said the wretched

Voman almost shrieking in her despair. The lines of her face were
terrible to be seen as she thus spoke, and an agony of anguish loaded

lier brow upon which Mrs. Orme was frightened to look. She fell on
her knees before the wretched woman, and taking her by botli her hands
strove all she could to find some comfort for her.

" Ah, do not say so. Do not say that. Whatever may come, that

misery—that worst of miseries need not oppress you. If that indeed
were true

!

"

" It was true ;—and how should it be otherwise ?
"

"But now,—now. It n^ed not be true now. Lady Mason, for your
soul's sake say that it is so now."

" Mrs. Orme," she said, speaking with a singular quiescence of tone
after the violence of her last words, " it seems to me that I care more
for his soul than for myown. Por myself I can bear even that. But if

he were a castaway——-
1

"

I will not attempt to report the words that passed between them for

the next half hour, for they concerned a matter which I may not dare to

handle too closely in such pages as these. But Mrs. Orme still knelt

there at her feet, pressing Lady Mason's hands, pressing against her
knees, as with all the eagerness of true affection she endeavoured to

bring her to a frame of mind that would admit of some comfort. But
it all ended in this :—Let everything be told to Lucius, so that the first

step back to honesty might be taken,—and then let them trust to Him
whose mercy can ever temper the wind to the shorn lamb.

But, as iady Mason had onee said to herself, repentance will not

come with a word. " I cannot tell him," she said at last. " It is a

thmg impossible. I should die at his feet before the words were
spoken."

" I will do it for you," said Mrs. Orme, offering from pure charity to

take upon herself a task perhaps as heavy as any that a human creature

eould perform. " I will tell him."

"No, no," screamed Lady Mason, taking Mrs. Orme by both her

arms as she spoke. " You will not do so : say that you will not. Be-
member your promise to me. Remember why it is that you know it all

yourself."
" I will not, surely, unless you bid me," said Mrs. Orme.
" No, no ; I do not bid you. Mind I do not bid you. I will not

have it done. Better anything than that while it may yet be avoided,

I have your promise ; have I not 'i

"

" Oh, yes ; of course I should not do it unless you told me." And
then after some further short stay, during which but httle was saia,

Mrs. Orme got up to go.

"You will come to me to-morrow," said Lady Mason,

"Yes, certamly," said Mrs. Orme.

"Because I feared that 1 had offended you."

" Oh, »o ; I will tal^e no offence from you,"
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" You should uot, for you know what I have to bear. You know and

no one else knows. Sir Peregrine does not know. He cannot under-

stand. But you know and understand it all. And, Mrs. Orme, what

you do now will be counted to you for great treasure,—for very great

treasure. You are better than the Samaritan, for he went on his way.

But you will stay till the last. Yes ; I know you will stay." And the

poor creature kissed her only friend ;—kissed her hands and her forehead

and her breast. Then Mrs. Orme went without speaking, for her heart

was full and the words would not come to her ; but as she went she

said to herself that she would stay till the last.

Standing alone on the steps before the front door she found Lucius

Mason all alone, and some feeling moved her to speak a word to him as

she passed. " I hope all this does not trouble you much, Mr. Mason,"

she said, offering her hand to him. She felt that herwords were hypo-

critical as she was speaking them ; but under such circumstances what

else could she say to him ?

" Well, Mrs. Orme, such an episode in one's family history does give

one some trouble. I am unhappy,—very unhappy; but not too much
so to thank you for your most unusual kindness to my poor mother.''

And then having been so far encouraged by her speaking to him, he aO'

companied her round the house on to the lawn, from whence a patk

led away tlirough a shrubbery on to the road which would take her bf
the village of Coldharbour to the Gleeve.

" Mr. Mason," she said as they walked for a few steps together before

the house, " do not suppose that I presume to interfere between yof,

and your mother."
" You have a right to interfere now," he said.

"But I think you might comfort her if you would be more with

iier. Would it not be better if you could talk freely together about all

this ?
"

" It would be better," he said ;
" but I fear that that is no longer

possible. When this trial is over, and the world knows that she

IS innocent ; when people shall see how cruelly she has been used "

Mrs. Orme might not tell the truth to him, but she could with dif-

ficulty bear to hear him dwell thus confidently on hopes which were so

false. " The future is in the hands of God, Mr. Mason ; but for the

present
"

" The present and the future are both in His hands, Mrs. Orme. 1

know my mother's iunocence, and would have done a son's part towards

establishing it ; but she would not allow me. All this will soon be over

now, and then, I trust, she and I will once again understand each other.

Till then I doubt whether I should be wise to interfere. Good-morning,
Mrs. Orme ; and pray beUeve that I appreciate at its full worth ul

that you are doing for her;" Then he again lifted his hat and left her.

Lady Mason from her window saw them as they walked together, and
her heart for a moment misgave her. Could it be that her friend was
treacherous to her ? Was it possible that even now she was telling

everything that she had sworn that she would not tell ? Why were
they two together, seeing that they passed each other day by day with-
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out intercourse ? And so she watched with anxious eyes till they

parted, and then she saw that Lucius stood idly on the terrace swing-

ing his stick as he looked down the hill towards the orchard below him.

He would not have stood thus calmly had he already heard his mother's

shame. This she knew, and having laid aside her immediate fears she

retreated back to her chair. No ; she would not tell him ; at any r»te

tiU the trial should be over.

CHAPTEK LXl.

THE STATE OP rUBLIC OPINION.

The day of the trial was now quickly coming on, and the London
world, especially the world of lawyers, was beginning to talk much od

the subject. Men about the Inns of Court speculated as to the ver-

dict, offering to each other very confident opinions as to the result,

and offering, on some occasions, bets as well as opniions. The younger
world of barristers was clearly of opinion that Lady Mason was inno-

cent ; but a portion, an unhappy portion, was iacUned to fear, that, in

spite of her innocence, she would be found guilty. The elder world of

barristers was not, perhaps, so demonstrative, but in that world the

behef in her innocence was not so strong, and the fear of her condem-

nation much stronger. The attorneys, as a rule, regarded her as

guilty. To the policeman's mind every man not a policeman is a guilty

being, and the attorneys perhaps share something of this feeling. But
the attorneys to a man expected to see her acquitted. Great was their

faith in Mr. Furnival ; great their faith in Solomon Aram ; but greater

than in all was their faith in Mr. Chaffanbrass. If Mr. Chaffanbrass could

not pull her through, with a prescription of twenty years on her side,

things must be very much altered indeed in our English criminal

court. To the outer world, that portion of the world which had no-

thing to do with the administration of tiie law, the idea of Lady Mason
having been guilty seemed preposterous. Of course she was innocent,

and of course she would be found to be innocent. And of course, also,

that Joseph Mason of Groby Park was, and would be found to be, the

meanest, the lowest, the most rapacious of mankind.

And then the story of Sir Peregrine's attachment and proposed

marriage, jomed as it was to various hints of the manner in which that

marriage had been broken off, lent a romance to the whole affair, and

added much to Lady Mason's popularity. Everybody had now heard

of it, and everybody was also aware, that though the idea of a marriage

had been abandoned, ther-e had been no auarrel. The friendship be-

tween the fa^ijlies was as close as ever, ana Sir Peregfine- -so it was
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understood—^had pledged himself to an acquittal. It was felt tp be a

public annoyance that an affair of so exciting a nature should be allowed

to come-off in the little town of Alston. The court-bouse, tooj was
very defective in its arrangements, and ill qualified to give accommoda-
tion to the great body of would-be attendants at the trial. One lead-

ing newspaper went so far as to suggest, that in such a case as this,

the antediluvian prejudices of the British grandmother—meaning the

Constitution—should be set aside, and the trial should take place m
London. But I am not aware that any step was taken towards the

carrying out of so desirable a project.

Down at HamwQrth the feeling in favour of Lady Mason was not

perhaps so strong as it was elsewhere. Dockwrath was a man not

much respected, but nevertheless many believed in him; and down
there, in the streets of Hamworth, he was not slack in propogating his

view of the question. He had no doubt, he said, how the case would
go. He had no doubt, although he was well aware that Mr. Mason's
own lawyers would do all they could to throw over their own client.

But he was too strong, he said, even for that. The facts as he would
bring them forward would confound Round and Crook, and coippel any
jury to find a verdict of guilty. I do not say that all Hamworth be-

lievedjn Dockwrat^, but his energy and confidence did' have iffe efiect,

and Lady Mason's c?ase waS' not upheld so strongly in her own. ueigh-

Bourhood as elsewiere. .

'

The witnesses 'in these days vfere of course very important persons,

and could npt but feel the weight' of that attention which the world

would certainly pay to them. There "would be four chief witnesses for

the prosecution ; Dockwrath himse'lt^ who would be prepared to speak

as to the papers left behind him by old Usbech ; the man in whose
possession now remained that deed respecting the partnership which

was in truth executed by old Sir Joseph on that fourteenth oi July

;

Bridget Bolster ; and John Kenneby. Of the manner in whicli Mr.
Dockwrath used his position we already know enough. The man who
held the deed, one Torrington, was a relative of Martock, Sir Joseph's

partner, and bad been one of his executors. It was not much indeed

that he had to say, but that little sent him up high in the social scale

during those days. He lived at Kennington, and he was asked out to

dinner in that neighbourhood every day for a week running,- on the

score of his connection with the great Orley Farm eise. Bridget

Bolster was still down at the hotel in the West of England, and being

of a solid, sensible, and somewhat unimaginative turn of mind, pro-

bably went through her duties to the last without much change of

manner. But the effect of the coming scenes upon poor John Kenneby
was terrible. It was to him as though for the time they had made of

him an Atlas, and compelled him to bear on his weak shoulders the

weight of the whole world. Men did talk much about Lady Masou
and the coming trial ; but to him it seemed as though men talked ol

nothmg else. At Hubbies and Grease's it was found useless to put

figures into his hands till all this should be over. Indeed it was
doubted by many whether he would ever recover his ordinary tone
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of mind. It seemed to be understood Ihat he would be cross-ex-

amined by Cbaffanbrass, and there were those who thought that John
Kenueby would never again be equal to a day's work after that which
he would then be made to endure. That he would have been greatly

relieved could the whole thing have been wiped away from him there

can be no manner of doubt ; but I fancy that he would also have been
disappointed. It is much to be great for a day, even though that day's

greatness should cause the shipwreck of a whole hfe.

"I shall endeavour to speak the truth," said John Kenneby,
solemnly.

"The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth," said

Moulder.
" Yes, Moulder, that will be my endeavour ; and then I may lay

my hand upon my bosom and think that I have done my duty by
my country." And as Kenneby spoke he suited the action to the

word.
" Quite right, John," said Mrs. Smiley. " Them's the sentiments of

a man, and 1, as a woman having a right to speak where you are con-

cerned, quite approve of them."
' They'll get nothing but the truth out of John," said Mrs. Moulder

;

"not if he knows it." These last words she added, actuated by ad-

miration of what she had heard of Mr. Cbaffanbrass, and perhaps will'

some little doubt as to her brother's firmness.

"That's where it is," said Moulder. "Lord bless you, John, they'll

turn you round their finger like a bit of red tape. Truth ! Gammon !

What do they care for truth ?
"

"But I care. Moulder," said Kenneby. "I don't suppose they oan
make me tell falsehoods if I don't wish it."

" Not if you're the man I take you to be," said Mrs. Smiley.
" Gammo. !

" said Moulder.

"Mr. Moulder, thait's an objectionable word," said Mrs. Smiley.
" If John Kenneby is the man 1 take him to be,—and who's a rigl,t

to speak if I haven't, seeing that I am going to commit myself for this

world into his hands ?
"—and Mrs. Smiley, as she spoke, simpered, and

looked down with averted head on the fulness of her Irish tabinet

—

"if he's the man that I take him to be, he won't say on this turilling

occasion no more than the truth, nor yet no less. Now that isn't gam-

mon—if I know what gammon is."

It will have been already seen that the party in question were as-

sembled at Mr. Moulder's room in Great St. Helen's. There had been

a little supper party there to commemorate the final arrangements as

to the coming marriage, and the four were now sitting round the fire

with their glasses oi hot toddy at their elbows. Moulder was armed

with his pipe, and was enjoying himself in that manner which mos';

delighted him. When last we saw him he had somewhat exceeded

discretion in his cups and was not comfortable. But at the present

nothuig ailed him. The supper had been good, the tobacco was good,

ai^ the toddy was good. Therefore when the lovely Thais sitting be-

side him,—Thais however on this occasion having been provided not
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for Limself but for liis brother-in-law,—when Thais objected to the use

of his favourite word, he merely chuckled down, in the bottom of his

fat throat, and allowed her to finish her sentence.

Poor John Kenneby had more—much more, on his hands than this

dreadful trial. Since he had declared that the Adriatic was free to

wed another, he had found himself devoted and given up to Mrs.
Smiley. For some days after that auspicious evening there had been
considerable wrangling between Mis. Moulder and Mrs. Smiley as to

the proceeds of the brick-field ; and on this question Moulder himself

nad taken a part. The Moulder interest had of course desired that all

right of manalgement in the brick-field siiouia be vested in the husband,

seemg that, according to the usages of this country, brick-fields and
their belongings appertain rather to men than to women; but Mrs.
Smiley had soon made it evident that she by no means intended to be

merely a sleeping partner in the firm. At one time Kenneby had
entertained a hope of escape ; for neither would the Moulder interest

give way, nor would the Smiley. But two hundred a year was a great

stake, and at last the thing was arranged, very much in accordance

with the original Smiley view. And now at this most trying period

of his life, poor Kenneby had upon his mind all the cares of a lover

as well as the cares of a witness.
" I shall do my best," said John. " I shall do my best and then

throw myself upon Providence."
" And take a little drop of something comfortable in your pocket,"

said his sister, " so as to sperrit vou up a little when your name's

called."'

" Sperrit him up !
" said Moulder ; " why I suppose he'll be stand-

ing in that box the best part of a day. I knowed a man was a witness;

it was a case of horse-stealing ; and the man who was the witness was
the man who'd took the horse."

"And he was witness against hisself !
" said Mrs. Smiley.

" No ; he'd paid for it. That is to say, either he had or he hadn't.

That was what they wanted to get out of him, and I'm blessed if he

didn't take 'em till the judge wouldn't set there any longer. And then

they hadn't got it out of him."
" But John Kenneby aint one of that sort,'' said Mrs. Smiley.
" I suppose that man did not want to imbosom himself," said

Kenneby.
"Well; no. The likes of him seldom do like to unbosom them-

selves,'' said Moulder.
"But that will be my desire. If they will only allow me to speak

freely whatever I know about this matter, I will give them no
trouble."

" You mean to act honest, John," said his sister.

" I always did, Mary Aime."
"Well now, ril tell you what it is,'' said Moulder. "As Mrs. Smiley

don't like it I won't say anything more about gammon ;—not just vi

rresent, that is."

•• I've no objection to garamon, Mr. Moulder, when pi operly used,"
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jhid Mrs. Smiley, "but I look on it as disrespectful; and seeing the

position wliich I hold as regards John Kenneby, anything disrespectful

to him is hurtful to my feelings."

" All right," said Moulder. "And now, John, I'll just tell you what
it is. You've no more chance of being allowed to speak freely there

than—than—than—no more than if you was in church. What are

them fellows paid for if you're to say wuatever you pleases out in your
own way ?

"

"He only wants to say the truth, M.," said Mrs. Moulder, who
probably knew less than her husband of the general usages of courts

of law.
" Truth be ," said Moulder.
" Mr. Moulder !

" said Mrs. Smiley. "There's ladies by, if you'll

please to remember.''
" To hear such nonsense sets one past oneself," continued he ;

" as

if all those lawyers were brought together there—the cleverest and
sharpest fellows in the kingdom, mind you—to listen to a man hke
John here telhng his own story in his own way. You'll have to tell

your story in their way ; that is, in two different ways. There'll be
one fellow '11 make you tell it his way first, and another fellow '11 make
you tell it again his way afterwards ; and its odds but what the first '11

be at you again after that, till you won't know whether you stand on

your heels or your head."

"That can't be right," said Mrs. Moulder.
" And why can't it be right ? " said Moulder. " They're paid for it

;

it's their duties ; just as it's my duty to sell Hubbies and Grease's

sugar. It's not for me to say the sugar's bad, or the samples not

equal to the last. My duty is to sell, and I sell ;—and it's their duty

to get a verdict."

"But the truth. Moulder !
" said Kenneby.

" 'mammon !
" said Moulder. " Begging your pardon, Mrs. SmUey,

for making use of the expression. Look you here, John; it you're

paid to bring a man off not guilty, won't you bring him off if you can ?

I've been at trials times upon times, and listened till I've wished from

the bottom of my heart that I'd been brought up a barrister. Not
that I think much of myself, and I mean of course with education and
all that accordingly. It's beautiful to hear them. You'll see a little

feJlow in a wig, and he'll get up ; and there'll be a man in the box be-

fore him,—some swell dressed up to his eyes, who thinks no end of

strong beer of himself; and in about ten minutes he'll be as flabby as

wet paper, and he'll say—on his oath, mind you,—just anything that

that httle fellow wants him to say. That's power, mind you, and I

call it beautiful."
" But it aint justice," said Mrs. Smiley.
" Why not ? I say it is justice. You can have it if you choose to

pay for it, and so can I. If I buy a greatcoat against the winter, and

you go out at night without having one, is it injustice because you're

perished by the cold while I'm as warm as a toast ? I say it is a graiid

thing to live in a country where one can buy a greatcoat."
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The argument got so far, Mr. Moulder certainly having the be«t

of it, when a ring at :,he outer door was heard.
" Now who on earth is that ? " said Moulder.
" Snengkeld, I shouldn't wonder," said his wife.

"I hope it aint ao stranger," said Mrs. Smiley. "Situated an

John and I are now, strangers is so disagreeable." And then the door

was opened by the maid-servant, and Mr. Kantwise was shown into

the room.
" Halloo, Kantwise !

" said Mr. Moulder, not rising from his chair,

or giving any very decided tokens of welcome. " I thought you were

down somewhere among the iron foundries ?
"

" So I was, Mr. Moulder, but I came up yesterday. Mrs. Moulder,

allow me to have the honour. I hope 1 see you quite well; but

looking at you I need not ask. Mr. Kenneby, Sir, your very humble
servant. The day's coming on fast ; isn't it, Mr. Kenneby ? Ma'am,
your very obedient. I believe I haven't the pleasure of being

acquainted."

"Mrs. Smiley, Mr. Kantwise. Mr. Kantwise, Mrs. Smiley," said

the lady of the house, introducing her visitors to each other in the ap-

propriate way.
" Quite delighted, I'm sure," said Kantwise.
" Smiley as is, and Kenneby as will be this day three weeks," said

Moulder ; and then they all enjoyed that little joke, Mrs. Smiley by no
means appearing bashful in the matter, although Mr. Kantwise was a

stranger.
" 1 thought I should find Mr. Kenneby hete," said Kantwise, when

the subjeet of the coming nuptials had been sufficiently discussed,

"and therefore I just stepped in. No intrusion, I hope, Mr.
Moulder."

" All right," said Moulder ;
" make yourself at home. There's the

stuif on the table. You know what the tap is."

" I've just parted from—Mr. Dockwrath," said Kantwise, speaking

in a tone of voice which impHed the great importance of the com-

munication, and lookmg round the table to see the effect of it upon
the circle.

" Then you've parted from a very low-lived party, let me tell you
that," said Moulder. He had not forgotten Dockwrath's conduct in

the commercial room at Leeds and was fully resolved that he never

would forgive it. C
" That's as may be," said Kantwise. I say nothing on that subject

at the present moment, either one way or the other. But I think you'll

all agree as to this : that at the present moment Mr. Dockwrath fills a

conspicuous place in the public eye."

"By no means so conspicuous as John Kenneby," said Mrs. Smiley,

"if I may be allowed in my position to hold an opinion."
" That's as may be. Ma'am. I say riothing about that. What I

hold by is, that Mr. Dockwrath does hold a conspicuous place in the

public eye. I've just parted with him in Gray's Inn Lane, and he sayi

—that it's all up now with Lady Mason."
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" GampiOii !
" said Moulder. And on this oecaaion Mrs. Smiley did

not rebuke him. " What does he know about it more than any one

else ? Will he bet two to one f Because, if so, I'll take it ;—only I

must see the money down."'
" I don't know what he'll bet, Mr. Moulder ; only he says it's all

up with her."
" Will he back his side, even handed ?

"

" I aint a betting man, Mr. Moulder. I don't think it's right.

And on such as a matter as this, touching the liberty and almost life of

a lady whom I've had the honour of seeing, and acquainted as I am
with the lady of the other party, Mrs. Mason that is of Groby Park,

I should rather, if it's no ofl'enee to you, decline the subject of

—

betting."

"Bother!"
" Now M., in your own house, you know ! " said his wife.
" So it is bother. But never mind that. Go on, Kantwise. What

is this you were saying about Dockwrath ?
"

" Oh, that's about all. I thought you would like to know what they

were doing,—particularly Mr. Kenneby. I do hear that they mean to

be uncommonly hard upon him."

The unfortunate witness shifted uneasily in his seat, but at the mo-
ment said nothing himself.

" Well, now, 1 can't understand it," said Mrs. Smiley, sitting up-

right in her chair, and taokUng herself to the discussion as though she

meant to express her opinion, let who might think differently. " How
is any one to put words into my mouth if I don't choose to speak

them ? There's John's waistcoat is silk." Upon which they all looked

at Kenneby's waistcoat, and with the exception of Kantwise acknow-

ledged the truth of the assertion.

" That's as may be," said he, looking round at it from the corner of

his eyes.
" And do you mean to say that all the barristers in London will

make me say that it's made of cloth ? It's ridic'lous—nothing short of

ridic'lous."

" You've never tried, my dear," said Moulder.
" I don't know about being your dear, Mr. Moulder

"

" Nor yet don't I neither, Mrs. Smiley," said the wife.

" Mr. Kenneby's my dear, and T aint ashamed to own him,—before

..len and women. But if he allows hisself to be hocussed in that way,

I don't know but what I shall be ashamed. I call it hocussing—^just

hocussing!"
" So it is. Ma'am," said Kantwise, "only this, you know, it I hocus

yon, why you hocus me in return; so it isn't so very unfair, you

know."
" Unfair !" said Moulder. " It's the fairest thing that is. It's the

bulwark of the British Constitution."

"What, being badgered and browbeat ? " asked Kenneby, Who was

thinking within himself that if this were so he did not care if' he liired

somewhere beyond the protection of that blessed .^is.
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"Trial by jary is," said Moulder. "And how can youjit.ve trial bj

jur.y if the witnesses are not to be cross-questioned ?
"

To tl4s position no one was at the moment ready to give an answer,

and Mr. Moulder enjoyed a triumph over his audience. That he lived

in a happy and blessed country Moulder was well aware, and with those

blessings he did not wish any one to tamper. " Mother," said a fas-

tidious child to his parent, " the bread is gritty and the butter tastes of

turnips." " Turnips indeed,—and gritty !
" said the mother. " Is it

not a great thing to have bread and butter at all ? " I own that my
sympathies are with the child. Bread and butter is a great thing; but

I would have it of the best if that be possible.

After that Mr. Kantwise was allowed to dilate upon the subject

which had brought him there. Mr. Dockwrath had been summoned to

Bedford Row, and there had held a council of war together with Mr.

Joseph Mason and Mr. Matthew Round. According to his own
story Mr. Matthew had quite come round and been forced to ac-

knowledge all that Dockwrath had done for the cause. In Bedford

How there was no doubt whatever as to the verdict. " That woman
Bolster is quite clear that she only signed one deed," said Kantwise.

" I shall say nothing—nothing here," said Kenneby.

"Quite right, John," said Mrs. Smiley. "Your feelings on the

occasion become you."
" I'll lay an even bet she's acquitted," said Moulder. "And I'll do

it in a ten-p'und note."

CHAPTEH LXIL

WHAT TUB FOUE LAWYEES IHOUGHI ABOUT IT.

1 HAVE spoken of the state of public opinion as to Lady Mason's
coming trial, and have explained that for the most part men's thoughts

aud sympathies took part with her. But I cannot say that such was the

case with the thoughts of those who were most closely concerned with

her in the matter,—whatever may have been their sympathies. Of the

state of Mr. Purnival's mind on the matter enough has been said. But
if lie had still entertained any shadow of doubt as to his client's guilt or

innocence, none whatever was entertained either by Mr. Aram or by
Mr. Chaffanbrass. Prom the day on which they had first gone into the

real circumstances of the case, looking into the evidence which could be

adduced against their client, and looking also to their means of re-

butting that evidence, they had never felt a shadow of doubt upon the

subject. But yet neither of them had ever said that she was guilty.

Aram, in discussing with his clerks the work which it was necessary that

they should do in the matter, had never expressed such an. opinion ; nor

had Chaffanbrass done so iu the consultations which he had held with
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Aiaia. As to tLc verdict they had very often expressed an opiaion,

—

differing considerably. Mr. Aram was strongly of opiniou that Lady
Mason would be acquitted, resting that opiniou mainly on liis great con-
Bdence in the powers of Mr. Chaffanbrass. But Mr. Chaffanbrass. would
shake his liead, and sometimes say that things were not now as they
used to he.

"That may be so in the City," said Mr. Aram, "but you won't find a
City jury down at Alston."

" It's not the juries, Aram. It's the judges. It usen't to be so, but
it is now. When a man has the last word, and will take the trouble to

use it, that's everything. If I were asked what point I'd best like to
have in my favour, I'd say a deaf judge. Or if not that, one regularly

tired out. I've sometimes thought I'd like to be a judge myself, merely
to have the last word."

" That wouldn't suit you at all, Mr. Chaffanbrass, for you'd be sick of

it in a week."
"At any rate I'm not fit for it," said the great man meekly. "I'll

tell you -what, Aram, I can look back on Kfe and think that I've done a
deal or good in my way. I've prevented unnecessary bloodshed.

I've saved the country thousands of pounds in the maintenance of men
who've shown themselves well able to maintain themselves. And I've

made the Crown lawyers very careful as to what sort of evidence they
would send up to the Old Bailey. But my chances of life have
been such that they haven't made me fit to be a judge. I know
that."

" I wish I might see you on the bench to-morrow ;—only that we
shouldn't know what to do without you," said tlie civil attorney. It

was no more than the fair every-day flattery of the world, for the

practieo of Mr. Solomon Aram in his profession was quite as surely

attained as was that of Mr. Chaffanbrass. And it could hardly be
called flattery, for Mr. Solomon Aram much valued the services of

Mr. Chaffanbrass, and greatly appreciated the peculiar turn of that

gentleman's mind.

The above conversation took place ia Mr. Solomon Aram's private

room in Buoklersbury. In that much-noted City thoroughfare Mr.
Aram rented the first floor of a house over an eating establishment.

He had no great paraphernalia of books and boxes and clerks' desks, as

are apparently necessary to attorneys in general. Three clerks he did

employ, who sat in one room, and he himself sat in that behind it. So

at least they sat when they were to be found at the parent establish-

ment; but, as regarded the attorney himself and his senior assistant,

the work of their hves was carried on chiefly in thg courts of law. The

room in which Mr. Aram was now sitting was furnished with much more

attention to comfort than is usual in lawyers' chambers. Mr.

Chaffanbrass was at present lyuig, with his feet up, on a sofa against the

wall, in a position of comfort never attained by him elsewhere till the

after-dinner nours had come to him; and Air. Aram himself filled an

easv lounging-chair. Some few law pajiers there were scattered on tii«

library tablerbut none ot those piles of dr.s'.v rijcumciits wiuch ffiyo to

2U
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a stranger, on enteriug an ordinary attorney's room, so terrible an
idea of tlie difficulty and dreariness of the profession. Tliere were no
tin boxes with old names labelled on them; there were no piles

of letters, and no pigeon-holes loaded with old memoranda. On the

whole Mr. Aram's private room was smart and attractive ; though, lika

himself, it had an air rather of pretence than of steady and assured

wellbeiiig.

It is not quite the thing for a barrister to wait upon an attorney, and
therefore it must not be supposed that Mr. Chaffanbrass had eome to

Mr. Aram with any view to immediate business ; but nevertheless, as

the two men understood each other, they could say what they had to

say as to this ease of Lady Mason's, although their present positions

were somewhat irregular. They were both to meet Mr. Purnival and
Felix Graham on that afternoon in Mr. Purnival's chambers with

reference to the division of those labours which were to be commenced
at Alston on the day but one following, and they both thought that it

might be as well that they should say a word to each other on the sub-

ject before they went there.
"1 suppose you know nothing about the panel down there, eh?" said

Chaffanbrass.
" Well, I have made some inquiries ; but I don'i think there's any-

thing especial to know ;—nothing that matters. If I were you, Mr.
Chaffanbrass, I wouldn't have any Hamworth people on the jury, for

they say that a prophet is never a prophet in his own country."

"But do you know the Hamworth people ?"
" Oh, yes ; I can teU you as much as that. But I don't think it wUl

matter much who is or is not on the jury."

"And why not?"
"If those two witnesses break down—that is Keimeby and Bolster,

no jury can convict her. And if they don't
"

"Then no jury can acquit her. But let me tell you, Aram, that it's

not every man put into a jury-box who can tell whether a witness has

broken down or not."

"But from what I hear, Mr. Chaffanbrass, I don't think either of

-hese can stand a chance !—that is, if they both come into your
hands."

" But they won't both come into my hands," said the anxious hero of

th? Old BaUey.
" Ah ! that's where it is. There's where we shall fail. Mr. Furnival is

a great man, no doubt."
"A very great man,—iji l\is way," said Mr. Chaffanbrass.
" But if he lets one of those two sUp through his fingers the thing's

over."
" You know my opinion," said Chaffanbrass. " I think it is all over.

If you're right in what you say,—that they're both ready to swear in

their direct evidence that they only signed one deed on that day, no
aoillation afterwards would have any effect on the judge. It's just

possible, you know, that their memory might deceive them."
" Possible ! I should think so. I'll tell you what, Mr. Ghaffanbrasa,
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it tlic matter was altogether in your hands I should have no fear,—

>

literally no fear."

" Ab, you're partial, Aram."
" It could'nt be so managed, could it, Mr. Chaffanbrass ? It would

6e a great thing; a very great thing." But Mr. Chaffanbrass said that

he thought it could not be managed. The success or safety of a client

is a very great thing ;—in a professional point of view a very great thinj;

indeed. But there is a matter which in legal eyes is greater even than

that. Professional etiijuette required that the cross-examination of these

two most iifaportant witnesses should not be left in the hands of the same
barrister.

And then the special attributes of Kenneby and Bridget Bolster were
discussed between them,, and it was manifest that Aram knew with greas

accuracy the characters' ofthe pers6ns with whom he had to deal. That
Kenneby might be made to say almost anything was taken for granted.

With him there would be very great scope for that pecuKar skill with

w^ich Mr. Chaffanbrass was so Wonderfully gifted. In the hands ofMr.
C/hjiffanbrass it was not improbable that Kermeby might be made to

swear that he had signed two, three, four—any number of documents on
that fourteenth of 'July, althoiigh he had before sworn that he had only

signed one. Mr. ChaJfanbraSs indeed might probably make him say

anytliing that he pleased. Had Kenneby been unsupported the case

woidd have been made safe,—so said Mr. Solomon Aram,—by leaving

Kenneby iu the hands of Mr. Chaffanbrass. But then Bridget Bolster

was supposed to be a witness of altogether a different class ol

character. To induce her to say exactly the reverse of that which she

intended to say might, no doubt, be within the power of man. Mr.

.Aram thought that it would be within the power of Mr. Chaffanbrass.

He thought, however, that it would as certainly be beyond the power of

Mr. Pumival'; and when the great man lying on the sofa mentioned the

name of Mr. FeUx Graham, Mr. Aram merely smiled. The question

with him was this :—Which would 'be the safest course ?—to make quite

sure of Kenneby by leaving him with Chaffanbrass; or to go for the

double stake by handing Kenneby over to Mr. I'urnival and leaving the

task of difficulty to the great master ?

' " When so much depends upon it, I do detest all this etiquette and

precedence," said Aram with enthusiasm. " In such a case Mr. Pmv
ni^al ought not to think of himself."

"My dear Aram," said Mr. Chaffanbrass, "men always think, of

themselves first. -And if we were to
.

go : out of the usual course, do

you conceive that the gentlemen on the: other side would fail to

notice it ?

"

"Which shall it be then?" '

" I'm quite indifferent. If the memory of either of these two peusona

is doubtful,—and after twenty years it may be so,—Mr. Furnival will

discover it."

" Then on the whole I'm disposed to think that I'd let him take tb«

mat"
" Just as you please, Aram, That is, if he's satisfied also."

S9—

3
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" I'm not going to nave my cKent oveitbrown, you know,*' sititl

Aram. " And then you'll take Dockwrath also, of course. I dou't

Know that it will have much effect upon the case, but I shall like to see

Dockwrath in your hands ; I shall indeed."

"I doubt he'll be too many for me."
" Ha, ha, ha !

" Aram might well laugh; for when had any one shown
himself able to withstand the powers of Mr. Chaffanbrass ?

" They say he is a sharp fellow," said Mr. Chaffanbrass. " Well, we
must be off. When those gentlemen at the West End get into

Parliament it does not do to keep them waiting. Let one of your
fellows get a cab.'' And then the barrister and the attorney started

I'rom Bueklersbury for the general meeting of their forces to be held in

the Old Square, Lincoln's Inn.

We have heard how it came to pass that Eelis Graham had been in-

duced to become one of tliat legal phalanx which was employed oc
behalf of Lady Mason. It was now some days since he had left

Noningsby, and those days with him had been very busy. He had never

yet undertaken the defence of a person in a criminal court, and had
much to learn,—or perhaps he rather fancied that he had. And then that

affair of Mary Snow's new lover W£is not found to arrange itself al-

together easily. When he came to the details of his dealings with the

different parties, every one wanted from him twice as much money as he

had expected. The chemist was very willing to have a partner, but then

a partnership in his business was, according to his view of the matter, a

peculiarly expensive luxury. Snow pcre, moreover, came forward with

claims which he rested on such various arguments, that Graham found it

almost impossible to resist them. At first,—that is immediately subse-

quent to the interview between him and his patron described in a

preceding chapter, Graham had been visited by a very repulsive attorney

who had talked loudly about the cruel wrongs of his ill-used client.

This phasis of the affair would have been by far the preferable one; but

the attorney and his client probably disagreed. Snow wanted immediate

money, and as no immediate money was forthcoming through the

attorney, he threw himself' repentant at Graham's feet, and took himself

off with twenty shillings. But his penitence, and his wants, and his

tears, and the thwarted ambition of his parental mind were endless ; and

poor Pelii hardly knew where to turn himself without seeing him. It

seemed probable that every denizen of the courts of law in London
would be told before long the sad tale of Mary Snow's injuries. And
then Mrs. Thomas wanted money,—more money than she had a right to

want in accordance with the terms of their mutual agreement. " She

had been very much put about," she said,
—" dreadfully put about. She

had had to change her servant three times. There was no knowing, the

trouble Mary Snow had given her. , She had, in a great measure, been

forced to sacrifice her school." Poor woman ! she thought she was

telhng the truth while making these false plaints. She did not mean to

be dishonest, but it is so eaij to be dishonest without meaning it when
one is very poor ! Mary Snow herself made no claim on her lost lover,

no claim for money or for o\ight besides. When he parted fromW 09
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thai day without kissing her, Mary Snow knew that all that was over.

But not the less did Graham recognise her claim. The very bonnet
which she must wear when she stood before the altar with Mtzallen
must be paid for out of Graham's pocket. That hobby of moulding a

young lady is perhaps of all hobbies the most expensive to which a yomng
gentleman can apply himself.

And in these days he heard no word from Noningsby. Augustus
Staveley was up in town, and once or twice they saw each other. But,
as may easily be imagined, nothing was said between them about
Madeline. As Augustus had once declared, a man does not talk to his

friend about liisown sister. And then hearing nothing—as indeed howcould
he have heard anything?—Graham endeavoured to assure himself

that that was all over. His hopes had ran high at that moment when
liis last interview with the judge had taken place ; but after all to what
did that amount ? He had never even asked Madeline to love him. He
had been such a fool that he had made no use of those opportunities

which chance had thrown in his way. He had been told that he might
fairly aspire to the hand of any lady. And yet when he had really

loved, and the girl whom he had loved had been close to him, he had not

dared to speak to her ! How could he now expect that she, in his

absence, should care for him ?

With all these little troubles around him he went to work on Lady
Mason's case, and at first felt thoroughly well inclined to give her all the

aid in his power. He saw Mr. Furnival on different occasions, and did

much to charm that gentleman by his enthusiasm in this matter. Mr.
Furnival himself could no longer be as enthusiastic as he had been.

The skill of a lawyer he would still give if necessary, but the ardour ol

the loving friend was waxing colder from day to day. Would it not be

better, if such might be possible, that the whole affair should be given

up to the hands of Chaffanbrass who could be energetic without belief,

and of Graham, who was energetic because he believed ? So he would

say to himself frequently. But then he would think again of her pale

'ace and acknowledge that this was impossible. He must go on till the

end. But, nevertheless, if this young man could believe, would it not be

well that he should bear the brunt of the battle ? That fighting of a

battle without behef is, I think, the sorriest task which ever falls to the

lot of any man.
But, as the day grew nigh, a shadow of unbelief, a dim passing shade

—a shade which would pass, and then return, and then pass again-

flitted also across the mind of Eehx Graham. His theory had been,

and still was, that those two witnesses, Kenncby and Bolster, were sub-

orned by Dockwrath to swear falsely. He had commenced by looking

at the matter with a full confidence in his chent's innocence, a confidence

which had come from the outer world, from his social convictions, and

the knowledge which he had of the confidence of others. Then it had

been necessary for him to reconcile the stories which Kenneby and

Bolster were prepared to tell with his strong confidence, and. he could

only do so by believing that they were both false and had been thus

eub'omea. But what if they were net false ? What if he weie judging
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them wrongfully? I do not say that he had eeasedjo bellere iu

Lady Mason ; but a shadow of doubt would occasionally cross hia

mind, and give to the whole affair, an aspect which tcj.liim was very

tragical.
I

He had reached "Mr. Purnival's chambers on tliis day some

few lilinutes before his new allies, and as he was seated there

discussing the matter which was now so interesting to them all,

he blurted out a question which nearly confounded, the elder bar-

rister.

" I suppose there can really be no doubt as to her innocence ?
"

What was Mr. Jurnival to say ? Mr. Chaffanbrass and Mr. Aram
had asked no such question. Mr. Round had asked no such question

when he had discussed the whole matter confidentially with him.

It was a sort of question never put to professional men, and one

which Felix Graham should not have asked. Nevertheless it must be

(uiswered.

"Bh?" he said.

"I suppose we may take it for granted that Lady, Mason is

really innocent,—that is, free from all falsehood or fraud in this

matter !

"

" Really innocent ! Oh yes ; I presume we take that for granted, as

a matter of course."
" But you yourself, Mr. Purnival

;
you have no doubt about it ? Ion

have been concerned in this matter from the beginning, and therefore I

have no hesitation in asking you."

But that was exactly the reason why he should l^ave hesitated ! At

least so Mr. Furnival thought. "Who—I? No; I have no doubt;

none in the least," said he. And thus the lie which, he had been trjmg

to avoid, was at last told.

The assurance thus given was very complete as far as the words were

concerned ; but there was something iu the tone of Mr. Purnival's

voice which did not quite satisfy Eelix Graham. It was not that he

thought that Mr. Purnival had spoken falsely, but the answer had not

been made in a manner to set his own mind at rfest. Wiy had not

Mr. Purnival answered him with enthusiasm ? Why had he not, on

behalf of his old friend, shown something like indignation that any such

doubt should have been expressed ? His words had been words of

assurance; but, considering the subject, his tone h^d contained no as-

surance. And thus the shadow of doubt flitted backwards and forwards

before Graham's mind.

Then the general meeting of the four lawyers was held, and the

various arrangements necessary for the coming contest were settled. No
such impertinent questions were asked then, nor were there any com-

munications between them of a confidential nature. ' Mr. Chaffanbrass

and Solomon Aram might whisper together, as might also Mr. Fnrnival

and PeUx Graham ; but there could be no whispering when all the four

were assembled. The programme of their battle was settled, and then they

parted with the understanding that they were to meet again in the court-

house at Alston.
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CHAPTER uXni.

THE EVENING BEIOjlE THE TRIAL.

The eve of the trial had now come, and still there had been no cou-
P.dence between the mother and the son. No words of kindness had
been spoken with reference to that terrible event which was so near at

hand. Lucius had in his manner been courteous to his mother, hut he
had at the same time been very stern. He had seemed to make no
allowance for her sorrows, never saying to her one of those soft wqrds
ivhich we all love to hear from thqse around us when we are

suffering. Why should she suffer thus? Had she chosen to lean

upon him, he would have borne on her behalf all this trouble and
vexation. As to her being guilty—as to her being found guilty by
dny twelve jurymen in England,—no such idea ever entered his

head. I have said that many people had begun to suspect ; but no
such suspicions had reached his ears. What man, unless it should be
some Dockwrath, would whisper to the son the possibility of his

mother's guilt ? Dockwrath had done more than whisper it ; but the

words of such a man could have no avail with him against his mother's

character.

Ott that day Mrs. Orme had been with Lady Mason for some hours,

and had used all her eloquence to induce the mother even then to di-

vulge her secret to her son. Mrs. Orme had suggested that Sir

Peregrine should tell him ; she had offered to teE him heirself ; she had
proposed that Lady Mason should write to Lucius. But all had been
of no avail. Lady Mason had argued, and had argued with some
truth, that it was too late to tell him now, with the view of obtaining

from him support during the trial. If lie were now told, he would not

recover from the first shock of the blow in time to appear in court with-

out showing on his brow the perturbation of his spirit. His terribls

grief would reveal the secret to every one. " When it is over,"—she

had whispered at last, as Mrs. Orme continued to press upon her the ab-

solute necessity that Lucius should give up the property,
—" when it is

over, you shall do it."

With this Mrs. Orme was obliged to rest contented. She had ^ot

the heart to remind Lady Mason how probable it was that the truth

jnight be told out to all the world during the next two or three days •—
that a verdict of Guilty might make any further telluig unnecessary;.

And indeed it was not needed that she should do so. In this respect

Lady Mason was fully aware of the nature of the ground on which ^he

stood.

Mrs. Orme had sat with her the whole afternoon, only leaving hersell

vime to be ready for Sir Peregrine's dinner; and as she left her

she promised to be with her early on the following morning to ga
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with her down to the court. Mr Aram was also to come to tie IVrm
for her, and a closed carriage had been ordered from the itn for the

Kcasion.
" You won't let him prevent you ? " were the last words sue spoke, as

Mrs. Orme tlien left her.
" He will not wish to do so," said Mrs. Orme. " He lias already

given me his permission. He never goes back from his word, you
know."

This nad oeen said in allusion to Sir Peregrine. W^hen Mrs. Orme
had first proposed to accompany Lady Mason to the court and to sit by
her side during the whole trial, he had been much startled. He had

been startled, and for a time had been very unwilling to accede to such

a step. The place which she now proposed to fill was one which he had

intended to fill himself ;—but he had intended to stand by an innocent,

mjured lady, not a perpetrator of midnight forgery. He had intended

to support a spotless being, who would then be his wife,—not a

woman who for years had lived on the proceeds of fraud and felony, com
mitted by herself

!

"Edith," he had said, "you know that I am unwilling to oppose

you; but I think that in this your feehngs are carrymg you too

far."

" No, father," she answered, not giving way at all, or showing her-

self minded to be turned from her purpose by anything he might say.

" Do not think so ; think of her misery. How could she endure it by

herself?"

"Think of her guilt, Edith!"
"I will leave others to think of that. But, father, her guilt will not

stain me. Are we not bound to remember what injury she might

have done to us, and how we might still have been ignorant of all

this, had not she herself confessed it—for our sakes—for our sakes,

father?"

And then Sir Peregrine gave way. When this argument was used to

him, he was forced to yield. It was true that, had not that woman been

as generous as she was guilty, he would now have been bound to share

her shame. The whole of this affair, taken together, had nearly laid him

prostrate ; but that which had gone the farthest towards effecting this

ruin was the feeling that he owed so much to Lady Mason. As

regarded the outer world, tlie injury to him would have been mucli

more terrible had he married her ; men would then have declared

that all was over with him ; but as regards the inner man, I doubt

whether he would not have borne that better. It was easier for him to sus-

tam an injury than a favour,-—than a favour from one whom his judgment

compelled him to disown as a friend.

But he had given way, and it was understood at The Cleeve that Mrs
Orme was to remain by Lady Mason's side during the trial. To the

general household there was nothing m this that was wonderful. They

knew only of the old friendship. To them the question of her guilt was

still an open question. As others had begun to doubt so had they ; but

uo one then presumed that Sir Pei'Cgrine or Mrs. Orme had any doubt
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That they were assured of her innocence was the conviclioil of all Ham-
worth and its neighbourhood.

" He never ^oes back from his word, you know," Mrs. Orme had said ;

and then she kissed Lady Mason, and went her way. She had never left

fcer without a kiss, had never greeted her without a warm pressure of

the hand, since that day on wliioh the secret had been told in' Sir Pere-

grine's library. It would be impossible to describe how great had been
the worth of this affection to Lady Mason ; but it may almost be said

that it had kept her alive. She herself had said but little about it,

uttering but few thanks ; but not the less had she recognised the value

of what had been done for her. She had even become more free hersell

in her intercourse with Mrs. Orme,—more open in her mode of speech,

—

had put herself more on an equality with her friend, since there had
ceased to be anything hidden between them. Previously Lady Mason
had felt, and had occasionally expressed the feeling, that she was hardlj

lit to associate on equal terms with Mrs. Orme ; but now there was
none of this,—now, as they sat together for hours and hours, they

spoke, and argued, and lived together as though they were equal. But
nevertheless, could she have shown her love by any great deed,

there was nothing which Lady Mason would not have done for

Mrs. Orme.
She was now left alone, and according to her daily custom would re-

main there till the servant told her that Mr. Lucius was waiting for her

in the dining-room. Li an early part of this story I have endeavoured

to describe how this woman sat alone, with deep sorrow in her heart

and deep thought on her mind, when she first learned what terrible

things were coming on her. The idea, however, which the reader will

have conceived of her as she sat there will have come to him from the

skill of the artist, and not from the words of the writer. If that

drawing is now near him, let him go back to it. Lady Mason was again

sitting in tlie same room—that pleasant room, looking out through tlie

verandah on to the sloping lawn, in the same chair, one hand again

rested open on the arm of the chair, while the other supported her iact

as she leaned upon her elbow ; and the sorrow was still in her heart, and

the deep thought in her mind. But the lines of her face were altered,

and the spirit expressed by it was changed. There was less of beauty,

less of charm, less of softness ; but in spite of all that she had gone

tlirough there was more of strength,—more of the power to resist all

that this world could do to her.

It would be wrong to say that she was in any degree a hypocrite.

A man is no more a hypocrite because his manner and gait when he

is alone are different from those which he assumes in company, than

he is for wearing a dressing-gown in the morning, whereas he puts

on a black coat in the evening. Lady Mason in the present crisis

ol her life endeavoured to be true in all her dealings with Mrs. Orme

;

but nevertheless Mrs. Orme had not yet read her character. As she

now sat thinkmg of what the morrow would bring upon her—thinking
of all that the malice of that man Dockwrath had brought upon her,—

she resolved that she would still struggle on with a bold front. It haa
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been brought home to her that he, her son, the beia" for whom her soul

had been imperilled, and all her hopes for this world destroyed,—that

he must be told of his mother's guilt and shame. Let him be told, and
then let him. leave her while his anguish and the feeling of his shame
were hot upon him. Should she be still a free woman when this trial

was over she would move herself away at once, and then let him be told.

But still it would be well—well for his sake,that his mother should not

be found guilty by the law. It was still worth her while to struggle.

The world was very hard to her, bruising her to the very soul at every

turn, allowing her no hope, offering to her no drop of cool water in her

thirst. But stiU for him there was some future career ; and that career

perhaps need not be blotted by the public notice of his mother's guilt.

She would still fight against her foes,—still show to that court, and to

the world that would then gaze at her, a front on which guilt should

not seem to have laid its hideous, defacing hand.

There was much that was wonderful about this woman. While she

was with those who regarded her with kindness she could be so soft

and womanly ; and then, when alone, she could be so stern and hard

!

And it may be said that she felt but little pity for herself. Though she

recognised the extent of her misery, she did not complain of it. Even
in her inmost thoughts her plaint was this,—that he, her son, should be

doomed to suffer so deeply for her sin ! Sometimes she would utter to

that other mother a word of wailing, in that he would not be soft to

her ; but even in that she did not mean to complain of him. She knew
in her heart of hearts that she had no right to expect such softness.

She knew that it was better that it should be as it now was. Had he
stayed with her from morn till evening, speaking kind words to her,

how could she have failed to tell him ? In sickness it may irk us because

we are not allowed to take the cool drink that would be grateful ; but

what man in his senses would willingly swallow that by which his very

life would be endangered ?

It was thus she thought of her son, and what his love might have

aeen to her.

Yes ; she would still bear up, as she had borne up at that other trial.

She would dress herself with care, and go down into the court with a

smooth brow. Men, as they looked at her, should not at once say,
" Behold the face of a guilty woman ! " There was stiU a chance in the

battle, though the odds were so tremendously against her. It might
be that there was but httle to which she could look forward, even though
the verdict of the jury should be in her favour ; but all that she re-

gairded as removed from her by a great interval. She had promised that

Lucius should know all after the trial,
—

^that he should know all, so

that the property might be restored to its rightful owner ; and she was
fully resolved that this promise should be kept. But nevertheless there

was a long interval. If she could battle through this first danger,—if

by the skill of her lawyers she could avert the pubUc declaration of her
guilt, might not the chances of war still take some further turn ui

her favour ? And thus, though her face was pale with suffering and
thin with care, though she had reahssd the fact that nothing
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snort of a mtraele could save her,—still she would hope for tiiat

irfiraoie.
'

But the absolute bodily labour which she was forced to endure was
so hard upon her ! She would dress herself, and smooth her brow for

the trial ; but that dressing herself, and that maintenance of a smooth
brow would impose upon her an amount of toil which would almost
overtask her physical strength. Oh reader, have you ever known what
it is to rouse yourself and go out to the world on your daily business,
when all the inner man has revolted against work, when a iay of rest
has seemed to you to be worth a year of life ? If she could have rested
now, it would have been worth many years of life,—worth all her life.

She longed for rest,—to be able to lay aside the terrible fatigue of being
ever on the watch. Prom the burden of that necessity she had never
been free since her crime had been first committed. She had
never known tnie rest. She had not once trusted herself' to sleep
without the feehng that her first waking thought would be one of
horror, as the remembrance of her position came upon her. In every
word she spoke, in every trifling action of her life, it was necessary
that she should ask herself how tbat word and action might tell upon
her chances of escape. She had striven to be true and honest,—true

and honest with the exception of that one deed. But that one deed
had communicated its poison tq her whole life. Truth, and honesty

—

fair unblemished truth and open-handed, fearless honesty,—had been
impossible to her. Before she could be true and honest it would be
necessary that she should go back and cleanse herself from the poison of

that deed. Such: cleansing is to be done. Men have sinned deep as she
had sinned, and, lepers though they have been, they have afterwards

been clean. But that task of cleansing oneself is not an easy one ;—the

waters of that Jordan in which it is needfal to wash are scalding hot.

The cool neighbouring streams of life's pleasant valleys wiU by no means
suffice.

Since she had been home at Orley Parra she had been very scrupulous

as to going down into the parlour both at breakfast and at dinner, so

that she might take her meals with her son. She had not as yet

omitted this on one occasion, although sometimes the task of sitting

through the dinner was very severe upon her. On the present occasion,

the last day that remained to her before the trial—perhaps the last

evening on which she would ever watch the sun set from those windows,

she thought that she could spare herself. "Tell Mr. Lucius," she

said to the servant who came to summon her, " that I would be obliged

to him if he would sit down without me. Tell him that I am not ill,

but that I would rather not go down to dinner !
" But before the girl

was on the stairs she had changed her mind. Why should she now.

ask for this mercy ? What did it matter ? So she gathered herself up
from the chair, and going forth from the room, stopped the message

before it was delivered. She would bear on to the end.

She sat through the dinner, and answered the ordinary questions

which Lucius put to her with her ordinary voice, and then, as was
her custom, slic kissed his brow as she left the room. It must be
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'emembered that they were still mother and son, and that there hai
been no quarrel between them. And now, as she went up stalls,

be followed her into the drawing-room. His custom had been tc

remain bekiw, and though he had usually seen her again during thi

evening, there bad seldom or never been any social intercourse between
them. On the present occasion, however, he followed her, and closing

the door for her as he entered the room, he sat himself down ou the

sofa, close to her chair.

" Mother," he said, putting out his hand and touching her arm,
" things between us are not as they should be."

She shuddered, not at the touch, but at the words. Things were
not as they should be between them. " No," she said. " But I am
sure of this, Lucius, that you never had an unkind thought in your
heart towards me."

" Never, mother. How could I,—to my own mother, who has ever

been so good to me ? But for the last three months we have been to

each.other nearly as though we were strangers."
" But we have loved each other all the same," said she.
" But love should beget close social intimacy, and above all close

confidence in times of sorrow. There has been none such between
us." ,. ;

What could she say to him ? It was on her lips to promise him
that such love should again prevail between them as soon as this

trial should be over ; but the words stuck in her throat. She did not

dare to give him so false an assurance. " Dear Lucius," she said, "if

it has been my fault, I have suffered for it."

" I do not say that it is your fault,;—nor will I say that it has been

my own. If I have seemed harsh to you, I beg your pardon."
" No, Lucius, no ; you have not been harsh. I have understood you

through it all."

" I have been grieved because you did not seem to trust me ;—but

let that pass now. Mother, I wish that there may be no unpleasant

feeling between us when you enter on this ordeal to-morrow."

"There is none;—there shall be none."
" No one can feel more keenly,—no one can feel so keenly as I do,

the cruelty with which you are treated. The sight of your sorrow has

made me wretched."

"Oh, Lucius!"
" I know how pure and innocent you are—"
" No, Lucius, no."
" Bat I say yes ; and knowing that, it has cut me to the quick to

see them going about a defence of your innocence by qmps and

quibbles, as though they were struggling for the escape of a criminal."
" Lucius !

" And she put her hands up, praying for mercy, though
she could not explain to him how terribly severe were his words.

" Wait a moment, mother. To me such men as Mr. Chaffanbrasa

and his comrades are odious. I will not, and do not believe that their

services are necessary to you "

" But, Lucius, Mr. Purnival "
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" Yes ; Mr. Parnival ! It is he that has done it all. In my heart

I wish that you had never known Mr. Furnival ;—never known him
as a lawyer that is," he added, thinking of his own strong love for

the lawyer's daughter.
" Do not upbraid me now, Lucius. Wait till it is all over."
" Upbraid you ! No. I have come to you now that we may be

friends. As things have gone so far, this plan of defence must of course

be carried on. I will say no more about that. But, mother, I will go
into the court with you to-morrow. T.hat support I can at any
rate give you, and they shall see that there is no quarrel between us.'

But Lady Mason did not desire tliis. She would have wished tha;

he might have been miles away from the court had that been
possible. " Mrs. Orme is to be with me," she said.

Then again there came a black frown upon his brow,—a frown such
as there had often been there of late. " And will Mrs. Orme's
presence make the attendance oi your own son improper ?

"

" Oh, no ; of course not. I did not mean that, Lucius.'"

"Do you not like to have me near you?" he asked; and as he spoke
he rose up, and took her hand as he stood before her.

She gazed for a moment into his face while the tears streamed down
from her eyes, and then rising from her chair, she threw herself on to

his bosom and clasped him in her arms. "My boy! my boy!" she

said. " Oh, if you could be near me, and away from this—away from
this !

"
.

She had not intended thus to give way, but the temptation had
been too strong for her. When she had seen Mrs. Orme and Pere-

grine together,—when she had heard Peregrine's mother, with words
expressed in a joyful tone, affect to complain of the inroads which
her son made upon her, she had envied her that joy. " Oh, if it could

be so with me also !
" she always thought ; and the words too had more

than once been spoken. Now at last, in this last moment, as it might
be, of her life at home, he had come to her with kindly voice, and she

could not repress her yearning.

"Lucius," she said; " dearest Lucius ! my own boy!" And then

the tears from her eyes streamed hot on to his bosom.

"Mother," he said, "it shall be so. I will be with you."

But she was now thinking of more than this—of much more. Was
it possible for her to tell him now ? As she held him in her arms,

hiding her face upon his breast, she struggled hard to speak the word.

Then in the midst of that struggle, while there was still something like

a hope within her that it might be done, she raised ker head and looked

up into his face. It was not a face pleasant to look at, as was that of

Peregrine Orme. It was hard in its outlines, and perhaps too manly for

his age. But she was his mother, and she loved it well. Siie lookea

up at it, and raising her hands she stroked his cheeks. She then kissed

him again and again, with warm, chnging kisses. She clung to him,

holding him close to her, while tlie sobs which she had so long repressed

came forth from her with a rioleuce that tcrrihed him. Then again she

looked up into his' face with one Ions wishful gaze ; and after that she
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sank upon the sofa and hid her face within her hands. She had mado
the straggle, but it had been of no avail. She could not tell him that

tale with her own voice.

" Mother," he said, " what does this mean ? I cannot understand

such grief as this." But for a while she was quite unable to answer.

The flood-gates were at length opened, and she could not restrain the

torrent of her sobbings.
" You do not understand how weak a woman can be," she said at

last.

But in truth he understood nothing of a woman's strength. He sat

down by her, now and then taking her by the hand when she would
leave it to him, and in his way endeavoured to comfort her. All com-
fort, we may say, was out of the question; but by degrees slie again

became tranquil. "It shall be to-morrow as you will have it. You
will not object to her being with me also ?

"

He did object, but he could not say so. He would have much pre-

ferred to be the only friend near to her, but he felt that he could not

deny her the solace of a woman's aid and a woman's countenance.
" Oh, no," he said, " if you wish it." He would have found it im-

possible to define even to himself the reason for
^

Ms dislike to any

assistance coming from the family of the Ormes ; but the feeling was
there, strong within his bosom.

" And when this is over, mother, we will go away," he said. " If

you would wish to live elsewhere, I will sell the property. It will be
better perhaps after all that has passed. We will go abroad for a

whUe."
She could make no answer to this except pressing his hand. Ah, if

he had been told—if she had allowed Mrs. Orme to do that kindness for

her, how much better for her would it now have been? Sell the

property! Ah, me! Were they not words of fearful sound in her

ears,—words of tdhible import ?

" Yes, it shall be so," she said, patting aside that last proposition of

liis. " We will go together to-morrow. Mr. Aram said that he would
sit at my side, but he cannot object to your being there between us."

Mr. Aram's name was odious to Lucius Mason. His close presence

would be odious to him. But he felt that he could urge nothing

against an arrangement that had now become necessary, Mr. Aram,
with all his quibbles, had been engaged, and the trial must now be
carried through vsith all the Aram tactics. "' ...

After that Lucius left his toother, and took himself out into the dark

night, walking up and' down on the road between his house and the

outer gate, endeavouring to understand why his mother should be .so

despondent. That she must fear the result of the trial, he thought,

was certain, but he could not bring himself to have any such fear. As
10 any suspicion of her guilt,-—no such idea had even for one momsat
cast a shadow upon his peace of raiad.
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CHAPTER LXrV.

THE riEST JOTJKNEY TO ALSTON.

At that time Sir Eichard Leatlierham was the Solicitor-general,

and he Had been retained as leading counsel for the prosecution. I)t

was quite understood by all men who did \inderstand what was goinjr
on in the world, that this trial had been in truth instituted by Mr.
Mason of Groby with the hope of recovering the property which had
oeen left away from him by his father's wiU. The whole matter had
now been so much discussed, that the true bearings of it were publicly
known. If on the former trial Lady Mason had sworn falsely, then
there could be no doubt that that will, or the codicil to the will, was
an untrue document, and the property would m that case revert to Mr.
Mason, after such further legal exercitations on the subject as the
lawyers might find necessary and profitable. As far as the public

were concerned, and as far as the Masons were concerned, it was
known and acknowledged that this was another struggle on the part

of the Groby Park family to regain the Orley Parm Estate. But then
the question had become much more interesting than it had been in

the days of the old trial, through the allegation which was now made
of Lady Mason's guilt. Had the matter gone against her in the former
trial, her child would have lost the property, and that would have

been all. But the present issue would be T»ery different. It would be
much more tragical, and therefore of much deeper interest.

As Alston was so near to London, Sir Richard, Mr. Pumiva!, Mr.
Ghaffanbrass, and others, were able to go up and down by train,

—

which arrangement was at ordinary assizes a great heartsore to the

hotel-keepers and owners of lodging-houses in Alston. But on this

occasion the town was quite full in spite of this faciUty. The attorneys

did not feel it safe to run up and down in that way, nor did the wit-

nesses. Mr. Aram remained, as did also Mr. Mat. Round. Special

accommodation had been provided for John Kenneby and Bridget

Bolster, and Mr. Mason of Groby had lodgings of his own.

Mr. Mason of Groby had suggested to the.attorneys in Bedford Row
that his services as a witness would probably be required, but they

had seemed to think otherwise. " We shall not call you," Mr. Round
had said, " and I do not suppose that the other side will do so. They

can't if they do not first serve you." But in spite of this Mr. Mason had

determined to be at Alston. If it were true that this woman had'

robbed him ;—if it could be proved that she had really forged a will,

and then by crime of the deepest dye taken from Mm for years that

which was his own, should he not be there to see? Should he not be

a witness to her disgrace ? Should he not be the first to know and

feel bis own tardy triumph ? Pity ! Pity for her ! When such a word
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was uamcd to liim, it seemed to him as tliougU the speaker were be

coming to a certain, extent a partner in her guilt. Pity !
Yes ;

such

pity as an Englishinan who had caught the Nana Sahib might liave felt

for his victim. He had complained twenty times since this matter had

been mooted of the folly of those who had altered the old laws. That

folly had probably robbed him of his property for twenty years, and

would now rob hmi of half of his revenge. Not that he ever spoke

even to himself of revenge. " Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord." He
would have been as able as any man to quote the words, and as willing.

Justice, outraged justice, was his theme. Whom had he ever robbed f

To whom had he not paid all that was owing ? "All that I have done

from my youth upwards." Such were his thoughts of himself; and

with such thoughts was it possible that he should willmgly be absent

from Alston during such a trial ?

" I really would stay away if I were you," Mat. Ex)und had said to

him.
" I will not stay away," he had repUcd, with a look black as a

thundercloud. Could there really be anything in those suspicions of

Dockwrath, that his own lawyer had wilfully thrown him over once,

and was now anxious to throw him over again? "I will not stay

away," he said; and Dockwrath secured his lodgings for him. About

this time he was a good deal with Mr. Dockwrath, and almost regretted

that he had not followed that gentleman's advice at the commence-

ment of the trial, and placed the management of the whole concern in

his hands.

Thus Alston was quite alive on the morning of the trial, and the

doors of the court-house were thronged long before they were opened.

They who were personally concerned in the matter, whose presence

during the ceremony would be necessary, or who had legal con-

nection with the matter in hand, were of course not driven to this

tedious manner of obtaining places. Mr. Dockwrath, for instance, did

not stand waiting at the door, nor did his friend Mr. Mason. Mr.

Dockwrath was a great man as far as this day was concerned, and

could command admittance from the doorkeepers and others about the

court. But for the outer world, for men and women who were not

lucky enough to be lawyers, witnesses, jurymen, or high sheriffs, there

was no means of hearing and seeing the events of this stirring day

except what might be obtained by exercise of an almost unlimited

patience.

There had been much doubt as to what arrangement for her attend-

ance at. the court it might be best for Lady Mason to make, and some
difficulty too as to who should decide as to these arrangements. Mr
Aram had been down more than once, and had given a hint that it

would be well that something should be settled. It had ended in his

settling it himself,—he, with the assistance of Mrs. Orme. What would
Sir Peregrine have said had he known that on any subject these two
had been leagued in council together ?

" She can go from hence in a cajrpage—a carriage from tlrf inn,"
Mrs. Orme had said.
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" Certainly, certainly ; a carriage from the inn ; yes. But in tne
evening, Ma'am ° "

"When the trial is over ? " said Mrs. Orme, inquiring from him his

meaning.
" We can hardly expect that it shall be over in one day, Ma'am.

rSie will continue to be on bail, and can return home, I will see that
she is not annoyed as she leaves the town."

" Annoyed ? " said Mrs. Orme.
" By the people 1 mean."
"Will there be anything of that, Sir ? " she asked, turning pale at

the idea. " I shall be with her, you know."
" Through the whole affair. Ma'am ?

"

" Yes, through the whole affair."

"They'll want to have a look at her of course; but,— Mrs. Orme,
we'll see that you are not annoyed. Yes ; she had better come back
home the first day. The expense won't be much ; will it ?

"

" Oh, no," said Mrs. Orme. " I must return home, you know.
How many days will it be, Sir ?

"

" Well, perhaps two,—perhaps three. It may run on all the weeK.
Of course you know, Mrs. Orme "

" Know what ? " she asked.
" When the trial is over, if—if it should go against us,—tnen you

roust return alone."

And so the matter had been settled, and Mr. Aram himself had
ordered the carriage from the inn. Sir Peregrine's carriage would have
been at their disposal,—or rather Mrs. Orme's own carnage ; but she
had felt that The Cleeve arms on The Cleeve panels would be out of

place in the streets of Hamworth on such an occasion. It would of

course be impossible that she should not be recognised in the court,

but she would do as little as possible to proclaim her own presence.

When the morning came, the very morning of the terrible day, Mrs,
Orme came down early from her room, as it was necessary that she
should breakfast two hours before the usual time. She had said no-

thing of this to Sir Peregrine, hoping that she might have been able to

escape in the morning without seeing him. She had told her son to be

there ; but when she made her appearance in the breakfast parlour, sue

found that his grandfather was already with him. She sat down and
took her cup of tea almost in silence, for they all felt that on such a

morning much speech was impossible for them.
" Edith, my dear," said the baronet, " you had better eat something

Thmk of the day that is before you."

"Yes, father, I have," said she, and she lifted a morsel of bread to

her mouth.
" You must take something with you," said he, " or you will be

famt in the court. Have you thought how many hours you will be

there ?
"

" I will see to that," said Peregrine, speaking with a stej-n decision

in his voice that was by no means natural to him.
" Will you be there, Perry r

" said his mother.

30
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" Of course I shall. I will see that you have what you want. Yen
will find that I will be near you."

" But how will you get in, ray boy ? " asked his grandfather.
" Let me alone for that. I have spoken to the sheriff already. There

is no knowing what may turn up ; so if anything does turn up you may
be sure that I am near you."

Then another slight attempt at mating was made, the cup of tea was
emptied, and the breakfast was finished. Is the carriage there. Perry ?

"

asked Mrs. Orme.
" Yes ; it is at the door.''
" Good-bye, father ; I am sorry to have disturbed you."
" Good-bye, Edith ; God bless you, and give vou strength to bear it.

And, Edith "

" Sir ? " and she held his hand as he whispered to her,
" Say to her a word of kindness from me ;—a word of kindness.

Tell her that I have forgiven her, but tell her also that man's forgive-

ness will avail her nothing."
" Yes, father, I will."
" Teach her where to look for pardon. But. tell her all the same that

I have forgiven her."

And then he handed her into the carriage. Peregrine, as he stood
aside, had watched them as they whispered, and to his mind also as

lie followed them to the carriage a suspicion of what the truth might
be now made its way. Surely there would be no need of all this

solemn mourning if she were innocent. .. Had she been esteemed as

innocent. Sir Peregrine was not the man to believe that any jury of

liis countrymen could fihd her guilty. Had this been the reason for

that sudden change,—for that breaking off of the intended marriage ?

Even Peregrine, as he went down the steps after his mother, had begun
to suspect the truth ; and we may say that he was the last within all

that household who did so.
,
During the last week every servant at The

Cleeve had whisper'ed to her fellow-servant that Lady Mason had forged

the will.

" I shall be near you, mother," said Peregrine as he put his hand mto
the carriage ; " remember that. The judge and the other fellows will go

out in the middle of the day to get a glass of wine : I'll have something

for both of you near the court."

Poor Mrs. Orme as, she pressed her son's hand felt much relieved by

the assurance. It was not that she feared anything, but she was going

to a place that was absolutely new to her,—to a place in which the

eyes of many would be fixed on her^—to a place in which the eyes of

ail would be fixed on the companion with whom she would be joined.

Her heart almost sank within her as the carriage drove away. She

would be alone till she reached Orley Earm, and there she would take

up not only Lady Mason, but Mr. Aram also. How would it be with

tUem in that small carriage while Mr. Aram was sitting opposite to

them ? Mrs. Orme by no means regretted this act of kindness which

she was doing, but she begaji, to feel that the task was not a light one.

As to Mr. Aram's presence in the carriage, she need have been undei
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no uneasiness. He understood verv well when his presence was desirable,

and also when it was not desirable.

When she arrived at the door of Orley Parm house she found Mr.
Aram waiting there to receive her. " I am sorry to say," said he,

raising his hat,, "that Lady Mason's son is to aooompany us."
" She did not tell me," said Mrs. Orme, not understanding why this

should make him sorry.

"It was arranged between them last night, and it is very unfortunate.

I cannot explain this to her ; but perhaps
"

" Why is it unfortunate, Sir ?
"

"Things wUl be said which—which—which would, drive me mad if

they were said about my mother.'' And immediately there was a touch
of 'sympathy between the high-bred lady and the Old Bailey Jew
lawyer.

" Yes, yes," said Mrs. Orme. " It wHl be dreadful."
" And then if they find her guilty ! It may be so you know. And

how is he to sit there and hear the judge's charge ;—and then the

verdict, and the sentence ? If he is there he cannot escape; I'll tell

yo what, Mrs. Orme ; he should not be there at all."

But what could she do ? Had it been possible that she should be
an hour alone with Lady Mason, she would have explained all this to

her,—or if not all, would have eiplaiiied much of it. i But now, with

no minutes to spare, how could she make this understood? "But all

that will not come to-day, will it. Sir ?

"

" Not all,—not the charge or the verdict. But he should not be
there even to-day. He should have gone away ; or if he remained at

home, he should not have shown himself out of the house."

But this was too late now, for as they were still speaking Lady
Mason appeared at the door, leaning on her son's arm. She was
dressed from head to foot in black, and oyer her face there was a

thick black veil. Mr. Aram spoke no word further as she stepped up
the steps from the hall door to the carriage, but stood back, holding

the carriage-door open in his hand. Lucius merely bowed to Mrs.

Orme as he assisted his mother to take her place ; and then following

her, he sat liimself down in silence opposite to them. Mr. Aram, who
had carefully arranged his own programme, shut the door, and mounted

on to the box beside the driver.

Mrs. Orme had held out her own hand, and Lady Mason having

taken ^t, still held it after she was seated. Then they started, and for

the fifst mUe no word was spoken between them. Mrs. Orme was

most ,Anxious to speak, if it might only be for the sake of breaking, the

hdrri'd stillness of their greeting ; but she could think of no word

which it would be proper on such an occasion to say, either to Lucius

or <;ven before him. Had she been alone with Lady Mason there

would liave been enough of words that she could have spoken. Sir

Peregrine's message was as a burden upon her tongue till she could

deliver it ; but she could not deliver it while Lucius Mason was sitting _

by her.

Lady Mason herself was the first- to speaK. "I did not know

30—2
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yesterday that Lucius would come," she said, "or I should have told

you."
" I hope it does not inconvenience you," he said. *

" Oh no ; by no means."
" I could not let my mother go out without me on such an cacif

sion as this. But I am grateful to you, Mrs. Orme, for coming at'j."

" I thought it would be better for her to have some lady with her,"

said Mrs. Orme.
" Oh yes, it is better—much better." And then no further word

was spoken by any of them till the carriage drove up to the court-

house door. It may be hoped that the journey was less painful to Mr,
Aram than to the others, seeing that he solaced himself on the coach-

box with a cigar.

There was still a great crowd round the front of the court-house

when they reached it, although the doors were open, and the court

was already sitting. It had been arranged that this case—the great

case of the assize—should come on first on this day, most of the

criminal business having been completed on that preceding ; and Mr.
Aram had promised that his charge should be forthcoming exactly at

tnn o'clock. Exactly at ten the carriage was driven up to the dijor,

and Mr. Aram jumping from his seat directed certain policemen and

sheriff's servants to make a way for the ladies up to the door, and
through the hall of the court-house. Had he lived in Alston all his

life, and spent his days in the purlieus of that court, he could not

have been more at-home or have been more promptly obeyed.
" And now I think we may go in," he said, opening the door and

letting down the steps with his own hands.

At first he took them into a small room within the building, and then

bustled away himself into the court. "I shall be back in half a

minute," he said ; and in half a dozen half minutes he was back. " We
are all ready now, and shall have no trouble about our places. If you
have anything to leave,—shawls, or thmgs of that sort,—they wil'. be

quite safe here : Mrs. Hitchara will look after them." And then, an
old woman who had followed Mr. Aram into the room on the last occa-

sion curtsied to them. But they had nothing to leave, and their httle

procession was soon made.
Lucius at first ofi'ered his arm to his mother, and she had taken it

till she had gone through the door into the hall. Mr. Aram also had,

with some hesitation, olfered his arm to Mrs. Orme ; but she in spite

of that touch of sympathy, had managed, without speaking, to decline

it. In the hall, however, when all the crowd of gazers had turned

their eyes upon them and was only kept off from pressing on them by
the policemen and sheriff's officers. Lady Mason remembered hersell^

and suddenly dropping her son's arm, she put out her hand for Mrs.
Orme. Mr. Aram was now in front of them, and thus they two followed
him into the body of the court. The veils of both of them were down

;

but Mrs. Orme's veil was not more than ordinarily thick, and she could
see everything that was around her. So they walked up through the
crowded way, and Lucius followed them by himself.
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They were very soon in their seats, the crowd offering them no

impediment. The judge was already on the Hench,—not our old ac-

quaintance Justice Staveley, hut his friend and colleague Baron Malthy.

Judge Staveley Was sitting in the other court. Mrs. Orme and Lady
Mason soon found themselves seated on a bench, with a slight standing

desk before them, much as though they were seated in a narrow pew.

iJp above them, on the same seat, were the. three barristers em-
ployed on Lady Mason's behalf; nearest to the judge was Mr. Eur-

nival ; then came Felix Graham, and below him sat Mr. ChafFanbrass,

somewhat out of the line of precedence, in order that he might more
easily avail himself of the services of Mr. Aram. Lucius found himself

placed next to Mr. Chaffanbrass, and his mother sat between him and
Mrs. Orme. On the bench below them, immediately facing a large

table which was placed in the centre of the court, sat Mr. Aram and his

clerk.

Mrs. Orme as she took her seat was so confused that she could

uardly look around her; and it may be imagined that Lady Mason
must have suffered at any rate as much in the same way. But they

who were looking at her—and it may be said that every one in the

court was looking at her—were surprised to see that she raised her

veil as soon as she was seated. She raised her veil, and never lowered

it again till she left the court, and repassed out into the hall. She

had thought much of this day,—even of the little incidents which
would occur,—and she was aware that her identification would be

necessary. Nobody should tell her to unveil herself, nor would she

let it be thought that she was afraid to face her enemies. So there she

sat durmg the whole day, bearing the gaze of the court.

She had dressed herself with great care. It may be said of most women
who could be found in such a situation, that they would either give

no special heed to their dress on such a morning, or that they would

appear in garments of sorrow studiously unbecoming and lachrymose,

or that they would attempt to outface the world, and have appeared

there in bright trappings, fit for happier days. But Lady Mason had

dressed herself after none of these fashions. Never had her clothes

been better made, or worn with a better grace ; but they were all black

from her bonnet-ribbon down to her boot, and were put on without

any attempt at finery or smartness. As regards dress, she had never

looked better than she did now ; and Mr. Furnival, when his eye caught

her as she turned her head round towards the judge, was startled by

the grace of her appearance. Her face was very pale, aud somewhat

hard ; but no one on looking at it could say that it was the counten-

ance of a woman overcome either by sorrow or by crime. She was

perfect mistress of herself, and as she looked round the court, not with

defiant gaze, but with eyes half raised, and a look of modest but yet

conscious mtelh'gence, those around her hardly dared to think that she

could be guilty.

As sne thus looked her gaze fell on one face that she had not seen

for years, and their eyes met. It was the face of Joseph Mason oi

Groby, who sat opposite to her ; and as she looked at him her owl
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countenance did not quail for a moment. Her own countenance dl-l

not quail; but his eyes fell gradually down, and when he raised then?

again she had averted hbr face. ,

''.-
'"

CHAPTER LXV.

FELIX GRAHAM EEltjENS TO NONINGSBT.

" If you love the man let him come." It was thus that the judge

had dechired to his daughter his opinion of what had better be done in

that matter iof Felix Graham. Tjien he had gone on to declare that he
had; given his permission to Eehx Graham to say anythibif that he had

got to say, and. ^finally had undertaken to invite Felix Graham to spend

the assize week at Noningsby. Of course, in the mind of the jtidge all

this amounted to an actual giving away of his daughter. He regarded

the thing now as done, lookuagupon the young people as betrothed, and

his reflections mainly ran on the material part of the business. How
should Graham be made to earn an income, and what allowance must be

made to him till he did so ? There was a certain sum set apart for

Madeline's fortune, but that would by no means suffice for the livelihood

of a married barrister in London. Graham no doubt eSmed something

as it was, but that was done by his pen rather than by his wig, and the

judge was inclined to think that the pen must be abandoned before the

wig could be made profitable. Such were the directions which his

thoughts took regarding Madeline's lot in life. With him the next

week or two with their events did not signify much; whereas the com-

ing years did signify a great deal.

At that time, on that Sunday afternoon, there still remained to

Madeline the best part of a month to think of it all, before Felix should

reappear upon the scene. But then she Could not think of it by herself in

silence. Her father had desired her to tell her mother what had passed,

and she felt that a great difficulty still lay before her. She knew that

her mother did not wish her to marry Felix Graham. She knew that

her mother did wish her to marry Peregrine Orme. And therefore

though no mother and child had ever treated each other witn a sweeter

confidence, or loved each other with warmer hearts,. thsre was as it

were a matter of disunion between them. But nevertheless she must
tell her mother, and the dread of this telling weired heavy ipott her as she

sat that night in the drawing-room reamng the article which Felix had
written.

But she need not have been under any alarm. Her father, when he
told her to discuss the matter with her mother, had by no m«ana
inteoded to throw on her shoulders the burden of converting Lady
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Staveley to the Graham interest. He took care to do this himseil

effeotumly, so that ia fact there should be no burden left for

Madeline's shoulders. "Well, my dear," he said that same Sunday
evening to his wife, "I have had it all out with MadeKne this after-

noon.""
" About Mr. Graham, do you mean ?

"

"Yes ; about Mr. Graham. I have promised that he shall come here
for the assize week."

" Oh dear !

"

"It's done, my love, and I believe we sh.=ill find it all for the best.

The bishops' daughters always marry clergymen, and the judges'
daughters ought to marry lawyers."

"But you can't give mm a practice. The bishops have livings to give

away."
"Perhaps I may show him how to make a practice for himself, which

would be better. Take my word for it that it will be best for her happi-

ness. You would not have liked to be disappointed yourself, when you
made up your mind to be married."
" No, I should not," said Lady Staveley.

"And she will have a will of her own quite as strong as you had."

And then there was silence in the room for some time.

"You'll be kind to him when he comes ? " said the judge.

"Oh, yes," said Lady Staveley, in a voice that was by no means
devoid of melancholy.

" Nobody can be so kind as you when you please. And as it is to

" I always did like him," said Lady Staveley, " although he is so very

plain."

" You'll soon get used to that, my dear."

"And as for poor young Mr. Orme "

" As for poor young Mr. Orme, as you call him, he will not die of 9

broken heart. Poor young Mr. Orme has all the world before him

and will soon console himself."
" But he is so attached to her. And then The Cleeve is so near."

" We must give up all that, my dear."
" Very well," said Lady Staveley ; ,and from that moment it may be

said that she had given in her adhesion to the Graham connection.

When some time after she gave her orders to Baker as to preparing^ a

room for Mr. Graham, it was made quite clear to that excellent woman
by her mistress's manner and anxiety as to the airing of the sheets, that

Miss Madeline was to have her own way in the matter.

But long previous to these preparations Madeline and her mother haa

discussed the matter fully. "Papa says that Mr. Graham is to come

here for the assize week," said Lady Staveley.

"Yes; so he told me," Madeline replied very bashfully.

" I suppose it's all for the best."

" I hope it is," said Madeline. What could she do but hope so ?

" Your papa understands everything so very well that I am sure he

would not let him come if it were not proper."
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" 1 suppose not," said Madeline.
" And now I look upon the matter as all settlsd."
" What matter, mamma ?

"

" That he—that he is to come here as your lover."

"Oh, no, mamma. Pray don't imagine that. It is not ao at

bU. What should I do if you were to say anything to make him think

sop"
"But you told me that you loved him."
" So I do, mamma."
"And he told your papa that he was desperately in love with you."
"I don't know, mamma."
"But he did;—your papa told me so, and that's why he asked him to

come down here again. He never would have done it without."

Madeline had her own idea about this, believing that her father

had thought more of her wants in the matter than he had of those of

Felix Graham; but as to this she said nothing. " Nevertheless, mamma,
TOU must not say that to any one," she answered. "Mr. Graham has

never spoken to me,—not a word. I should of course have told you
had he done so."

" Yes, I am sure of that. But, Madeline, I suppose it's all the same.

He asked papa for permission to speak to you, and your papa has

given it."

" I'm sure I don't know, mamma."
It was a quarter of an hour after that when Lady Staveley again re-

turned to the subject. " I am sure Mr. Graham is very clever and all

that."
" Papa says that he is very clever indeed."
" I'm quite sure he is, and he makes himself very nice in the house,

always talking when there are people to dinner. Mr. Arbuthnot never

will talk when there are people to dinner. But Mr. Arbuthnot has got

a very nice place in Warwickshire, and they say he'll come in for the

county some day."
" Of course, mamma, if there should be anything of that sort, we

should not be rich people, like Isabella and Mr. Arbuthnot."

"Not at first, dear."
" Neither first nor last. But I don't care about that. If you and

papa will like him, and— and— if it should come to that ! — Oh,

mamma, he is so good, and so clever, and he understands things, and

talks about things as though he knew how to make himself master of

them. And he is honest and proud. Oh, mamma, if it should be so,

I do hope you will love him."

And then Lady Staveley promised that she would love him, thinking

nevertheless that had things gone difi^erently she would have extended a

more motherly warmth of affection to Peregrine Orme.
And about this time Peregrine Orme made another visit to Nonlngsby.

His intention was to see the judge, explaining what steps his grand-

father had taken as to The Cleeve property, and then once more to have

thrown himself at Madelme's feet. But circumstances as they turned out

prevented this. Althougu he had been at some trouble to ascertain
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*llen tlie judge would be at Noningsby, nevertheless, on his arrival, the

judge was out. He would be home, the servant said, to dinner, but

Mot before ; and therefore he had again seen Lady Staveley, and after

seeing her had not thrown himself at MadeHne's feet.

He had made up his mind to give a systematic and detailed account

of his pecuniary circumstances, and had selected nearly the very words
in which this should be made, not actuated by any idea that such a

process would have any weight with Madeline, or by any means assist

him with her, but hoping that he might thus procure the judge's per-

mission to press his suit. But all his preparation and all his chosen

Tords were of no use to him. When he saw Lady Staveley's face he at

'ice knew that she had no comfort to offer to him. " Well," he said;
" is there any chance for me ? " He had intended to speak in a very

different tone, but words which have been prepared seldom manage to lit

themselves into their appropriate places.
" Oh, Mr. Orme," she said, taking him by the hand, and holding it.

" I wish it were different ; I wish it could be different."

" There is no hope then ? " And as he spoke there was a sound in

his voice as though the tidings would utterly unman him.

"I should be wicked to deceive you," she said. "There is no hope."

And then as she looked up at the sorrow so plainly written in the lines

of his young, handsome face, tears came into her eyes and rolled down
her cheeks. How could it be that a daughter of hers should be indifferent

to the love of such a suitor as this ?

But Peregrine, when he saw her sorrow, repressed his own. " Very

well," said he ; " I will at any rate know how to take an answer. And
for your kindness to me in the matter I am much obliged. I ought to

have known myself better than to have supposed she could have cared

for me."
" I am sure she feels that you nave done her great honour."

_

" Psha ! honour ! But never mind—good-bye. Lady Staveley."

" Will you not see her ?

"

"No. Why should I see ner ? Give ner my love — my best

love "
"I will—I will."

"And tell her that I hope she may be happy, ani make some fellow

happy who is more fortunate than I am. I shall get out of the way
somewhere, so that I shall not make a fool of mjrself when I see it. And
then he took his departure and rode back again to The Cleeve. This

happened two days before the commencement of the trial, and the day

before that on which Graham was to arrive at Noningsby.

When Graham received the judge's note asking him to put up at

Noningsby for the assize week, he was much astonished. It was very

short.

"Deab Geaham,
" As you are coming down to Alston, special in Lady Mason's

case, you may as well come and stay here. Lady Staveley bids me say

that she will be delighted. Your elder brethren will no doubt go back
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to Loudon oioli night, so that you will not be expected to remain with

them. /
.

,

" Jours always, &o."

What could be the intention of the judge in taking so strange a step as

this ? The judge had undertaken tp see him in three months, haying

given him some faint idea that there then might be a chance of hope.

But now, before one month was over, he was actually sending for him
io the house, and mviting him to stay there. What would all the bar

world say when they found that a young barrister was living at the

judge's house during the assizes ? .Would it not be in every man's

mouth that he was a suitor accepted both by the judge's daughter and by
the judge ? There would be nothing in that to go against the grain with

him, if only the fact were so. That the fact should be so he could not

venture to hope even on this hint ; - but he accepted the judge's in-

vitation, sent his grateful thanks to Lady Staveley; — as to Lady
Staveley's delight he was sure that the judge must have romanced a little,

for he had clearly recognised Lady Staveley as his enemy ;—and then

Ue prepared himself for the chances of war.

On the evening before the trial he arrived at Noningsby just in time

"or dinner. He had been obliged to remain an hour or two at Alston

in conference with Mr. Aram, and was later than he had expected he

would be. He had been afraid to come early in the day, lest by domg
so he might have seemed to overstep the margin of his invitation.

When he did arrive, the two ladies were already dressing, and he found

the judge in the hall.

" A pretty fellow you are," said the judge. " It's dinner-time already

and of course you taike an hour to dress."
" Mr. Aram " began Felix.

"Oh, yes, Mr. Aram! I'll give you fifteen mmutes, but not a

moment more." And so FeUx was hurried on up to his bed-room
—the old bed-room in which he had passed so many hours, and' been
so very uneasy. As he entered the room all that conversation with

Augustus Staveley returned upon his memory. He had seen his

iriend in London, and told him that he was going down to Non-
ingsby. Augustus had looked grave, but had said notliing about

Madeluie. Augustus was not in his father's confidence in this

matter, and had nothing to do but to look grave. On that very

morning, moreover, some cause had been given to himself for gravity

of demeanour.
At the door of his room he met Mrs. Baker, and, hurried though lie

was by the judge's strict injunction, he could not but sl^ake hands with
his old and very worthy friend.

" Quite strong again," said he in answer to her tender inquiries.

"So you are, I do declare. I wUl say this, Mr. Graham, for

wholesomeness of flesh you beat anything I ever come nigh. There's
a many would have been -weeks and weeks before they could have been
moved."

:

" It was your good nursing, Mrs. Baker."
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" Well, I tlunk we did take care of you among us. Do you rememDer
the pheasant, Mr. Graham ?

"

" Eemember it ! I should think so ; and how I improved the occasion."

"Yes; you did improve fast enough. And the sea-kale, Mr.
Graham. Laws! the row I had with John Gardener about that!

And, Mr. Graliam, do you remember how a certain friend used to come
and ask after you at the door ? Dear, dear, dear ! I nearly caught it

about that."

But Graham in his present frame of mind could not well endure to

discuss his remembrances on that subject with Mrs. Baker, so he gopd-
humouredly pushed her oiit of the room, saying that the judge would be
mad if he delayed.

" That's true, too, Mr. Graham. And it won't do for you to take up
Mr. Augustus's tricks in the house yet ; will it ? " And then she, left

the room. " What does she mean by ' yet ' ? " Pelix said to himself as

fte went through the ceremony of dressing with all the haste in his

power.
He was in the drawing-room almost within the fifteen minutes, and

there he found none but the judge and his wife and daughter. He had
at first expected to find Augustus there, but had been told by Mrs.
Baker that he was to come down on the following morning. His first

greeting from Lady Staveley was something like that he had already

received up stairs, only made in less exuberant language. He was con-

gratulated on his speedy recovery and made welcome by a kind smile.

Then he shook hands with Madehne, and as he did so he observed that

the judge was at the trouble to turn away, so that he should not watch the

greeting. This he did see, but into Madeline's face he hardly ventured

to look. He touched her hand, however, and said a word ; and she

also murmured something about his injury. "And now we'll go to

dinner," said the judge. " Give your arm that js not broken to Lady
Staveley." And so the meeting was over. " Augustus will be in Alston

to-morrow when the court is opened," said the judge. " That is to say

if he finds it possible to get up so soon ; but to-day he had some engage-

ments in town." The truth however was that the judge had chosen to

be alone with Pelix after dinner.

The dinner was very pleasant, but the judge talked for the whole

party. Madeline hardly spoke at all, nor did Lady Staveley say much.

Felix managed to put in a few words occasionally, as it always becomes

a good listener to do, but the brunt of the battle lay with the host.

One thing Felix observed painfully, that not a word was spoken about

Lady Mason or Orley Farm. When he had been last there the judge

had spoken of it openly before the whole party, expressing his opinion

that she was a woman much injured ; but now neither did he say any-

thing nor did Lady Staveley. He would probably not have observed

tliis had not a feeling crept upon him during the last fortnight, that that

thorougli conviction which men had felt as to her innocence was giving

way. While the ladies were there, however, he did not himself allude

to the subject.

When they had left the room and the door had been closed behind them
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the judge began the campaign—began it, and as far as he was con-

cerned elided it in a very few minutes. " Graham/' said he, " I au;

glad to see you."
" Thank you, judge," said he.
" Of course you know, and I know, what that amounts to now. Mj

idea is that you acted as an honest man when you were last here. You
are not a rich man "

"Anything but that."

"And therefore I do not think it would have been well had you en-

deavoured to gain my daughter's affections without speaking to me,

—

or to her mother." Judge Staveley always spoke of his wife as though
she were an absolute part of himself. " She and I have discussed the

matter now, and you are at Eberty to address yourself to Madeline if

you please."

"My dear judge "

" Of course you understand that I am not answering for lier ?
"

" Oh, of course not."

"That's your look out. You must fight your own battle there.

What you are allowed to understand is this,—that her father and
mother will give their consent to an engagement, if she finds that sue

can bring herself to give hers. If you are minded to ask her you may
do so."

" Of course I shall ask her.''

" She will have five thousand pounds on her marriage, settled upon
herself and her children, and as much more when I die, settled in the

same way. Now fill your glass." And in his own easy way he

turned the subject round and began to talk about the late congress at

Birmingham.
Felix felt that it was not open to him at the present moment to say

anything further about Madeline ; and thougii he was disappointed at

this,—for he would have wished to go on talking about her all the

evening,—perhaps it was better for him. The judge would have said

nothing further to encourage him, and he would have gradually been

taught to think that his chance with Madeline was little, and then less.

"He must have been a fool," my readers will say, " not to have known
that Madeline was now his own." Probably. But then, modest-

minded young men are fools.

At last he contrived to bring the conversation round from the

Birmingham congress to the affairs of his new client ; and indeed he

contrived to do so in spite of the judge, who was not particularly

anxious to speak on the subject. " After all that we said and did at

Birmingham, it is odd that I should so soon find myself joined with Mr.
Furnival."

" Kot at all odd. Of course you must take up your profession as

others have taken it up before you. Very many young men dream of •

Themis fit for Utopia. You nave slept somewhat longer than others,

and your dreams have been more vivid."

"And now I wake to find myself leagued with the Empson aai
Dudley of our latter-day law courts."
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" Fie, Graham, fie. Do not allow yourself to speak in that toue of
men whom you know to be zealous advocates and whom you do not
know to be dishonest opponents."

" It is they and such as they that make so many in these days feel the
need of some Utopia,—as it was in the old days of our history. But I
beg their pardon for nicknaming them, and certainly ought not to have
done so in your presence."

" Well ; if you repent yourself, and will be more charitable for the
future, I will not tell of you."

" I have never yet even seen Mr. Chaffanbrass in court," said Pelix,
after a pause.

" The more shame for you never to have gone to the court in which
he practices. A barrister intending to succeed at the common law bar
cannot have too wide an experience in such matters."

" But then I fear that I am a barrister not intending to succeed."
" I am very sorry to hear it," said the judge. And then again the

conversation flagged for a minute or two.
" Have you ever seen him at a country assize town before, judge ?

"

asked PeUx.
" Whom ? Chaffanbrass ? I do not remember that I have."
"His coming down in this way is quite unusual I take it."

" Rather so, I should say. The Old Bailey is his own ground.'
" And why should they think it necessary in such a case as this to

have recourse to such a proceeding ?
"

" It would be for me to ask you that, seeing that you are one of the

counsel."
" Do you mean to say, judge, that between you and me you are un-

willing to give an opinion on such a subject ?
"

" Well ; you press me hard, and I think I may fairly say that I am
unwilHng. I would sooner discuss the matter with you after the verdict

than before it. Come ; we will go into the drawing-room."

There was not much in this. Indeed if it were properly looked at

there was nothing in it. But nevertheless, Graham, as he proceeded

the judge out of the dining-room, felt that his heart misgave him about

Lady Mason. When first the matter had been spoken of at Noningsby,

Judge Stavelpy had been fuUy convmced of Lady Mason's innocence,

and bad felt no reserve in expressing his opinion. He had expressed such

an opinion very openly. Why should he now affect so mtch reticence,

seeing that the question had been raised in the presence of them two

alone ? It was he who had persuaded Graham to undertake this work,

and how he went back from what he had done, and refused even to

speak upon the subject. " It must be that he thinks she is guilty," said

Graham to himself, as he lay down that night in bed.

But there had been somethhig more for him to do before bedtime

came. He followed the judge into the drawing-room, and in five

minutes perceived that his host had taken up a book with the honest

intention of reading it. Some reference was made to him by his wife,

but he showed at once that he did not regard Graham as company, and

that ke conceived himself to be entitled to enjoy the full luxury of
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feome. " Upon my word I dou't know/' he answered, witliaut iaking

his eye off the page. And then nobody spoke to him another word.

After another short interval LadyStaTeley went to sleep. When
Felix Graham had before 'been at Noningsby, she would have rebelled

against nature with all her force rather than have slept while he was left

to whisper what he would to her darling. , But now he was authorised

to whisper, and why should not Lady Staveley sleep if she wished it ?

She did sleep, and Felix was left alone with his love.

And yet he was not altogether alone. He could not say to her those

words which he was now bound to say ; which he longed to say in

order that he might know whether the next stage of his life was to be
light or dark. There sat the judge, closely intent no doubt upon his

book, but wide awake. There also sat Lady Staveley, fast asleep cer-

tainly ; but with a wondrous power of hearing even in her sleep. And
yet how was he to talk to his love unless he stalked of love ? He wished

that the judge would help them to converse ; he wished that some one

else was there ; he wished at last that he himself was away. Madehne
sat perfectly tranquil stitching a collar. Upon her there was incumbent

no duty of doing anything beyond that. But he was in a measure

bound to talk. Had he dared to do so he also would have taken up a

book ; but that he knew to be impossible.

"Year brother will be down to-morrow," he said at last.

" Yes ; he is to go direct to Alston. He will be here in the evening,

—to dinner."
" Ah, yes ; I suppose we shall all be late to-morrow."
" Papa always is late when the assizes are going on," said Madeline.

"Alston is not very far," said Felix.
" Only two miles," she answered.

And during the whole of that long evening the conversation between

them did not reach a more interesting pitch, than that.
" She must think me an utter fool," said Felix to himself, as he sat

staring at the fire. " How well her brother would have made the most

of sucn an opportunity !
" And then he went to bed by no means in a

good humoair with himself.

On the next morning he again met her at bjeakfast, but on that

occasion there was no possible opportunity for private conversation.

The judge was aU alive, and talked enough for the whole party during

the twenty minutes that was allowed to them before they started for

Alston. "And now we must be off. We'll say half-past seven

for dinner, my dear." A.ud then they also made their )ourney to

Alston.
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CHiPTER LXVI.

anoiTiNG now miss purnival treated her lovers.

It is a great thing for young ladies to live in a household in which
free correspondence by letter is permitted. "Two for mamma, four
lor Amelia, three for Tanny, and one for papa. When the postman has
left his budget they should be dealt out in that way, and no more should
be said about it,—except what each may choose to say. Papa's letter

is about money of course, and interests nobody. Mamma's contain the
character of a cook and an invitation to dinner, and as they interest

everybody, are pubHc property. But Fanny's letters and Amelia's
should be private ; and a well-bred mamma of the present day scorns
even to look at the handwriting of the addresses. Now in Harley
Street things were so managed that nobody did see the handwriting of
the addresses of Sopiia's letters till they came into her own hand,

—

that is, neither her father nor her mother did so. That both Spooner
und Mrs. Ball examined them closely is probable enough.

This was well for her now, for she did not wish it to be known as

yet that sjie had accepted an offer from Lucius Mason, and she did wish
to have, the privilege of receiving his letters. She fancied that she

loved him. She toM herself over and over again that she did so. She
compared him within her own mind to Augustus Staveley, and always

gave the preference to Lucius. She liked Augustus also, and could

Lave accepted him as well, had it been the way of the world in England
for ladies to have two accepted lovers. Such is not the way ot the

world in England, and she therefore had been under the necessity of

choosing one. She had taken the better of the two, she declared to

herself veryi,pften ; but nevertheless was it absolutely necessary that the

other shOtld be abandoned altogether ? Would it not be well at any

rate to wait till this triaL should be over ? But then the young men
themselves were in such a hurry !

Lucius, like an honest man, had proposed to go at once to Mr.
Eurnival when he was accepted; but to this Sophia had objected.

" The peculiar position in which my father stands to your mother at the

present moment," said she, " would make it very difficult for him to

give you an answer now." Lucius did not quite understand the

reasoning, but he yielded. It did not occur to him for a moment that

either Mr. or Miss Earnival could doubt the validity of his title to the

Orley Farm property.

But there: was no reason why he should not write to her. " Shall I

address here?" he had asked. "Oh yes," said Sophia; "my letters

are quite private." And he had written very frequently, and she had

answered him. His last letter before the trial I propose to publish,

together with. Sophia's answer, giving it as my opinion that the gentle-

man's production affords by no means a good type of a lover's letter.
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But then his circumstances were peculiar. Miss FurnivM's answer was,

I think, much better.

"Urley Farm, —— •

" Mt own Sophia,
" My only comfort—1 may really say my only comfort now

—

is in writing to you. It is odd that at my age, and having begun the

world early as I did, I should now find myself so much alone. Were
It not for you, I should have no friend. I cannot describe to you the

sadness of this house, nor the wretched state in which my mother exists.'

I sometimes think that had she been really guilty of those monstrous

crimes which people lay to her charge, she could hardly have been more
miserable. I do not understand it ; nor can I understand why your

father has surrounded her with lawyers whom he would not himself

trust in a case of any moment. To me she never speaks on the subject

which makes the matter worse—worse for both of us. I see her at

breakfast and at dinner, and sometimes sit with her for an hour in the

evening ; but even then we have no conversation. The end of it is I

trust soon coming, and then I hope that the sun will again be bright.

In these days it seems as though there were a cloud over the whole

earth.
" I wish with all my heart that you could have been here with her.

I think that your tone and strengtk of mind would have enabled her to

bear up against these troubles with more fortitude. After all it is bu(

a shadow of misfortune which has come across her, if she would but

allow herself so to think. As it is, Mrs. Orme is with her daUy, and

nothing I am sure can be more kmd. But 1 can confess to you, though

I could do so to no one else, that I do not willingly see an intimacy

kept up between my mother and The Cleeve. Why was there that

strange proposition as to her marriage ; and why, when it was onee

made, was it abandoned ; I know that my mother has been not only

guiltless, but guileless, in these matters as to which she is accused ; but

nevertheless her affairs will have been so managed that it will be almost

impossible for her to remain in this neighbourhood.

"When this is all over, I thmk I shall sell this place. What is there

to bind me,—to bind me or you to Orley larm ? Sometimes I have

thought that I could be happy here, devoting myself to agriculture,"

—

" Piddlesticks !
" Sophia exciaimed, as she read this, — " and doing

Romethhig to lessen the dense ignorance of those around me ; but for

such work as that a man should be able to extend himself over a larger

.surface than that which I can influence. My dream of happiness now
carries me away from this to other countries,—to the sunny south.

Could you be happy there ? A friend of mine whom I well knew in

Germany, has a villa on the Lake of Como,"—" Indeed, Sir, I'll do no
buch thing," said Sophia to herself,

—" and there I think we might

forget all this annoyance.

"I shall not write again now till the trial is over. 1 huve made up
my mind that I will be in court during the whole proceedings. If my
jacther will admit it, I will remain there close to her, as her son should
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io in such an emergency. If slie will not have this, still I will be
ttiere. No one shall say that I am afraid to see my mother in any

position to which fortune can bring her, or that I have ever doubted

her innocence.
" God bless you, my own one.

" fours,

"L. M."

Taking this letter as a whole perhaps we may say that there was
not as much nonsense in it as young gentlemen generally put into

their love-letters to young ladies ; but I am inclined to think that it

would have been a better love-letter had there been more nonsense.

At any rate there should have been less about himself, and more about

the lady. He should have omitted the agriculture altogether, and
been more sure of his loved one's tastes before he suggested the sunny
south and the Como villa. It is true that he was circumstanced as few

lovers are, with reference to his mother ; but still I think he might

have been less lachrymose. Sophia's answer, which was sent after the

lapse of a day or two, was as follows :^
" Harley Street, .

"My deak Lucius,
"I am not surprised that you should feel somewhat low-

spirited at the present moment ; but you will find, I have no doubt,

that the results of the next week will cure all that. Tour mother will

be herself again when this trial is over, and you will then wonder that

it should ever have had so depressing an influence eitherupon you or upon

her. I cannot but suppose that papa has done the best as to her

advisers. I know how anxious he is about it, and they say that he is

very clever in such matters. Pray give your mother my love. I

cannot but think she is lucky to have Mrs. Orme with her.

What can be more respectable than a connection at tach a time with

such people ?

" As to your future residence, do not make up your mind to any-

thing while your spirits are thus depressed. If you like to leave Orley

farm, why not let it instead of seUing it ? As for me, if it should be

fated that our lots are to go together, I am inclined to think that I

should still prefer to live in England. In London papa's position might

probably be of some service, and I should like no life that was not

active. But it is too early in the day to talk thus at present. You
must not think me cold hearted if I say that what has as yet been

between us must not be regarded as an absolute and positive engage-

ment. I, on my part, hope that it may become so. My heart is not

cold, and I am not ashamed to own that I esteem you favourably; but

marriage is a very serious thing, and there is so much to be considered !

I regard myself as a free agent, and in a great measure independent of

my parents on such a matter as that ; but still 1 think it well to make

no positive promise without consulting them. When this trial is over

I will speak to my father, and then you will come up to London am'

tec us

3]
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" Miud you give my love to your mother ; and—^if it hate any vtklui

ui your eyes—accept it yourself.
" Your affectionate friend,

"Sophia Fuknital."

i feel very conBdent that Mrs. Purnival was right in declining to in-

(juire very closely into the circumstances of her daughter's corre-

spondence. A young lady who could write such a letter to her lover as

that requires but little looking after ; and in those points as to whicli

she may require it, willi-^if she be so minded—elude it. Such as Miss

Purnival was,, no care on her mother's part would, I think, have made
her better.. .Much caie might hairemade her worse, as, had she been

driven to such resources, she would have received her letters under a

false name at the baker's shop round the comer.

But the last letter was not written'throughout without interruption.

She was just declaring how on her part she hoped that her present un-

certain tenure of her lover's hand might at some future time become
certain, when Augustus Staveley was announced. Sophia, who was

alone in the drawing-room, rose from her table, gracefully, sUpped her

note under the cover of the desk, and courteously greeted her visitor.

" And how are they all at dear Nonmgsby ? " she asked.
" Dear Noningsby is nearly deserted. There is no one there but my

mother and Madeline."
" And who more would be wanting to make it still dear,—unless it

be the judge ? I declare, Mr. Staveley, I was quite in love with your

father when I left. Talk of honey falling from people's mouths !—he

drops nothing less than champagne and pineapples."
" How very difficult of digestion his conversation must be !

"

" By no means. If the wine he good and the fruit ripe, nothing caa

be more wholesome. And is everybody else gone ? Let me see ;—Mr.

Graham was still there when I left."

" He came away shortly afterwards,—as soon, that is, as his arm
woidd allow him."

" What a happy accident that was for him, Mr. Staveley !

"

" Happy !—breaking three of his ribs, his arm, and his collarbone !

I thought it very imhappy."

"Ah, that's because your charaotev is so deficient in true chivalry.

I call it a very happy accident which gives a gentleman an opportunity

of spending six weeks under the same roof \yith- the ,lady of his love.

Mr. Graham is a man ,of spirit, and I am,by no means sure that he did

not break his bones on purpose."

Augustus for a rnoment thought, of 'denying the imputation with

regard to his sister, but before he. had spoken he ,had changed his mind.

He was already aware that his friend had been again invited down to

Nqningsby, and if his father .chps.e to encourage'Graham, why sliould

he make difficulties ? He had conceived some general idea that Felix

Graham was not a gae?t to be welcomed ;into a rich man's family as a

son-in-law. He was poor and crotchety, and as regards professional

matters unsteady. Bat aE that was a matter for his father to consideij
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not for liim. So he held his peace as touching Graham, and contrived

to change the subject, veering round towards that point of the compass

Vhich had brought him into Harley Street.

" Perhaps then. Miss Pumival, it might answer some purpose if I

were to get myself run over outside there. I could get one of

Pickford's vans, or a dray from Barclay and Perkins', if that might be

thought serviceable."
" It would be of no use in the world, Mr. Staveley. Those very

charitable middle-aged ladies opposite, the Miss Mac Codies, would

have you into their house in no time, and when you woke from your

first swoon, you would find yourself in their best bed-room, with one on

each side of you."

"And you in the mean time "
"I should send over every morning at teB. o'clock to inquire after

you—in mamma's name. 'Mrs. Purnival's compliments, and hopes

Mr. Staveley will recover the use of his legs.' And the man would

bring back word :
' The doctor hopes he may. Miss ; but his left eye is

gone for ever.' It is not everybody that can tumble discreetly. Now
you, I fancy, would only disfigure yourself."

" Then I must trv what fortune can do for me without the brewer's

dray."
" Fortune has done quite enough for you, Mr. Staveley ; I do not

advise you to tempt her any further."
" Miss Furnival, I have come to Harley Street to-day on purpose to

tempt her to the uttermost. There is my hand
"

" Mr. Staveley, pray- keep your hand for a while longer in your own
possession."

" Undoubtedly I shall do so, unless I dispose of it this morning.

When we were at Noningsby together, I ventured to tell you what I

felt for you
"

" Did you, Mr. Staveley ? If your feelings were anything beyond the

common, I don't remember the telling."

" And then," he continued, without choosing to notice her words,

"you affected to beheve tliat I was not in earnest in what I said to

you."

"And you must excuse me if I affect to believe the same thing of

you still."

Augustus Staveley had come into Harley Street with a positive

resolve to throw his heart and hand and fortune at the feet of Miss

Purnival. I fear that I shall not raise him in the estimation of my
readers by saying so. But then my readers will judge him unfairly.

They will foi-get that they have had a .much better opportunity of look-

ing into the character of Miss Purnival than he had had ; and they will

also forget that they have had nosuch opportunity- of being influenced

by her personal charms. I think I lemarked before that Miss Furnival

•well understood hov/ best to fight her own lattle. Had she shown

herself from the first anxious to regard as a definite offer the first words
'

tending that way which Augustus had spoken to her, he would at once

Vave become indififerent about the matter. As a consequence oi her

31—2
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judicious conduct lie was not indifferent. We always want ttiat whlcll

we can't get easily. Sophia had made herself difficult to be gotten, and
therefore Augustus fancied that he wanted her. Since he had been in

town he had oeen frequently iu Harley Street, and had been arguing
with himself on the matter. What match could be more discreet or

better ? Not only was she very handsome, but she was clever also.

And not only was she handsome and clever, but moreover she was an
heiress. What more could his friends want for him, and what more
could he want for himself ? His mother did in truth regard her as a

nasty, sly girl ; but then his mother did not know Sophia, and in such
matters mothers are so ignorant

!

Miss Furnival, on his thus repeating his offer, again chose to affect a

belief that he was not in earnest. I am inclined to think that she
rather liked this kind of thmg. There is an excitement in the game ; and it

is one which may be played without great danger to either party if it be
played cautiously and with some skill. As regards Augustus at the present

moment, I have to say—with some regret—that he abandoned all idea

of caution, and that he showed very little skill.

" Then," said he, " 1 must beg you to lay aside an affection which
IS so very injurious botn to my honour and to my hopes of happi-

ness."
" Your honour, Mr. Staveley, is quite safe, I am certain."
" I wish that my happiness were equally so," said he. " But at any

rate you will let me have an answer. Sophia "

And now he stood up, looking at her with something really like love

in his eyes, and Miss Purnival began to understand that if she so chose

it the prize was really within her reach. But then was it a prize ? The
other thing was the better prize ;—if only that affair about the Orley

Earm were settled. Augustus Staveley was a good-looking handsome
fellow, but then there was that in the manner and gait of Lucius
Mason which better suited her taste. There are ladies who prefer

Worcester ware to real chma ; and, moreover, the order for the Wor-
cester ware had already been given.

" Sophia, let a man be ever so light-hearted, there will come to him
moments of absolute and almost terrible earnestness."

"Even to you, Mr. Staveley."
" I have at any rate done nothing to deserve your scorn."
" Pie, now

; you to talk of my scorn ! You come here with soft

words which run easily from your tongue, feeling sure that I shall be

proud in heart when I hear them whispered into my ears ; and now you
pretend to be angry because I do not show you that I am elated. Do
you think it probable that I should treat with scorn anything of

this sort that you might say to me seriously ?
"

" I think you are doing so."
" Have you generally found yourself treated with scorn when you

have been out on this pursuit ?
"

" By Heavens ! you have no right to speak to me so. In what way
ihall 1 put my words to make them sound seriously to you ? Do you
rant me to kneel at your leet, as our grandfathers used to do P

"
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" Oh, ccrtaialy not. Our grandmothers were very stupid in deairing
that/'

" It' I put my hand on my heart will you believe me better ?
"

" Not in the least."

"Then through what formula shall I go ?
"

" Go through no formula, Mr. Staveley. In such affairs a* these very
little, as I take it, depends on the words that are uttered. When heart
has spoken to heart, or even head to head, very little other speaking is

absolutely necessary."
" And my heart has not spoken to yours ?

"

" Well ;—no ;—not with tliat downriglit plain open language which
a heart in earnest always knows how to use. I suppose you think you
like me ?

"

" Sophia, I love you well enough to /nake you my wife to
morrow."

" Yes ; and to be tired of your bargain on the next day. Has it ever
occurred to you that giving and taking in marriage is a very serious
thing ?

"

" A very serious thing ; but I do not think that on that account it

should be avoided."
" No ; but it seems to me that you are always iucliaed to play at

marriage. Do not be angry with me, but for tlie life of me I can never
think you are in earnest."

" But I shall be angry—very angry—if I do not get from you some
answer to what I have ventured to say."

"What, now; today;—this morning? If you insist upon that, the

answer can only be of one sort. If I am driven to decide this morn-
ing on the question that you have asked me, great as the honour is—
and coming from you, Mr. Staveley, it is very great—I must decline

it. I am not able, at any rate at the present moment, to trust my
happiness altogether in your hands." When we think of the half-

written letter which at this moment Miss Eurnival had within her desk,

this was not wonderful.

And then, without having said anything more that was of note,

Augustus Staveley went his way. As he walked up Harley Street,

he hardly knew whether or no he was to consider himself as bound to

Miss Furnival ; nor did he feel quite sure whether or no he wished to

be so bound. She was handsome, and clever, and an heiress ; but yet

he was not certain that she possessed all those womanly charms which

are desirable in a wife. He could not but reflect that shq had never

yet said a soft word to him.
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ClxKFl'ER liXVn.

M^. MOULDEE BACKS HIS OPINION.

As the day of the trial drew nigh, the perturbation of poor Johu
Kemieby's miad became very great. Moulder liad not intended to

frighten him, but had thought it well to put him up to what he believed

to be the truth. No doubt he would be badgered and bullied. "And,"
as Moulder said to his wife afterwards, "wasn't it better that he
should know what was in store for him ? " The consequence was,

'.hat had it been by any means possible, Kenneby would have run
a.way on the day before the trial.

But it was by no means possible, for Dookwrath had hardly left him
alone for an instant. Dookwrath at this time had crept into a sort of

employment in the ease from which Mathew Hound had striven hi

vain to exclude him. Mr. Round had declared once or twice that

if Mr. Mason encouraged Dookwrath to interfere, he. Round, would
throw the matter up. But professional men cannot very well throw

up their business, and Round went on, although Dockwrath did

interfere, and although Mr. Mason did encourage him. On the eve

of the trial he went down to Alston with Kenneby and Bolster ; and
Mr. Moulder, at the express instance of Kenneby, accompanied them.

" What can t do ? I can't stop the fellow's gab," Moulder had said.

But Kenneby pleaded hard that some friend might be near him in the

day of his trouble, and Moulder at last consented.
" I wish it was me," Mrs. Smiley had said, when they talked, the

matter over in great St. Helens ;
" I'd let the barrister know what

was what when he came to knock me about." Kenneby wishfed it

also, with all his heart.

Mr. Mason went down by the same train, but he travelled by the
first class. Dockwrath, who was now holding his head up, would
have gone with him, had he not thought it better to remain with
Kenneby. " He might jump out of the carriage and destroy him-
self," he said to Mr. Mason.

'

"If he had any of the feelings of an Englishman within his

breast," said Mason, "he would be' anxious to give assistance to-

wards the punishment of such a criminal as that."
" He has only the feelings of a tomtit," said Dockwrath.
Lodgings had been taken for the two chief witnesses together, and

Moulder and Dockwrath shared the accommodation with them. As they
sat down to tea together, these two gentlemen doubtless felt that
Bridget Bolster was not exactly fitting company for them. But the
necessities of an assize week, and of such a trial as this, level much of
these distinctions, and they were both prepared to condescend and
become affable.
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" Weill Mrs. Bolster, and how do you find yourself ? " asked Dock-
wrath.

Bridget was a solid, s(juare-looking woman, somewhat given to flesh,

and now not very quick in her movement b. But the nature of her past

life had given to her a certain amount of readiness, and an absence of

that dread of her fallow-creatures which so terribly afflicted poor
Kenneby. And then also she was naturally not a stupid woman, or one
inclined to be muddle-headed. Perhaps it would be too much tfo say

that she was generally intelligent, but what she did understand, she

understood thoroughly.

"Pretty well, I thank you, Mr. Dockwrath. I shaVt be sorry to

have a bit of something to my tea."

Bridget Bolster perfectly understood that she was to be well fed when
thus brought out for work in her country's service. . To have everything

that she wanted to eat and drink at places of public entertainment, and
then to have the bills paid for her behind her back, was to Bridget
Bolster the summit of transitory human bliss.

"And you shall have something to your tea," said Dockwrath.
•' What's it to be ?

"

"A steak's as good as anything at these places," suggested Moulder,
" Or some ham and eggs," suggested Dockwrath.
" Kidneys is nice," said Bridget.
" What do you say, Kenneby ? " asked Dockwrath.
" It is nothing to me," said Kenneby ; "I have no appetite. I think

I'll take a little orandy-and-water."

Mr. Moulder possessed the most commanding spirit, and the steak

was ordered. They then made themselves as comfortable as circum-

stances would admit, and gradually fell into a general conversation about

the trial. It had been understood among them since they first came
together, that as a matter of etiquette the witnesses were not to be
asked what they had to say. Kenneby was not to divulge his facts in

plain language, nor Bridget Bolster those which belonged to her ; but it

was open to them all to take a general view of the matter, and natural

that at the present moment they should hardly be able to speak of any-

thing else. And there was a very divided opinion on the subject in

dispute : Dockwrath, of course, expressing a strong conviction infaivoiir

of a verdict of guilty, and Moulder being as certain of an acquittal.
' At

first Moulder had been very unwilling to associate with Dockwrath ; for

he was a man who maintained his animosities long within his breast;

but Dockwrath on this occasion was a great man, and there was some
slight reflection of greatness on the associates of Dockwrath 5 it was
only by the assistance of Dockwrath that a place could be obtained

within the court, and, upon, the whole, it became evident to Moulder
that during such a crisis as this the society of Dockwrath must be

endured. .

" They can't do anything to one if one do one's best ? " said Kenaebv,

who was sitting apart from the table while the others were eating.

"Of course they can't," said Dockwrath, who Wished to inspirit the

witnesses on bis own side.
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" It aiut what they do, but what they say," said Moulder ; " and

then, everybody is looking at you. I remember a case when I was

young on the road ; it was at Nottingham. There liad been some sugars

delivered, and the rats had got at it. I'm blessed if they didn't ask

me backwards and forwards so often that I forgot whether they was
seconds or thirds, though I sold the goods myself. And then the

lawyer said he'd have me prosecuted for penury. Well, I was that

frightened, I could not stand in the box. I aint so green now by a

good deal."
" I'm sure you're not, Mr. Moulder," said Bridget, who well under-

stood the class to which Moulder belonged.
" After that I met that lawyer in the street, and was ashamed to look

him in the face. I'm blessed if he didn't come up and shake hands with

me, and tell me that he knew all along that his client hadn't a leg to

stand on. Now I call that beautiful."

" Beautiful !
" said Keuneby.

" Yes, I do. He fought that battle just as if he was sure of winning,

though he knew he was going to lose. Give me the man that can fight

a losing battle. Anybody can play whist with four by honours in his

own hand."
" I don't object to four by honours either," said Dockwrath ; " and

that's the game we are going to play to-morrow."
" Aud lose the rubber after all," said Moulder.
" No, I'm blessed if we do, Mr. Moulder. If I know anything ct

my own profession
"

"Humph !

" ejaculated Moulder.

"And I shouldn't be here in such a case as this if I didn't;—but

if I do. Lady Mason has no more chance of escape than^—^than—than

that bit of muffin has." And as he spoke the savoury morsel in question

disappeared from the fingers of the commercial traveller.

Fox a moment or two Moulder could not answer him. The portion

of food in question was the last on his plate ; it had been considerable

in size, and required attention in mastication. Then the remaining

gravy had to be picked up on the blade of the knife, and the particles ol

pickles collected and disposed of by the same process. But when all

this had been well done. Moulder replied

—

" That may be your opinion, Mr. Dockwrath, and I dare s^ you may
know what you're about."

" Well; I rather think I do, Mr. Moulder."
" Mine's different. Now when one gentleman thinks one thing and

another thinks another, there's nothing for it in my mind but for each

gentleman to back his own. That's about the ticket in this country, I

believe."

" That's just as a gentleman may feel disposed," said Dockwrath.
" No it aint. What's the use of a man having an opinion if he won't

back it P He's bound to back it, or else he should give way, and confess

he aint so sure about it as he said he was. There's no coming to an

end if you don't do that. Now there's a ten-pound note," and Moulder
produced that amount of the root of all evil ; " I'll put that m John
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Kenneby's hands, and do you cover it." . And then he looked as though
there were no possible escape from the propositioa which he had made.

" I decline to have anything to do with it," said Kenneby.
"Gammon," said Moulder; "two ten-pound notes won't burn a hole

in your pocket."
" Suppose I should be asked a question about it to-morrow ; where

should I be then?"
" Don't trouble yourself, Mr. Kenneby," said Dockwrath ;

" I'm not
going to bet."

" lou aint, aint you ? " said Moulder.
" Certainly not, Mr. Moulder. If you understood professional matters

a little better, you'd know that a professional gentleman couldn't make
a bet as to a case partly in his own hands without very great impro-
priety." And Dockwrath gathered himself up, endeavouring to impress
a sense of his importance on the two witnesses, even should he fail of

doing so upon Mr. Moulder.
Moulder repocketed his ten-pound note, and laughed with a long, low

chuckle. According to his idea of things, he had altogether got the
better of the attorney upon that subject. As he himself put it so plainly,

what criterion is there by which a man can test the validity of his own
opinion if he be not willing to support it by a bet ? A man is bound to

do so, or else to give way and apologise. For many years he had in-

sisted upon this in commercial rooms as a fundamental law in the

character and conduct of gentlemen, and never yet had anything been
said to him to show that in such a theory he was mistaken.

During all this Bridget Bolster sat there much delighted. It was
not necessary to her pleasure that she should say much herself. There
she was seated in the society of gentlemen and of men of the world,

with a cup of tea beside her, and the expectation of a little drop of

something warm afterwards. What more could the world offer to her,

or what more had the world to offer to anybody ? As far as her

feelings went she did not care if Lady Mason were tried every month in

the year ! Not that her feelings towards Lady Mason were cruel. It

was nothing to her whether Lady Mason should be convicted or ac-

quitted. But it was much to her to sit quietly on her chair and have

nothing to do, to eat and drink of the best, and be made much of; and

it was very much to her to hear the conversation of her betters.

On the following morning Dockwrath breakfasted by appointment

with Mr. Mason,—promising, however, that he would return to his

fnenas whom he left behind him, and introduce them into the

court in proper time. As I have before hinted, Mr. Mason's confi-

dence in Dockwrath had gone on increasing day by day since they

had first met each other at Groby Park, till he now wished tliat he

had altogether taken the advice of the Hamworth attorney and put

this matter entirely into his hands. By degrees Joseph Mason had

learned to understand and thoroughly to appreciate the strong points

in his own case ; and now he was so fully convinced of the truth of

those surmises which Dockwrath had been the first to make, that no

amount of contrary evidence could have shaken him. And why had
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not Round and Crook found this out when the matter was befors

investigated? Why had they prevented him from appealing to the
Lord Chancellor when, through their own carelessness, the matter
had gone against him in the inferipr court ? And why did ' they
now, even in these latter days, when they were driven to reopen the
case by the clearness of the evidence submitted to them,—why did
they even now wound his ears, irritate his temper, and oppose the
warmest feelings of his heart by expressing pity for this wicked
criminal, whom it was their bounden duty to prosecute to the very
utmost ? Was it not by their fault that Orley I'arm had been lost

to him for the last twenty years ? And yet young Round had told

him, with the jitmost composure, that it would be useless for him to
look for any of those moneys which should have accrued to him
during all those years ! After what had passed, young Bx)und
should have been anxious to grind Lucius Mason into powder, and
make money of his very bones! Must he not think, when he con-

sidered all these things, that Round and Crook had been wilfully

dishonest to him, and that their interest had been on the side of

Lady Mason ? He did so think at last, under the beneficent tutelage

of his new adviser, and had it been possible would have taken the

case out of the hands of Round and Crook even during the week before

the trial.

" We mustn't do it now," Dockwrath had said, in his triumph. " If

we did, the whole thing would be delayed. But they shall be so watched
that they shall not be able to throw the thing over. I've got them in

a vice, Mr. Mason ; and I'll hold them so tight that they must convict

her whether they will or no."

And the nature and extent of Mr. Dockwrath's reward had been
already settled. When Lucius Mason should be expelled from Orley

Farm with ignominy, he, Dockwrath, should become the tenant.

The very rent was settled with the understanding that it should be
remitted for the first year. It would be pleasant to him to have
back his two fields in this way;—his, two fields, and something else

beyond ! It may be remembered that Lucius Mason had once gone
to his office insulting him. It would now be his turn to visit

Lucius Mason at his domicile. He was disposed to think that such
visit would be made by him with more effect than had attended that

other.

"Well, Sir, we're all right," he said as he shook hands with Mr.
Mason of Groby ; " there's no screw loose that I can find."

" And will that man be able to speak ? " Mr. Mason was alludmg to

John Kenneby.
" I think he will, as corroborating the woman Bolster. That's all

we shall want. We shall put up the woman first ; that is, after I have
done. I don't think they'll make much of her, Mr. Mason."

" They can't make her say that she signed two deeds if she is willing

to tell the truth. There's no danger, you think, that she's been tamperea
with,—that she has taken money."

" 1^0, no
i there's been npthiRg of that."
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"They'd do anything, you know," said Mr. Mason. "Think oE

such a man as Solomon Aram ! He's been used to it all his life, you
know."

" They could not do it, Mr. Mason; I've been too sharp on them.
And I tell you what,—they know it now. Thete isn't one of them that

doesn't know we shall get a verdict." And then for a few minutes there
was silence between the two friends.

" I'll tell you what, Dockwrath," said Mr. Mason, after a while

;

" I've so set ray heart upon this—upon getting justice at last—that I do
think it would kill me if I were to be beaten. I do, indeed. I've

'cnown this, you know, all my life ; and think what I've felt I Por
:wenty-two years, Dockwrath i By —— I in all that I have read I
don't think I ever heard of such a hardship ! That she should have
robbed me for two^^and-twenty years !—And now they say that she will

be imprisoned for twelve months !

"

" She'll get more than that, Mr. Mason."
" I know what would have been done to her thirty years ago, when

the country was in earnest about such matters. What did they do to

fauntleroy ?
"

"Things are changed since then, aint they?" said Dockwrath, with
a laugh. And then he went to look up his flock, and take them into

court. " I'll meet you in the hall, Mr. Mason, in twenty minutes from
this time."

And so the play was beginning on each side.

CHAPTER LXVIII.

THE FIEST DAY OF THE TKIAL.

And now the judge was there on the bench, the barristers and

the attorneys were^ collected, the prisoner was seated in their

presence, and the trial was begun. As is usual in cases- of much

public moment, when a person of mark is put upon his purgation,

or the offence is one which has attracted notice, a considerable

amount of time was spent in preliminaries. But we, who are not

bound by the necessities under which the court laboured, will pass

over these somewhat rapidly. The prisoner was arraigned on the

charge of perjury, and pleaded " not guilty " in a voice which,

though low, was audible to all the court. At that moment the hum
of voices had stayed itself, and the two small words, spoken in a

clear, silver tone, reached the ears of all that then were there

assembled. Some had surmised it to be possible that she would

at the last moment plead guilty, but such persons had not known

Lady MftgoD. And then by slow degrees a jury was sworn, a con-
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siderable number of jurors having been set aside at the instance of

Lady Mason's counsel. Mr. Aram had learned to what part of the

county each man belonged, and upon his instructions those who came
from the neighbourhood of Hamworth were passed over.

The comparative lightness of the offence divested the commence-
ment of the trial of much of that importance and apparent dignity

which attach themselves to most celebrated criminal cases. The
prisoner was not bidden to look upon the juror, nor the juror to

look upon the prisoner, as though a battle for life and death were to

be fought between them. A true bill for perjury had come down
to the court from the grand jury, but the court officials could not

bring themselves on such an occasion to open the case with all

that solemnity and deference to the prisoner which they would
have exhibited had she been charged with murdering her old

'lusband. Nor was it even the same as though she had been
accused of forgery. Though forgery be not now a capital crime, it

was so within our memories, and there is still a certain grandeur in

the name. But perjury sounds small and petty, and it was not

therefore till the trial had advanced a stage or two that it assumea
that importance which it afterwards never lost. That this should

be so cut Mr. Mason of Groby to the very soul. Even Mr. Doek-
wrath had been unable to make him understand that his chance of

regaining the property was under the present circumstances much
greater than it would have been had Lady Mason been arraigned

for forgery. He would not beheve that the act of forgery might
possibly not have been proved. Could she have been first whipped
through tlie street for the misdemeanour, and then hung for the felony,

lus spirit would not have been more than sufficiently appeased.

The case was opened by one Mr. Steelyard, the junior counsel for the

prosecution ; but his work on this occasion was hardly more than for-

mal. He merely stated the nature of the accusation against Lady
Mason, and the issue which the jury were called upon to try. Then got

up Sir Richard Leatherham, the solicitor-general, and at great length

and with wonderful perspicuity explaihed all the circumstances of the

case, beginning with the undoubted will left by Sir Joseph Mason, the

will independently of the codicil, and coming down gradually to the

discovery of that document in Mr. Dockwrath's office, which led to the

surmise that the signature of those two witnesses had been obtained,

not to a codicil to a will, but to a deed of another character. In doing

this Sir Richard did not seem to lean very heavily upon Lady Mason,
nor did he say much as to the wrongs suffered by Mr. Mason of Groby.
"When he alluded to Mr. Dockwrath and his part in these transactions,

he paid no compliment to the Hamworth attorney ; but in referrmg to

his learned friend on the other side he protested his conviction that the

defence of Lady Mason would be conducted not only with zeal, but in

that spirit of justice and truth for which the gentlemen opposite to him
were so .conspicuous in their profession. Ail this was wormwood to

Joseph Mason ; but nevertheless, though Sir Richard was so moderate as

to his own side, and so courteous to that opposed to him, he made it
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very clear before he sat down that if those witnesses were prepared to

swear that which he was instructed they would swear, either tliey must
be utterly unworthy of credit—a fact which his learned frieads opposit<3

were as able to elicit as any gentlemen who had ever graced the
English bar—or else the prisoner now on her trial must have beott guilty
of the crime of perjury now imputed to her.

Of all those in court now attending to the proceedings, none lis?l«iicd

with greater care to the statement made by Sir Richard than Joseph
Mason, Lady Mason herself, and Telix Graham. To Joseph Mason it

appeared that his counsel was betraying him. Sir lliohard and Round
were in a boat together and were determined to throw him over yet
once again. Had it been possible he would have stopped the prcoeed-
mgs, and in this spirit he spoke to Dockwrath. To Joseph Mason it

would have seemed right that Sir Richard should begin by holdiug up
Lady Mason to the scorn and indignation of the twelve honest jurymen
before him. Mr. Dockwrath, whose hitelligence was keener in such
matters, endeavoured to make his patron understand that he was wrong

;

but in this he did not succeed. " If he lets her escape me," said Mason/
"I thhik it will be the death of me."
To Lady Mason it appeared as though the man who was now showing

to all the crowd there assembled the chief scenes of lier past life, had
been present and seen everything that she had ever done. He told the

jury of all who had been present in the room when that true deed had
been signed ; he described how old Usbech had sat there incapable of

action; how that affair of the' partnership had been brought to a close;

how those two witnesses had thereupon appended their names to a deed

;

how those witnesses had been deceived, or partially deceived, as to their

own signatures when called upon 'to give their testimony at a former

trial ; and ha told them also that a comparison of the signatures on the
'

codicil with those signatures which were undoubtedly true would lead

an expert and professional judge of writing to tell them that the one set

of signatures or the other must be forgeries. Then he went on to

describe how the pretended codicil must in truth have been executed

—

speaking of the solitary room in which the bad work had been done, oi

the midnight care and terrible sohcitude for secrecy. And then, with

apparent mercy, he attempted to mitigate the iniquity of the deed by

telling the jury that it had not been done by that lady with any view t*

self-aggrandisement, but had been brought about by a lamentable, in-

fatuated, mad idea that she might in this way do that justice to her child

which that child's father had refused to do at her instance. He also,

when he told of this, spoke of Rebekah and her son ; and Mrs. Orme
when she heard him did not dare to raise her eyes from the table.

Lucius Mason, when he had listened to this, lifted his clenched hand on

high, and brought it down with loud violence on the raised desk in front

of him. " I know the merits of that young man," said Sir Richard,

looking at him ; "I am told that he is a gentleman, good, industrious,

and high spirited. I wish he were not here ; I wish with all my heart

he were not here." And then a tear, an absolute and true drop of briny

moisture, stood in the eye of that old experienced lawyer. Lucius,
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wliea he heard this, for a moment covered his face. It Was but for i

moment, and then he looked up again, turning his eyes slowly rbund the

2ntire court, and as he did so grasping his mother by the arm.

"He'll look in a different sort of fashion by. to-morrow evening, I guess,"

said Dockwrath into his neighbour's ear. During all this time no
change came over Lady Mason's face. When she felt her son's hand

upon her arm her muscles had moved involuntarily ; but she recovered

herself at the moment, and then went on enduring it all with absolute

composure. Nevertheless it seemed to her as though that man who
stood before her, teUing his tale so calmly, had read the secrets of her

very soul. What chance could there be for her when everything was
thus known ?

To every woi'd that was spoken Pelix. Graham gave all his mind.

While Mr. Chaffanbrass sat fldget^g, or reading, or dreaming, caring

nothing for all that his learned brother might say, Graham listened to

every fact that was stated, and to every surmise that was propounded.

To him the absolute truth in this affair was 'matter of great moinent, but

yet he felt that he dreaded to know the truth. Would it not be better

for him that he should not know it ? But yet he listened, and his active

mind, intent on the various points as they were evolved, would not re-

strain itself from forming opinions. With all his ears he listened, and as

he did so Mr. Chaffanbrass, amidst his dreaming, readmg, and fidgeting,

kept an attentive eye upon him. To him it was a matter of course

Ihat Lady Mason should be guilty. Had she not been guilty, he, Mr.
Chaffanbrass, would not have been required. Mr. Chaffanbrass well

understood that the defence of injured innocence was no part of bis

mission.

Then at last Sir Richard Leatheram brought to a close his long tale, and

the examination of the witnesses was commenced. By this tiffle it was past

two o'clock, and the judge went out of court for a few ininutfes to re-

fresh liimself with a glass of wine and a sandwich. And now young
Peregrine Orme, in spite of all obstacles, made his way up to his mother
and led her also out of court. He took his mother's arm, and Lady
Mason followed with her son, and so they made their way into the small

tuter room which they had first entered. Not a word was said betweeu

Ihem on the subject that was- filling the minds of all of theto. 'Lucius

-tood silent and absorbed while Peregrine offered refreshment to botb

'lie ladies. Lady Mason, doing as she was bid, essayed to eat and to drink.

What was it to her whether she ate anddrank or was a-httgfered? To
maintain by her demeanour the idea in men's minds that she might still

possibly be innocent—that was her work. And therefore, 'itt'oraerthat

those two young men might still think so, she ate and drank as she was
bidden.

"

_^

.

r:

On their return to court Mr. Steelyard got up to examine Dockwrath,
who was put into the box as the first witness. The attorney produced
certain documents supposed to be of relevancy;, which he had fouiid

among his father-m-law s papers, and then described how he had found
that special document which gave him to understand that Bolster and
Kenneby had been used as witnesses to a certain signature on that 14th
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6t July. He liad known all the circumstances of the old trial, and
hence his suspicions had been aroused. Acting upon this he had gone
immediately down to Mr. Mason in Yorkshire, and the present trial was
the result of his care and intelligence. This was in eit'eot the purport
of his direct evidence, and then he was handed over to the tender
mercies of the other side.

On the other side Mr. Chaffanbrass rose to begin the battle. Mr. Pur-
nival had already been engaged in sundry of those preliminary
slcirmishes which had been found necessary before the fight had been
commenced in earnest, and therefore the turn had now come for Mr.
Chaffanbrass. All this, however, had been arranged beforehand, and it

had been agreed that if possible Dockwrath should be made to fell into
the clutches of the Old Bailey barrister. It was pretty to see the meek
way in which Mr. Chaffanbrass rose to his work ; how gently he smiled,
how he fidgeted about a few of the papers as though he were not at

first quite master of his situation, and how he arranged his old wig in a
modest, becoming maimer, bringing it well forward over his forehead.
His voice also was low and soft ;—so low that it was hardly heard
through the whole court, and persons who had come far to Ksten to him
began to feel themselves disappomted. And it was pretty also to see
how Dockwrath armed himself for the encounter,—how he sharpened
his teeth, ' as it were, and felt the points of his own claws. The
little devices of Mr. Chaffanbrass did not deceive him. He knew
what he had to expect ; but his pluck was good, as is the pluck
of a terrier when a mastiff prepares to attack him. Let Mr. Chaffan-

brass do his worst ; that would all be over in an_ hour or so.

But when Mr. Chaffanbrass had done his worst, Orley Farm would still

remam.
" I believe you were a tenant of Lady Mason's at one time, Mr. Dock-

wrath ? " asked the barrister.

" I was ; and she turned me out. If you will allow me I will tell you
how all that happened, and how I was angered by the usage I received."

Mr. Dockwrath was determined to make a clean breast of it, and rathe-

go before his tormentor in telling all that there was to be told, than laj,

behind as an unwilling witness.
" Do," said Mr. Chaffanbrass. " That will be very kmd of you.

When I have learned all that, and one other little circumstance oi

the same nature, I do not think I shall want to trouble you any

more." And then Mr. Dockwrath did tell it all ;—how he had lost the

two fields, how he had thus become very angry, how this anger

had induced him at once to do that wliich he had long thought of

doing,—search, namely, among the papers of old Mr. Usbech, with the

view of aseertamlng what might be the real truth as regarded thai

doubtful codicil.

"And you found what you searched for, Mr. Dockwrath? "

" I did," said Dockwrath.
" Without very much delay, apparently ?

"

" I was two or three days over the work." .[

" Bat yo'.; found exactly what you wanted?"
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" I found what I expected to find."

"And that, although all those papers had been subjected it the

scrutiny of Messrs. Round and Crook at the time of that other trial

twenty years ago ?
"

" I was sharper than them, Mr. Chaffanbrass, a deal sharper."

" So I perceive," said Chaffanbrass, and now he had pushed back his wi|

a little, aud his eyes had begun to glare with an ugly red light. " Yes,'

he said, "it will be long, I think, before my old friends Round and

Crook are as sharp as you are, Mr. Dookwrath."
" Upon my word I agree with you, Mr. Chaffanbrass."
" Yes ; Round and Crook are babies to you, Mr. Dookwrath; " and

now Mr. Chaffanbrass began to pick at his chm witii his fiiiger, as lie

was accustomed to do when he warmed to his subject. "Babies to you

!

You have had a good deal to do with them, I should say, in getting up

this case ?
"

" I have had something to do with them."
" Aud very much they must have enjoyed your society, Mr. Dook-

wrath ! And what wrinkles they must have learned from you ! What
a pleasant oasis it must have been in the generally somewhat dull course

of their monotonous though profitable business ! I quite envy Round
and Crook having you alongside of them in their inner council-

chamber !

"

" I know nothuig about that. Sir.'"

"No; I dare say you don't ;—but they'll remember it. Well, when

you turned over your father-in-law's papers for three days you found

what you looked for ?
"

"Yes, I did."
" You had been tolerably sure that vou would find it before you began,

eh ?
"

" Well, I had expected that something would turn up."

"I have no doubt you did,—and something has turned up. That

gentleman sitting next to you there,—who is he ?
"

" Joseph Mason, Esquire, of Groby Park," said Dookwrath.
" So I thought. It IS he that is to have Orley Farm, if Lady Mason

and her son should lose it ?
"

" In that case he would be the heir."
" Exactly. He would be the heir. How pleasant it must be to you

to find yourself on such affectionate terms with—the heir! And
when he comes into his inheritance, who is to be tenant ? Can you tell

us that ?
"

Dookwrath here paused for a moment. Not that he hesitated as to

telling the whole truth. He had fully made up his mind to da so, and

to brazen the matter out, declaring that of course he was to be con-

sidered worthy of his reward. But there was that in the manner and

eye of Chaffanbrass which stopped him for a moment, and his enemy
immediately took advantage of this hesitation. " Come, Sir," said he,

"out with it. If I don't get it from you, I shall from somebody else.

You've been very plain-spoken hitherto. Don't let the jury think that

your heart is failing you at last.".
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" Thfcre is no reason why my heart should fail me," said Dockwrathj in

an angry tone.

"Is there not? I must differ from you there, Mr. Dockwrath.
The heart of any man placed in such a position as that you now
hold must, I think, fail him. But never mind that. Who is to

be the tenant of Orley Earm when ray client has been deprived of it?"
"lam."
" Just so. You were turned out of tliose two fields when young

Mason came home from Germany ?
"

"I was."
" You immediately went to work and discovered this document ?

"

"I did."
" You put up Joseph Mason to this trial ?

"

" I told him my opinion."
" Exactly. And if the result be successful, you are to be put in

possession of the land."
" I shall become Mr. Mason's tenant at Orley Farm."
"Yes, you will become Mr. Mason's tenant at Orley Farm. Upon

my word, Mr. Dockwrath, you have made my work to-day uncommonly
easy for me,—uncommonly easy. I don't know that 1 have anything

else to ask you." And then Mr. Chaffanbrass, as he sat down, looked

up to the jury with an expression of countenance which was in itself

worth any fee that could be paid to him for that day's work. His face

spoke as plain as a face could speak, and what his face said was this

:

" After that, gentlemen of the jury, very little more can be necessary.

You now see the motives of our opponents, and the way in which those

motives have been allowed to act. We, who are altogether upon the

square in what we are doing, desire nothing more than that."

Ail which Mr. Chaffanbrass said by his look, his shrug, and his gesture,

much more eloquently than he could have done by the use of any

words.

Mr. Dockwrath, as he left the box and went back to his seat—in

doing which he had to cross the table in the middle of the court—en-

deavoured to look and move aa though all were right with him. He
knew that the eyes of the court were on hini, and especially the eyes of

the judge and jury. He knew also how men's minds are unconsciously

swayed by small appearances. He endeavoured therefore to seem in-

different ; but in doing so he swaggered, and was conscious that lie

swaggered; and he felt as he gained his seat that Mr..Chaffanbrass had

been too much for him.

Then one Mr. Torrington from London was examined by Sir Eichard

Leatherham, and he proved, apparently beyond all doubt, that a cer-

tain deed which he produced was genuine. That deed bore the same

date as the codicil which was now questioned, had been executed at

Orley Farm by old Sir Joseph, and bore the signatures of John Kenneby

and Bridget bolster as witnesses. Sir Richard, holdmg the deed in his

hands, explained to the jury that he did not at the present stage of the

proceedings ask them to take it as proved that those names were the

true signatures of the two persons indicated. (" I sbquld think not."

32
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said Mr. Eurnival, in a loud voice.) But he asked tlieiH td tSiisfy tliStlv

selves that the document as now existing purported to bear those two

signatures. It would be for them to'judge, vrhen the evidence brought

before them should be complete, whether or no that deed were a true

document. And then the deed was handed up into the jury-box, and the

twelve jurymen all examined it. The statement made by this Mr. Tor-

rington was very simple. It had become his business to know the

circumstances of the late partnership between Mason and Martock, and

these circumstances he explained. Then Sir Richard handed him over to

be cross-examined.

It was now Graham's turn to begin his work ; but as he rose to do so

liis mind misgave him. Not a syllable that this Torrington had said

appeared to him to be unworthy of belief. The man had not uttered a

word, of the truth of which Graham did not feel himself positively

assured ; and, more than that,—the man had clearly told all that was

witFiin him to tell, all that it was well that the jury should hear in order

that they might thereby be assisted in coming to a true decision. It had

been hinted in his hearing, both by Chaffanbrass and Aram, that this

man was probably in league with Dockwrath, and Aram had declared

with a sneer that he was a puzzle-pated old fellow. He might be

puzzle-pated, and had already shown that he was bashful and unhappy in

his present position ; but he had shown also, as Graham thought, that

he was anxious to tell the truth.

And, moreover, Graham had listened with all his mmd to the cross-

examination of Dockwrath, and he was filled with disgust—with disgust,

not so much at the part played by the attorney as at that played by the

barrister. As Graham regarded the matter, what had the iniquities and

greed of Dockwrath to do with it ? Had reason been shown wJiy the

statement made by Dockwrath was in itself unworthy of belief,—that

that statement was in its own essence weak,—then the character of the

man making it might fairly affect its credibility. But presuming that

statement to be strong,—presuming that it was corroborated by other

evidence, how could it be affected by any amount of villainy on the part

of Dockwrath ? All that Chaffanbrass had done or attempted was to

prove that Dockwrath had had his own end to serve. Who had ever

ioubted it ? But not a word had been said, not a spark of evidence

elicited, to show that the man had used a falsehood to further those

views of his. Of all this the mind of Pelix Graham had been full ; and

now, as he rose to take his own share of the work, his wit waa
at work rather in opposition to Lady Mason than on her behalf.

This Torrington was a little old man, and Graham had watched how
his hands had trembled when Sir Richard first addressed him. But Sii

Richard had been very kind,—as was natural to his own witness, and
the old man had gradually regained his courage. But now' as he tnrUed
his face round to the side where he knew that he might expBct to find

an enemy, that tremor again came upon him, and the stick which he held

in his hand was heard as it tapped gently against the side of the witness-
box, Graham, as he rose to his work, saw that Mr: Chaffanbrass had
fixed his eve upon him, and his courage rose the higher within Him a»
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lift felt the gaze of tlie man whom he so much disliked, Was it within

the compass of his heart to bully an old man because such a one as

Ghaffanbrass desired it of him ? By Heaven, no !

He first asked Mr. Torrington his age, and having been told that he

was over seventy, Graham went on to assure hi(n that nothing which

could be avoided sliould be said to disturb his comfort. "And now,

Mr. Torritfgton," he asked, " will you tell me whether you are a friend

of Mr. Dockwrath's, or have had any acquaintance with him previous

to the affairs of this trial ? " This question he repeated in various

forms, but always in a mild voice, and without the appearance of any

disbelief in the answers which were given to him. All these questions

Torrington answered by a plain negative. He had never seen Do?k-
wrath till the attorney had come to him on the matter of that partnership

deed. He had never eaten or drunk with him, nor had there ever been

between them any conversation of a confidential nature. " That
will do, Mr. Torrington," said Graham; and as he sat down, he
again turned round and looked Mr. Ghaffanbrass full in the face.

After that nothing further of interest was done that day. A few un-

important witnesses were examined on legal points, and then the court

was adjourned.

CHAPTER LXIX

THE TWO JUDGES.

Eelix Graham as he left the Alston court-house on the close of the
first day of the trial was not in a happy state of mind. He did not
actually accuse himself of having omitted any duty which he owed to his

client ; but he did accuse himself of having undertaken a duty for which
he felt himself to be manifestly unfit. Would it not have been better, as he
said to himself, for that poor lady to have had any other possible advo-

cate thaai himself? Then as he passed out in the company of Mr.
Furnival and Mr. Ghaffanbrass, the latter looked at him with a scorn

which he did not know how to return. In his heart he could do so

;

and should words be spoken between them on the subject, he would be
well able and willing enough to defend himself. But had he attempted
to bandy looks with Mr. Ghaffanbrass, it would have seemed even to

himself that he was proclaiming his resolution to put himself in opposi-

tion to his colleagues.

He felt as though he were engaged to fight a battle in which truth

aad justice, nay. Heaven itself must be against him. How can a man
put his heart to the proof of an assertion in the truth of which he himself

Las no belief? That though guilty this lady should be treated with
the utmost mercy compatible with the law ;—for so much, had her
guilt stood forward as acknowledged, he could have pleaded with all

the eloquence that was in him. He could still pity her, sympatbiae
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with her, fight for her on such ground as that ; but was it possible

that he, believing her to be false, should stand up before the crowd as-

sembled in that court, and use suoh intellect as.God had given him in

ina-king others think that the false and the guilty one was true and
innocent, and that those accusers were false and guilty whom he knew
to be true and innocent ?

It had been arranged that Baron Maltby should stay that night at

Noningsby. The brother-judges therefore occupied the Noningsby
carriage together, and Graham was driven back in a dog-cart by
Augustus Staveley.

"Well, old boy,'" said Augustus, "you did not soil your conscience

much by bullying that fellow."
" No, I did not," said Graham ; and then he was silent.

" ChafFanbrass made an uncommonly ugly show of the HamwortJi
attorney," said Augustus, after a pause ; but to this Graham at first

made no answer.

"If I were on the jury," continued the other, "I would not

believe a single word that came from that fellow's mouth, unless it

were fully supported by other testimony. Nor will the jury believe

him."

"I tell you what, Staveley," said Graham, "you will oblige me
greatly in this matter if you will not speak to me of the trial till it is

over."
" I beg your pardon.''
" No ; don't do that. Nothing can be more natural than that you

and I should discuss it together in all its bearings. But there are

reasons which I will explain to you afterwards, why I would rather not

do so."

"All right," said Augustus. "I'll not say another word."
" And for my part, I will get through the work as well as I may."

And then they both sat silent in the gig till they cai.ie to the comer of

Noningsby wall.

" And is that other subject tabooed also ? " said Augustus.
'' What other subject ?

"

" That as to which we said something when you were last here,—
touchmg my sister Madeline."

Graham felt that his face was on fire, but he did not know how to an-

swer. " In that it is for you to decide whether or no there should be
silence between us," he said at last.

" I certainly do not wish that there should be any secret between us,"
said Augustus.

'' Then there shall be none. It is my intention to make an offer to her
before I leave Noningsby. I can assure you for your satisfaction, that

mj hopes do not run very high." •

_

" For my satisfaction, Felix ! I don't know why you should sup-

pose me to be anxious that you should fail." And as he so spoke he
stopped his horse at the hall-door and there was no time for farther
speech.

" Papa has been home a quarter of an hour," said Madeline, meeting
tbem m the hall.

' ."
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" Yes, be had llie pull of us by having his carriage ready," said her
brother. " We had to wait for the ostler."

" He says that if you are not ready in ten minutes he will go to
dinner without yoij. Mamma and I are dressed." And as she spoke
she turned round with a smile to Felix, making him feel that both
she and her father were treating him as though he were one of the
family.

" Ten minutes will be quite enough for me," said he.
"If the governor only would sit down," said Augustus, "it would

be all right. But that's just what he won't do. Mad, do send
somebody to help me to unpack." And then they all bustled away,
so that the pair of judges might not be kept waiting for their
food.

Felix Graham hurried up stairs, three steps at a time, as though all

his future success at Noningsby depended on his being down in
the drawing-room within the period of minutes stipulated by the

judge. As he dressed himself with the utmost rapidity, thinking
perhaps^ not so much as he should have done of his appearance in the
eyes of his lady-love, he endeavoured to come to some resolve as

to the task which was before him. How was he to find an op-

portunity of speaking his mind to Madeline, if, during the short
period of his sojourn at Noningsby, he left the house every morning di-

rectly after breakfast, and returned to it in the evening only just in time
for dinner ?

When he entered the drawing-room both the judges were there,

as was also Lady Staveley and Madehne. Augustus alone was
wanting. "Ring the bell, Graham," the judge said, as Felix took

his place on the corner of the rug. " Augustus will be down
about supper-time." And then the bell was rung and the dinner

ordered.
" Papa ought to remember," said Madeline, " that he got his carriage

6rst at Alston."
" I heard the wheels of the gigs," said the judge. " They were just

two minutes after us."
" I don't think Augustus takes longer than other young men," said

Lady Staveley.
" Look at Graham there. He can't be supposed to have the use of all

his limbs, for he broke half a dozen of them a month ago ; and yet he's

ready. Brother Maltby, give your arm to Lady Staveley. Graham, if

you'll take Madeline, I'll follow alone." He did not call her Miss

Staveley, as Felix specially remarked, and so remarking, pressed the

little hand somewhat closer to his side. It was the first sign of love he

had ever given her, and he feared that some mark of anger might follow

it. There was no return to his pressure ;—not the slightest answer was

made with those sweet finger points ; but there was no anger. " Is

your arm quite strong again ? " she asked him as they sat down, as soon

as tlie judge's short grace had been uttered.

" Fifteen minutes to the second," said Augustus, bustling into the

room, " and I think that an unfair advantage has been taken of rcc.
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But what can a juvenile barrister expect in the presence of two judges f _"

And then the dinner went on, and a very pleasant little dinner-partj it

was.

Not a word was said, cither then or during the evening, or on the

following morning, on that subject which was engrossing so much of the

mind of all of them. Not a word was spoken as to that trial which was

now pending, nor was the name of Lady Mason mentioned. It was

understood even by Madeline that no allusion could with propriety be

made to it in the presence of the judge before whom the cause was now
pending, and the ground was considered too sacred for feet to tread

upon it.^ Were it not that this feeling is so general an English judge

and English counsellors would almost be forced to subject themselves in

sucli cases to the close custody which jurymen are called upon to endure.

But, as a rule,.good taste and good feeling are as potent as locks and
walls.

" Do you know, Mr. Graham," said Madeline, in that sort of whisper

which tlie dinner-table allows, " that Mrs. Baker says you have cut her

since you got well ?
"

" I ! I cut one of my very best friends ! How can she say anything so

untrue ? If I knew where she lived I'd go and pay her a visit after

dinner."

"I don't think you need do that, — though she has a very

snug little room of her own. You were in it on Christmas-day

when we had the snapdragon,—when you and Marion carried away the

dishes."

"I remember. And she is hase enough to say thafe I have cut

her? I did see her for a moment yesterday, and then I spoke to

her."

"Ah, but you should have had a long chat with her. She expects

ott to go back over all the old ground, how you were brought in help'

less, how the doctor came to you, and how you took all the messes she

prepared for you like a good boy. I'm afraid, Mr. Graham, you- don't

understand old women."
" Nor young ones either," it was on his tongue to say, but he did not

say it.

" When I was a young man," said the baron, carrying- on some con-

versation which had been general at the table, "I never had an oppor-

tunity of breaking my ribs out hunting."

"Perhaps if you had, " said Augustus, "you might have used it

with more effect than my friend here, and have deprived the age ot

one of its brightest lights, and the bench of one of its most splendid

ornaments."
" Hear, hear, hear

! " said his father.

"Augustus is coming out in a new character," said his mother.
" I am heartily obhged to him," said the baron. " But, as I was

saying before, these sort of things never came in my way. If I re-

member right, my father would have thought I was mad had I talked of

going out hunting. Did .you hunt, Staveley ?
"

When thft HiJjes were gone tiie four lawyer.s talked about law, though

le
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they kept quite clear cf that special trial which was going on at Alston.

Judge Staveley, as we know, had been at the Krminghain congress

;

but not so his brother the baron. Baron Maltby, indeed, thought but

little of the Birmingham doings, and was inclined to be a little hard upon
his brother in that he had taken a part in it.

" I think that the matter is one open to discussion," said the host.
" Well, I hope so," said Graham. " At any rate, I have heard no

arguments which ought to make us feel that our mouths are closed."
" Arguments on such a matter are worth nothing at all," said the

baron. " A man with what is called a logical turn of mind may prove'

anything or disprove anything ; but he never convinces anybody. On
any matter that is near to a man's heart, he is convinced by the tenour of

his, own thoughts as he goes on living, not by the arguments of a
logician, or even by the eloquence of an orator. Talkers are apt to

think that if their listener cannot answer them they are bound to give

Way -, but non-talkers generally take a very different view of the sub-

ject."
" But does that go to show that a question should not be ventilated ?

"

asked Felix.

"I doa't^mean to be uncivil," said the baron, "but of aU words in

the language there is none whic^ I dislike so much as that word venti-

lation. A man given to ventilating subjects is worse than a man who
has a mission."

" Bores of that sort, however," said Graham, " will show themselves

from time to time and are not easily put down. Some one will have a

mission to reform our courts of law, and wiU do it too."

"I only hope it may not be in my time," said the baron.
" I can't go quite so far as that," said the other judge. " But no

doubt we all have the same feeling more or less. I know pretty well

what my friend Graham is driving at."
" And in your heart you agree with me," said Graham.
"If you would carry men's heads with you they would do you

more good than their hearts," said the judge. And then as the wine

bottles were stationary, the subject was cut short, and they went into

the drawing-room.

Graham had no opportunity that evening of telling his tale to Made-

line Staveley. The party was too large for such tale-telling or else not

large enough. And then the evening in the drawing-room was over be-

fore it had seemed to begin ; and while he was yet hoping that thei:e

might be some turn in his favour. Lady Staveley wished him good-night

and Madeline of course did the same. As he again pressed her hand

he could not but think how little he had said to her since he had been

m the house, and yet it seemed to him as though that little had made

him more intimate with her than he had ever found himself before. He
had made an attempt to separate himself from the company by pro-

posing to go and call on Mrs. Baker in her own quarters ; but Made-

line had declared it to be too late for such an expedition, explaining

that when Mrs. Baker had no patient on hand she was accustomed to

go early to her bed, In the present instance, however, she bad been
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wrong, for when Felix reached the door of his own room, Mrs. Baket

was coming out of it.

" I was just looking if everything was right," said she. " It seema

natural to me to come and look after you, you know."
" And it is quite as natural to me to be looked after."
" Is it though ? But the worst of you gentlemen when you get

well is that one has done with you. You go away, and then there's

no more about it. I always begrudge to see you get well for that

reason."

"When you have a man in your power you like to keep him
there."

" That's always the way with • the women you know. I hope
we shall see one of them tying you by the leg altogether before

long."
" I don't know anything about that," said Eelix, sheepishly.
" Don't you ? 'VYeU, if you don't I suppose nobody don't. But

nevertheless I did hear a little bird say—eh, Mr. Graham ?
"

" Those little birds are the biggest liars in the world."
" Are they now ? Well, perhaps they are. And how do you think

oar Miss Madeline is looking? She wasn't just well for one short time

after you went away."
" Has she been ill ?

"

" Well, not ill ; not so that she came into my hands. She's looking

herself again now, isn't she ?
"

" She is looking, as she always does, uncommonly well."
" Do you remember how she used to come and say a word to you

standing at the door ? Dear heart ! I'll be bound now I care more

for her than you do."
" Do you ? " said Graham.
" Of course I do. And then how angry her ladyship was with me

—

as though it were my fault, I didn't do it. Did I, Mr. Graham ? Biri

Lord love you, what's the use of being angry ? My lady ought to

have remembered her own young days, for it was just the same thing

with her. She had her own Way, and so will Miss Madeline." And then

with some further inquiries as to his fire, his towels, and his sheets, Mrs,

Baker took herself off.

Eelix Graham had felt a repugnance to taking the gossiping old

woman openly into his confidence, and yet he had almost asked her

whether he might in truth count upon Madeline's love. Such at any

rate had been the tenour of his gossiping ; but nevertheless he was by

no means certified. He had the judge's assurance in allowing him to be

there ; he had the assurance given to him by Augustus in the few words

spoken to him at the door that evening ; and he ought to have known
that he had received sufficient assurance from Madeline herself. But in

truth he knew nothing of the kind. There are men who are much too

forward in believing that they are regarded with favour ; but there are

others of whom it may bo said tliat they are as much too backward.

The world hears most of the former, and talks of them the most, but I

donbt whether the latter are not the more numergus,
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The next morn fig of course there was a hurry and fuss at breakfast

ill order that they might get off ia time for the courts. The judges
were to take their seats at ten, and therefore it was necessary that they
should sit down to breakfast some time before nine. Tlie achievement
does not -seem to be one of great difficulty, but nevertheless it left no
time for love-making.

But for one instant Felix was able to catch Madeline alone iu the
oreakfast-parlour. " Miss Staveley," said he, " will it be possible that

I should speak to you alone tliis evening ;—for five minutes ?
"

" Speak to me alone ? " she said, repeating his words ; and as she did
so she was conscious that her whole face had become suffused with
colour.

" Is it too much to ask ?
"

"Oh, no!"
"Then if I leave the dining-room soon after you have done

so
"

" Mamma will be there, you know," she said. Then others came
into the room and he was able to make no further stipulation for the

evening.

Madeline, when she was left alone that morning, was by no means
satisfied with lier own behaviour, and accused herself of having been un-

necessarily cold to him. She knew the permission which had been ac-

corded to him, and she knew also—knew well—what answer would be
given to his request. In her mind the matter was now fixed. She had
confessed to herself that she loved him, and she could not nowdoubt of

his love to her. Why then should she have answered him with cold-

ness and doubt ? She hated the missishness of young ladies, and had
resolved that when he asked her a plain question she would give him a

plain answer. It was true that the question had not been asked as

yet ; but why should she have left him in doubt as to her kindly

feeling ?

" It shall be but for this one day," she said to herself as she sat alone

in her room.

CHAPTER LXX.

HOW AM I TO BEAK IT?

When the first day's work was over in the court, Lady Mason and

Mrs. Orme kept their seats till the greater part of the crowd had dis-

persed, and the two young men, Lucius Mason and Peregrine, remained

with them. Mr. Aram also remained, giving them sundry little instruc-

tions in a low voice as to the manner in which they should go home
and return the next morning—telling them the hour at which they must

start, and promising that he would meet them at the door of the court.
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To all this Mrs. Orme endeavoured to give her best attention, as though

it were of the last importance ; but Lady Mason was apparently much
the more collected of the two, and seemed to take all Mr. Aram's cour-

tesies as though they were a matter of course. There she sat, still with

her veil up, and though all those who had been assembled there during

the day turned their eyes upon her as they passed out, she bore it all

without quailing. It was not that she returned their gaze, or affected

an eifrontery in her conduct ; but she was able to endure it without

showing that she suffered as she did so.
,

" The carriage is there now," said Mr. Aram, who had left the court

for a minute ; " and I think you may get into it quietly." This accord-

ingly they did, making their way through an avenue of idlers who still

remained that they might look upon the lady who was accused of hav-

ing forged her husband's wUl.

"I wUl stay with her to-night," whispered Mrs. Orme to her son as

they passed through the court.
" Do you mean that you will not come to The Cleeve at all ?

"

" Not to-night, not till the trial be over. Do you remain with your

grandfather."
" I shall be here to-morrow of course to see how you go on." '

" But do not leave your grandfather this evening. Give him my love,

and say that I think it best that I should remain at Orley Farm till the

trial be over. And, Peregrine, if I were you I would not talk to him
much about the trial."

"But why not?"
" I will tell you when it is over. But it would only harass him at the

present moment." And then Peregrine handed his mother into the

carriage and took his own way back to The Cleeve.

As he returned he was bewildered in his mind by what he had heard,

and he also began to feel something like a doubt as to Lady Mason's
mnocence. Hitherto his belief in it had been aS fixed and assured as

that of her own son. Lideed it had never occurred to him as possible

that she could have done the thing with which she was charged. He
had hated Joseph Mason for suspecting her, and had hated Dockwrath
for his presumed falsehood in pretending to suspect her. But what was
he to think of this question now, after hearing the clear and dispassion-

ate statement of all the circumstances by the solicitor-general ? Hither-

to he had understood none of the particulars of the case ; but now the

nature of the accusation had been made plain, and it was evident to

him that at any rate that far-sighted lawyer believed in the truth

of his own statement. Could it be possible that Lady Mason had forged

the will—that this deed had been done by his mother's friend, by the

woman who had so nearly become Lady Orme of The Cleeve ? The idea

was terrible to him as he rode home, but yet he could not rid himself

of it. And if this were so, was it also possible that his grandfather

suspected it ? Had that marriage been stopped by any such suspicion

»s this ? Was it this that had broken the old man down and robbed
him of all his spirit ? That his mother could not have any such sus-

picion seemed to him to be made clear by the fact that she still treate4
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Lady Mason as her frieud. And tlion \yhy had he been specially

enjoined not to speak to his grandfather as to the details of tho

trial?

But it was impossible for him to meet Sir Peregrine without speaking
of the trial. When he entered the house, which he did by some back
entrance from the stables, he found his grandfather standing at his own
room door. He had heard the sounds of the horse, and was unable to

restrain his anxiety to learn.

" Well," said Sir Peregrine, " what has happened ?

"

" It is not over as yet. It will last, they say, for three days."

"But come in. Peregrine;" and he shut the door, anxious rather

that the servants should not witness his own anxiety than that they

should not hear tidmgs which must now be common to all the world.
" They have begun it ?

"

" Oh, yes ! they have begun it."

" Well, how far has it gone ?

"

" Sir Richard Leatherham told us the accusation they make against

iier, and then they examined Dockwrath and one or two others. They
have not got further than that."

" And the—^Lady Mason—how does she bear it ?
"

" Very well, I should say. She does not seem to be nearly as nervous

now, as she was while staying with us."
" Ah ! indeed. She is a wonderful woman—a very wonderful woman.

So she bears up ? And your mother. Peregrine ?
"

" I don't tmnk she likes it."

"Likes it ! Who could like such a task as that ?
"

" But she will go through with it."

"I am sure she will. She will go through with anything that she

undertakes. And—and—the judge said nothing—I suppose ?
"

" Very little. Sir."

And Sir Peregrine again sat down in his arm-chair as though the

work of conversation were too much for him. But neither did he dare

to speak openly on the subject ; and yet there was so much that he was
anxious to know. Do you think she will escape ? That was the ques-

tion which he longed to ask but did not dare to utter.

And then, after a while, they dined together. And Peregruie

determined to talk of other things ; but it was in vain. While the

servants were in the room nothing was said. The meat was carved and

the plates were handed round, and young Orme ate his dinner ; but

there was a constraint upon them both which they were quite unable to

dispel, and at last they gave it up and sat in silence till they were

alone.

When the door was closed, and they were opposite to each other over

the fire, in the way which was their custom when they two only were

there. Sir Peregrine could restrain his desire no longer. It must be

that his grandson, who had heard all that had passed in court that day,

should have formed some opinion of what was going on,—should have

some idea as to the chance of that battle which was being fought. He,

Sir Peregrine, could aot have gone intO tlie court himself. It would
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have been impossible for liim to show himself there. But there had

been his heart all the day. How had it gone with that woman whom a

few weeks ago he had loved so well that he had regarded her as hit

wife?
" Was your mother very tired ? " he said, again endes'ouring to draw

near the subject.
" She did look fagged while sitting in court."

"It was a dreadful task for her,—very dreadful."
" Nothing could have turned her from it," said Peregrine.
" No,—you are right there. Nothing would have turned her from it.

She thought it to be her duty to that poor lady. But she—Lady Mason
—she bore it better, you say ?

"

" I think she bears it very well considering what her position is."

" Yes, yes. It is very dreadful. The solicitor-general when he

opened,—was he very severe upon her ?
"

" I do not think he wished to be severe."
" But he made it very strong against her."
" The story as he told it, was very strong against her ;—that is, you

know, it would be if we were to believe all that he stated."
" Yes, yes, of course. He only stated what he has been told by others.

You could not see how the jury took it ?

"

"I did not look at them. I was thiuking more of her and ol

Lucius."
" Lucius was there ?

"

" Yes ; he sat next to her. And Sir Richard said, while he was
telling the story, that he wished her son were not there to hear it.

Upon my word. Sir, I almost wished so too."
" Poor fellow,—^poor fellow ! It would have been better for him to

.tay away."
" And yet had it been my mother

"

" Your mother. Perry ! It could not have been your mother. She
could not have been so placed."

" If it be Lady Mason's misfortune, and not her fault
"

"Ah, well ! we will not talk about that. And there will be two days
more you say ?

"

" So said Aram, the attorney."
'' nod help her ;—may God help her ! It would be very dreadful for

a niiin, but for a woman the burden is insupportable."

Then they both sat silent for a while, during which Peregrine was
engrossed in thinking how he could turn his grandfather from the con-

versation.

" And you heard no one express any opinion ? " asked Sir Peregrine,
after a pause.

" You mean about Lady Mason ? " And Peregrine began to perceive
that his mother was rigiit, and that it would have been well if possible
to avoid any words about the trial.

" Do they thiiik that she will,—will be acquitted ? Of course the
people there were talking about it ?

"

" Yes, Sir, they were talking about it. But I really don't kno*
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ka to any opinion. You see the chief witnesses nave not oeetj

examined.
" And you, Perry, what do you think ?

"

" I, Sir ! Well, I was altogether on her side till I heard Sir Itichai'U

Leatherham."

"And then ?"

"Then I did not know what to think. 1 suppose it's all right ; but

one never can understand what those lawyers are at. When Mr.
Chaffanbrass got up to examine Dockwrath, he seemed to be just as

confident on his side as the other fellow had been on the other side. I

don't think I'll have any more wine, Sir, thank you."
But Sir Peregrine did not move. He sat in his old accustomed way,

nursing one leg over the knee of the other, and thinking of the manner
in which she had fallen at his feet, and confessed it all. Had he married

her, and gone with her proudly into the court,—as he would have done,

—

and had he then heard a verdict of guilty given by the jury ;•
—^nay, had he

heard such proof of her guilt as would have convinced himself, it would
have killed him. He felt, as he sat there safe over his own fireside, that

his safety was due to her generosity. Had that other calamity fallen

upon him, he could not have survived it. His head would have fallen

low before the eyes of those who had known him since they had known
anything, and would never have been raised again. In his own spirit

in his iuncr life, the blow had come to him ; but it was due to her effort

on his behalf that he had not been stricken in public. When he had dis-

cussed the matter with Mrs. Orme, he had seemed in a measure to

forget this. It had not at any rate been the thought which rested

with the greatest weight upon his mind. Then he had considered how
she, whose hfe had been stainless as driven snow, should bear herself in

the presence of such deep guilt. But now,—now as he sat alone, he

thought only of Lady Mason. Let her be ever so guilty,-—and her guilt

had been very terrible,—she had behaved very nobly to him. Prom him

at least she had a right to sympathy.

And what chance was there that she should escape ? Of absolute

escape there was no chance whatever. Even should the jury acquit her,

she must declare her guilt to the world,—must declare it to her son, by

taking steps for the restoration of the property. As to that. Sir

Peregrine felt no doubt whatever. That Joseph Mason of Groby would

recover his right to Orley Parm was to him a certainty. But how

terrible would be the path over which she must walk before this deed of

retribution could be done !
" Ah, me ! ah me !

" he said as he thought

of all this, speaking to himself as though he were unconscious of his

grandson's presence. " Poor woman ! poor woman !
" Then Peregrine

felt sui-e that she had been guilty, and was sure also that his grandfather

was aware of it.

" Will you come mto the other room, .Sir ? " he said.

" ies, yes ; if you like it." And then the one leg fell from the other,

and he 'rose 'to do his grandson's bidding. To him now and henoe-

fwward one room was much the same as another.

In the mean time the party bound for Orley Parm had reached that
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place, and to tliem also eame the necessity of wearing tlircugll that

tedious evening. On the mind of Lucius Mason not even yet had a

shadow of suspicion fallen. To him in spite of it all, his mother was

still pure. But yet he was stern to her, and his manner was very harsh.

It may be that had such suspicion crossed his mind he would have been

less stern, and his manner more tender. As it was he could understand

nothing that was going on, and almost felt that he was kept in the dark

at his mother's instance. Why was it that a man respected by all the

world, such as Sir Richard Leatherham, should rise in court and tell

such a tale as that against his mother ; and that the power of answering

that tale on his mother's behalf should be left to such another man as

Mr. Chaifanbrass ? Sir Eichard had told his story plainly, but with

terrible force ; whereas Chaffanbrass had contented himself with brow-

beating another lawyer with the lowest quirks of his cunning. Why
had not some one been in court able to use the language of passionate

truth and ready to thrust the lie down the throats of those who
told it?

Tea and supper had been prepared for them, and they sat down to-

gether ; but the nature of the meal may be imagined. Lady Mason
had striven with terrible effort to support herself during the day, and
even yet she did not give way. It was quite as necessary that she

should restrain herself before her son as before all those others who had
gazed at her in court. And she did sustain herself. She took a knife and
fork in her hand and ate a few morsels. She drank her cup of tea, and
remembering that there in that house she was still hostess, she made
some slight effort to welcome her guest. " Surely after such a day of

trouble you will eat something," she said to her friend. To Mrs. Orme
it was marvellous that the woman should even be alive,—let alone that

she should speak and perform the ordinary functions of her daily life,

"And now," she said—Lady Mason said—as soon as that ceremony was
over, " now as we are so tired I think we will go up stairs. Will you light

our candles for us, Lucius ? " And so the candles were lit, and the two
ladies went up stairs.

A second bed had been prepared in Lady Mason's room, and into thi^

chamber they both went at once. Mrs. Orme, as soon as she had en-

tered, turned round and held out both her hands in order that she

might comfort Lady Mason by taking hers ; but Lady Mason, when she

had closed the door, stood for a moment with her face towards the wall,

not knowing how to bear herself. It was but for a ttioment, and then

slowly moving round, with her two hands clasped together, she sank on
her knees at Mrs. Orme's feet, and hid her face in the skirt of Mrs.
Orme's dress.

"My friend—my friend !
" said Lady Mason.

" Yes, I am your friend—indeed I am. But, dear Lady Mason "

And she endeavoured to think of words by which she might implore her
to rise and compose herself.

" How is it you can bear with such a one as I am ? How is it that
you do not hate me for my guilt ?

"

" He does not hate us when we are guilty."
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" I do not know. Sometimeo I think that all will hate nie,

—

hets and

hereafter—except you. Lucius will hate me, and how shall 1 bear that ?

Oh, Mrs. Orme, I wish he knew it."

" I wish he did. He shall know it now,^to-night, if you will allow

me to tell him."
" No. It would kill me to bear his looks. I wish he knew it, and

yr:LS away, so that he might never look at me again."
" He too would forgive you if he knew it all."

"Eorgive! How can he forgive?" And as she spoke she

rose again to her feet, and her old manner came upon her. "Do
you think what it is that I have done for him ? I,—his mother,—for

my only child ? And after that, is it possible that he should forgive

me ?
"

' You meant him no harm."
" But I have ruined him before all the world. He is as proud as your

boy ; and could he bear to think that his whole life would be disgraceu

by his mother's crime ?

"

" Had I been so unfortunate he would have forgiven me."
" We are speaking of what is impossible. It could not have been so.

Tour youth was different from mine."
" God has been very good to me, and not placed temptation in ray

way ;—temptation, I mean, to great faults. But little faults require re-

pentance as much as great ones."
" But then repentance is easy ; at any rate, it Is possible."
" Oh, Lady Mason, is it not possible for you ?

"

" But 1 will not talk of that now. I will not hear you compare
yourself with such a one as I am. Do you know I was thinking to-day

that my mind would fail.me, and that I should be mad before this is over ?

How can I bear it ? how can I bear it ? " And rising from her seat, she

walked rapidly through the room, holding back her hair from her brows

with both her hands.

And how was she to bear it ? The load on her back was too much for

any shoulders. The burden with which she had laden herself was too

heavy to be borne. Her power of endurance was very great. Her
strength in supporting the extreme bitterness of intense sorrow was

wonderful. But now she was taxed beyond her power. " How am
to bear it?" she said again, as still holding her hair between her

fingers, she drew her hands back over her head.
" You do not know. You have not tried it. It is impossible," she

said in her wildness, as Mrs. Orme endeavoured to teach her the only

source from whence consolation might be had. " I do not believe iu

the thief on the cross, unless it was that he had prepared himself for

that day by years of contrition. I know I shock you," she added, after

a while. " I know that what I say will be dreadful to you. But inno-

cence will always be shocked by guilt. Go, go and leave me. It has

fone so far now that all is of no use." Then she threw herself on the

ed, and burst into a convulsive passion of tears.

Once ao-ain Mrs. Orme endeavoured to obtain permissioij from her to

undertake"that embassy to her son. Had Lady Mason acceded, or beett
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checked. As it was she pressed it as though the task were one to be

performed without difficulty. Mrs. Orme was very anxious that

Lucius should not sit in the court throughout the trial. She felt that if

lie did so the shock,—the shock which was inevitable,—must fall upon

him there; and than that she could conceive nothing more terriole.

And then also she believed that if the secret were once made known
to Lucius and if he were for a time removed from his mother's

side, the poor woman might be brought t-o a calmer perception of

lier true position. The strain would be lessened, and she would no
longer feel the necessity of exerting so terrible a control over her

t'eelings.

"You have acknowledged that he must know it sooner or later,"

pleaded Mrs. Orme.
"But this is not the time,—not now, durmg the trial. Had be

known it before
"

" It would keep him away from the court.''

" Yrs, and I should never see him again I What will he do when Le

hears it ? Perhaps it would be better that he should go without seeing

me."
" He would not do that."
" It would be better. If they take me to the prison, I will never see

him again. His eyes would kill me. Do you ever watch him and see

the pride that there is in his eyes ? He has never yet known what dis-

grace means ; and now I, his mother, have brought him to this !

"

It was all in vain as far as that night was concerned. Lady Mason
would give no such permission. But Mrs. Orme did exact from her a

kind of promise that Lucius should be told on the next evening, if it

then appeared, from what Mr. Aram should say, that the result of the

trial was likely to be against them.

Lucius Mason spent his evening alone ; and though he had as yet

heard none of the truth, his mind was not at ease, nor was he happy at

heart. Though he had no idea of his mother's guilt, he did conceive

^liat after this trial it would be impossible that they should remain at

Oriey Earm. His mother's intended marriage with Sir Peregrine, and

then the manner in which that engagement had been broken off; the

course of the trial, and its celebrity ; the enmity of Dockwrath ; and,

lastly, his own inability to place himself on terms of friendship with those

people who were still his mother's nearest friends, made him feel that in

iny event it would be well for them to change their residence. What
could life do for him there at Orley Farm, after all that had passed ? He
had gone to Liverpool and bought guano, and now the sacks were lying

in his barn unopened. He had begun to drain, and Mie ugly unfinished

lines of earth were lying across his fields. He had no further interest

in it, and felt that he could no longer go to work on that ground as

though he were in truth its master.

But then, as he thought of his future hopes, his place of residence

sad coming life, there was one other beyond himself and his mother to

whom his mind reverted. What would Sophia wish that he should qaT
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—his OWE Sophia,—she who had promised him that her heart should be
with his through all the troubles of this trial ? Before he weut to bed
that night he wrote to Sophia, and told her what were his troubles

and what his hopes. "This will be over in two days more," he "aid,

" and then I will come to you. You will see me, I trust, liie day after

this letter roaches you ; but, nevertheless, I cannot debar myself front

the satisfaction of writing. I am not happy, for I am dissatisfied with
what they are doing for my mother ; and it is only when I think of you,

and the assurance of your love, that I can feel anything like content. It

is not a pleasant thing to sit by and hear one's mother charged with the

foulest frauds that practised villains can conceive ! Yet I have had to

bear it, and have heard no denial of the charge in true honest language.

To-day, when the solicitor-general was heaping falsehoods on her name, 1

could hardly refrain myself from rushing at his throat. Let me have a
line of comfort from you, and then I will be with you on Friday."

That line of comfort never came, nor did Lucius on the Friday make
his intended visit. Miss Furnival had determined, some day or two
before this, that she would not write to Lucius again till this trial was
over ; and even then it might be a question whether a correspondence

vixk the heir of Noningsby would not be more to bar taste.

CHAPTER LXXL

SHOWING HOW JOHN KENNEBT AUD BRIDSET BOLSTER BOB£ TBSK-
SELVES IN COURT.

On the next morning they were all in their places at ten o'clock, and
the crowd had been gathered outside the doors of the court from a much
earlier hour. As the trial progressed the interest in it increased, and

as people began to believe that Lady Mason had in truth forged a will,

60 did they the more regard her in the light of a heroine. Had she

murdered her husband after forging his will, men would have paid half

a crown apiece to have touched her garments, or a guinea for the

privilege of shaking hands with her. Lady Mason had again taken her

seat with her veil raised, with Mrs. Orme on one side of her and her son

on the other. The counsel were again ranged on the seats behind, Mr.
Furnival sitting the nearest to the judge, and Mr. Aram again occupied

the intermediate bench, so placing himself that he could communicate

either with his client or with the barristers. These were now their es-

tablished places, and great as was the crowd, they found no difficulty in

reaching them. An easy way is always made for the chief performew

in a play.

This was to bo the great day as regarded the evidence. " It is a case

that depends altogether on evidence," one young lawyer said to another.

3a
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" If the counsel know liow to handle the witnesses, I should say she i«

safe." The importance of this liaadling was felt by every one, and

therefore it was understood that the real game would be played out on

this middle day. It had been all very well for Chaffanbrass to bully

Dockwrath and make the wretched attorney miserable for an hour or

so, but that would have but little bearing on the verdict. There were

two persons there who were prepared to swear that on a certain day

they had only signed one deed. So much the solicitor-general had told

them, and nobody doubted that it would be so. The question now was

this, would Mr. JFurnival and Mr. Chaffanbrass succeed in making them
contradict themselves when they had so sworn ? Could they be made
to say thai they had signed two deeds, or that they might have done so ?

It was again the duty of Mr. Turnival to come first upon the stage,

—

that is to say, he was to do so as soon as Sir Richard had performed his

very second-rate part of eliciting the evidence in chief. Poor John

Kenneby was to be the first victim, and he was placed in the box before

them all, very soon after the judge had taken his seat. Why had he

not emigrated to Australia, and escaped all this,—escaped all this.and

Mrs. Smiley also ? That was John Kenneby's reflection as he slowly

mounted the two steps up into the place of his torture. Near to the

same spot, and near also to Dockwrath, who had taken these two

witnesses under his special charge, sat Bridget Bolster. She had made
herself very comfortable that morning with buttered toast and sausages

;

and when at Dockwrath's instance Kenneby had submitted to a shght

infusion of Dutch courage,—a bottle of brandy would not have sufficed

for the purpose,—Bridget also had not refused the generous glass.

" Not that I wants it," said she, meaning thereby to express an opinion

that she could hold her own, even against the great Chaffanbrass, with-

out any such extraneous aid. She now sat quite quiet, with her hands

crossed on her knees before her, and her eyes immovably fixed on the

table which stood in the centre of the court. In that position she re-

mained till her turn came ; and one may say, that there was no need for

fear on account of Bridget Bolster.

And then Sir Richard began. What would be the nature of Keimeby's
direct evidence the reader pretty well knows. Sir Bichard took a long

time in extracting it, for he was aware that it would be necessary to

give his witness some confidence before he came to his main questions.

Even to do this was difficult, for Kenneby would speak in a voice so low

that nobody could hear him ; and on the second occasion of the judge

enjoining him to speak out, he nearly fainted. It is odd that it never

occurs to judges that a witness who is naturally timid will be made more
so by being scolded. When I hear a judge thus use his authority, I

always wish that I had the power of forcing him to some very uncon-

genial employment,—jumping in a sack, let us say; and then when ho

jumped poorly, as he certainly would, I would crack my whip and bid

him go liigher and higher. The more I so bade him, the more he would
limp ; and the world looking on, would pity him and execrate me. It

k much the same thing when a witness is sternly told to speak louder.

"Put Johir Kentiehy ^f last; U\i his plajii story. He remeinbered t!^f
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day on. wliich he had met old. Usbech, and Bridget Bolster, and Lady
Mason in Sir Joseph's chamber. He had tlien -witnessed a signature by
Sir Joseph, and had only witnessed one on that day ;—of that he was

perfectly certain. He did not think that old Usbech had signed the

deed in question, hut on that matter he declined to swear positively.

He remembered the former trial. He had not then been able to swear

positively whether Usbech had, or had not, signed the deed. As far as

he could remember, .that was the point to which his cross-examination

on that occasion had chiefly been directed. So much John Kenneby did

at last say in language that was sufficiently plain.

And then Mr. Furnival arose. The reader is acquainted with the

state of his mind on the subject of this trial. The enthusiasm on behalf

of Lady Mason, which had been aroused by his belief in her innocence,

by his old friendship, by his ancient adherence to her cause, and by his

admiration for her beauty, had now greatly faded. It had faded much
when he found himself obliged to call in such fellow-labourers as Chaffan-

brass and Aram, and had all but perished when he learned from contact

with them to regard her guilt as certain. But, nevertheless, now that

he was there, the old fire returned to him. He had wished twenty
times that he had been able to shake the matter from him and leave his

old client in the hands of her new advisers. It would be better for her,

he had said to himself. But on this day—on these three days—seeing

that he had not shaken the matter off, he rose to his work as though
he still loved her, as though all his mind was still intent on preserving

that ill-gotten inheritance for her son. It may almost be doubted
whether at moments during these three days he did not again persuade

himself that she was an injured woman. Aram, as may be remembered,

had felt misgivings as to Mr. Furnival's powers for such cross-examina-

tion; but Chafianbrass had never doubted it. He knew that Mr.
Furnival could do as much as himself in that way ; the difference being

this,—that Mr. Furnival could do something else besides.

"And now, Mr. Kenneby, I'll ask you a few questions,'' ha said:

and Kenneby turned round to him. The barrister spoke in a mild low

voice, but his eye transfixed the poor fellow at once ; and though Ken-

neby was told a dozen times to look at the jury and speak to the jury,

he never was able to take his gaze away from Mr. Purnival's face.

" You remember the old trial," he said ; and as he spoke he held in

his hand what was known to be an aocouni, of that transaction. Then
there arose a debate between him and Sir Richard, in which Chaifan-

brass, and Graham, and Mr. Steelyard all took part, as to whether

Kenneby might be examined as to his former examination; and on this

point Graham pleaded very volubly, bringing up precedents without

number,—strivhig to do his duty to his client on a point with whieli his

own conscience did not interrere. And at last it was ruled by^ the judge

that this examination might go on ;—whereupon both Sir fiichard and

Mr. Steelyard sat down as though they were perfectly satisfied. Ken-

fteby, on being again asked, said that he did remember the old trial.

''It i« necessary, you know, that the jury should hear you, and if

JBV look at them and speak to them, they would stand a fetter ohanq^."
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Kenneby for a moment allowed his eye to travel up to the jury oox. bat

it instantly fell again, and fixed itself on the lawyer's face. " You do
remember that trial ?

"

" Yes, Sir, 1 remember it," whispered Kenneby.
" Do you remember my asking you then whether you had been is the

Labit of witnessing Sir Joseph Mason's signature ?

"

" Did you ask me that. Sir ?
"

" That is the question which I put to you. Do you remember my
io'mg so ?

"

"I dare say you did, Sir."

"I did, and I will now read your answer. We shall give to the jury

a copy of the proceedings of that trial, my lord, when we have proved
it,—as of course we intend to do."

And then there was another little battle between the barristers. But
as Lady Mason was now being tried for perjury, alleged to have been
committed at that other trial, it was of course indispensable that all the

proceedings of that trial should be made known to the jury.
" You said on that occasion," continued Furnival, " that you were

sure you had witnessed three signatures of Sir Joseph's that summer,

—

that you had probably witnessed three in July, that you were quite sure

you had witnessed three in one week in July, that you were nearly sure

you had witnessed three in one day, that you could not tell what day that

might have been, and that you had been used as a witness so often that you
really did not remember anything about it. Can you say whether that

was the pui'port of the evidence you gave then ?

"

" If it's down there " said John Kenneby, and then he stopped

himself.
" It is down here ; I have read it."

" I suppose it's all right," said Kenneby.
" I must trouble you to speak out," said the judge ;

" I cannot hear

you, and it is impossible that^ the jury should do so." The judge's

words were not uncivil, but his voice was harsh, and the only perceptible

consequence of the remonstrance was to be seen in the thick drops of

perspiration standing on John Kenneby's brow.

"That is the evidence which you gave on the former trial? May
the jury presume that you then spoke the truth to the best of you!

knowledge ?

"

" I triad to speak the truth. Sir.''

" You tried to speak the truth ? But do you mean to say that you
failed ?

"

" No, I don't think I failed."

" When, therefore, you told the jury that you were nearly sure that

you had witnessed three signatures of Sir Joseph's in one day, ilttt

was truth ?
"

" I don't think I ever did."

"Ever did what?"
" Witness three papers in one day."
" You don't think you ever did ?

'*

" I might have done, to be sure."
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" But then, at that trial, about twelve months after the man's death,

you were nearly sure you had done so."

"Was I?"'
" So you told the jury."
" Then I did, Sir."

"Then you did what?"
" Did witness all those papers."
" You think then now that it is probable you witnessed three sig

natures on the same day ?
"

" No, I don't think that."
" Then what do you think ?

"

" It is so long ago. Sir, tliat I really don't know."
"Exactly. It is so long ago that you cannot depend on your

memory."
" I suppose I can't, Sir."

" But you just now told the gentleman who examined you on the
other side, that you were quite sure you did not witness two deeds on
the day he named,—the 14th of July. Now, seeing that you doubt
your own memory, going back over so long a time, do vou wish to

correct that statement ?
"

" I suppose I do."
" What correction do you wish to make ?

"

"I don't think I did."
" Don't think you did what 1

"

" I don't think I signed two "

" I really cannot hear the witness," said the judge.
" You must speak out louder," said Mr. Furnival, himself speakmg

Tery loudly.
" I mean to do it as well as I can," said Kenneby.
" I believe you do," said Furnival ;

" but in so meaning you must be
very careful to state nothing as a certainty, of the certainty of which
you are not sure. Are you certain that on that day you did not witness

two deeds ?
"

" I think so."
" And yet you were not certain twenty years ago, when the fact was

80 much nearer to you ?
"

" I don't remember."
"You don't remember whether you were certain twelve months after

the occurrence, but you think you are certain now."
" I mean, I don't think I signed two."
" It is then, only a matter of thinking ?

"

" No ; only a matter of thinking."
" And you might have signed the two ?

"

" I certainly might have done so."

"What you mean to tell the jury is this : that you have no remem-
brance of signing twice on that special day, although you know tna;

you have acted as witness on behalf of Sir Joseph Mason more trmi

twice on the same day ?
"

"Yes."
-, "A-



tiS OUtEV paUm.

" That is the intended purport of your evidence P
"

"Yes, Sir."

And then Mr. Furnival travelled off to. th9.t other point of Mr.
Usbech's presence and alleged handwriting. On that matter Kenneby
had not made any positive assertion, though he had expressed a very

strong opinion. Mr. Furnival was not satisfied with this, but wished to

show that Kenneby had not on that matter even a strong opinion. He
again reverted to the evidence on the former trial, and read various

questions with their answers : and the answers as given at that time

certainly did not, wiien so taken, express a clear opinion on the Part of

the person who gave them : although an impartial person on readinfj the

whole evidence would have found that a very clear opinion was ex-

pressed. When first asked, Kenneby had said that he was nearly sure

that Mr. Usbech had not signed the document. But his very anxiety to

be true had brought him into trouble. Mr. Furnival on that occasion

had taken advantage of the word " nearly," and had at last succeeded

in making him say that he was not sure at all. Evidence by means of

torture,—thumbscrew and such like,—we have for many years past

abandoned as barbarous, and have acknowledged that it is of its very

nature useless in the search after truth. How long will it be before we
shall recognise that the other kind of torture is equally opposed both to

truth and civilisation ?
"

" But Mr. Usbech was certainly in the room on that day ? " continued

Mr. Furnival.
" Yes, he was there."

"And knew what you were all doing, I suppose ?

"

" Yes, I suppose he knew."
"I presume it was he who explained to you the nature of the deed

vou were to witness ?
"

" I dare say he did."
" As he was the lawyer, that would be natural."
" I suppose it would."
"And you don't remember the nature of that special deed, as ex-

plained to vou on the day when Bridget Bolster was in the room ?
"

"No, I don't."
" It might have been a will ?

"

"Yes, it might. I did sign one or two wills for Sir Joseph, I
think."

. ,
,

" And as to this individual document, Mr. iTsDech might have signed

it in your presence, for anything you know to the contrary ?

"

" He might have done so."
" Now, on your oath, Kenneby, is your memory strong enough to

enable you to give the jury any information on the. subject upon which
they may firmly rely in convicting that unfortunate lady of the terrible

crime laid to her charge. Then for a moment Kenneby glanced round
and fixed his eyes upon Lady Mason's face. " Think a moment before
you answer ; and deal with her as you would wish another should deal
with you if you were so situated. Can vou say that you remember that

Usbech did not sign it ?
"
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••Well, Sir, I don't think he did."
" But he might have done so ?

"

" Oh, yes ; he might."
" You do not remember that he did do so ?

"
" Certainly not."

"And that is about the extent of what you mean to say?

"

" Yes, Sir."
•'

"Let me understand," said the judge—and then the perspiration
became more visible on poor Kenneby's face ;—" do you mean to say
that you have no memory on the matter whatever ?—that you simply
do not remember whether Usbech did or did not sign it ?

"

" I don't think he signed it."
" But why do you think he did not, seeing that his name is there ?

"
" I didn't see him."
"Do you mean," continued the judge, "that you didn't see him, or

that you don't remember that yon saw Mm ?
"

" I don't remember that I saw him."
" But you may have done so ? He may have signed, and you may

have seen him do so, only you don't remember it ?
"

" Yes, my lord."

And then Kenneby was allowed to go d«ifn. As he did so, Josephs
Mason, who sat near to him, turned upon him a look black as thunder.
Mr. Mason gave him no credit for his timidity, but beheved that he had
been bought over by the other side. Dockwrath, however, knew better.
" They did not quite beat him about his own signature," said he ; " but
I knew all along that we must depend chiefly upon Bolster."
Then Bridget Bolster was put into the box, and she was examined by

Mr. Steelyard. She had heard Kenneby instructed to look up, and she
therefore fixed her eyes upon the canopy over the judge's seat. There
she fixed them, and there she kept them till her examination was over^
merely turning them for a moment on to Mr. Chaffanbrass, when that
gentleman became particularly severe in his treatment of her. What she
said in answer to Mr. Steelyard, was very simple. She had never witnessed
but one signature in her life, and that she had done in Sir Joseph's
room. The nature of the document had been explained to her. "But,"
as she said, " she was young and giddy then, and what went in at one
year went out at another." She didn't remember Mr. Usbech signing,

but he might have done so. She thought he did not. As to the two
-signatures purporting to be hers, she could not say which was hers and
which was not. But this she would swear positively, that they were
not both hers. To this she adhered firmly, and Mr. Steelyard handed '

her over to Mr. Chaffanbrass.

Then Mr. Chaffanbrass rose from his seat, and every one knew that

his work was cut out for him. Mr. Furnival had triumphed. It may
be said that he had demolished his witness ; but his triumph had beeu
very easy. It was now necessary to detnohsh Bridget Bolster, and the

opinion was general that if anybody could do it Mr. Chaffanbrass wa»
the man. But there was a doggedness about Bridget Bolster which it-

duced many to doubt whether even Chaffanbrass would be succeasTui.
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Mr. Ai-am trusted greatly ; but tlie bar would have preferred to stake

their money on Bridget.

Chaifanbrass as he rose pushed back his small ugly wig from his fore-

head, thrusting it rather ou one side as he did so, and then, with hii

chin thrown forward, and a wicked, ill-meaning smile upon his mouth,

he looked at Bridget for some moments before he spoke to her. She

glanced at him, and instantly fixed her eyes back upon the canopy.

She then folded her liands one on the other upon the rail before her,

compressed her lips and waited patiently.
" I think you say you're—a chambermaid ? " That was the first

question which Chaffanbrass asked, and Bridget Bolster gave a little

start as she heard his sharp, angry, disagreeable voice.

" Yes, I am. Sir, at Palmer's Imperial Hotel, Plymoutii, Devonshire

;

and have been for nineteen years, upper and under."
" Upper and under ! What do upper and under mean ?"
" When I was under, I had another above me ; and now, as I'm

upper, why there's others under me." So slie explained her position at

the hotel, but she never took her eyes from the canopy.
" You hadn't begun being—chambermaid, when you signed these

documents ?
"

" I didn't sign only one of 'em."
" Well, one of them. You hadn't begun being chambermaid then P

"

" No, I hadn't ; I was housemaid at Orley Farm."
" Were you upper or under there ?

"

" Well, I believe I was both ; that is, the cook was upper in the

'_ouse."

"Oh, the cook was upper. Why wasn't she called to sign her

name ?
"

" That I can't say. She was a very decent woman,—that I can say—
»nd her name was Martha Mullens."

So far Mr. Chaffanbrass had not done much ; but that was only

the preliminary skirmish, as fencers play with their foils before they

begin.

"And now, Bridget Bolster, if I understand you," he said, "you
have sworn that on the 14th of July you only signed one of thes;

documents."
" I only signed once. Sir. I didn't say nothing about the 14th oi

July, because I don't remember."
" But when you signed the one deed, you did not sign any other?

"

" Neither then nor never."

"Do you know the offence for which that lady is being tried-
Lady Mason ?

"

" Well, I ain't sure ; it's for doing something about the will."
" No, woman, it is not." And then, as Mr. Chaffanbrass raised his

voice, and spoke with savage earnestness, Bridget again started, and
gave a little leap up from the floor. But she soon settled herself back in

her old position. " No one has dared to accuse her of that," continued
Mr. Chaffanbrass, looking over at the lawyers ou the other side. " The
charge they have brought forward against her is that of perjury—of
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.
hftving given false evidence twenty years ago in a court of law. Now
look here, Bridget Bolster ; look at me, I say." Slie did look at him
for a moment, and then turned her eyes back to the canopy. " As sure

as you're a living woman, you shall' be placed there and tried for the

same offence,—for perjury,—if you tell me a falsehood respecting this

matter."
" I won't say nothing but what's right," said Bridget.
" You had better not. Now look at these two signatures ;

" and he
handed to her two deeds, or rather made one of the servants of the

court hold them for him ;
" which of those signatures is the one whioli

you did not sign ?
"

""
I can't say, Sir."

" Did you write that further one,—that with your hand on it ?
"

" 1 can't say, Sir."

"Look at it, woman, before you answer me."
Bridget looked at it, and then repeated the same words

—

" I can't say. Sir."

" And now look at the other." And slie again looked down for a

moment. " Did you write that ?
"

" I can't say, Sir."
" Will you swear that you wrote either ?

"

" I did write one once."

"Don't prevaricate with me, woman. Were either of those sig

aatures there written by you ?
"

" I suppose that one was."
" Will you swear that you wrote either the one or the other ?

"

" I'll swear I did write one, once."
" Will you swear you wrote one of those you have before you ?

You can read, can't you ?
"

" Oh yes, 1 can read."
" Then look at them." Again she turned her eyes on them for half

a moment. " Will you swear that you wrote either of those ?
"

" Not if there's another anywhere else," said Bridget, at last.

"Another anywhere else," said Chaffanbrass, repeating her words;
" what do you mean by another ?"

"If you've got another that anybody else has done, I won't say

which of the three is mine. But I did one, and I didn't do no more."

Mr. Chaffanbrass continued at it for a long time, but with very in-

different success. That affair of the signatures, which was indeed the

only point on which evidence was worth anything, he then abandoned,

and tried to make her contradict herself about old Usbech. But on

this subject she could say nothing. That Usbech was present she re-

membered well, but as to his signing the deed, or not signing it, she

would not pretend to say anything.

"I know he was cram full of gout," she said; "but I don't re-

member nothing more."

But it may be explained that Mr. Chaffanbrass had altogether

altered his intention and the very plan of his campaign with reference

to this witness, as soon as he saw what was her nature and disposition.
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He discovered very early in the affair that he could not force her to

contradict herself and reduce her own evidence to nothing, as I'ur-

nival had done with the man. Nothing would flurry this woman, oi

force her to utter words of which she herself did not know the mean-
ing. The more he might persevere in such an attempt, the more
dogged and steady she would become. He therefore soon gave that

up. He had already given it up when he threatened to accuse her of

perjury, and resolved that as he could not shake her he would shake

the confidence which the jury might place in her. He could not make
a fool of her, and therefore he would make her out to be a rogue. Her
evidence would stand alone, or nearly alone ; and in this way he might
turn her firmness to his own purpose, and explain that her dogged
resolution to stick to one plain statement arose from her having been

specially instructed so to do, with the object of ruining his client.

Jor more than half an hour he persisted in asking her questions with

this object; hinting that she was on friendly terms with Dockwrath;
asking her what pay she had received for her evidence ; making her

acknowledge that she was being kept at free quarters, and on the fat' of

the land. He even produced from her a list of the good things she had
eaten that morning at breakfast, and at last succeeded in obtaining in-

formation as to that small but indiscreet glass of spirits. It was then,

and then only, that poor Bridget became discomposed. Beefsteaks,

sausages, and pigs' fry, though they were taken three times a day,

were not disgraceful in her line of life ; but that little thimbleful of

brandy, taken after much pressing and in the openness of good fellow-

ship, went sorely against the grain with her. " When one has to be

badgered like this, one wants a drop of something more thau ordinary,"

she said at last. And they were the only words which she did say
which proved any triumph on the part of Mr. Chaffanbrass. But never-

theless Mr. Chaffanbrass was not dissatisfied. Triumph, immediate
triumph over a poor maid-servant could hardly have been the object of

a man who had been triumphant in such matters for the last thirty

years. Would it not be practicable to make the jury doubt whether
that woman could be believed ? That was the triumph he desired. ' As
for himselt^ Mr. Chaffanbrass knew well enough that she had spoken
nothing but the truth. But he had so managed that the truth might
be made to look like falsehood,—or at any rate to have a doubtful air.

If he had done that, he had succeeded in the occupation of his life,,aud

WM indiiiereut to his own triumoh.
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CHAPTER LXXIL

MB. njBNIVAL'S SPEECH.

All this as may be supposed disturbed Felix Graham not a little. He
perceived that each of those two witnesses had made a great effort to

speak the truth ;—aa honest, painful effort to speak the truth, and in

no wav to go beyond it. His gall had risen within him while he had
listened to Mr. rurnival, and witnessed his success in destroying the

presence of mind of that weak wretch who was endeavouring to do his

best in the cause of justice. And again, when Mr. Chaffanbrass had
seized hold of that poor dram, and used all his wit in deducing from it

a self-condemnation from the woman before him ;—when the practised

barrister had striven to show that she was an habitual drunkard, dis-

honest, unchaste, evil in all her habits, Graham had felt almost tenuited

to get up and take her part. No doubt he had evinced this, for Chaf'-

fanbrass had understood what was going on in his colleague's mind,

and had looked round at him from to time to time with an air of scorn

that had been almost unendurable.

And then it had become the duty of the prosecutors to prove ;the

circumstances of the former trial. This was of course essentially

necessary, seeing that the offence for which Lady Mason was now on

her defence was perjury alleged to have been committed at that tfial.

And when this had been done at considerable length by Sir Richard

Leatherham, not without many interruptions from Mr. Purnival 5and

much assistance from Mr. Steelyard,—it fell upon Eelix Graham to

show by cross-examination of Crook the attorney, what had been the

nature and effect of Lady Mason's testimony. As he rose to do this,

Mr. Chaffanbrass whispered into his ear, " If you feel yourself unequal

to it I'll take it up. 1 won't have her thrown over for any etiquette,

—

nor yet for any squeamishness. To this Graham vouchsafed no answer.

He would not even reply by a look, but he got up and did his work.

At this point his conscience did not interfere with him, for the

questions which he asked referred to facts which had really occurred.

Lady Mason's testimony at that trial had been believed by everybody.

The gentleman who had cross-exammed her on the part of Joseph

Mason, and who was now dead, had failed to shake her evidence. The

judge who tried the case had declared to the jury that it was im-

possible to disbelieve her evidence. That judge was still living, a poor

old bedridden man, and in the course of this latter trial his statement

was given in evidence. There could be no doubt that at the time Lady

Mason's testimony was taken as worthy of all credit. She had sworn

that she had seen the three witnesses sign the codicil, and no one had

then thrown discredit on her. The upshot of all was this, that the

prosecuting side proved satisfactorily that such and such things had

been sworn by Lady Mason; and Telix Graham on the side of the
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defence proved tl;at, when she had so sworn, lier word had been cou.

sidered worthy of credence by the judge and by the jury, and had
hardly been doubted even by the counsel opposed to her. All this

really had been so, and Pelix Graham used his utmost ingenuity in

making clear to the court how high and unassailed had been the position

which Ills client then held.

All this occupied the court till nearly four o'clock, and then as the

case was over on the part of the prosecution, the question arose

whether or no Mr. Furnival should address the jury on that evening,

or wait till the following day. "If your lordship will sit till seven

o'clock," said Mr. Purnival, " I think I can undertake to finisii what
remarks I shall have to make by that time." " I should not mind
sitting till nine for the pleasure of hearing Mr. Purnival," said the

judge, who was very anxious to escape from Alston on the day but one

following. Aiid thus it was decided that Mr. Purnival should com-
mence Lis speech.

1 liave said that in spite of some previous hesitation his old fire bad
returned to him when he began his work in court on behalf of Lis

client. If this had been so when that work consisted in the cross-

examination of a witness, it was much more so with him now when he

liad to exhibit his own powers of forensic eloquence. When a man
knows tliat he can speak with ease and energy, and that he will be

listened to with attentive ears, it is all but impossible that he should

fail to be enthusiastic, even though Lis cause be a bad one. It was so

with him now. All his old fire came back upon him, and before he Lad

done he had almost brought himself again to believe Lady Mason to be

that victim of persecution as which he did not hesitate to represent hei

to the jury.
" Gentlemen of the jury," he said, " I never rose to plead a chent's

cause witL more confidence tLan I now feel in pleading tLat of my
friend Lady Mason. Twenty years ago I was engaged in defending

her rights in this matter, and I then succeeded. I little thought at

that time that I should be called on after so long an interval to renew
my work. I little thought that the pertinacity of her opponent would
Lold out for sucL a period. I compliment him on the firmness of Lis

cLaracter, on tLat equable tempeMtaent wLich has enabled him to sit

through all this trial, and to loot witLout dismay on the unfortunate

lady whom he has considered it to be- his duty to accuse of perjury. I did

not think that I should live to fight this battle again. But so it is;

and as ] had but little doubt of victory then,—so have I none now.
Gentlemen of the jury, I must occupy some of your time and of the

. time of the court in going through the evidence which Las been adduced

by my learned friend against my client ; but I almost feel tLat I sLall be

detaining you unnecessarily, so sure am I that the circumstances, as

they have been already explained to you, could not justify you in giving

a verdict against her."

As Mr. Furnival's speech occupied fully three hours, I will not

trouble my readers with the wLole of it. He began by describing the,

former trial, and giving his own recollections as to Lady Mason'i
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eonduet on that occasion. In doing this, he fully acknowledged ou bar
beealf -that she did give as evidence that special statement which her
opponents now endeavoured to prove to have been false. " If it were
the case," he said, " that that codicil—or that pretended codicil, was
not executed by old Sir Joseph Mason, and was not witnessed by
Usbech, Kenneby, and Bridget Bolster,—then, in that case, Lady
Mason has been guilty of perjury." Mr. Purnival, as he made this

acknowledgment, studiously avoided the face of Lady Mason. But as

he made tliis assertion, almost everybody in the court except her own
counsel did look at her. Joseph Mason opposite and Dookwratli fixed

their gaze closely upon her. Sir Eichard Leatherham and Mr. Steel-

yard turned their eyes towards her, probably without meaning to do so.

The judge looked over his spectacles at her. Even Mr. Aram glanced
round at her surreptitiously ; and Lucius turned his face upon his

mother's almost with an air of triumph. But she bore it all without
flmching ;—bore it all without flinching, though the state of her mind
at that moment must have been pitiable. And Mrs. Orme, who held
her hand all the while, knew that it was so. The hand which resied

in hers was twitched as it wers convulsively, but the culprit gave no
outward sign of her guilt.

Mr. Furnival then read much of the evidence given at the former
trial, and especially showed how the witnesses had then failed to prove
that Usbech had not been required to write his name. It was quite

true, he said, that they had been equally uuable to prove that he had
done so ; but that amounted to nothing ; the " onus probandi " lay with

the accusing side. There was the signature, aud it was for them to

prove that it was not that which it pretended to be. Lady Mason had

proved that it was so ; and because that it had then been held to be

sufficient, they now, after twenty years, took this means of invalidating

her testimony. Prom that he went to the evidence given at the present

trial, beginning with the malice and interested motives of Dockwrath.

Against three of them only it was needful that he should allege any-

thing, seeing that the statements made by the others were in no way
injurious to Lady Mason,—if the statements made by those three were

not credible. Torrington, for instance, had proved that other deed

;

but what of that, if ou the fatal 14th of July Sir Joseph Mason had

executed two deeds ? As to Dockwrath,—that his conduct had been

interested and malicious there could be no doubt ; and he submitted to

thejury that he had shown himself to be a man unworthy of credit. As.

to Kenneby,-—that poor weak creature, as Mr. Furnival in his mercy

called him,—he, Mr. Furnival, could not charge his conscience with

saying that he believed him to have been guilty of any falsehood. On
the contrary, he conceived that Kenneby had endeavoured to teil ths

truth. But he was one of those men whose minds were so inconse-

quential that they literally did not know truth from falsehood. He
had not intended to lie when he told the jury that he was not quite

sure he had never witnessed two signatures by Sir Joseph Mason ot

ilio same day, nor did he lie when he told them again that he haii

jvitncsscd three. He hijd meant to declare the truth; but ae \fi»
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unfortunately, a man whose evidence could not be of much serrice in

any case of importance, and could be of no service whatever in a

criminal cliarge tried, as was done in this instance, more than twenty

years after the alleged commission of the offence. With regard tc

Bridget Bolster, he had no hesitation whatever in telling the jury that

she was a woman unwortliy of belief,—unworthy of that credit which
the jury must place in her before they could convict any one on her

unaided testimony. It must have been clear to them all that she had
come into court drilled and instructed to make one point-blank state-

ment, and to stick to that. She had refused to give any evidence as

to her own signature. She would not even look at her own name as

written by herself; but had contented herself with repeating over and

over again those few words which she had been instructed so to say ;

—

the statement namely, that she had never put her hand to more than

one deed.

Tlien he addressed himself, as he concluded his speech, to that part

of the subject which was more closely personal to Lady Mason herself.

" And now, gentlemen of the jury," he said, " before I can dismiss you
from your weary day's work, I must ask you to regard the position of

the lady who has been thus accused, and the amount of probabiHty of

her guilt which you may assume from the nature of her life. I shall

call no witnesses as to her character, for I will not submit her fiiends

to the annoyance of those questions which the gentlemen opposite

might feel it their duty to put to them. Circumstances have occurred

—so much I will tell you, and so much no doubt you all personally

know, though it is not in evidence before you ;—circumstances have

occurred which would make it cruel on my part to place her old friend

Sir Peregrine Orme in that box. The story, could I tell it to you, is

one full of romance, but full also of truth and affection. But though
Sir Peregrine Orme is not here, there sits his daughter by Lady
Mason's side,—there she has sat through this tedious trial, giving

comfort to the woman that she loves,—and there she will sit till your
verdict shall have made her further presence here unnecessary. His
lordship and my learned friend there will tell you that you cannot take

that as evidence of character. They will be justified in so telling you;
but I, on the other hand, defy you not to take it as such evidence.

Let us make what laws we will, they cannot take precedence of human
nature. There too sits my client's son. You will remember that at

the beginning of this trial the solicitor-general expressed a wish that he
were not here. I do not know whether you then responded to that

wish, but I believe I may take it for granted that you do not do so

nov. Had any woman dear to either of you been so placed through
the maUce of an enemy, would you have hesitated to sit by lier in her
hour of trial ? Had you doubted of her innocence you might have
hesitated ; for who could endure to hear announced in a crowded court
like this the guilt of a mother or a wife ? But he has no doubt. Not,
I believe, has any livijig bein^ in this court,—unless it be her kinsman
opposite, whose life for the last twenty years has been made w|-etche(j

\)y ^ wic|fed Ipnging after the patrimopy of his brother.
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" Gentlemen of the jury, there sits my client with as loving a friend

»n one side as ever woman had, and with her only child on the other.

During the incidents of this trial the nature of the life she has led

during the last twenty years,—since the period of that terrible
.
crime

with which she is charged,—has been proved before you. I may fear-

lessly ask you whether so fair a life is compatible with the idea of guilt

so foul ? I have known her intimately during all those years,7—not as

a lawyer, but as a friend,—and I confess that the audacity of tiiis man
Dockwrath, in assailing such a character, with such an accusation,

strikes me almost with admiration. What ! Forgery !—for that, gentle-

men of the jury, is the crime with which she is substantially charged.
Look at her, as she sits there ! That she, at the age of twenty, or not
much more,—she who had so well performed the duties of her young
life, that she should have forged a will,—have traced one signature after

another in such a manner as to have deceived all those lawyers who
were on her track immediately after her husband's death ! For, mark
you, if this be true, with her own hand she must have done it ! There
was no accomplice there. Look at her ! Was she a forger ? Was
she a woman to deceive the sharp bloodhounds of the law ? Could she,

with that young baby on her bosom, have wrested from such as him "

—

and as he spoke he pointed with his finger, but with a look of unutter-

able scorn, to Joseph Mason, who was sitting opposite to liim— " that

fragment of his old father's property which lie coveted so sorely?

Where had she learned such skilled artifice ? Gentlemen, such inge-

nuity in crime as that has never yet been proved in a court of law, ever,

against those who have spent a life of wretchedness in acquiring such

skill ; and now you are asked to believe that such a deed was done

by a young wife, of whom all that you know is that her conduct in

every other respect had been beyond all praise ! Gentlemen, I might

have defied you to believe this accusation had it even been supported

by testimony of a high character. Even in such case you would have

felt that there was more' behind than had been brought to your know-

ledge. But now, having seen, as you have, of what nature are the

witnesses on whose testimony she has been impeached, it is impossible

that you should believe this story. Had Lady Mason been a woman
steeped in guilt from her infancy, had she been noted for cunning and

fraudulent ingenuity, had she been known as an expert forger, you

would not have convicted her on this indictment, having had before you

the malice and greed of Dockwrath, the stupidity—I may call it idiocy,

of Kenneby, and the dogged resolution to conceal the truth evinced

by the woman Bolster. With strong evidence you could not have be-

lieved such a charge against so excellent a lady. Witli such evidence

as you have had before you, you could not have believed the charge

against a previously convicted felon.

" And what has been the object of this terrible persecution,—of the

dreadful punishment which has been inflicted on tliis poor lady ? For

remember, though you cannot pronounce her guilty, her sufferings have

been terribly severe. Think what it must have been for a woman

^th habits such as hers, to liave looked forward for long, long sYeelw
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to such a martyrdom as this ! Think what she must have suffered io

being dragged here and subjected to the gaze of all the county as a

suspected I'elon ! Think what must have been her feelings when I told

her, not knowing how deep an ingenuity might be practised agamst

her, that I must counsel her to call to her aid the unequalled talents

of my friend Mr. Chaffanbrass
" " Unequalled no longer, but far

surpassed," whispered Chaffanbrass, in. a voice that was audible

througli all the centre of the court. "Her punishment has been

terrible," continued Mr. Furnival. " After what she has gone through.

It may well be doubted whether she can continue to reside at that

iweet spot which has aroused such a feeling of avarice in the bosom
jf her kinsman. You have heard that Sir Joseph Mason had promised

his eldest son that Orley Farm should form a part of his inheritance.

It may be that tiie old man did make such a promise. If so, he thought fit

to break it. But is it not wonderful that a man wealthy as is Mr.
Mason—for his fortune is large ; who has never wanted anything that

money can buy ; a man for whom his father did so much,—that he

should be stirred up by disappointed avarice to carry in his bosom for

twenty years so bitter a feeling of rancour against those who are

nearest to him by blood and ties of family ! Gentlemen, it has been a

fearful lesson ; but it is one which neither you nor I will ever forget.

" And now I shall leave my client's case in your hands. As to the

verdict which jou will give, I have no apprehension. You know as

well as I do that she has not been guilty of this terrible crime. That

you wHl so pronounce I do not for a moment doubt. But I do hope

that that verdict will be accompanied by some expression on your pwt
which may show to the world at large how great lias been the wicked-

ness displayed in the accusation."

And yet as he sat down he knew that she had been guilty ! To his

ear her guilt had never been confessed ; but yet he knew that it was so,

and, knowing that, he had been able to speak as though her innocence

were a thing of course. That those witnesses had spoken truth he also

Knew, and yet he had been able to hold them up to the execration of

uU around them as though they had committed the worst of crimes from

the foulest of motives ! And more than this, stratger than this, worse

than this—when the legal world knew—as the legal world soon did

know—that all this had been so, the legal world found no fault with

Mr. Furnival, conceiving that he had done his duty by his client ui i

Buumer becoming an Esglish barrister and an Eugilsb gentleman.
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CHAPTER LXXIII.

Mas. OKME TELLS THE STOET.

It was late wbeu that second day's work was over, and when Mrs.
Onne and Lady Mason again found tliemselves iu the Ilamworth
carriage.

_
They had sat iu court from ten in the morning till past

seven, with a short interval of a few minutes in the middle of the
day, and were weary to the very soul when they left it. Lucius
again led out his mother, and as he did so he expressed to her in

strong language his approval of Mr. Eurnival's speech. At last

some one had spoken out on liis mother's behalf iu tliat tone which
should have been used from the first. He had been very anTy
wilii Mr. Puruival, thinking that tlie barrister had lost sight of his

mother's honour, and that lie was playing with her happiness. But
now he was inclined to forgive him. Now at last the truth had
been spoken in eloquent words, and tlie persecutors of his mother
had been addressed in language such as it was fitting that they
should hear. To him the last two hours had been two hours of

triumph, and as he passed through the hall of the court he whis-
pered in his mother's ear that now, at last, as he hoped, her troubles

were at an end.

And another whisper had been spoken as they passed through
iliat hall. Mrs. Orme went out leaning on the arm of her son, but

rn the other side of her was Mr. Aram. He had remained in his

seat till they had begun to move, and then he followed them. Mrs.
Orme was already half way across the court when he made his way up

. to her side and very gently touched her arm.

"Sir?" said she, looking round.

"Do not let her be too sure," he said. " Do not let her be over

confident. All that may go for nothing with a jury." Then he lifted

bia hat and left her.

All that go for nothing with a jury ! She hardly understood this,

but yet she felt tliat it all should go for nothing if right were done.

Her mind was not argumentative, nor yet perhaps was her sense of

true justice very acute. When Sir Peregrine had once hinted that

it would be well that the criminal should be pronounced guilty,

because in truth she had been guilty, Mrs. Orme by no means

agreed with him. Eut now, having heard how those wretched

witnesses bad been denounced, knowing how true had been tlie

words they had spoken, knowing how false were those assurances of

mnocenoe with which Mr. rurnival had been so fluent, she felt

somelLiug of that spirit which had actuated Sir Peregrine, and had

almost thought that justice demanded a verdict against her friend.

" Do not let her be over-coulidout," Mr. Aram had said. But iu

truth Mrs. Orme, as she had hstened to Mr. Eurnival's speecli, had

oecome almost confident that Lady Mason would be acquitted. It

34
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had seemed to her impossible that any jury should pronounce liei

to be guilty after that speech. The state of her mind as she listened to

it had been very painful. Lady Mason's hand had rested in her own
during a great portion of it ; and it would have been natural that she

should give some encouragement to her companion by a touch, by a

slight pressure, as the warm words of praise fell from the lawyer's

mouth. But how could she do so, knowing that the praise was false ?

It was not possible to her to show her friendship by congratulating her

friend on the success of a lie. Lady Mason also had, no doubt,

felt this, for after a while her hand had been withdrawn, and they had
both listened in silence, giving no signs to each other as to their feelings

on the subject.

But as they sat together in the carriage Lucius did give vent to

his feelings. "I cannot understand why all that should not have

been said before, and said in a manner to have been as convincing as it

was to-day."
" I suppose there was no opportunity before the trial," said Mrs.

Orme, feeling that she must say something, but feeling also how im-

possible it was to speak on the subject with any truth in the presence both

of Lady Mason and her son.

"But an occasion should have been made," said Lucius. "It is

monstrous that my mother should have been subjected to this accusa-

tion for months and that no one till now should have spoken out to show
how impossible it is that she should have been guilty."

" Ah ! Lucius, you do not understand," said his mother.
" And I hope I never may," said he. " Why did not the jury get

up in their seats at once and pronounce their verdict when Mr. Furnival's

speech was over ? Why should they wait there, giving another day of

prolonged troublci knowing as they must do what their verdict will be ?

lo me all this is incomprehensible, seeing that no good can in any way
come from it."

And so he went on^ striving to urge his companions to speak upon a

subject which to them did not admit of speech in his presence. It was
very painful to them, for in addressing Mrs. Orme he almost demanded
from her some expression of triumph. " You at least have believed in

her innocence," he said at last, " and have not been ashamed to show
that you did so."

"Lucius," said his mother, "we are very weary; do not speak to

us now. Let us rest till we are at home." Then tliey closed their

eyes and there was silence till the carriage drove up to the door of

Urley Parm House.
The two ladies immediately went up stairs, but Lucius, with more

cheerfulness about him than he had shown for months past, remaiaei'

below to give orders for their supper. It had 43een a joy to him to hear

Joseph Mason and Dockwrath exposed, and to listen to those words
which had so clearly told the truth as to his mother's history. All that

torrent of indignant eloquence had been to him an enumeration of the

simple facts,— of the facts as he knew them to be,—of the facts as they

would now be made plain to all the world. At last the day had come
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wnen wo cloud "(rould be blown away. He, looking down from the
hei^lit of his superior intellect on the foUj of those below him, had beet
indignant at the great delay :—but that he would now forgive.

They had not been long in the house, perhaps about fifteen minutes,
when Mrs. Orme returned down stairs and gently entered the dining-
room. He was still there, standing with his back to the fire and thinking
over the work of the day.

"Your mother will not come down this evening, Mr. Mason."
" Not come down ?

"

" No ; she is very,—^very tired indeed. I fear you hardly know how
much she has gone through."

" Shall I go to her ? " said Lucius.
" No, Mr. Mason, do not do that. I will return to her now. And

—but ;—in a few minutes, Mr. Mason, I will come back to you again,

for I shall have something to say to you."
" You will have tea here ?

"

" I don't know. I think not. When I have spoken to you I will

go back to your mother. I came down now in order that you might
not wait for us." And then she left the room and again went up stairs.

It annoyed him that his mother should thus keep away from him,

nut still he did not think that there was any special reason for it.

Mrs. Orme's manner had been strange ; but then everything around
them in these days was strange, and it did not occur to him that Mrs.

Orme would have aught to say in her promised interview which would
bring to him any new cause for sorrow.

Lady Mason, when Mrs. Orme returned to her, was sitting exactly in

the position in which she had been left. Her, bonnet was off and was

lying by her side, and she was seated in a large arm-chair, again holduig

both her hands to the sides of her head. No attempt had been made
to smooth her hair or to remove the dust and soil which had come from

the day's long sitting in the court. She was a woman very careful in

her toilet, and scrupulously nice in all that touched her person. But

now all that had been neglected, and her whole appearance Was haggard

and dishevelled.
" You have not told him ? " she said.

" No ; I have not told him yet ; but I have bidden him expect me.

He knows that I am coming to him."
" And how did he look .''

"

^

"I did not see his face." And then there was silence between, them

for a few mmutes, during which Mrs. Orme stood at the back of Lady

Mason's chair witL her hand on Lady Mason's shoulder. " Shall I go

now, dear ? " said Mrs. Orme.
" No ; stay a moment ; not yet. Oh, Mrs. Orme !

"

" You will find that you will be stronger and .
better able to bear it

when it has been done."
" Stronger ! Why should I wish to be stronger ? How will he bear

It?"
" It will be a blow to him, of course."

" It will strike him to the ground, Mrs, Orme, I shall have raui»

34—2
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deved him. I do not tliiuk that he will live when he kaows that Ub it

" He is a man, and will bear it as a man should do. Shall I do any-

thing for you before I go ?
"

" Stay a moment. Why must it be to-night ?
"

"He must not be in the court to-morrow. And what difference

will one day make? He must know it when the property is

given up."
. j ..i

Then there was a knock at the door, and a girl entered with a

decanter, two wine-glasses, and a slice or two of bread and butter.

" You must drink that," said Mrs. Oime, pouring out a glass of wine.

"And you?"
" Yes, I will take some too. There. I shall be stronger now, A ay,

Lady Mason, you shall drink it. And now if you will take my advica

you will go to bed."
" You will come to me again ?

"

" Yes ; directly it is over. Of course I shall come to you. Am I not

to stay here all night ?

"

" But him ;—I will not see liim. He is not to come."
" That will be as he pleases."
" No. You promised that. I cannot see him when he knows what I

have done for him."
" Not to hear him say that he forgives you ?

"

" He will not forgive me. i'ou do not know him. Could you bear

to look at your boy if you had disgraced hiin for ever ?
"

" Whatever 1 might have done he would not desert me. Nor will

Lucius desert you. Shall I go now ?

"

" Ah, me ! Would that 1 were in my grave 1

"

Then Mrs. Orme bent over her and kissed her, pressed both her

hands, then kissed her again, and silently creeping out of the room made

her way once more slowly down the staii-s.

Mrs. Orme, as will have been seen, was sufficiently anxious to perform

the task which she had given herself, but yet her heart sank within her

as she descended to the parlour. It was indeed a terrible commission,

and her readiness to undertake it had come not from any feeling on her

own part that she was fit for the work and could do it without

difficulty, but from the eagerness with which she had persuaded Lady

Mason that the thing must be done by some one. And now who else

could do it ? Li Sir Peregrine's present state it would have been a

cruelty to ask him ; and then his feelings towards Lucius in the matter

were not tender as were those of Mrs. Orme. She had been obhged to

promise that she herself would do it, or otherwise she could not have

urged the doing. And now the time had come. Immediately on their

return to the house Mrs. Orme had declared that the story should be

told at once ; and then Lady Mason, sinking into the chair from which
she had not since risen, had at length agreed that it should be so. The
time had now come and Mrs. Orme, whose footsteps down the stairs

had 2ot been audible, stood for a moment with the handle of the door
m her hand.
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Had it beea possible she also would now Lave put- il Off till the

morrow,—would, have put it off till any other time than that which was
'hen present. All manner of thoughts crowded on her duringthose
few seconds. In what way should she do it ? What words should slie

use ? How should she begin ? She was to tell this young man that

his mother had committed a crime of the very blackest dye, and now
she felt that she should have prepared herself and resolved in what
fashion this should be done. Might it not be well, she asked herself for

one moment, that she should take the night to think of it and then see

him in the morning ? The idea, however, only lasted her for a moment,
and then, fearing lest she might allow herself to be seduced into some
weakness, she turned the handle and entered the room.
He was still standing with his back to the fire, leaning against the

mantelpiece, and thinking over the occurrences of the day that was past.

His strongest feeling now was one of hatred to Joseph Mason,—of

hatred mixed with thorough contempt. Wiiat must men say of liim

after such a struggle on his part to ruin the fame of a lady and to steal

the patrimony of a brother !
" Is slie still determined not to come

down ? " he said as soon as he saw Mrs. Orme.
" No ; she will not come down to-night, Mr. Mason. I have some-

thing that I must tell you."
" What ! is she ill ? Has it been too much for her ?

"

" Mr. Mason," she said, " I hardly know how to do what I have

undertaken." And he could see that she actually trembled as she spoke

to him.
" What is it, Mrs. Orme ? Is it anything about the property ? I

think you need hardly be afraid of me. I beUeve I may say I could bear

anything of that kind."
" Mr. Mason " And then again she stopped herself. How was

she to speak this horrible word ?

" Is it anything about the trial ? " He was now beginning to be

frightened, feeling that something terrible was commg ; but still of the

absolute truth he had no suspicion.
" Oh ! Mr. Mason, if it were possible that I could spare you I would

do so. If there were any escape,—any way in which it might be

avoided."
" What is it ? " said ne. And now liis voice was hoarse and low, for

a feeling of fear had come upon him. " I am a man and can bear it,

whatever it is."

" You must be a man then, for it is very terrible. Mr. Mason, that

will, you know "

" You mean the codicil ?

"

" The will that gave you the properly "

"Yes."
" It was not done by your father."

" Who says so ?
"

" It is too sure. It was not done by him,—nor oy them,—those
ttlier people who were in the court to-day."

" But who says so ? How is it known ? If my father did not sii;n
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it, it is a forgery ; and wlio forged it ? Those wretches have bought

over some one and you have been deceived, Mrs. Orme. It is not of

the property I am thinking, but of my mother. If it were as you say,

Div mother must have known it ?
"

""Ah! yes."

"And you mean that she did know it; that she knew it was a

for,2;i;ry ?
"

^
'•Oil! Mr. Mason."
" Heaven and earth ! Let me go to her. If she were to tell me so

herseir I would not believe it of her. 'Ah! she has told you ?
"

"Yes; she has told me."
, ,

" Tlieu she is mad.
,
This has been too much for her, arid her brain

has gone with it. Let me go to her, ijrs. Oi-me."

"No, no; yoil miist not goto her." And Mrs. Orme 'put herself

directly before the door. " She is not mad,'—iiot now. Then, at that

time, wemust think she was so. ' It is ribt so' now." -

"I cannot understand you." And he put his left hand up to his

forehead as though to steady his thoughts. " I do not understand 'you.

If the will be a forgery, who did it ? " '

This question she could not answer at the moment. She was still

standing against the door, and her eyes fell to the groufld. " Who did

it ? " he repeated. " Whose liand wrote Iny father's name ?
"

" You must 'be merciful, Mr. Massii."

"Merciful;—to whom?"
" To your mother."
"Merciful to my mother ! Mrs. Orme, speak out to me. If tlie

will was forged, who foi-ged it? You cannot mean to tell me that She

didit!"_

She did not answer liim at the moment in words, but coming ofose up
to him she took both his hands in hers, and then looked steadfastly tip

nto his eyes. His face had now become almost convulsed With Cmotion,

jid his brow was v^ry black. "Do you wish me to' believe that my
mother forged the will herself ? " Then agaiii he paused, but she ' said

nothing. '' VV^oman, it's a lie,'' he exclaimed; and then tearing his

hands from ber, shaking her off, and striding away with quick foot-'

steps, he threw himself on a sofa that stood in the furthest part of the-

room.

She paused for a moment and then, followed him very gently. She
followed him and stood over him in silence for a moment, as he lay

with his face from her. " Mr. Mason," she said at last, "you told me
tliat you would bear this like a man."

But he made her no answer, and she went on. "Mr. Mason, it is

as I tell you. Years and years ago, when you were a baby, and when
she thought that your father was unjust to you—for your sake,—to

remedy that injustice, she did this thing."
" What ; forged his name ! It must be a lie. Though an angel canle

to tell me so, it would be a lie ! What ; my mother ! " And now he
turned round and faced her, still however, lying on the sofa.

"It is true. Mr. Mason. Oh, how I wish that it were not ! But
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tOM must forgive lier. It is years ago, and she Las repealed of it. Sir
Peregrine has forgiven her,—and I have done so."
And then she told him the whole story. She told him why the

marriage had been broken off, and described to, him the manner ini
which the truth had been made known to Sir Peregrine. It need hardly
be said, that in doing so, she dealt as softly as was possible with his
mother's name ; but yet she told him everything. " She wrote it her-
self, in the night."

" What all ; all the names herself ?
"

"Yes, all."

" Mrs. Orme it cannot be so. I will not believe it. To me it is

impossible. That you believe it I do not doubt, but I cannot. Let me
go to her. I will go to her myself. But even should she say so her-
self, I will not believe it."

But she would not let him go up stairs even though he attempted to
move her from the door, almost with violence. " No ; not till you say
that you will forgive her and be gentle with her. And it must not be
to-night. We will be up early in the morniug, and you can see her
before we go ;—if you will be gentle to her."

He still persisted that he did not believe the story, but it becaine
clear to her, by degrees, that the meaning of it all had at last sunk into

his mind, and that he did believe it. Over and over again she told him
all that she knew, explaining to him what his mother had suffered,

making him perceive why she had removed herself out of his hands, and
had leant on others for advice. And she told him also that though
they still hoped that the jury might acquit her, the property must be
abandoned.

" I will leave the house this night if you wish it," he said.

" When it is all over, when she has been acquitted and shall har
gone away, then let it be done. Mr. Mason, you will go with her ; will

you not ? " and then again there was a pause.
" Mrs. Orme, it is impossible that I should say now what I may dp.

It seems to me as though I could not live through it. I do not believe

it. I cannot believe it.

As soon as she had exacted a promise from him that he would not go

to his mother, at any rate without further notice, she herself went up
stairs and found Lady Mason lying on her bed. At first Mrs. Orme
thought that she was asleep, but no such comfort had come to the poor

woman. " Does he know it ? " she asked.

"Mrs. Orme's task for that night was by no means yet done. After

remaining for a while with Lady Mason she agaui returned to Lucius,

and was in this way a bearer of messages between them. There was at

last no question as to doubting the story. He did believe it. He
could not avoid the necessity for such behef. " Yes," he said, when

Mrs. Orme spoke again of his leaving the place, " I will go-and hide

myself; and as for her
"

"But you will go with her,—if the jury do not say that she was

guilty
"

" Oh, Mi-s. Orme !

"
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" If lliey do, you will come back for her, wliett the time of her puuisk

ment is over ? She is still your mother, Mr. Mason."
At last the work of the ni^ht was done, and the two ladies went to

their beds. The understanding was that Lucius should see his mother

before they started in the morning, but tiiat he should not again accom-

pany them to the court. Mrs. Orme's great object had been,—her

great object as regarded the present moment,—to prevent his presence

in court when the verdict should be given. In this she had succeeded.

She could now wish for an acquittal with a clear conscience ; and could

as it were absolve the sinner within her own heart, seeing that there

was no longer any doubt as to the givmg up of the property. Wliat-

ever might be the verdict of the jury Joseph Mason of Groby would,

without doubt, obtain the property which belonged to him.
" Good-night, Mr. Mason," Mrs. Orme said at last, as she gave him

her hand.
" Good-night. I believe that in my madness I spoke to you to-night

like a brute."
" No, no. It was nothLig. I did not think of it."

" When you think of how it was with me, you will forgive me."

She pressed his hand and again told him that she had not thought of

it. It was nothing. And indeed it had been as nothing to her. There

may be moments in a man's life when any words may be forgiven, even

though they be spoken to a woman.
When Mrs. Orme was gone, he stood for a while perfectly motionless

in the dining-room, and then coming out into the hall he opened the

front door, and taking his hat, went out into the night. It was still

winter, but the night, tho\jgh cold and very dark, was fine, and the air

was sharp with the beginiung frost. Leaving the door open he walked

forth and passing out on to the road went down from thence to the

gate. It had been his constant practice to walk up and down from his

own hall door to his own gate on the high road, perhaps comforting

himself too warmly with the reflection that the ground on which he

walked was all his own. He had no such comfort now, as he made his

way down the accustomed path and leaned upon the gate, thinking over

what he had heard.

A forger I At some such hour as this, with patient premeditated

care, she had gone to work and committed one of the vilest crimes

known to man. And this was bis mother ! And he, he, Lucius

Mason, had been living for years on the fruit of this villainy ;—had
been so living till this terrible day of retribution had come upon
him ! I fear that at that moment he thought more of his own misery

than he did of hers, and hardly considered, as he surely should

have done, that mother's love which had led to all this guilt. And
for a moment he resolved that he would not go back to the house.

His head, he said to himself, should never again rest under a roof

which belonged of right to Joseph Mason. He had injured Joseph
Mason;—had injured liim innocently, indeed, as far as he himself

was concerned; but he had injured him greatly, and therefore now
hated him y" the more. " He shall have it instantly," he said, and
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walked forth iuto the high road as though he would not allow his feet

to rest again ou his brother's property.

But he was forced to remember that this could not be so. His
mother's trial was not yet over, and even in the midst of his own
personal trouble he remembered that the verdict to her was still

a matter of terrible import. He would not let it be known that he had
abandoned the property, at any rate till that verdict had been given.

And then as he moved back to the house he tried to think in what way
it would become him to behave to his mother. " She can never be my
mother again," he said to himself. They were terrible words;—but

then was not his position very terrible ?

And when at last he had bolted the front daor, going through the

accustomed task mechanically, and had gone up stairs to liis own room,

he had failed to make up his mind on this subject. Perhaps it would
be better that he should not see her. What could he say to her ?

What word of comfort could he speak ? It was not only that she had

beggared him ! Nay ; it was not that at all ! But she had dooiLjd

him to a life of disgrace which no effort of liis own could wipe away.

And then as he threw himself on his bed he thought of Sophia Furnival.

Would she share his disgrace with him ? Was it possible that there

might be solace there ?

Quite impossible, we should say, who know her well.

CHAPTER LXXIV.

yOUNG LOCHINVAB.

JUDSE Stavelev, whose court had not been kept silting to a late

hour by any such eloquence as that of Mr. Purnival, had gone home be-

fore the business of the other court had closed. Augustus, who was his

father's marshal, remained for his friend, and had made his way in among

the crowd, so as to hear the end of the speech.

" Don't wait dinner for us," he had said to his father. " If you do

you will be hating us all the time ; and we sha'u't be there till between

eight and nine."
" I should be sorry to hate you," said the judge, " and so I won't."

When therefore Felix Graham escaped from the court at about half-

past seven, the two young men were able to take their own time and

eat their dinner together comfortably, enjoying their bottle of champagne

between them perhaps more thoroughly tiian they would have done had

the judge and Mrs. Staveley shared it with them.

But S'elix had something of which to think besides the champagne—

•omething which was of more cinsequenoe to him even than the trial
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in which he was engaged. Madeline had promised that she would meet

him that evening;—or rather had not so promised. When asked, to do

so she had not refused, but even while not refusing had reminded him

that her mother would be there. Her manner to him had, he thought,

been cold, though she had not been ungracious. Upon the whole, he

could not make up his mind to expect success. " Then he must hava

been a fool !
" the reader learned in such matters will say. The reader

^earned in such matters is, I think, right. In that respect he was a

fool.

,
" I suppose we must give the governor the benefit of our company

over his wine," said Augustus, as soon as their dinner was over.
" I suppose we ought to do so."
" And why not ? Is there any objection ?

"

"To tell the truth," said Graham, "I have an appointment which I

am very anxious to keep."
" An appointment ? Where ? Here at Noningsby, do you mean ?

"

"In this house. But yet I cannot say that it is absolutely an

appointment. I am going to ask your sister what my fate is to be."
" And that is the appointment ! Very well, my dear fellow ; and

may God prosper you. If you can convince the governor that it is aL

right, I shall make no objection. I wish, for Madeline's sake, that yoii

had not such a terrible bee in your bonnet."
" And you will go to the judge alone ?

"

"Oh, yes. I'll tell him; . What shall I tell him ?
"

"The truth, if you wiU. Good-bye, old fellow. You will not see

me again to-night, nor yet to-morrow in tnis house, unless I am more
ortunate than I have any right to hope to be."

" Paint heart never won fair lady, you know," said Augustus.
" My heart is faint enough then ; but nevertheless 1 shall say what I

nave got to say." And then he got up from the table.
" If you don't come down to us," said Augustus, " I shall come up

to you. But may God speed you. And now I'll go to the governor."

Selix made his way from the small breakfast-parlour in which

they had dined across the hall into the drawing-room, and there he

I'ound Lady Staveley alone. " So the trial is not over yet, Mr. Gra-

ham ? " she said.

" No ; there will be another day of it."

" And what will be the verdict ? Is it possible that she really forged

the will ?

"

" Ah ! that I cannot say. You know that I am one of her counsel,

Lady Staveley ?
"

" Yes ; I should have remembered that, and been more discreet. If

you are looking for Madeline, Mr. Graham, I think that she is in the

Ubrary."

"Oh! thank you;—in the hbrary." And then Felix got himself

out of the drawing-room into the hall again not in the most graceful

manner. He might have gone direct from the drawing-room to

the library, but this he did not remember. It was very odd, he
thought, that Lady Staveley, of whose dislike to him he had felt
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sure, should have thus sent him direct to her daughter, and have
become a party, as it were, to an appointment between tliem. But
he had not much time to think of this before he found himself, in

Uie room. There, sure enough, was Madeline waiting to listen to

liis story. She was seated when he entered, with her back to him

;

but as she heard him she rose, and, after pausing for a moment, she
jitepped forward to meet him.

" You and Augustus were very late to-day," she said.

" Yes. I was kept there, and he was good enough to wait for me."
" You said you wanted to speak to me," she said, hesitating a

little, but yet very little :
" to speak to me alone ; and so mamma

said I had better come in here. I hope you are not vexed that I

should have told her."
" Certainly not, Miss Staveley."
" Because I have no secrets from mamma."
" Nor do I wish that anything should be secret, I hate all secre-

cies. Miss Staveley, your father knows of my intention."

On this point Madeline did not feel it to be necessary to say any
thing. Of course her father knew of the intention. Had she not
received her father's sanction for listening to Mr. Graham she would
not have been alone with him in the library. It might be that the

time would come in which she would explain all this to her lover, but

that time had not come yet. So when he spoke of her father she

remauied silent, and allowing her eyes to fall to the ground she stood

before him, waiting to hear his question.
" Miss Staveley," he said ;—and he was conscious himself of being

very awkward. Much more so, indeed, than there was any need,

for Madeline Was not aware that he was awkward. In her eyes

he was quite master of the occasion, and seemed to have every-

thing his own way. He had already done all that was difficult in

the matter, and had done it without any awkwardness. He. had

already made himself master of her heart, and it was only necessary

now that he should enter in and take possession. The ripe fruit

had. fallen, as Miss Pumival had once, chosen to express it, and there

he was to pick it up,—if only he considered it worth his trouble to do

so. That manner of the picking would not signify much, as Madeline

thought. That he desired to take it into his garner and preserve it

for his life's use was everything to her, but the method of his words

at the present vooment was not much. He was her lord and master.

He was tlie cne man who had conquered and taken possession of her

spirit ; and as to his being awkward, there was not much in that. Nor

do I say that he was awkward. He spoke liis mind in honest, plain

terms, and I do not know that he could have done better.

" Miss Staveley," he said, "in asking you to see me alone, I have

made a great venture. I am indeed risking all that I most value."

And then he paused, as though he expected that she would speak.

But she still kept her eyes upon the ground, and still stood silent

before him. "I cannot but think you must guess my pm-pose," he

»id " thou"-h I acknowledge that ] have had nothing that can warraa;
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me ia hopiug for a favourable answer. There is ray hand ; if you c&a

tuke it you need not doubt that you hare my heart with it." And then

lie held out to her his broad, right hand.

Madeline still stood silent before him and still fixed her eyes upon
jlie ground, but very slowly she raised her little hand and allowed Ler

soft slight fingers to rest upon his open palm. It was as though she

thus affixed her legal signature and seal to the deed of gift. She had

not said a word to him ; not a word of love or a woi'd of assent ; but no

such word was now necessary.

"Madeline, ray own Madeline," he said; and then taking unfair

advantage of the fingers which she had given him he drew her to his

breast and folded her in his arras.

It was nearly an hour after this when he returned to the drawing-

room. "Dogoiu now," she said. " You must not wait any longer •

indeed you must gt-"
"And you

;
you will come in presently."

"It is already nearly eleven. No, I will not show myself agam
to-night. Mamma will soon come up to me, I know. Good-night,

Felix. Do you go now, and I will follow you." And then after some

further little ceremony he left her.

When he entered the drawing-room Lady Staveley was there, and the

judge with his teacup beside him, and Augustus standing with his back

to the fire. Felix walked up to the circle, and taking a chair sat down,

but at the moment said nothing.
" You didn't get any wine after your day's toil. Master Graham,"

said the judge.
" Indeed I did, Sir. We had some champagne."
" Champagne, had you ? Then 1 ought to iiave v/aited for my guest,

for I pot none, lou had a long day of it in court."
•' ies, inaeed. Sir."
" Ajjd I am afraid not very satisfactory." To this Graham made no

immediate answer, but he could not refrain from thinking that the day,

taken altogether, had been satisfactory to him.

And then Baker came into the room, and going close up to Lady
Staveley, whispered something in her ear. " Oh, ah, yes," said Lady
Staveley. " I must wish you good-night, Mr. Graham." And she

took his hand, pressing it very warmly. But though she wished

him good-night then, she saw him again before he went to bed. It

was a family in which all home affairs were very dear, and a new
son could not be welcomed into it without much expression of affection.

" Well, Sir ! and how have you sped since dinner ? " the judge asked

as soon as the door was closed behind his wife.
" I have proposed to your daughter and she has accepted me."

And as he said so he rose from the chair in which he had just now seated

himself.
" Then, ray boy, I hope you will make her a good husband j " and

the judge gave him his hand.
" I will try to do so. I cannot but feel, however, how little right I

had to ask her, seeing that I am likely to be so poor a man."



TOUNG LOOHIKVAB. 541

" Well, well, well,—we will talk of that another time. At present
ire will only sing your triumphs

—

:

" So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar."

" Telix, my dear fellow, I congratulate you with all my heart," said
Augustus. "But I did not know you were good as a warrior."

_

" Ah, but he is though," said the judge. " Wliat do you think of
nis wounds ? And if all that I hear be true, he has other battles on
hand. But we must not speak about that till this poor lady's trial is
over."

" I need hardly tell you. Sir," said Graham, with that sheep-like air
which a man always carries on such occasions, " that I regard myself
as tlie most fortunate man in the world."

" Quite unnecessary," said the judge. "On such occasions that is

taken as a matter of course." And then the conversation between them
for the next ten minutes was rather dull and flat.

Up stairs the same thing was ^oing on, in a. manner somewhat more
animated, between the mother and daughter,—for ladies on such occa-
sions can be more animated than men.

" Oh, mamma, you must love him," Madeline said.

" Yes, my dear ; of course I shall love him now. Your papa says
that he is very clever."

" I know papa likes him. I knew that from the very first. I think
that was the reason why "

"And I suppose clever people are the best,— that is to say, if they
arc good."

"And isn't he good?"
" Well—I hope so. Indeed, I'm sure he is. Mr. Orme was a very,

good young man too ;—but it's no good talking about him now."
" Mamma, that never could have come to pass."
" Very well, my dear. It's over now, and of course all that I looked

for was your happiness."
" I know that, mamma ; and indeed I am very happy. I'm sure I

could not ever have liked any one else since I first knew liim."

Lady Staveley still thought it very odd, but she had nothing else

to say. As regarded the pecuniary considerations of the affair she

left them altogether to her husband, feeling that in this way she could

relieve herself from misgivings which might otherwise make her unhappy.
" And after all I don't know that his ugliness signifies," she said to

herself. And so she made up her mind that she would be loving and

affectionate to him, and sat up till she heard his footsteps in the passage,

in order that she might speak to him, and make him welcome to the

privileges of a son-in-law.

"Mr. Graham," she said, opening her door as he passed by.

" Of course she has told you," said Pelix.

" Oh yes, she has told me. We don't have many secrets in this

jhouse. And I'm sure I congratulate you with all my heart ; and I
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tliiak you have got the very best girl in all the world. Of course Pa
her motlier ; but I declare, if I was to talk of her for a week, I could

not say anything of her but good."
" I know how fortunate I am."
" Yes, you are fortunate. For there is nothing in the world equal

to a loving wife who will do her duty. And I'm sure you'll be good
to her."

" I will endeavour to be so."

"A man must be very bad indeed who would be bad to her,—and

I don't think that of you. And it's a great thing, Mr. Graham, that

MadeUne should liave loved a man of whom her papa is so fond. I

don't know what you have done to the judge, I'm sure." This she

said, remembering in the innocence of her heart that Mr. Arhuthnot

liad been a son-in-law rather after her own choice, and that the

judge always declared that his eldest daughter's husband had seldom

much to say for himself.

"And I hope that Madeline's mother will receive me as kindly

as Madeline's father," said he, taking Lady Staveley's hand and

pressing it.

"Indeed I will. I will love you very dearly if you will let me.

My girls' husbands are the same to me as sons." Then she put

up her face and he kissed it, and so they wished each other good-

night.

He found Augustus in his own room, and they two had hardly sat

themselves down over the fire, intending to recall the former scenes

which had taken place in that very room, when a knock was heard

at the door, and Mrs. Baker entered.
" And so it's all settled, Mr. TeUx," said she.
" Yes," said he ;

" all settled."
" Well now ! didn't I know it from the first ?

"

"Then what a wicked old woman you were not to tell," said

Augustus.
" That's all very well. Master Augustus. How would you like me

to tell of you ;—for I could, you know ?
"

"You wicked old woman, you couldn't do anything of the kind."
" Oh, couldn't I .' But 1 defy all the world to say a word of Miss

Madeline but what's good,—only I did know all jdong which way
the wind was blowing. Lord love you, Mr. Graham, when you came in

here all of a smash like, I knew it wasn't fojr nothing."
" You think he did it on purpose then," said Staveley.

"Did it on purpose? What; make up to Miss Madeline? Why,
of-course he did it on purpose. He's been a-thiiiking of it ever

since Christmas night, when I saw you, Master Augustus, and a

•certain young lady when you came out into the dark passage

together."

"That's a downright falsehood, Mrs. Baker."
" Oh—very well. Perhaps I was mistaken. But now, Mr. Graham,

if you don't treat our Miss Madeline well
'"

"That's just what I've been telling him," said her brother. "If b«
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OSes her ill, as he lid his former wife—breaks ber heart as he did wita,

that one
"

" His former.wife !
" said Mrs. Baker.

" Haven't you heard of that ? Why, he's had two already."
" Two wives already ! Oh now. Master Augustus, what an old fool

I am ever to believe a word that comes out of your moutli." Then
having uttered her blessing, and having had her hand cordially grasped
by this new scion of the Staveley family, the old woman left the young
men to themselves, and went to her bed.

" Now that it is done " said Felix.
" Tou wish it were undone."
"No, by Heaven! I think I may venture to say that it will never

come to me to wish that. But now that it is done, I am astonished

at my own impudence almost as much as at my success. Wiiy should

your father have welcomed me to his house as his son-in-law, seeing how
poor are my prospects ?

"

" Just for that reason ; and because he is so different from other men.

I have no doubt that he is proud of Madeline for having liked a man
with an ugly face and no money."

" If I liad been beautiful like you, I shouldn't have had a chance

with him."
" Not if you'd been weighted with money also. Now, as for myself,

I confess I'm not nearly io magnanimous as my father, and, for Mad's

sake, I do hope you will get rid of your vagaries. An income, I know,

a a very commonplace sort of thing ; but when a man has a family

there are comforts attached to it."

"I am at any rate willing to work," said Graham somewhat moodily.

"Yes, if you may wprk exactly in your own way. But men in the

world can't do that. A man, as I take it, must through life allow him-

self to be governed by the united wisdom of others around him. He
. cannot take upon himself to judge as to every step by his own lights.

If he does, he will be dead before he has made up his mind as to the

preliminaries." And in this way Augustus Staveley from the depth of

lis life's experience spoke words of worldly wisdom to his future brother-

in-law.

On the next morning before he started again for Alston and his now
odious work, Graham succeeded m getting Madeline to himself for five

miuutes. " I saw both your father and mother last night," said he,

" and I shall never forgot their goodness to me."
" Yes, they are good."

"It seems like a dream to me that they should have accepted me as

iheir son-in-law."

"But it is no dream to me, Pelix ;—or if so, I do not mean to wake

any more. I used to think that I should never care very much for

anybody out of my own family ;—but now " And she then pressed

ner little liand upon his arm.

"And Felix," she said, as he prepared to leave her, "you are not to

go away from Noniiigsby when the trial is over. 1 wanted mamma to

tell you, but she said I'd better do it."



I4i OBLET FASH.

CHAPTER LXXT.

THE LAST DAT.

Mas. Obme was up very early on that last morning of the trial, aiid

had dressed herself before Lady Mason was awake. It was now
March, but yet the morning light was hardly sufficient for her as she

went through her toilette. They had been told to be in the court

very punctually at ten, and in order to do so they must leave Orlny

]?arm at nme. Before that, as had been arranged over night, Lucius

was to see his mother.
" You haven't told him ! he doesn't know !

" were the first words
which Lady Mason spoke as she raised her head from the pillow. But
then she remembered. " Ah ! yes," she said, as she again sank back

and hid her face, " he knows it all now."
"Yes, dear; he knows it all; and is it not better so? He will

come and see you, and when that is over you will be more comfortable

than you have been for years past."

Lucius also had been up early, and when he learned that Mrs.

Orme was dressed, he sent up to her begging that he might see

her. Mrs. Orme at once went to him, and found him seated at the

breakfast table with his head resting on his arm. His face was pale

and haggard, and his hair was uncombed. He had not been undressed

that night, and his clothes hung on him as they always do hang on

a man who h^s passed a sleepless night in them. To Mrs. Orme's

inquiry after himself he answered not a word, nor did he at first

ask after his mother. "That was all true that you told me last

night ?

"

" Yes, Mr. Mason ; it was true."
" And she and I must be outcasts for ever. I will endeavour to

bear it, Mrs. Orme. As I did not put an end to my life last night 1

suppose that I shall live and bear it. Does she expect to see me ?

"

" I told her that you would come to her this morning."
" And what shall I say ? I would not condemn my own mother

;

out how can I not condemn her ?
"

" Tell her at once that you will forgive her."

"But it will be a lie. I have not forgiven her. I loved my mother
and esteemed her as a pure and excellent woman. I was proud of

my mother. How can I forgive her for having destroyed such feehngs
as those ?

"

"There should be nothing that a son would not forgive his

mother."
" Ah ! that is so easily spoken. Men talk of forgiveness when tlieh

anger rankles deepest in their hearts. In the course of years I shall

iorgive her. I hope I shall. But to say that I can forgive her now
would be a farce. She has broken my heart, Mrs. Orme."
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" And has not slic suffered herself ? Is no*; her heart broktn ?
"

" I have been thinking of that all night. I cannot understand how
she should have lived for the last six months. Well ; is it time that ]

should go to her ?
"

Mrs. Orme again Went up stairs, and after another interval of halt

an hour returned to fetch him. She almost regretted that she had
undertaken to bring them together on that morning, thinking tliat

it mi"ht have been better to postpone the interview till the trial

should be over. She had expected that Lucius would have been softer

ji his manner. But it was too late for any such thought.
" You will find her dressed now, Mr. Mason," said she ;

" but I

conjure you, as you hope for mercy yourself, to be merciful to her.

She is your mother, and though she has injured you by her folly, her

heart has been true to you through it all. Go now, and remember thai

harshness to any women is unmanly."
" I can only act as I think best," he replied in that low stern voice

which was u.abitual to him ; and then with slow steps he went up to his

mother's room.
When he entered it she was standing with her eyes fixed upon the

door and her hands clasped together. So she stood till he had closed

the door behind him, and had taken a few steps on towards the

centre of the room. Then she rushed forward, and throwing herself

on the ground before him clasped him round the knees with her arms.
" My boy, my boy !

" she said. And then she lay there bathing hia feet

with her tears.

" Oh ! mother, what is this that she has told me ?
"

But Lady Mason at the moment spoke no further words. It seemed
as though her heart would have burst with sobs, and when for a

moment she lifted up her face to his, the tears were streaming down
her cheeks. Had it not been for that relief she could not have borne

the sufferings which were heaped upon her.
" Mother, get up," he said. " Let me raise you. It is dreadful that

you should lie there. Mother, let me lift you." But she still clung to

his knees, grovelling on the ground before him. " Lucius, Lucius,"

she said, and she then sank away from him as though the strength of

her muscles would no longer allow her to cling to him. She sank away

from him and lay along the ground hiding her face upon the fioor.

" Mother," he said, taking her gently by the arm as he knelt at her

side, " if you will rise I will speak to you."
" Your words will kill me," she said. " I do not dare to look at

vou. Oh, Lucius, will you ever forgive me ?
"

And yet she had done it all for him. She had done a rascally deed,

»n hideous cut-throat deed, but it had been done altogether for him.

No thought of her own aggrandisement had touched her mind when

she resolved upon that forgery. As Rebekah had deceived her lord and

robbed Esau, the first-born, of his bii-thright, so had she robbed him

who was as Esau to her. How often had she thought of that, while

her conscience was pleading hard against her ! Had it been imputed

IS a crime to Rebekah that she had loved her own son well, »nd lovin^j

35
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him had put a crown upon his head by means of her matehteKt giulc t

Did she love Lucius, her babe, less than Rebekah had loved Jacob ?

And had she not striven with the old man, struggling that she might do

this just thing without injustice, till in his anger he had thrust her from
him. " I will not break my promise for the brat," the old man had said j—and then she did the deed. But all that was as nothing now. She felt

no comfort now from that Bible storywhich had given her such enoourage-

meut before the thing was finished. Now the result of evil-doing

had come full home to her, and she was seeking pardon with a broken
heart, while burning tears furrowed her cheeks,—not from him whom
she had thought to injure, but from the cbild of her own bosom, for

whose prosperity she had been so anxious.

Then she slowly arose and allowed him to place her upon the sofa.

"Mother," he said, "it is all over here."

"Ah! yes."
" Whither we had better go, I cannot yet say,—or when. We must

wait till this day is ended."
" Lucius, I care nothing for myself,—nothing. It is nothing to me

whether or no they say that I am guilty. It is of you only that I am think-

ing."
" Our lot, mother, must still be together. If they find you guilty

you will be iniprisoned, and then I will go, and come back when they

release you. For you and me the future world will be very different

firom the past."
" It need not be so,—for you, Lucius. I do not wish to keep you

near me now."
" But I shaU be near you. Where you hide your shame there will I

hide mine. In this world there is nothing left for us. But there is

another world before you,^f you can repent of your sin." This too

he said very sternly, standing somewhat away from her, and frowning

the while with those gloomy eyebrows. Sad as was her condition he

might have given her solace, could he have taken her by the hand and
kissed her. Peregrine Orme would have done so, or Augustus Staveley,

could it have been possible that they should have found themselves in

that position. Though Lucius Mason could not do so, he was not less

just than they, and, it may be, not less loving in his heart. He could

devote himself for hiis mother's sake as absolutely as could they. But
to some is given and to some is denied tkat cruse of heav.enly balm with

nrhich all wounds can be assuaged and sore hearts ever relieved of

some portion of their sorrow. Of all the virtues with which man can

endow himself surely none other is so odious as that justice which
can teach itself to look down upon mercy almost as a vice !

" I will not ask you to forgive me," she said plaintively.

"Mother," he answered, "were I to say that I forgave you my
words would be a mockery. I have no right either to condemn or to

forgive. I accept my position as it has been made for me, and will

endeavour to do my duty."
It would have been almost better for her that he should have up-

hraidod l.er lor her wickedness. She would then have fallen agaii
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ftrostrate before him, if not in body at least in spirit, and her weakneaa

would have stood for her in the place of strength.' But now it was
necessary that she should hear his words and bear his looks,—bear them
like a heavy burden on her back without absolutely sinking. It haJ

been that necessity of bearing and never absolutely sinkiag whicu,

during years past, had so tried and tested the strength of he.f

heart and soul. Seeing that she had not sunk, we may say that

her strength had been very wonderful.

And then she stood up and came close to him. " Bat you will give

me your hand, Lucius ?
"

" Yes, mother ; there is my hand. I shall stand by you through
it all." But he did not offer to kiss her ; and there was still some
pride in her heart which would not allow her to ask him for an em-
brace.

" And now," he said, " it is time that you should prepare to go.

Mrs. Orine thinks it better that I should not accompany you."

"No, Lucius, no; you must not hear them proclaim my guilt in

court."
" That would make but little difference. But nevertheless I will not

jfo. Had I known this before I should not have gone there. It was to

testify my belief in your innocence ; nay, my conviction "

" Oh, Lucius, spare me !

"

" Well, I will speak of it no more. T shall be here to-night when
you come back."

" Bat if they say that 1 am guilty they will take me away."

"If so I wiU come to you,—in the morning if they will let me.

But, mother, in any case I must leave this house to-morrow." Then
again he gave her his hand, but he left her without touching her with

his iips.

When the two ladies appeared in court together without Lucius

Mason there was much questioning among the crowd as to the cause of

his absence. Both Dockwrath and Joseph Mason looked at it in the

riglit light, and accepted it as a ground for renewed hope. "He
dare not face the verdict," said Dockwrath. And yet when they had

left the court on the preceding evening, after listening to Mr.

Furnival's speech, their hopes had not been very high. Dockwrath

had not admitted with words that he feared defeat, but when Mason

had gnashed his teeth as he walked up and down his room at

Alston, and striking the table with his clenched fist had declared his

fears, " By Heavens they will escape me again !
" Dockwrath had not

been able to give him substantial comfort. "The jury are not such

fools as to take all that for gospel," he had said. Bat he had not

said it with that tone of assured conviction which he had always, used

till Mr. Pumival's speech had been made. There could have been no

greater attestation to the power displayed by Mr. Furnival than Mr.

Mason's countenance as he left the court on that evening. "I suppose

it will cost me hundreds of pounds," he said to Dockwrath that

evening. " Orley I'arm will pay for it all," Dockwrath had answered

;

but LiT answer had shown no confidence. And, if we think well of it,

35—2
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Joseph Mason was deserving of pity. He wanted only what was his

own; and that Orley Farm ought to be his own he had not the smallest

doubt. Mr. Furnival had not in the least shaken him ; but he had

made him fesl that others would be shaken. " If it could only be left

to the judge," thought Mr. Mason to himself. And then he began to

consider whether this British palladium of an unanimous jury had not

in it more of evil than of good.

Young Peregrine Orme again met his mother at the door of the court,

and at her instence gave his arm to Lady Mason. Mr. Aram was also

1 here ; but Mr. Aram had great tact, and did not offer his arm to Mrs.

Orme^ contenting himself with making a way for her and walking beside

her. " I am glad that her son has not come to-day," he said, not bring-

ing his head suspiciously close to hers, but still speaking so that none
but she might hear him. " He has done all the good that he could do,

and as there is only the judge's charge to hear, the jury will not notice

his absence. Of course we hope for the best, Mrs. Orme, but it is

doubtful."

As Felix Graham took his place next to Chaffanbrass, the old lawyer

scowled at him, turning his red old savage eyes first on him and then

from him, growling the while, so that the whole court might notice it.

The legal portion of- the court did notice it and were much amused.
" Good-morning, Mr. Chaffanbrass," said Graham quite aloud as he took

his seat ; and then Chaffanbrass growled again. Considering the lights

with which he had been lightened, there was a species of honesty about

Mr. Chaffanbrass which certainly deserved praise. He was always true

to the man whose money he had taken, and gave to his customer, with

all the power at his command, that assistance which he had professed to

sell. But we may give the same praise to the hired bravo who goes

through with truth and courage the task which he has undertaken. I

knew an assassin in Ireland who professed that during twelve years

of practice in Tipperary he had never failed when he had once

engaged himself. For truth and honesty to their customers—which

are great virtues—I would bracket that man and Mr. Chaffanbrass

together.

And then the judge commenced his charge, and as he went on with

it he repeated all the evidence that was in any way of moment, pulling

the details to pieces, and dividing that which bore upon the subject

from that which did not. This he did with infinite talent and with a

perspicuity beyond all praise. But to my thinking it was remarkable

that he seemed to regard the witnesses as a dissecting surgeon may be

supposed to regard the subjects on which he operates for the advance-

ment of science. With exquisite care he displayed what each had said

and how the special saying of one bore on that special saying of another.

But he never spoke of them as though they had been live men and

women who were themselves as much entitled to justice at his hands as

either the prosecutor in this matter or she who was being prosecuted;

who, indeed, if anything, were better entitled unless he could show that

they were false and suborned ; for unless they were suborned or &laa

they were there doing a painful duty to the piiblic, for which they wero
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to receive no pay and from which they were to obtain no benefit. Of
whom else in that court could so much be said ? The judge there had
his ermine and his canopy, his large salary and his seat of honour. And
the lawyers had their wigs, and their own loud voices, and their places
of precedence. The attorneys had their seats and their big tables, and
the somewhat familiar respect of the tipstaves. The jury, though not
much to be envied, were addressed with respect and flattery, had their

honourable seats, and were invariably at least called gentlemen. Eut
why should there be no seat of honour for the witnesses ? To stand in

a box, to be bawled after by the police, to be scowled at aud scolded by
the judge, to be browbeaten and accused falsely by the barristers, and
then to be condemned as perjurers by the jury,—that is the fate of tlie

one person who during the' whole trial is perhaps entitled to the greatest
respect, and is certamly entitled to the most public gratitude. Let the
witness have a big arm-chair, aud a canopy over him, and a man behind
him with a red cloak to do hira honour and keep tlie ilies off; let him
be gently ^nvited to come forward from some inner room where he
can sit before a fire. Then he will be able to speak out, making
himself heard without scolding, and will perhaps be able to make a
fair fight with the cocks who can crow so loudly on tlieir own dung-
hills.

The judge in this case did his work with admirable skill, blowing aside"

the froth of Mr. rumival's eloquence, and upsetting the sophistry and
false deductions of Mr. Chaffanorass. The case for the jury, as he said,

hung altogether upon the evidence of Kenneby and the woman Bolster.

As far as he could see, the evidence of Dookwrath had Uttle to do with

it ; and alleged maUce and greed on the part of Dockwrath could have

nothing to do with it. The jury might take it as proved that Lady
Mason at the former trial had sworn that she had been present when her

husband signed the codicil and had seen the diflerent signatures affixed

to it. They might also take it as proved, that that other deed—the deed

purporting to close a partnership between Sir Joseph Mason and Mr.
Martock,—had been executed on the 14th of July, and that it had been

signed by Sir Joseph, and also by those two surviving witnesses. Ken

.

neby and Bolster. The question, therefore, for the consideration of tlie

jury had narrowed itself to this : had two deeds been executed by Sir

Joseph Mason, both bearing the same date ? If this had not been done,

and if that deed with reference to the partnership were a true deed, tiien

must the other be false and fraudulent ; and if false and fraudulent, then

must Lady Mason have sworn falsely, and been guilty of that perjury

with which she was now charged. There might, perhaps, be one loop

hole to this argument by which an escape was possible. Though botft

deeds bore the date of 14th July, there might have been error in this.

It was possible, though no doubt singular, that that date sjiould have

been inserted in the partnership deed, and the deed itself be executed

afterwards. But then the woman Bolster told them that she had been

called to act as witness but once in her life, and if they oelieved her is

that statement, the possibility of error as to the date would be of litt!^

or no avaii oa behalf of Lady Mason. ?Qr himself Ue could not »aj
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that adequate ground had been shown for charging Bolster with swear-

ing falsely. No doubt she had been obstiuiito in her method of giving

her testimony, but that might have arisen from an honest resolution, on
her part not to allow herself to be shaken. The value of her testimony

must, however, be judged by the jury themselves. As regarded Ken-
neby, he must say that the man had been very stupid. No one who had
heard him would accuse him for a moment of having intended to swear

falsely, but the jury might perhaps think, that the testimony of such a
man could not be taken as having much value with reference to ckcum-
stances which happened more than twenty years since.

The charge took over two hours, but the substance of it has been
stated. Then the jury retired to consider their verdict, and the judge,

and the barristers, and some other jury proceeded to the business of

some other and less important trial. Lady Mason and Mrs. Orme sat

for a while in their seats—perhaps for a space of twenty minutes—and
then, as the jury did not at once return into court, they retired to the

sitting-room m which they had first been placed. Here Mr. Aram ac-

companied them, and here they were of course met by Peregrine

Orme.
"His lordship's charge was very good—very good, indeed," said Mr.

Aram.
" Was it ? " asked Peregrine.

"And very much in our favour," continued the attorney.
" You think then," said Mrs. Orme, looking up into his face, " yr

"

think that " But she did not know how to go on with her question.
" Yes, I do. I think we shall have a verdict ; I do, indeed. I would

not say so before Lady Mason if my opinion was not very strong. The
jury may disagree. That is not improbable. But I cannot anticipate

tliat the verdict will be against us."

There was some comfort in this ; but how wretched was the nature of

the comfort ! Did not the attorney, in every word which he spoke,

declare his own conviction of his client's guilt. Even Peregrine Orme
could not say out boldly that he felt sure of an acquittal because no
other verdict could be justly given. And then why was not Mr.
Eurnival there, taking his friend by the hand and congratulating her

that her troubles were so nearly over ? Mr. Eurnival at this time did

not come near her ; and had he done so, what could he have said to

Iter?

He and Sir Blohard Leatherham left the court together, and the latter

went at once back to London without waiting to hear the verdict.

Mr. Chaffanbrass also, and Eelix. Graham retired from the scene of

their labours, and as they did so, a few words were spoken between

them.

"Mr. Graham," said the ancient hero of the Old Bailey, " you are too

great for this kind of work, I take it. If I were you, I would keejj out

of it for the future."
" I am very much of the same way of thinking, Mr. Chaffanbrass."

gaid the other.
" If a man undertakes a duty, he should do it. That's my opinion.
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though I confess it's a little old fashioned ; especially if he takes money
for it, Mr. Graham." And then the old man glowered at him with his

fierce eyes, and nodded his head and went on. What could Graham say
to him ? His answer would have been ready enough had there been
time or place in which to give it. But he had no answer ready which
was fit for the crowded hall of the court-house, and so Mr. Chaffanbrass
went on his way. He will now pass out of our sight, and we will say of
him, that he did his duty well according to his hghts.

There, in that little room, sat Lady Mason and Mrs. Orme till late in
the evening, and there, with them, remained Peregrine. Some sort of

refreshment was procured for them, but of the three days they passed in

the court, that, perhaps, was the most oppressive. There was no em-
ployment for them, and then the suspense was terrible ! That suspense
became worse and worse as the hours went on, for it was clear that at

any rate some of the jury were anxious to give a verdict against her.
" They say that there's eight and four,'' said Mr. Aram, at one of the
many visits which he made to them ;

" but there's no saying how true

that may be."
" Eight and four ! " said Peregrine.

"Eight to acquit, and four for guilty,'' said Aram. "If so, we're

safe, at any rate, till the next assizes."

But it was not fated that Lady Mason should be sent away from the

court in doubt. At eight o'clock Mr. Aram came to them, hot witli

haste, and told them that the jury had sent for the judge. The judge
had gone home to his dinner, but would return to court at once when
he heard that the jury had agreed.

" And must we go into court again ? " said Mrs. Orme.
" Lady Mason must do so."

"Then of course I shall go with her. Are you ready now,

dear?"
Lady Mason was unable to speak, but she signified that she was ready,

and then they went into court. The jury were already in the hoxj. and

as the two ladies took their seats, the judge entered. But few of the

gas-Ughts were ht, so that they in the court could hardly see each other,

and the remaining ceremony did not take five minutes.
" Not guilty, my lord," said the foreman. Then the verdict was

recorded, and the judge went back to his dinner. Josepli Mason
and Dockwrath were present and heard the verdict. I will leave

the reader to imagine with what an appetite they returned to zixeur

ebwnber.
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it was all over now, and as Lucius had said to his mother, there wa*

nothing left for them IJut to go and hide themselves. The verdict had

readied him before his mother's return, and on the moment of his

liearing it he sat down and commenced the following letter to Mr.

Purnival:

—

" Orley Farm, March —, 18

—

"Dear Sie,
" I beg to thank yon, in my mother's name, for yonr great ex-

ertions in the late trial. I must acknowledge that I have been wrong

iu thinking that you gave her bad advice, and am now convinced that

you acted with the best judgment on her behalf. May I beg that you
will add to your great kindness by inducing the gentlemen who under-

took the management of the case as my mother's attorneys to let me
know as soon as possible La what sum I am indebted to them ?

" I believe I need trouble you with no preamble as to my reasons

when I tell you that I have resolved to abandon immediately any title

that I may have to the possession of Orley Farm, and to make over the

property at once, in any way that may be most efficacious, to my half-

brother, Mr. Joseph Mason, of Grot)y Park. I so strongly feel the

necessity of doing this at once, without even a day's delay, that I shall

take my mother to lodgings in London to-morrow, and shall then decide

on what steps it may be best that we shall take. My mother will be in

possession of about £200 a year, subject to such deduction as the cost

of the trial may make from it.

" I hope that you will not think that I intrude upon you too far when
I ask you to communicate with my brother's lawyers on the subject of

this surrender. I do not know how else to doit; and of course you

_
will understand that I wish to screen my mother's name as much as may
be in my power with due regard to honesty. I hope I need not insist

on the tact,—for it is a fact,—that nothing -will change my purpose as

to this. If I cannot have it done through you, I must myself go to Mr.
Round. I am, moreover, aware that in accordance with strict justice

my brother should have upon me a claim for the proceeds of the estate

since the date of our father's death. If he wishes it I will give him such

claim, making myself his debtor by any form that may be legal. He
must, however, in such case be made to understand that his ciaun will

oe against a beggar; but, nevertheless, it may suit his views to have
such a claim upon me. I cannot think that, tnder the circumstances, I

should be justified in calling on my mother to surrender her small in-

come ; but should you be of a different opinion, it shall be done.
" I write thus to you at once as I think that not a day should be lo»t.
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I will tiouble you with another line from London, to let you know waat
ia our immediate address.

" Pray belieye me to be

"Yours, faithfully and obliged,

"Lucius Mjlsoh.
" T. Famival, Esq.,

" Old Square, Lincoln's Inn Fields."

As soon as he had completed this letter, which was sufficiently good
for its purpose, and clearly explamed what was the writer's will on the
subject of it, he wrote another, which I do not think was equally
efficacious. The second was addressed to Miss Purnival, and bemg a
love letter, was not so much within the scope of the writer's peculiar
powers.

"Deakesi Sophia,
"I hardly know how to address you; or what I should tell

you or what conceal. Were we together, and was that promise "re-

newed which you once gave me, I should tell you all ; but this I cannot
do by letter. My mother's trial is over, and she is acquitted ; but that

which I have learned during the trial has made me feel that 1 am bound
to relinquish to my brother-in-law all my title to Orley Parm, and I have
already taken the first steps towards doing so. Yes, Sophia, I am now
a beggar on the face of the world. I have nothing belonging to me,
save those powers of mind and body which God has given me ; and I am,
moreover, a man oppressed with a terribly heavy load of grief. For
some short time I must hide myself with my mother; and then, when I
shall have been able to brace my mind to work, 1 shall go forth and
labour in whatever field may be open to me.

" But before I go, Sophia, I wish to say a word of farewell to you,

that I may understand on what terms we part. Of course I make no
claim. 1 am aware that that which I now tell you must be held as

giving you a valid excuse for breaking any contract that there may have

Been between us. But, nevertheless, I have hope. That I love you
very dearly I need hardly now say ; and I still venture to think that the

time may come when I sliall again prove myself to be worthy of your
hand. If you have ever loved me you cannot cease to do so merely

because I am unfortunate ; and if you love me still, perhaps you will

consent to wait. If you will do so,—if you will say that 1 am rich in

that respect,—I shall go to my banishment not altogether a down-

cast man.
" May I say that I am still your own

Luaus Mason?"

No ; he decidedly might not say so. But as the letter was not yet

finished when his mother and Mrs. Orme returned, I will not anticipate

matters by giving Miss Furnival's reply.

Mrs. Orme came back that night to Orley Farm, but without the in-

tention of remaining there. Her task was over, and it would be well

that she iho'4d return tQ The Cleerp. Her ta^k was over ; %nd »« tlM
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hour must come in which she should leave the mother ia the hauda oj

her son, the present hour would be as good as any.

They again went together to the room which th6y had shared for the

last night or two, and there they parted. They had not been there long

when the sound of wheels was heard on the gravel, and Mrs. Orme
got up from her seat. " There is Peregrine with the carriage,"

said she.
" And you are going ? " said Lady Mason.
" If I could do you good, I would stay," said Mrs. Orme.
" No, no ; of course you must go. Oh, my darling, oh, my friend,"

and she threw herself into the other's arms.
" Of course I will write to you," said Mrs. Orme. " I will do so

regularly."
" May God bless you for ever. Bat it is needless to ask for bless-

ings on such as you. You are blessed."
" And you too ;—if you will turn to Him you will be blessed."
" Ah me. Well, I can try now. I feel that I can at any rate

try."
" And none who try ever fail. And now, dear, good-bye."
" Good-bye, my angel. But, Mrs. Orme, I have one word I must

first say; a message that I must send to him. Tell him this, that

never in my life have I loved any man as well as I have loved him and

as I do love him. That on my knees I beg his pardon for the wrong I

have done him."
" But he knows how great has been your goodness to him.".

" When the time came I was not quite a devil to drag him down with

me to utter destruction !

"

" He win always rememher what was your conduct then."
" But tell him, that though I loved him, and though I loved you with

all my heart,—with all my heart,—I knew through it all, as I know
now, that I was not a fitting friend for him or you. No ; do not inter-

rupt me, I always knew it ; and though it was so sweet to me to see

your faces, I would have kept away ; but that he would not have it. I

came to him to assist me because he was great and strong, and he took

me to his bosom with his kindness, till I destroyed his strength ; though

his greatness nothing can destroy."
" No, no ; he does not think that you have injured him."

"But tell him what I say; and tell him that a poor bruised,

broken creature, who knows at least her own vileness, will pray for

him night and morning. And now good-bye. Of my heart towards you
I cannot speak."

" Good-bye, then, and. Lady Mason, never despair. There is

always room for hope; and where there is hope there need not be

unhappiness."

Then they parted, and Mrs. Orme went down to her son.
" Mother, the carriage is here," he said.

" Yes, I heard it. Where is Lucius ? Good-bye, Mr. Mason."
" God bless you, Mrs. Orme. Believe me I know how good you h»ve

oeen to us."
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As she gave him her hand, she spoke a few words to him, " My last

request to you, Mr. Mason, is to beg that you will be tender to your

mother."
" I will do my best, Mrs. Orme."
" All her sufferings and your own, have come from her great love for

you."
" That I know and feel, but had her ambition for me been less it

would have been better for both of us." And there he stood bare-

headed at the door while Peregrine Orme handed his mother into the

carriage. Thus Mrs. Orme took her last leave of Orley ^arm. and
was parted from the woman she had loved with so much truth and b&.

friended with so much loyalty.

Very few words were spoken in the carriage between Peregrine and
his mother while they were being taken back through Hamworth to The
Cleeve. To Peregrine the whole matter was unintelligible. He knew
that the verdict had been in favour of Lady Mason, and yet there had
been no signs of joyr at Orley Parm, or even of contentment. He had
heard also from Lucius, while they had been together for a few minutes,

that Orley Parm was to be given up.
" You'll let it, I suppose," Peregrine had asked.
" It will not be mine to let. It will belong to my brother," Lueius

had answered. Then Peregrine had asked no further question ; nor had
Lucius offered any further information.

But his mother, as he knew, was worn out with the work she had done,_

and at the present moment he felt that the subject was one which would
hardly bear questions. So he sat by her side in silence ; and before the

carriage had reached The Cleeve his mind had turned away from the cares

and sorrows of Lady Mason, and was once more at Noniugsby. After

all, as he said to himself, who could be worse off than he was ? He had

nothmg to hope.

They found Sir Peregrine standing in the hall to receive them, and

Mrs. Orme, though she had been absent only three days, could not but

perceive the havoc which this trial had made upon him. It was not

that the sufferings of those three days had broken him down, hut that

now, after that short absence, she was able to perceive how great had

been upon him the effect of his previous sufferings. He had never held

up bis head since the day on which Lady Mason had made to him her

first confession. Up to that time he had stood erect, and though as he

walked his steps had shown that he was no longer young, he had

walked with a certain air of strength and manly bearing. Till Lady

Mason had come to The Cleeve no one would have said tbat Sir Pere-

grme looked as though his energy and hfe had passed away. But now,

as he put his arm round his daughter's waist, and stooped down to klan

her cheek, he was a worn-out, tottering old man.

During these three days he had lived almost altogether alone, and had

been ashamed to show to those around him the intense interest which

he felt in the result of the trial. His grandson had on each day break-

fasted alone, and had left the house before his grandfather was out of

"oU room ; and on each evening he had returned late,—as he now re-
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turned with bis motlier,—and had dined'aloue. Then he had sat wiih

iis grandfather for an hour or two, and had been constrained to talk

over tlie events of the day without being allowed to ask Sir Peregrine's

opinion as to Lady Mason's innocence or to express his own. These

three days had been dreadful to Sir Peregrine. He had not left the

house, but had crept about from room to room, ever and again taking up

some book or paper and putting it down unread, as his mind reverted

to the one subject which now for him bore any interest. On the second

of these three days a note had been brought to him from his old friend

Lord Alston. "Dear Orme," the note had run, " I am not quite happy

as I think of the manner in which we parted the other day. If I of-

fended in any degree, I send this as a peacemaker, and beg to shake

your hand heartily. Let me have a line from you to say that it is all

right between us. Neither you nor I can afford to lose an old friend at

our time of life. Yours always, Alston." But Sir Peregrine had not

answered it. Lord Alston's servant had been dismissed with a promise

that an answer should be sent, but at the end of the three days it had

not yet been written. fOs mind indeed was still sore towards Lord

Alston. The counsel which his old friend had given him was good and

true, but it had been neglected, and its very truth and excellence now
made the remembrance of it unpalatable. He had, nevertheless, intended

to write ; but the idea of such exertion from hour to hour had become

more distressing to him.

He had of course heard of Lady Mason's acquittal ; and indeed tidings

of the decision to which the jury had come went through the country

very quickly. Tliere is a t-elegraphic wire for such tidings which has

been very long in use, and which, though always used, is as yet but very

little understood. How is it that information will spread itself quicker

than men can travel, and make its way like water into all parts of the

world ? It was known all through the country that night that Lady
Mason was acquitted ; and before the next night it was as well known
uhat she had acknowledged her guilt by giving up the property.

Little could be said as to the trial while Peregrine remained in the

room with his mother and his grandfather ; but this he had the taet to

perceive, and soon left them together. " I shall see you, mother, up

stairs before you go to bed," he said as he sauntered out.
" But you must not keep her up," said his grandfather. " Remember

all that she has gone through." With this injunction he went off, and

as he sat alone in his mother's room he tried to come to some resolution

as to Noningsby. He knew he had no ground for hope ;—no chance,

as ke would have called it. And if so, would it not be better that he

should iake himself off? Nevertheless he would go to Noniugsby
once more. He would not be such a coward but that he would

iiish her good-bye before be went, and hear the end of it all from her

own lips.

When he had left the roon. liady Mason's last message was given to

Sir Peregrine. " Poor soul, poor soul !
" he said, as Mrs. Orme began

her story. " Her son knows it all then now."
" I told him last night,—with her consent ; ?o thjvt he should not ga
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Bito the coHrt to-day. It would have been very bad, you know, if thej

had—found her guilty."

" Yes, yes ; .very bad—very bad indeed. Poor creature ! And so

you told him. How did he bear it ?
"

" On the whole, well. At first he would not believe me."
"As for me, I could not have done it. I could not have told him."
" Yes, Sir, you would ;—you would, if it had been required of you."
" 1 thmk it would have killed me. But a woman can do things for

Which a man's courage would never be suffleient. And he bore it man-
fully."

" He was very stern."
" Yes ;—and he will be stern. Poor soul !—I pity her from my

very heart. But he will not desert her ; he will do his duty by her."
" I am sure he will. In that respect he is a good young man."
" Yes, my dear. He is one of those who seem by nature created to

bear adversity. No trouble or sorrow would I think crush him. But
had prosperity come to him, it would have made him odious to all

arouud him. You were not present when they met ?
"

" No—I thought it better to leave them."
" Yes, yes. And he will give up the place at once."
" To-morrow he will do so. In that at any rate he has true spirit.

To-morrow early they will go to London, and she I suppose will

lever see Orley Farm again." And then Mrs. Orme gave Sir Pere-

grine that last message.—" I tell you everything as she told me,"

Mrs. Orme said, seeing how deeply he was affected. " Perhaps I am
wrong." '

" No, no, no," he said.

" Coming at such a moment, her words seemed to be almost

sacred."
" They are sacred. They shall be sacred. Poor soul, poor soul

! "'

" She did a great crime."
" Yes, yes."

"But if a crime can be forgiven,—can be excused on account of its

motives "
" It cannoi> my dear. Nothing can be forgiven on that ground."
" No ; we know that ; we all feel sure of that. But yet how can

one help loving her ? Por myself, I shall love her always."

" And I also love her." Aud then the old man made his confession.

" I loved her well ;—better than I had ever thought to love any one

agam, but you and Perry. I loved her very dearly, and felt that I

should have been proud to have called her my wife. How beautiful

she was in her sorrow, when we thought that her life had been pure

and good
!

"

" And it had been good,—for many years past."

"No; for the stolen property was still there. But yet how grace-

ful she was, and how well her sorrows sat upon her ! What might she

not have done had the world used her more kindly, and not sent in her

way that sore temptation ! She was a woman for a man to have loved

to'maduess."
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"And yet how little can she have known of love !

"

" I loved her." And as the old man said so he rose to hia feet WitO

«ome show of his old energy. " I loved her,—with all my heart I It

is foolish for an old man so to say; bnt I did. love her; nayl love her

still. But that I knew it would be wrong,—for your sake, and for

Perry's " And then he stopped himself^ as though he would fain

hear what she might say to him.

"Yes ; it is all over now,'' she said in the softest, sweetest, lowest

voice. She knew that she was breaking down a last hope, bnt she knew
also that that hope was vain. And then there was silence in the room

for some ten minutes' space.
" It is all over," he then said, repeating her last words.

"But you have us still,—^Perry and me. Can any one love you

better than we do ? " And she got up and went over to him and

stood by him, and leaned upon him.
" Edith, my love, since you came to my house there has been an

angel in it watching over me. I shall know that always ; and whe?

I turn my face to the wall, as I soon shall, that shall be my last earthly

thought." And so in tears they parted for that night. But the sorrow

that was bringing him to his grave came from the love of which he

had spoken. It is seldom that a young man may die from a broken

heart
;

' but if an old man have a heart still left to him it is more
i'raa-ile.

CHAPTER LXXVn.

JOHN K.ENNEBT'8 DOOU.

Ok the evening but one after the trial was over Mr. Moulder enter

'.ained a few friends to supper at his apartments in Great St. Helen'ti;

and it was generally understood that in doing so he intended to eels-

Inate the triumph of Lady Mason. Through the whole affair he h&d

been a strong partisan on her side, had expressed a very loud opinion

i;i favour of Mr. Purnival, and had hoped that that scoundrel Dock-

wrath would get all that he deserved from the hands of Mr. Chaffan-

brass. When the hour of Mr. Dockwrath's punishment had come he

had been hardly contented, but the inadequacy of Kenneby's testi-

mony bad restored him/to good humour, and the verdict had made him
triumphant.

" Didn't I know, it, old fellow?" he had said, slapphig his friend

Sneagkeld on the back. " When such a low scoundrel as Dockwrath
is pitted against a handsome woman like Lady Mason he'U not find a

jury in England to give a verdict in his favour." Then he aiked
Sucngkeld to come to h's little supper ; and Kantwise also he in ntedi
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though Kantwise had shown Dockwrath tendencies throughout the
whole affair ;—but Moulder was fond of Kantwise as a butt for Ws own
sarcasm. Mrs. Smiley, too, was asked, as was natural, seeing t'lat she
was the betrothed bride of one of the heroes of the day ; and Moulder,
in the kindness of his heart, swore that he never was proud, and told
Bridget Bolster that she would be welcome to take a share of what was
?oing.

"Laws, M.," said Mrs. Moulder, when she was told of this. "A
chambermaid from an inn ! What will Mrs. Smiley say ?

"

" I ainfc going to trouble myself with what Mother Smiley m.iy say
or think about my friends. If she don't like it, she may do the other
thing. "What was she herself when you first knew her ?

"

" Yes, Moulder ; but then money do make a difference, you
Know."

Bridget Bolster, however, was invited, and she came in spite of the

grandeur of Mrs. Smiley. Kenneby also of course was there, but he
was not in a Jiappy frame of mind. Since that wretched hour in which
he had heard himself described by the judge as too stupid to be held

of any account by the jury he had become a melancholy, misanthropic

man. The [treatment which he received from Mr. Furnival had been
very grievous to him, but he had borne with that, hoping that some
word of eulogy from the judge would set him right in the public miud.

But no such word had come, and poor John Kenneby felt that the cruel

hard world was too much for him. He had been with his sister that

morning, and words had dropped from him which made her fear that

he would wish to postpone his marria^Ar another space of ten years

or so. " Brickfields !
" he had said, ^'what can such a one as I have

to do with landed property ? I am better as I am."

Mrs. Smiley, however, did not at all seem to think so, and welcomed

John Kenneby back from Alston very warmly in spite of the disgrace

to which he had been subjected. It was nothing to her that the judge

had called her future lord a fool ; nor indeed was it anything to any

one but himself. According to Moulder's views it was a matter of

course, that a witness should be abused. Eor what other purpose was

he had into the court ? But deep in the mind of poor Kenneby him-

self the injurious words lay festering. He had struggled hard to teli

the truth, and in doing so had simply proved himself to be an ass. " I

aiiit fit to live with anybody else but myself," he said to himself, as he

Talked down Bishopsgate Street.

At this time Mrs. Smiley was not yet there. Bridget had arrived,

and had been seated in a cnair at one corner of the fire. Mrs. Moulder

occupied one end of a sofa opposite, leavmg the place of honour at the

other end for Mrs. Smiley. Moulder sat immediately; in front of the

fire in his own easy chair, and Snengkeld and Kantwise were on each

side of him. They were of course discussing the trial when Mrs.

Smiley was announced ; and it was well that she made a diversion by

her arrival, for words were beginning to run high.

" A jury of her countrymen has found her innocent," Moulder had

said witu much heat : "and any one who says she's guilty after that ii
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a libeller and a coward, to my way of thinking. If a jury of L«
countrymen don't make a woman innocent, what does ?

"

" Of course she's innocent," said Snengkeld ;
" from the very moment

the words was spoken by the foreman. If any newspaper was to say she

wasn't she'd have her action."
" That's all very well," said Kantwise, looking up to the ceiling with

nis eyes nearly shut. "But you'll see. What'll you bet me, Mr.
Moulder, that Joseph Mason don't get the property ?

"

" Gammon !
" answered Moulder.

" Well it may be gammon ; but you'll see."
" Gentlemen, genflemen !

" said Mrs. Smiley, sailing into the room

,

" upon my word one hears all you say ever so far down the street."

"And I didn't care if they heard it right away to the Mansior
House," said Moulder. " We aint talking treason, nor yet highway
robbery."

Then Mrs. Smiley was welcomed;—her bonnet was taken from

her and her umbrella, and she was encouraged to spread herself out

over the sofa. " Oh, Mrs. Bolster, the witness !
" she said, when

Mrs. Mouhier went through some little ceremony of introduction.

And from the tone of her voice it appeared that she was not quite

satisfied that Mrs. Bolster should be there as a companion for herself.

" Yes, Ma'am. I was the witness as had never signed but once," said

Bridget, getting up and curtsying. Then she sat down again, folding

her hands one over the other on her lap.

" Oh, indeed !
" said Mrs. Suuley. " But where's the other witness,

Mrs. Moulder ? He's the ouctRio is a deal more interesting to me
Ha, ha, ha ! But as you all know it here, what's the good of not tell-

ing the truth ? Ha, ha, ha !

"

" John's here," said Mrs. Moulder. "Come, John, why don't you

show yourself ?

"

" He's just alive, and that's about all you can say for him," said

Moulder.
" Why, what's there been to kill him ? " said Mrs. Smiley. " Well,

John, I must say you're rather backward in coming forward, consider-

ing what there's Deen between us. You might have come and taken

my shawl, I'm thinking." •.

" Yes, I might," said Kenneby gloomily. " I hope I see you pretty

Well, Mrs. Smiley."
" Pretty bobbbh, thank you. Only I thmk it might have been Maria

Detween friends like us."

"He's sadly put about by this trial," whispered Mrs. Moulder
" You know he is so tender-hearted that he can't bear' to be put upoii

like another." '••'
.j^

"But you didn't want her to be found guilty; did you, John? "

"That I'm sure he didn't," said Moulder. "Why it was the way
he gave his evidence that brought her off."

" It wasn't my wish to bring her oif," said Kenneby; "nor was it

my wish to make her guilty. All I wanted was to tell the truth and d«
Biy duty. But it was no use. I believe it never is any use."
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" I ttink you did very well," said Moulder.
" I'm sure Lady Mason ought to be very mucli obliged to you," said

K.autwise.
" Nobody needn't care for what's said to them in a court," said

Snengkeld. " I remember when once they wanted to make out that
I'd taken a parcel of teas

"

" Stolen, you mean, Sir," suggested Mrs. Smiley.
" Yes ; stolen. But it was only done by the opposite side in court,

and I didn't think a ha'porth of it. They knew where the teas was
well enough."

" Speaking for myself," said Kenneby, " I must say I don't like it."

"But the paper as we signed," said Bridget, "wasn't the old gentle-

man's will—no more than this is ;
" and she lifed up her apron. "I'm

riglitly sure of that."

Then again the battle raged hot and furious, and Moulder became
angry with his guest, Bridget Bolster. Kantwise finding himself sup-
ported in his views by the principal witness at the trial took heart
agjunst the tyranny of Moulder and expressed his opinion, while Mrs.
Smiley, with a woman's customary dislike to another woman, sneered
ill-naturedly at the idea of Lady Mason's innocence. Poor Kenneby
had been forced to take the middle seat on the sofa between his bride

and sister ; but it did not appear that the honour of his position had
any effect in lessening his gloom or mitigating the severity of the judg-

meat which had been passed on him.
'' Wasn't the old gentleman's will !

" said Moulder, turning on poor
Bridget in his anger with a growl, "^at I say it was the old gentle-

aian's will. You never dared say as nrach as that in court."
" I wasn't asked," said Bridgets
" You weren't asked ! Yes, you was asked often enough."
" I'll tell you wliat it is," said Kantwise, " Mrs. Bolster's right in

what she says as sure as your name's Moulder."
" Then as sure as my name's Moulder she's wrong. I suppose we're

to think that a chap like you knows more about it than the jury ! We
all know who your friend is in the matter. I Iiaveu't forgot our dmner
at Leeds, nor sha'n't in a hurry."

•" Now, John," said Mrs. Smiley, " nohody can know the truth of

this so well as you do. You've been as close as wax, as was all right

till the lady was out of her troubles. That's done and over, and let

us hear among friends how the matter really was." And then there

was silence among them in order that his words might come forth

freely.

" Come, my dear," said Mrs. Smiley with a tone of encouraging love.

" There can't be any harm now ; can there ?
"

" Out with it, John," said Moulder. " You're honest, anyways.''
" There aint no gammon about you," said Snengkeld.
" Mr. Kenneby can speak if he likes, no doubt," said Kantwise

;

" though maybe it mayn't be very pleasant to him to do so after all

that's come and gone."
" There's nothing that's come and gone that need make our Johi

36
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hold his ton"ue," said Mrs. Moulder. "He mayn't be just a* bright

as some of those lawyers, but he's a deal more true-heatted."

"But he can't say as how it was. the old gentleman's will as we

signed. I'm well assured of that," said Bridget.

But Kenneby, though thus called upon by the united strength of the

company to solve all their doubts, stUl remained silent. " Come, lovey,"

said Mrs. Smiley, putting forth her hand and giving his arm a tender

squeeze.
" If you've anything to say to clear that woman's character," said

Moulder, " you owe it to society to say it ; because she is a woman,

and because her enemies is villains." And tlien again there was silence

while they waited for him.
" I think it will go with him to his grave," said Mrs. Smiley, very

solemnly.
" I shouldn't wonder," said Snengkeld.
" Then he must give up all idea of taking a wife," said Moulder.
" He won't do that, I'm sure," said Mrs. Smiley.
" That he won't. Will you, John ? " said his sister.

" There's no knowing what may happen to me in this world," said

Xenneby, " but sometimes I almost think I amt fit to live in it, along

with anybody else."

"You'll make him fit, won't you, my dear?" said Mil.

Moulder.
" I don't exactly know what to say about it," said Mrs. Smiley. "If

Mr. Kenneby aint willing, I'm not the woman to bind him to his word,

because I've had his promise o4fc and over again, and could prove it by

a number of witnesses before^ any jury ili the land. I'm' a in-

dependent woman as needn't be beholden to any man, and I should

never think of damages. Smiley left me comfortable before all the

world, and I don't know but what I'm a fool to think of changing^ Any-

ways if Mr. Kenneby "

" Come, John, why don't you speak to her ? " said Mrs.

Moulder.
"And what am I to say?" said Kenneby, thrusting" himself

forth from between the ample folds of the two ladies' di-esses.

"I'm a blighted man; one on' whom the finger of scorn has

been pointed. His lordship said that I was stupid; and per-

haps I , am."
" She don't think nothing of that, John." "

''

" Certainly not," said Mrs. Smiley.

"As long as a man can pay, twenty shillings in the pound and a trifle

over, what does it matter if all the judges inthe land was' to call .him

stupid ?" said Snengkeld. ; ^
• -
—

" Stupid is as stupid does," said Kantwise.
" Stupid be d ," said Moulder.
" Mr. Moulder, there's ladieS present," said Mrs. Smiley.
" Come, John, rouse yourself a bit," said bis sister. " Nobody hetfi

thinks the worse of you for what the judge said."

" Certainly not," said Mrs. Smiley. "And as it Dccomea me ta
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sjifeak, I'll say my mind. I'm accustomed to spsak freely befoie

friends, and as we are all friends here, why should I be
ashamed ?

"

"Por the matter of that, nobody says yon are," said Moulder.
" And I don't mean, Mr. Moulder. Why should I ? I can pay

my way, and do what I like with my own, and has people to mind me
ivlien I speak, and needn't mind nobody else myself ; — and that's

more than everybody can say. Here's John Kenneby and I, is

engaged as man and wife. He won't say as it's not so, I'll be
bound."

" No," said Kenneby, " I'm engaged 1 know."
" When I accepted John Kenneby's hand and heart,—and well I re-

member the beauteous language in
,
>vliioli he expressed his feelings,

and always shall,—I told him, that I respected him as a man that

would do his duty by a woman, though perhaps he mightn't be so cute

in the way of having much to say for himself as some others. 'What's
the good,' said I, ' of a man's talking, if so be he's ashamed to meet
the baker at the end of the week ?

' So I listened to the vows he
made me, and have considered that he and I was as good as one. Now
that he's been put upon by them lawyers, I'm not the woman to turn

my back upon hira.''

" That you're not," said Moulder.
" No I aint, Mr. Moulder, and so, John, there's my hand again, and

you're free to take it if you like." And so saying sb,e put forth her

hand almost into his lap.

" Take it, John !
" said Mrs. Mouljder. But poor Kenneby himself

did not seem to be very quick in availing himself of the happiness

offered to him. He did raise his right arm slightly; but then

lie hesitated, and allowed it to fall again between him and his

sister.

" Come, John, you know you mean it," said Mrs. Moulder. And
then with both her hands she lifted his, and placed it bodily

within the grasp of Mrs. Smiley's, which was still held forth tp, re-

ceive it.

" I know I'm engaged," said Kenneby.
" There's no mistake about it," said Moujder.
" There needn't be none," said Mrs. Smiley, softly blushing ;" and

I will say this of myself—as I have been tempted to.give a prpmisa,

I'm not the woman to go back from my word. There's my hand,

John; and I don't care though all the, wprld .hears me _ say so."

And then they sat hand in haftd for some seconds, during which

poor Kenneby was unable to escape from the grasp of his bride

elect. One may say that all chance of final escape for him was now

{Tons by. ...
"But he can't say as how it was the old gentleman's will

as we signed," said Bridget, breaking the silence which ensued.

" And°now, ladies and gentlemen," said Kantwise, " as Mrs. Bolster

has come back to that matter, I'll tell you something that will

gurprise you. My friend Mr. Moulder here, who is as hospitablo

3&—

2
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a gentleman as 1 know anj where, wouldn't just let tne Ipeft

before."

"That's gammon, Kantwise. I never hindered jou from speak

ing."

"How I do Late that word. If you knew my aversion, Mr,

Moulder "

" I can't pick my words for you, old fellow."
" But what were you going to tell us, Mr. Kantwise ? " said Mrs.

Smiley.
" Something that will make all your hairs stand on end, I

think
; " and then he paused and looked round upon them all.

It was at this moment that Kenneby succeeded in getting his

hand once more to himself. "Something that will surprise you

all, or I'm very much mistaken. Lady Mason has confessed her

guilt."

He had surprised them all. " Ton don't say so," exclaimed Mrs.

Moulder.
"Confessed her guilt," said Mrs. Smiley. "But what guilt, Mr.

Kantwise ?
"

" She forged the will," said Kantwise.
" I knew that all along," said Bridget Bolster.
" I'm d if I believe it," said Moulder.
" You can do as you like about that," said Kantwise ; " but she

has. And I'll tell you what's more: she and young Mason have

already left Orley Parm and given it all up into Joseph Mason's

hands."
" But didn't she get a verdict"? " asked Snengkeld.

"Yes, she got a verdict. There's no doubt on earth about

that."
" Then it's my opinion she caji't make herself guilty if she wished

it ; and as for the property, she can't give it up. The jury has

found a verdict, and nobody can go beyond that. If anybody tries

she'll have her action against 'em." That was the law as laid down by

Snengkeld.
" I don't believe a word of it," said Moulder. " Dockwratli

has told him. I'll bet a hat that Kantwise got it from Dockwrath."

It turned out that Kantwise had received his information from

Dockwrath; but nevertheless, there was that in his manner, and in

the nature of the story as it was told to them, that did produce

belief. Moulder for a long time held out, but it became clear

at last that even he was shaken : and now, even Kenneby acknow-

ledged his conviction that the signature to the will was not his

own.
" I knowed very well that I never did it twice," said Bridget Bolster

triumphantly, as she sat down to the supper table.

I am inclined to think, that upon the whole the company in Great

St. Helen's became more happy as the conviction grew upon them
that a great and mysterious crime had been committed, which had

baffled two courts of law, and had at last thrust itself forth into the
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open dayliglit through the workings of the criminal's conscience.
When Kantwise had completed his story, the time had come in which
it behoved Mrs. Moulder to descend to the lower regions, and give some
aid in preparation of the supper. During her absence the matter was
discussed in every way, and on her return, when she was laden with
good things, she found that all the party was contented except Moulder
and her brother.

"It's a very terrible thing," said Mrs. Smiley, later in the
evening, as she sat with her steaming glass of rum and water
before ner. " Very terrible indeed ; aint it, John ? I do wish now
I'd gone down and see'd her, I do indeed. Don't you, Mrs.
Moulder?"'

" If all this is true I should like just to have had a peep at

her."
" At any rate we shall have pictures of her in all the papers," said

Mrs. Smiley,

CHAPTER LXXVIII.

THE LAST OF THE LAWYEBS.

" I SHOULD have done my duty byiyou, Mr. Mason, which those men
have not, and you would at this moment have been the owner of Orley

Farm."
It wiU easily be known that these words were spoken by Mr. Dock-

wrath, and that they were addressed to Joseph Mason. The two men
were seated together in Mr. Mason's lodgings at Alston, late on the

morning after the verdict had been given, and Mr. Dockwrath was

speaking out his mind with sufficient freedom. On the previous,

evening he had been content to put up with the misery of the unsuo-'

cessful man, and had not added any reproaches of his own. He also

had been cowed by the verdict, and the two had been wretched and

crestfallen together. But the attorney since that had slept upon the

matter, and had bethought himself that he at any rate would make out

his little bill. He could show that Mr. Mason had ruined their jokt

affairs by his adherence to those London attorneys. Had Mr. Mason

listened to the advice of his new adviser all would have been

well. So at least Dockwrath was prepared to declare, finding

that by so doing he would best pave the way for his own im-

portant claim.

But Mr. Mason was not a man to be bullied with tame qh^



566 OBLET VMSX.

" The firm bears the highest name in the profession, Sir," be said

"and I had just grounds for trusting them."

"And what has come of your just grounds, Mr. Mason?
"Where are you? That's the question. I say that Koiind and

Crook liave thrown you over. Tiiey have been hand and glove

with old Eurniyal through the whole transaction; and I'll tell you
what's more, Mr. Mason. I told you how it would be from the

beginning."
" I'll move for a new trial."

" A new trial ; and this a criminal prosecution ! She's free of yon

now for ever, and Orley Farm will belong to that son of hers till he

chooses to sell it. It's a pity; that'fe all. I did my duty by you in a

professional way, Mr. Mason; and you won't put the loss on my
ohoulders."

" I've been robbed ;—damnably robbed, that's all that I know."
"There's no mistake on earth about that, Mr. Mason; you have

been robbed ; and the worst of it is, the costs will be so heavy

!

You'll be going down to Yorkshire soon I suppose. Sir."

"I don't know where I shall go!" said the squire of Groby,

not content to be cross-questioned by the attorney from Hamworth.
" Because it's as well, I suppose, that we should settle something

about the costs before you leave. I don't want to press for

my money exactly now, but I shall be glad to know when I'm
to get it."

" If you have any claim on me, Mr, Dockwrath, you can send it to

Mr. Round."
" If I have any claim ! What do you mean by that. Sir ? And I

shall send nothing in to Mr. Round. I have had quite enough of

Mr. Round already. I told you jfcom the beginning, Mr. Mason, that

I would have nothing to do witn this affair as connected with Mr.
Round. I have devoted myself entirely to this matter since you
were pleased to engage my s^vices at Groby Park. It is not by my
fault that you have failed. I think, Mr. Mason, you will Jdo me the

justice to acknowledge that." And then Dockwrath was silent for a

moment, as though waituig for an answer.
" I have nothing to say upon the subject, Mr.. Dockwrath," said

Mason.
" But, by Heaven, something must be said. That won't do at all,

Mr. Mason. I presume you do not think that I have.been working
like a slave for the last four months for nothing."

Mr. Mason was in truth an honest man, and did not wish that any
one should work on his account for nothing ; — much less did he
wish that such a one as Dockwrath should do so. But then, on the
other side, in his present frame of mind he was by no means willing
to yield anything to any one. "I neither deny nor allow your
claim, Mr. Dockwrath," said he. "But I shall pay nothing except
through my regular lawyers. You can send your account to me if

you niease, but I shall send it on to Mr. Round without lookiitK
•t it."

^
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" Oh, that's to bo the way, is it ?
, That's your gratitude. Very

well, Mr. Mason ; I shall now' know what to do. And I think you'll

find
"

Here Mr. Dockwrath was interrupted by the lodging-house servant,

who brought in a note for Mr. Mason. It was from Mr. Farnival, and
the girl who delivered it said that the gentleman's messenger was
waiting for an answer.

" Sib," said the note,
" A communication has been made to me this morning on

the part of your brother, Mr. Lucius Mason, which may make it

desirable that I should have an interview with you. If not incon-

venient to you, I would ask you to meet me to-morrow morning at

eleven o'clock at the chambers of your own lawyer, Mr. Round, in

Bedford Eow. I have already seen Mr. Bound, and find that he can
meet us.

" I am. Sir,

" Your very obedient servant,

"Thomas Purnival.
"J. Mason, Esq., J.P.

(of Groby Park)."

Mr. Furnival when he wrote this note had already been over to Orlej

Farm, and had seen Lucius Mason. He had been at the farm almost

before daylight, and had come away with the assured conviction that

the property must be abandoned by his chent.

"We need not talk about it, Mr. Furnival," Lucius had said. "It
must be so."

" You have discussed the matter witlj your mother ?

"

" No discussion is necessary, but she is quite aware of my intentions.

She is prepared to leave the place—for ever."

" But the income "

" Belongs to my brother Joseph. Mr. Furnival, I think you may
understand that the matter is one in which it is necessary that I should

act, but as to which I trust I may not 'have to say many words. If you

cannot arrange this for me, I must go to Mr. Round."

Of course Mr. Furnival did understand it all. His client had been

acquitted, and he had triumphed ; but he had known for many a long

day that the estate did belong of right to Mr. Mason of Groby ; and

though he had not suspected that Lucius would have been so told, he

could not be surprised'at tlie result of such telling. It was clear to

him that Lady Mason had confessed, and that restitution would there-

fore be made.

"I will do your bidding," said he.

"And Mr. Furnival—if it be possible, spare my mother." Then'the

meeting was over, and Mr/ Furnival returfiing to Hamwortli wrote his

note to Mr. Joseph Mason.

Mr. Dockwrath had been interrupted by the messenger in the middle

of bis threat, but he caught the name of Furnival as the note wu
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delivered. Then De watched Mr. Mason as he read it and read it

again.
" If you piease, Sir, I was to wait for an answer," said the girl.

Mr. Mason did not know what ansvcer it would behove him to give.

He felt that he was among Pliilistines while dealmg with all these law-

yers, and yet he was at a loss in what way to reply to one without

leaning upon another. " Look at that," he said, sulkily handing the

note to Dockwrath.
"You must see Mr. Eurmval, bv all means," said Dockwrath.

"But "

"But what?"
" In your place I sdould not see him in the presence of Mr. Bound

—

unless 1 was attended by an adviser en whom I could rely." Mr.
Mason, having given a few moments' consideration to the matter, sat

himself down and wrote a line to Mr. Furnival, saying that he would be
in Bedford Bow at the appointed time.

" I think you are quite right," said Dockwrath.
" But I shall go alone," said Mr. Mason.
" Oh, very well

; you will of course judge for yourself. I cannot say

w;hat may be the nature of the communication to be made ; but if it be

anything touching the property, you will no doubt jeopardise your own
interests by your imprudence."

" Good-morning, Mr. Dockwrath," said Mr. Mason.
" Oh, very well. Good-morning, Sir. You shall hear from me very

shortly, Mr. Mason ; and I must say that, considering everything, I do

not know that I ever came across a gentleman who behaved himself

worse in a peculiar position than you have done in yours." And so they

parted.

Punctually at eleven o'clock oqjthe following day Mr. Mason was in

Bedford Row. " Mr. Furnival is with Mr. Bound," said the clerk,

" and will see you in two minutes." Then he was shown into the dingy

office waiting-room, where he sat with his hat in his hand, for rather

more than two minutes.

At that moment Mr. Round was describing to Mr. Furnival the

manner in which he had been visited some weeks since by Sir Peregrine

Orme. " Of course, Mr. Furnival, I knew which way the wind olew
when I heard that."

" She must have told him everything."

"No doubt, no doubt. At any rate, he knew it all."

" And what did you say to him ?
"

" I promis>3d to hold my tongue ;—and I kept my promise. Mat
Knows nothing about it to this day."

The whole history thus became gradually clear to Mr. Furnival's

mind, and he could understand in what manner that marriage had been
avoided. Mr. Bound also understood it, and the two lawyers con-

fessed together, that though the woman had deserved the punishment
which had come upon her, her character was one which might have
graced a better destiny. " And now, I suppose, my fortunate client

may come in," said Mr. Round. MThereupoa the fortunate client was



THE LAST OP THE LA.WYEB3. 569

released from his captivity, and brought into the sitting-room of the
benior partner.

" Mr. Mason, Mr. PurniTal," said the attorney, as soon as he had
shaken hands with his client. " You know each other very well by
name, gentlemen."
Mr. Mason was very stiff in his bearing and demeanour, but remarked

that he had heard of Mr. Furnival before.
" All the world has heard of him," said Mr. Round. " He hasn't

hid his light under a bushel." Whereupon Mr. Mason bowed, not quite

understanding what was said to him.

"Mr. Mason," began the barrister, "I have a communication to

make to you, very singular in its nature, and of great importance. It

is one which I believe you regard as being of considerable importance to

vourself, and which is of still higher moment to my -my friend, Ludy
Mason."
"Lady Mason, Sir " began the other; but Mr. Turnival stopped

him.
" Allow me to interrupt you, Mr. Mason. I think it will be better

that you should hear me before you commit yourself to any expression

as to your relative."
" She is no relative of mine."
"But her son is. However— if you will allow me, I will go on.

Having this communication to make, I thought it expedient for your
own sake that it should be done in the presence of your own legal ad-

, viser and friend."
" Umph !

" grunted the disappointed litigant.

"I have already explamed to t/Lr. Round that which I am about to

explain to you, and he was good enough to express himself as satisfied

with the step which I am taking."
" Quite so, Mr. Mason. Mr. Purmval is behaving, and I believe has

behaved throughout, in a manner becoming the very high position which

he holds in his profession."
" I suppose he has done liis best on his side," said Mason.
" Undoubtedly I have—as I should have done on yours, had it so

chanced that I had been honoured by holding a brief from your at-

torneys. But the communication which I am going to make now 1

make not as a lawyer but as a friend. Mr. Mason, my client Lady
Mason, and her son Lucius Mason, are prepared to make over to you

the full possession of the estate which they have held under the name
of Orley Farm."
The tidings, as so given, were far from conveying to the sense of the

hearer the full information which they bore. He heard the words,

and at the moment he conceived that Or'iey Farm was intended to come

into his hands by some process to which it was thought desirable that

he should be brought to agree. He was to be induced to buy it, or

to be bought over from further opposition by some concession of an in-

definitely future title. But that the estate was to become his at once,

without, purchase, and by the mere free will of his hated relatives, was

ar idea that he did not realis?.
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" Mr. Furniyal," he aaidj " what future steps I shall take I do not

yetkuow. That I have been robbed of my property I am as firmly

convinced now as ever. But I tell you fairly, and I tell Mr. Round so

tooj that I will have no dealings with that woman."
" Your father's widow, Sir," said Mr. Furnival, " is an unhappy lady

who is now doing her best to atone for the only fault of which I believe

her to have been guiltyj If you were not unreasonable as well as

angry, you would understand that the proposition which I am now
making to you is one which should force you to forgive any injury

which she may hitherto have done to you. Your half-brother Lucius

Mason has instructed me to make over to you the possession of Orley

Parm." These last words Mr. Furnival uttered very slowly, filing his

keen grey eyes full upon the face of Joseph Mason as he did so, and
then turning round to the attorney he said, " I presume your client will

understand me now."
" The estate is yours, Mr. Mason,'' said Round. " You have nothing

to do but to take possession of it."

" What do you mean ? " said Mason, turning round upon Eurnival.
" Exactly what I say. Your half-brother Lucius surrenders to you

the estate."
" Without payment ?

"

" Yes ; without payment. On his doing so you will of course absolve

him from aiU liability on account of the proceeds of the' property while

in his hands."
'

'

" That will be a matter of course," said Mr. Round.
" Then she has robbed me," said Mason, jumping up to his feet.

" By , the will was forged after all."

"Mr. Mason," said Mr. Round, "if you have a spark of generosity

in you.,' 'you will accept the offer made to you without asking any ques;

tion. By no such questioning.ca(i you dp yourself any good—nor can

you do that poor lady any harm."

"I knew it.Was>lso," he said louflly, and' as he spoke he twice walked
the length of the room.

,

" I knew it was so;—twenty years ago I said

the same. She forged the will. I ask you, as my lawyer, Mr. Round,
—did she not forge the will herself ?

"

" 1 shall answer no such question, Mr. Mason.''
" Then by Heavens I'll expose you. If I spend the whole value of

the estate in doing it I'll expose you, and have her punished yet. The
slippery villain ! Por twenty years she has robbed me."
"Mr. Mason, you are forgetting yourself in your passion," said

Mr. Purnival. " What you have to look for now is the recovery of the

property." But here Mr. Furnival showed that he had not made him-

self master of Joseph Mason's character.

"No," shouted the angry man—"no, by Heaven. What I have
first to look to is her punishment, and that of those who have assisted

her. I knew she had done it—and Dockwrath knew it. Had I trusted
him, she would now have been in gaol."

Mr. Purnival and Mr. Round were both desirous of having the matter
quietly arranged, and with this view were willing to put up with raucii.



THE LAST OF THE LAVTYEES. 571

The man had been ill-used. When Le declared- for the fortieth time
that he had beea robbed for twenty jears, the* could not deny it.

When with horrid oaths he swore that that will" had been a forgery,

they could not contradict him. When he reviled the laws of his country,

which had done so much to faciUtate the escape of a criminal, they had
no arguments to prove that he was wrong. They bore with him in his

rage, hoping that a sense of his own self-interest might induce him to

listen to reason. But it was all in vain. The property was sweet,

but that sweetness was tasteless when compared to the sweetness of

revenge.
" Nothing shall make me tamper with justice ;—nothing," said he.
" But even if it were as you say, you cannot do anything to her,"

wid Bxjund.

"I'll try," said Mason. "You have been my attorney, and what
you know in the matter you are bound to teU. And I'll make you

teU, Sir."
" Upon my word," said Round, " this is beyond bearing. Mr. Mason,

I must trouble you to walk out of my office." And then he rang the

bell. " Tell Mr. Mat I want to see him." But before that younget

partner had joined his father Joseph Mason had gone. "Mat," said

the old man, " I don't interfere with you in many thmgs, but on tliis I

must insist. As long as my name is in the firm Mr. Joseph Mason of

Groby shall not be among our customers."
" The man's a fool," said Mr. Purnival. " The end of all that will

be that two years will go by before he gets his property ; and in the

meantime, the house and all about it will go to ruin."

In these days there was a delightful family concord between Mr.

Pnrnival and his wife, and perhaps we may be allowed to hope that

the peace was permanent. Martha Biggs had not been in Harley

Street since we last saw her there, and was now walking round lied

Lion Square by the hour with some kindred spirit, complaining bitterly

of the return which had been made for her friendship. " What I en-

dured, and what I was prepared to endure for that woman, no breathing

creature can ever know," said Martha Biggs, to that other Martha

;

" and now "

" I suppose the fact is he don't like to see you there,'' said tha

other.

"And is that a reason?" said our Martha. "Had I been in her

place I would not have put my foot in his house agam till I was assured

that my friend should be as welcome there as myself. But then, per-

haps, my ideas of friendship may be called romantic."

But though there were heart-burnings and war in Red Lion Square,

there was sweet peace m Harley Street. Mrs. Eurnival had learned

that beyond all doubt Lady Mason was in unfortunate woman on

whose behalf her husband was usmg his best energies as a lawyer; and

though rumours had begun to reach her that were very mjurions to the

"ady's character, she did not on that account feel animosity against her.

Had Lady Mason been guiltjr of all the sins in the calendar except one,

M-s. furniva) cQulA find it within her heart to forgive her.
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But Sophia was now more interested about Lady Mason tiian was
her mother, and during those days of the trial was much more eager tn

learn the news as it became known. She had said nothing to hor

mother about Lucius, nor had she said anything as to Augustus Stave-

ley. Miss Euruival was a lady who on such subjects did not want the

assistance of a mother's counsel. Then, early on the morning that

followed the trial, they heard the verdict and knew that Lady Mason
was free.

"I am so glad," said Mrs. Fumival; "and I am sure it was your
papa's doings."

" But we will hope that she was really innocent," said Sophia.
" Oh, yes ; of course ; and so I suppose she was. I am sure I hope

so. But, nevertheless, we all know that it was going very much against

her."

"I believe papa never thought she was guilty for a mo-
ment."

"I don't know, my dear; your papa never talks of the clients for

whom he is engaged. But what a thing it is for Lucius ! He would

hiuje lost every acre of the property."
" Yes ; it's a great thing for him, certainly." And then she began to

consider whether the standing held by Lucius Mason in the world was

not even yet somewhat precarious.

It was on the same day—in the evening—that she received her

lover's letter. She was alone when she read it, and she made herself

quite master of its contents before she sat herself to think in what way
it would be expedient that she should act. " I am bound to relinquish

to my brolher-in-law my title to Oiiey i^arm." Why should he be so

bound, unless ? And then she also came to that conclusion which

Mr. Round had reached, and which Joseph Mason had reached, when
they heard that the property was to be given up. " Yes, Sophia, I am
a beggar," the letter went on to say. She was very sorry, deeply

sorry ;—so, at least, she said to herself. As she sat there alone, she

took out her handkerchief and pressed it to her eyes. Then, having

restored it to her pocket, after moderate use, she refolded her letter,

and put that into the same receptacle.
" Papa," said she, that evening, " what will Mr. Lucius Mason do

now ? will he remain at Orley farm ?
"

"No, my dear. He will leave Orley Farm, and, I think, will go

abroad with his mother."

"And who will have Orley Farm ?
"

" His brother Joseph, I believe."
" And what will Lucius have ?

"

" I cannot say. I do not know that he will have anything. Hij

mother has an income of her own, and he, I suppose, will go into some
profession."

" Oh, mdeed. Is not that very sad for him, poor fellow ? " In

answer to which her father made no remark.
That night, in her own room, she answered her lover's letter, and b*i

W»wer was as follows i

—
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" Harlcy Street, March, 18—
•'Mt DEAh Ma. Masok,

"I need hardly tell you that I was grieved to the heart by
the tidings conveyed iii your letter. I will uot ask you for that secret

which you withhold from me, feeling that I have no title to inquire into

it ; nor will I attempt to guess at the cause which induces you to give

up to your brother the property which you were always taught to regard
as your own. That you are actuated by noble motives I am sure ; and
you may be sure of this, that I shall respect you quite as highly in your
adversity as I have ever done in your prosperity. That you will make
your way in the world I shall never doubt ; and it may be that the
labour which you will now encounter will raise you to higher standing
than any you could have achieved, had the property remained in your
possession.

"I think yon are right in saying, with reference to our mutual
regard for each other, that neither should be held as having any claim

upon the other. Under present circumstances, any such claim woald
be very silly. Nothing would hamper you in your future career so

much as a long marriage engagement ; and for myself, I am aware that

She soiTOw and solicitude thence arising would be more than I could

support. Apart from this, also, I feel certain that I should never obtain

my father's sanction for such an engagement, nor could I make it unless

he sanctioned it. I feel so satisfied that you will see the truth of this,

that I need not trouble you, and harass my own heart by pursuing the

subject any further.

"My feeUngs of friendship for you—of affectionate friendship—will

be as true as ever. I shall look to your future career with great hope,

and shall hear of your success with the utmost satisfaction. And I

trust that the time may come, at no very distant date, when we may all

welcome your return to London, and show you that our regard for you

has never been diminished.
" May God bless and preserve you in the trials which are before you,

and carry you through them with honour and safety. Wherever you

may be I shall watch for tidings of you with anxiety, and always hear

them with gratification. I need hardly bid you remember that you have

no more affectionate friend
" Than yours always most sincerely,

"Sophia Fuknival.

"P.S.—I believe that a meeting between us at the present moment

would only cause pain to both of us. It might drive you to speak of

things which should be wrapped in silence. At any rate, I am sure that

you will not press it on me."

Lucius, when he received this letter, was living with his mother

in lodgings near Finsbury Circus, and the letter had been redirected

from Hamworth to a post-office in that neighbourhood. It was his

intention to take hi< mother with him to a small town on one of the

rirert that feed the Rhine, and there remain bidden till he could find
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some means by which he might earn his bread. He was sitting With

her in the evening, with two dull tallow candles on the table between them,

when his messenger brought the letter to him. , He read it in silence

Tery dehberately, then crushed it in his hand, and 'threw it from him
with violence into the fire.

"I hope there is nothing further to distress you, Lucius," said his;

mother, looking up into his face as though she were imploring his

eonfidence.
" No, nothing ; nothing that matters. It is an afPair quite private

to myself."

Sir Peregrine had spoken with great truth when he declared that

Lucius Mason was able to bear adversity. This last blow had now
come upon him, but he made no wailings as to his misery, nor did he
say a word further on the subject. His mother watched the paper as

the flame caught it and reduced it to an ash ; but she asked no further

question. She knew |that her position with him did not permit of her

asking, or even hoping, for his confidence.

"I had no right to expect it would be otherwise," he said to himself.

But even to himself he spoke no word of reproach against Miss Pur-

nival. He had realised the circumstances by which he was surrounded,

and had made up his mind to bear their result.

As for Miss Furnival, we may as well declare here that she did not

liecome Mrs. Staveley. Our old friend Augustus conceived that he

liad received a sufficient answer on the occasion of his last visit to

Harley Street, and did not repeat it immediately. Such little scents

as that which took place there had not been uncommon in his life;

and when in after months he looked back upon the affair, he counted

i up as one of those miraculous escapes which had marked his career.

CHAPTER LXXES.

FAREWELL.

"That letter you got this mornmg, my dear, was it not feom Lady
Mason?

"

.,',',
"It was from Lady Mason, father ; they go on Thursday." '

" On Thursday; so soon as that." And then Sir Peregrine, fiha had
asked the question, remained silent fcr a while. The letter, accordmg'
to the familv custom, had been haiided to Mrs; Orrae over the break-
fast-table

; but he had made no remark respecting it till they were alone
together and free from the servants. It had been a farewell letter, full

of lovfc and gratitude, and full also of repentance... Lady Masoiirhad
low been for three Weeks in Loudon, and once during that timeMrs,



Orme had gone up to visit lier. She liad then remainea *^tll her mend
for hours, greatly to Lady Mason's comfort, and now tliis letter had
eome, bringing a last adieu.

" You may read it, Sir, if you like," said. Mrs. Orme, handing him
the letter. It was evident, by his face, that he was gratified by the

privilege ; and he read it, not once oilly, but over and over again. As
he did so, he placed himself in the shade, and sat with his back to Mrs.
Orme ; but nevertheless she could see that from time to time he rubbed
his eyes with the back of his hand, and gradually raised his handker-
chief to his face.

" Thank you, dearest," he said, as he gave the letter back to her.
" I think that we may forgive her now, even all that she lias done,"

said Mrs. Orme.
" Yes—yes—yes," he answered. " For myself, I forgave her from

the first."

" I know you did. Bnt as regards the property,—it has been given
up now." And then again they were silent.

" Edith," he said, after a while, " I have forgiven her altogether. To
me she is the same as though she had never done that deed. Are we
not all sinners ?

"

" Surely, father."
" And can I say because she did one startling thing that the total of

her siu is greater than mine ? Was I ever tempted as she was tempted?
Was my youth made dangerous for me as was hers ? And then she did

nothing for herself; she did it all for another. We may think of that

now."
" I have thought of it always."

"It did%ot make the sin the less; but among her fellow-mortals-

And then he stopped himself, -wanting words to express his meaning.

The sin, till' it was repented, was damning; but now that it was re-

pented, he could almost love the sinner for the sin.

" Edith," he said, again. And he looked at her so wishfully ! She

knew well what was the working of his heart, and she knew also that

she did not dare to encourage him.
" I trust," said Mrs. Orme, " that she will bear her present lot for a

few years ; and then, perhaps
"

"Ah ! then I shall be in my grave. A few months will do that."

"Oh, Sir!"
" why should I not save her from such a life as that ?

"

"ITrom that which she had most to fear she has been saved."

" Had she not so chosen it herself, she could now have demanded

from me a home. Why should I not give it to her now ?
"

" A home here, Sir ?
"

"Yes; why not? Bnt I know what you would say.' It would be

wrong,—to you and Perry."
._

" It would be wrong 'to yourself. Sir. Thuik of it, father. It is the

fact that she did that thing. We may forgive her, but others will riot

do so on that account. It would not be right that you should biing

her here,"
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Sir Peregrine knew that it would not be right. Though he vrsis oldj

and weak in bodjj and infirm in purpose, his judgment bad not alto-

gether left him. He was well aware that he would offend all social

laws if he were to do that which he contemplated, and ask the world

around him to respect as Lady Orme—as his wife, the woman who had
so deeply disgraced herself. But yet he could hardly bring himself to

confess that it was impossible. He was as a child who knows that a

coveted treasure is beyond his reach, but still covets it, still longs for

it, hoping against hope that it may yet be his own. It seemed to him

that he might yet regain his old vitality if he could wind his arm once

more about her waist, and press her to his side, and call her his own.

It would be so sweet to forgive her ; to make her sure that she was
absolutely forgiven ; to teach her that there was one at least who would
not bring up against her her past sin, even in his memory. As for his

grandson, the property should be abandoned to him altogether. 'Twas
thus he argued with himself; but yet, as he argued, he knew that it

could not be so.

" I was harsh to her when she told me," he said, after another pause—" cruelly harsh."
'•' She does not think so."

"No. If I had spurned her from me with my foot, sue wotild not

have thought so. She had condemned herself, and therefore I should

have spared her."
" But you did spare her. I am sure she feels that from the first to

the last your conduct to her has been more than kind."

"And I owed her more than kindness, for I loved her;—yes, I
loved her, and I do love her. Though I am a feeble old man, totter-

ing to my grave, yet I love her—love her as that boy loves the fair

(firl for whom he longs. He will overcome it, and forget it, and soma
other one as fair will take her place. But for me it is all over."
What could she say to him ? In truth, it was all over,—such love

at least as that of which his old heart was dreaming in its dotage.
There is no Medea's caldron from which our limbs can come out young
and fresh ; and it were well that the heart should grow old as does
the body.

" It is not all over while we are with you," she said, caressing him.
Sut she knew that what she said was a subterfuge.

" Yes, yes ; I have you, dearest," he answered. But he also knew
that that pretence at comfort was false and hoUow.

" And she starts on Thursday," he said; " on next Thursday."
" Yes, ,on Thursday. It will be much better for her to be away

from London. While she is there she never ventures even into the
street."

" Edith, I shall see her before she goes."
" Will that be wise. Sir ?

"

"Perhaps not. It may be foolish,—very foolish ; but still I shall
see her. I think you forget, Edith, that I have never yet bidden her
farewell. I have not spoken to her since that day whea she behafed
•0 generously."
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' 1 do not think tliat she expects it, father."
" No ; she expects nothin" for herself. Had it been in her uature to

expect such a visit, I should not have been anxious to make it. . I will

go to-morrow. She is always at home you say?

"

" Yes, she is alv/ays at home."
" And, Lucius "

"You will not find him tliere in the daytime."
" I shall go to-morrow, dear. You need not tell Peregrine."

Mrs. Orme still thought that he was wrong, but she had nothing
further to say. She could not hinder his going, and therefore, with
his permission she wrote a line to Lady Mason, telling her of his pur-
pose. And then, with all the care in her power, and with infinite soft-

ness of manner, she warned him against the danger which she so much
feared. What might be the result, if, overcome .by tenderness, he
should again ask Lady Mason to become his wife ? Mrs. Orme firmly

believed that Lady Mason would again refuse ; but, nevertheless, there

would be danger.
" No," said he, " I will not do that. When I have said so you

may accept' my word." Then she hastened to apologise to him, but

he assured her with a kiss that he was in nowise angry with her.

He held by his purpose, and on the following day he went up to

London. There was nothing said on the matter at breakfast, nor did

she make any further endeavour to dissuade him. He was infirm,

but still she knew that the actual fatigue v.'ould not be of a nature to

injure him. Indeed her fear respecting him was rather in regard to his

staying at home than to his going abroad. It would have been well

for him could he have been induced to think himself fit for more active

movement.
Lady Mason was alone when he reached the dingy little room near

Finsbury Circus, and received him standing. She was the first to speak,

and this she did before she had even touched his hand. She stood to

meet him, with her eyes turned to the ground, and her hands tightly

folded together before her. " Sir Peregrine," she said, " 1 did not ex-

pect from you this mark of your—kindness."
" Of my esteem and affection. Lady Mason," he said. " We have

known each other too well to allow of our parting without a word. 1

am an old man, and it will probably be for ever."

Then she gave him her hand, and gradually lifted her eyes to his face-

"Yes," she said; "it will be for ever. There will be no coming back

for me."
" Nay, nay ; we will not say that. That's as may be hereafter. But

it will not be at once. It had better not be quite at once. Edith tells

me that you go on Thursday."
" Yes, Sir ; we go on Thursday.''

She had still allowed her hand to remain in his, but now she with •

drew it, and asked him to sit down. "Lucius is not here," she said.

'•' He never remains at home after breakfast. He has much to settle as

to our journey ; and then he has lawyers to see."

'

Sir Peregrine had not at aH wished to see Luciiis Mason, h'jt he did

37
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not say SO. "You will give him.my regards,'' he said, "and tell Urn

that I trast that he may prosper."

"Thank you. I will do so. It is very kind of you to think of

him."
" I have always thought highly of him as an excellent young man."
" And he is excellent. Where is there any one who could suffer with-

out a word as he suffers ? No complaint ever comes from him ; and yet

—I have ruined him."
" No, no. He has his youth, his intellect, and his education. If

such a one as he cannot earn his bread in the world—ay, and more than

his bread—who can do so ? Nothing ruins a young man but ignorance,

idleness, and depravity."
" Nothing ;—unless those of whom he should be proud disgrace hin.

before the eyes of the world. Sir Peregrine, I sometimes wonder at

my own calmness. I wonder that I can live. But, believe me, that.

never for a moment do I forget what I have done. I would have

poured out for him my blood like water, if it would have served him

;

but instead of that I have given him cause to curse me till the day of his

death. Though I still live, and eat, and sleep, I think of that always.

The remembrance is never away from me. They bid those who repent

put on sackcloth, and cover themselves with ashes. That is ray sack-

cloth, and it is very sore. Those thoughts are ashes to me, and they are

very bitter between my teeth."

He did not know with what words to comfo.rt her. It all was as she

said, and he could not bid her even try to free herself from that sack-

cloth and from those ashes. It must be so. Were it not so

with her, she would not have been in any degree worthy of that love

which he felt for her. " God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb," he

said.

" Yes," she said, " for the shorn lamb " And then she was silent

again. But could that bitter, biting wind be tempered for the she-wolf

who, in the dead of night, had broken into the fold, and with prowling

steps and cunning clutch had stolen the fodder from the .=iheep ? That
was the question as it presented itself to her ; but she sat silent, and
refrained from putting it into words. She sat silent, but he read her

heart. "Eor the shorn lamb
—

" she had said, and he had Imown her

thouehts, as they followed, quick, one upon another, through her mind.
" Mary," he said, seating himself now close beside her on the sofa,

"if his heart be as true to you as mine, he will never remember these

ihmgs against you."
" It is my memory, not his, that is my punishment," she said.

Why could he not take her home with him, and comfort her, and
heal that festering wound, and stop that ever-running gush of her heart's

blood ? But he could not. He had pledged his word and pawned his

honour. AH the comfort that could be his to bestow must be given in

those few minutes that remained to him in that room. And it must be
given, too, without falsehood. He could not bring himself to tell hei

that the sackcloth need not be sore to her poor lacerated body, nor

the ashes bitter between her teeth. He eouid not tell her thai the cup
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of which it was hers to drink might yet be pleasant to the taste, and
cool to the lips ! What could he tell her ? Of the only source of true

comfort others, he knew, had spoken—others who had not spoken in

vain. He could not now take up that matter, and press it on her with
available strength. Eor him there was but one thing to say. He
liad forgiven her; he still loved her; he would have cherished her

in his bosom had it been possible. He was a weak, old, foolish

man ; and there was nothing of which he could speak but of his own
heart.

"Mary," he saidj again taking her hand, "I wish—I wish that I
could comfort you."

" And yet on you also have I brought trouble, and misery—and—all

but disgrace !

"

VNo, my love, no; neither misery nor disgrace— except this misery,

that I shall be no longer near to you. Yes, I will tell you all now.
Were I alone in the world, I would still beg you to go back with

me."
"It cannot be ; it could not possibly be so."

"No; for I am not alone. She who loves you so well, has told me
so. It must not be. But that is the source of my misery. I have
learned to love you too well, and don't know how to part with you. If

this had not been so, I would have done all that an old man might to

comfort you."
"But it has been so," she said. "I cannot wash out tlie past.

Knowing what I did of myself. Sir Peregrine, I should never have put

my foot over your threshold."
" I wish I might hear its step again upon my floors. I wish I might

hear that light step once again."

"Never, Sir Peregrine. No one again ever shall rejoice to hear

either my step or my voice, or to see my form, or to grasp my hand.

The world is over for me, and may God soon grant me relief from my
sorrow. But to yon—in return for your goodness "

" For my love."

"In return for youT love, what ami to say? I could have loved

you with all my heart had it been so permitted. Nay, I did do so.

Had that dream been carried out, I should not have sworn falsely

when I gave yon my hand. I bade her tell you so from me, when I

parted with her."

"She did tell me."

"I have known but little love. He—Sir Joseph—was my master

rather than my husband. He was a good master, and I served him

truly—except in that one thing. But I never loved him. But I am
wrong to talk of this, and I will not talk of it longer. May God
bless you. Sir Peregrine !" It will be well for both of us now that you

should leave me."
" May God bless you, Mary, and preserve you, and give baok to you

the comforts of a quiet spirit, and a heart at rest ! Till you hear that

i am under the ground you v/ill kaov^ that there is one living who
loves you well." ' Then he took her in his arms, twice kissed her oa
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the forehead, and left the room without further speech on eithei

side.

Lady Mason, as soon as she was alone, sat herself down, "and her

thoughts ran back over the whole course of her life. Early in her days

when the world was yet beginning to her, she had done one evil deed,

and from that time up to those days of her trial she had been the

victim of one incessant struggle to appear before the world as though

that deed had not been done — to appear innocent of it before the

world, but, beyond all things, innocent of it before her son. For
tv/enty years she had striven with a labour that had been all but un-

endurable ; and now she had failed, and every one knew her for what
she was. Such had been her life ; and then she thought of the life

which might have been hers. In her earlier days she had known what
it was to be poor, and had seen and heard those battles after money
which harden our hearts, and quench the poetry of our natures. But
it had not been altogether so with her. Had things gone differently

with her it might afterwards have been said that she had gone through

the fire unscathed. But the beast had set his foot upon her, and when
the temptation came it was too much for her. Not for herself would
she have sinned, or have robbed that old man, who had been to her a

kind master. But when a child was born to her, her eyes were blind,

and she could not see that wealth ill-gotten for her child would be as

sure a curse as wealth ill-gotten for herself. She remembered
Rebekah, and with the cunning of a second Jlebekah she filched

a world's blessing for her baby. Now she thought of all this as

pictures of that life which might have been hers passed before her mind's

eye.

And they were pleasant pictures, had they not burnt into her very
soul as she looked at them. How sweet had been that drawing-room
at The Cleeve, as she sat there in luxurious quiet with her new
friend ! How sweet had been that friendship with a woman pure in all

her thoughts, graceful to the eye, and delicate in all her ways ! She
knew now, as she thought of this, that to her had been given the power
to appreciate such deUghts as these. How full of charm to her would
have been that life, in which there had been so much of true, innocent
affection ;—had the load ever been absent from her shoulders ! And
then she thought of Sir Peregrine, with his pleasant, ancient manner,
and truth of heart, and told herself that she could have been happy
with the love of even so old a man as that— had that burden been
away from her ! But the burden had never been away—^never could be
away. Then she thought once more of her stern but just son, and aa

she bowed her head and kissed the rod, she prayed that her release
might come to her soon.

And now we will say farewell to her, and as we do so the chief inte-

rest of our tale will end. I may, perhaps, be thought to owe an apology
to ray readers in that I have asked their sympathy for a woman who
had so sinned as to have placed her beyond the general sympathy of
ihe world at laiye. If so, I tender my apology, and perhaps feel that
I should confess a fault. But as 1 have told her story that sympathy



hu grown upon myself till I have learned to forgive her, and to feel

that I too could have regarded her as a friend. Of her future life I
will not venture to say anything. But no lesson is truer than that

which leaches us to believe that God does temper the wind to the shorn

lamb. To how many has it not seemed, at some one period of their

lives, that all was over for them, and that to them in their afflictions

there was nothing left but to die ! And yet they have lived to laugh

again, to feel that the air was warm and the earth fair, and that God in

giving them ever-springing hope had given everything. How many a
sun may seem to set on an endless night, and yet rising again on some
morrow

—

" He tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky !

"

For Lady Mason let us hope that the day will come in which she

also may once again trick her beams in some modest, unassuming way,

and that for her the morning may even yet be sweet with a glad warmth.

Por us, here in these pages, it must be sufficient to say this last kindly

farewell.

As to Lucius Mason and the arrangement of his affairs with his step-

brother, a few concluding words will suffice. _ When Joseph Mason left the

office of Messrs. Round and Crook he would gladly have sacrificed all

hope of any eventual pecuniary benefit from the possession of Orley Farm
could he by doing so have secured the condign punishment of her who had

so long i jpt him out of his inheritance. But he soon found that he had

no means of doing this. In the first place he did not know where to

turn for advice. He had quarrelled absolutely with Dookwrath, and

though he now greatly distrusted the Rounds, he by no means put im-

plicit trust in him of Hamwortii. Of the Rounds lie suspected that

they were engaged to serve his enemy, of Dockwrath lie felt

sure that he was anxious only to serve himself. Under these cir-

cumstances he was driven into the arms of a third attorney, and

learned from him, after a delay that cut him to the soul, that lie

could take no further criminal proceeding against Lady Mason.

It would be impossible to have her even indicted for the forgery

— seeing that two juries, at the interval of twenty years, had

virtually acquitted her — unless new evidence wliicli should be

absolute and positive in its kind should be forthcoming. But

there was no new evidence of any kind. The offer made to sur-

render the property was no evidence for a jury whatever it might be in

the mind of the world at large.

" And what am I to do ? " asked Mason.

"Take the goods the gods provide you," said the attorney.

" Accept the ofler which your half-brother has very generously made

you."
" Generously !

" shouted Mason of Groby.
" Well, on his part it is generous. It is quite within his power to
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keep il ;.atid were lie to do so no one would iaj lie was wrong. Whj
should liJ judge Lis mother ?"

,

-

Then Mr. Joseph Mason went to another attorney ; but it was of no
avail. The tme wns passing away, and he learned that Lady Mason
and Lucius had actually started for Germany. In his agony for revenge

he had endeavoured to obtain some legal order that should prevent

her departure ;— " ue exeat regno," as he repeated over and over

again to his advisers learned in the law. But it was of no avail.

Lady Mason had been tried and acquitted, and no judge would
interfere.

" We should soon have her back again, you know, if we had evidence

of forgery," said the last attorney.

"Then by ! we will have her back again," said Mason.
But the threat was vain ; nor could he get any one even to promise

him that she could be prosecuted and convicted. And by degrees the

desii'e for vengeance slackened as the desire for gain resumed its sway.

Many men have threatened to spend a property upon a lawsuit who
have afterwards felt grateful that their threats were made abortive.

And so it was with Mr. Mason. After remaining in town over a month
he took the advice of the first of those new lawyers and allowed that

gentleman to put himself in communication with Mr. Purnival. The
result was that by the end of six months he again came out of York-
shire to take upon himself the duties and privileges of the owner of

Orley Earm.
And then came his great fight with Dockwrath, which in the end

ruined the Hamworth attorney, and cost Mr. Mason more money than

ever he liked to confess. Dockwrath claimed to be put in possession of

Orley Farm at an exceedingly moderate rent, as to the terms of which
he was prepared to prove that Mr. Mason had already entered into a

contract with him. Mr. Mason utterly ignored such contract, and con-

tended that the words contained in a certain note produced by Dock-
wrath amounted only to a proposition to let him the land in the event

Tf certain circumstances and results—which circumstances and results

;!ever took place.

This lawsuit Mr. Joseph Mason did win, and Mr. Samuel Dockwrath
was, as 1 have said, ruined. What the attorney did to make it

necessary that he should leave Hamworth I do not know : but Miriam,
his wife, is now the mistress of that lodging;-][iouse to wbioh her ova
mahogany furniture was so ruthlessly rsmoveij.
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CHAPTER LXXX.

saowixs now affaiks settled themselves -at noningsbt.

We must now go back to Noniiigsby for one concluding cliapter, and
ilien our work will be completed.

' You are not to go away from Noningsby wli«n the trial is over, you
know. Mamma said that I had better tell you so." It was thus that
Madeline had spoken to Feiix Graham as he was going out to the
judge's carriage on the last morning of the celebrated great Orley Farm
case, and as she did so she twisted one of her little fingers into one of
his button-holes. This she did with a prettiness of familiarity, and the
assumption of a right to give him orders and hold him to obedience,
which was almost intoxicating in its sweetness. And why should she
not Ije familiar with him ? Why should she not hold him to obedience
by his button-hole ? Was he not her own ? Had she not chosen him
and taken him up to the exclusion of all other such choosings and
takings ?

"I shall not go till you send me," he said, putting up his hand' as

tnough to protect his coat, and just touching her fingers as he
did so.

"Mamma says it will be stupid for you in the mornings, but it

will not be worse for you than for Augustus. He stays till after

Easter." ^

" And I shall stay till after Whitsuntide unless I am turned out."
" Oh ! but you will be turned out. I am not going to make inysell

answerable for any improper amount of idleness. Papa says you have
got all the law courts to reform."

" There must be a double Hercules for such a set of stables as that,"

said Eelix; and then with the slight ceremony to which I have before

adverted he took his leave for the day.
" I suppose there will be no use in delaying it," said Lady Stavelfey on

the same morning as she and her daughter sat together in the drawing-

room. They had already been talking over the new engagement ' by the

hour, together ; but that is a subject on which mothers with marriage-

able daughters never grow tired, as all mothers and marriageable

daughters know full well.
" Oh ! mamma, I think it must be delayed."
" But why, my love ? Mr. Graham has not said so ?

"

' You must call him Eelix, mamma. I'm sure it's a nice name."
' Very well, my dear, I will."

" No ; he has said nothing yet. But of course he means to wait till,

—-till it will be prudent."

"Men never care for prudence of that kind when they are really in

iove ;—and I'm sure he is."

"Is he, mamma?"
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"He will marry on anything or nothing. And if you speak to liitt

he tells you of now the young ravens were fed. But he always forgcta

that he's not a young raven himself."

" Now you're only joking, mamma."
" Indeed I'm quite in earnest. But I think your papa means to

make up an income for you, — only you must not expect to oe

rich."
" I do not want to be rich. I never did."
" I suppose you will live in London, and then you ean come down

here when the courts are up. I do hope he won't ever want to take a

situation in the colonies."
" Who, Pelix ? Why should he go to the colonies ?

"

" They always do,—the clever young barristers who marry before

they have made their way. That would be very dreadful. I really

tiiink it would kill me."
"Oh I mamma, he sha'n't go to any colony."
" To be sure there are the county courts now, and they are better.

I suppose you wouldn't like to live at Leeds or Merthyr-Tydvil ?
"

" Of course I shall live wherever he goes ; but I don't know why you
should send him to Merthyr-Tydvil."

" Those are the sort of places they do go to. There is young Mrs.

Bright Newdegate,—she had in go to South Shields, and her oabies

are all dreadfully delicate. She lost Vivo, you know. I do think the

Lord Chancellor ought to think about tliat. Heigate, or Maidstone, or

anywhere about Great Mariow would not be so bad." And in this way
they discussed the coming event and the happy future, vrhile Fehx
himself was listening to the judge's charge and thinking of his client's

5uilt.

Then there were two or three days passed at Nouingsby of almost

unalloyed sweetness. It seemed that they had all agreed that Prudence
should go by the board, and that Love with sweet promises, and hopes

bright as young trees in spring, should have it all her own way. Judge
Staveley was a man who on such an occasion—knowing with whom
he had to deal—could allow ordinary prudence to go by the board.

There are men, and excellent men too, from wiiose minds the cares of

life never banish themselves, who never seem to remember that provision

is made for the young ravens. They toil and spin always, thinking

sternly of the worst and rarely hoping for the best. They are ever

making provision for rainy days, as though there were to be no more sun-

shine. So anxious are they for their chfldren that they take no pleasure

in them, and their fear is constant that the earth will cease to psoduce

her fruits. Of such was not the judge. "Dulce est desipere in locis,"

he would say, " and let the opportunities be frequent and the occasions

many." Such a love-making opportunity as this surely should be
one.

So Graham wandered about through the dry March winds with his

Juture bride by his side, and. never knew that the blasts came from
the pernicious east. And she would lean on his arm as though he had
been the friend of her earliest years, listening to and trusting him in all
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tliiugs. That little diigor, as they stood together, would got up to his

button-hole, and her bright frauk eyes would settle themselves ou his,

aud then hei- hand would press closely upou his arm, and he krievr that

sIlp ;;ras neither ashamed nor afraid of her love. Her love to her was
tiie same as her religion. When it was once acknowledged by her to

be a thing good and trustworthy, all the world might know it. Was
- it not a glory to her that he had clioseu her, and why should she con-

ceal her glory ? Ilad it been that some richer, greater maa had won
her love,—some one whose' titles were known and high places in the

world approved,—it may well be tliat then she would have been less

free with him.
" Papa would like i^t best if you would give up your writing, and

think of nothing but the law," she said to him. In answer to which ha
told her, with many compliments to the special fox iu question, thai

story of the fo.^ who had lost his tail and thought it well that other

foxes should dress themselves as he was dressed.
" At any rate papa looks very well without his tail," said Madeline,

with somewhat of a daughter's pride. " But you shall wear yours all

the same if yon like it," she added with much of a youug maiden's

love.

As they were thus walking near the house on the afternoon of the

third or fourth day after the trial, one of the maids came to them and

told Madeline that a gentleman was in the house who wished to see

her.
" A gentleman !

" said Madeline.

"Mr. Orme, Miss. My lady toid me to ask you up if you were any-

where near."
" I suppose I must go," said Madeline, from whom all her pretty

freedom of manner and light happiness of face departed on the moment.

She had told Felix everything as to poor Peregrine in return for tliat

story of his respecting Mary Snow. To her it seemed as though that

had made things equal between them,—for she was too generous to

observe that though she had given nothing to her other lover, Pelix had

been engaged for many months to marry his other love. But girls, L

think, have no objection to this. They do not desire first fruits, or even

early fruits, as men do. Indeed, I am not sure whether experience on

the part of a gentleman in his use of his heart is not supposed by most

young ladies to enhance the value of the article. Madeline was not in

the least jealous of Mary Snow ; but with great good-nature promised to

look after her, and patronise her when she should have become Mrs.

Albert Eitzallen. "But I don't think I should like that Mrs. Thomas,"

she said.
" You would have mended the stockmgs for her all the same."

"Oh yes, I would have done that;— ana so did Miss Snow. "But

I would have kept my box locked. She should never have seen my
letters."

It was now absolutely necessary that she should return to the nouse,

and say to Peregrine Orme what words of comfort might be possible 'or

her. If she could have s^'.v. simply with her heart, she wouid rave
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said much tuat was friendly, even iaongn it migiit not be comforlabla

But it was necessary tliat slie should express herself in words, and she

I'elt that V.:c task was very difficult. " Will you come in ? " she said to

I'elix.

" No, I think not. But he's a splendid fellow, and to me was a

stanch friend. If I can catch him as he comes out I will speak to

him." And then Madeline, with hesitating steps, with her hat still on

her head, and her gloves on her hands, walked through the hall into

the drawing-room. There she found her mother seated on the sofa, and

Peregrine Orme standing before her. Madeline walked up to him with

extended hand and a kindly welcome, though she felt that the colour

was high in her cheeks. Of course it would be impossible to come

out from such an interview as this without having confessed her

position, or hearing it confessed by her mother in her presence. That,

liowever, had been already done, and Peregrine knew that the prize

was gone.
" How do you do. Miss Staveley ? " said he. "As I am going to

leave The Cleeve for a long time, I have come over to say good-bye to

Lady Staveley—and to you."

"Are you going away, Mr. Orme ?

"

" Yes, I shall go abroad,—to Central Africa, I think. It seems a

wild sort of a place with plenty of animals to kill."

" But isn't it very dangerous ?
"

" No, I don't think so. The people always come back alive. I've

a sort of idea that nothing will kill me. At any rate I couldn't stay

here."
" Madeline, dear, I've told Mr. Orme that you have accepted Mr

Graham. With a friend such as he is I know that you will not be

anxious to keep this a secret."

"No, mamma."
"I was sure of that; and now that your papa has consented to it,

and that it is quite fixed, I am sure that it is better that he should

know it. We shall always look upon him as a very dear friend—^if he

will allow MS."

Then it was necessary that Peregrine should speak, which \e did as

follows, holding MadeUne's hand for the first three or four seconds of the

time :
—" Miss Staveley, I will say this of myself, that if ever a fellow

loved a girl truly, I loved you;—and I do so now as well or better

than ever. It is no good my pretending to be contented, and all that .

sort of thing. I am not contented, but very unhappy. I have never

wished for but one thing in my life ; and for that I would have given

all that I have in the world. I know that I cannot have it, and that I

»m not fit to have it."

" Oh, Mr. Orme, it is not that."
" But it is that. I knew you before Graham did, and loved you quite

SIS soon. 1 beKeve—though of course I don't mean to ask any questions—^but I believe I told you so before he ever did."

"Marriages, they say, are planned in heaven," said Lady Staveley. .

j
"Perhaps they are. I only wish this one had not been planned tlieKi'
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I cannot help it,—I cannot express my satisfaction, thougli I will

lieartiiy wish for your happiness. I knew from the first how it would
be, and was always sure that I was a fool to love you. I should have
~one away when I first thought of it, for I used to feel that you never
cared to speak to me."

" Oh, indeed I did," said poor Madeline.
" No, you did not. And why should you when I had nothing to say

for myself? I ought to have fallen in love with some foohsh chit with
as little wit about her as I have myself."

"I hope you will fall in love with some very nice girl," said

Lady Staveley; "and that we shall know her and love her very
much."

" Oh, I dare say I shall marry some day. I feel now as though I should
like to break my neck, but I don't suppose I shall. Good-bye, Lady
Staveley ?

"

" Good-bye, Mr. Orme ; and may God send that you may be happy."
" Good-bye, Madeline. I shall never call you so again,— except

to myself. I do wish you may be happy, — I do indeed. As
for him,—he has been before me, and taken away all that I wanted
to win."

By this time the tears were in his eyes, and his voice was not free

from their effect. Of this he was aware, and therefore, pressing her hand,

he turned upon his heel and abruptly left the room. He had been

unable to say that he wished also that Pehx might be happy ; but this

omission was forgiven him by both the ladies. Poor Madeline, as he

went, muttered a kind farewell, but her tears had mastered her also, so

that she could hardly speak.

He went directly to the stables, there got upon his horse, and then

walked slowly down the avenue towards the gate. He had got the

better of that tear-compelhng softness as soon as he found himself

beyond the presence of the girl he loved, and was now stern in his

mood, striving to harden his heart. He had confessed himself a fool in

comparison with Fehx Graham ; but yet,—he asked himself,—in spite

of that, was it not possible that he would have made her a better

husband than the other ? It was not to his title or his estate that h«

trusted as he so thought, but to a feeling that he was more akin to her

in circumstances, in ways of life, and in tenderness of heart. As all this

was passing through his mmd, Fehx Graham presented himself to him

in the road.

"Orme," said he, "I heard that you were in the house, and have

come to shake hands with you. I suppose you have heard what has

taken place. Will you not shake hands with me ?

"

" No," said Peregrine, " I will not."

" I am sorry for that, for we were good friends, and I owe you much

for your kindness. It was a fair stand-up fight, and you should not be

jtngry."
" I am angry, and I don't want your friendship. Go and tell her that

I say so, if you hke."
'• No, I will not do that."
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" I wisli witli all my heart that we had both killed ourselves at that

bank."
" For shame, Orme, for shame ! ''

"Very well, Sir; let it be for shame. Acd then he passed

on, meanin" to go through the gate, and leaving Graham on

tlie grass oy the roadside. But Before he had gone a hundred

yards down the road his better feelings came back upon him, and he

returned.

"I am unhappy," he said, "and sore at heart. You must not mind

what words I spoke just now."
" No, no ; I am sure you did not mean them," said Felix, puttmg hit

hand on the horse's mane.
" I did mean them then, but I do not mean them now. I won't say

anything about wishes. Of course you will be happy with her. Any-

body would be happy with her. I suppose you won't die, and give a

fellow another chance."
" Not if I can help it," said Graham.
"Well, if you are to live I don't wish you any evil. I do wish yon

liadn't come to Noningsby, that's all. Good-bye to you." And he held

out his hand, which Graham took.
" We shall be good friends yet, for all that is come and gone," said

Graham ; and then there were no more words between them.

Peregrine did as he said, and went abroad, extending his travels to

many wild countries, in which, as he used to say, any one else would

liave been in danger. No danger ever came to him,—so at least he

frequently wrote word to his szcihir. Gorillas he slew by scores,

lions by hundreds, and elephants suf&cient for an ivory palace. The

skins, and bones, and other trophies, he sent home in various ships ; and

when he appeared in London as a lion, no man doubted his word. But

then he did not write a book, nor even give lectures ; nor did he pre-

sume to know much about the huge brutes he had slain, except that

they were pervious to powder and ball.

Sir Peregrine had endeavoured to keep him at home by giving up the

property into his hands ; but neither for grandfather, nor for mother,

nor for lands and money would he remain in the neighbourhood of

Noningsby. " No, mother," he said ; " it will be better for me to be

away." And away he went.

The old baronet lived to see him return, though with plaintive wail

he often declared to his daughter-in-law that this was impossible. He
lived, but he never returned to that living life which had been his before

Sie had taken up the battle for Lady Mason. He would sometimes

allow Mrs. Orme to drive him about the grounds, but otherwise he

remained in the house, sitting solitary over his fire,—with a book,

indeed, open before him, but rarely reading. He was waiting patiently,

as ne said, till death should come to him.

Mrs. Orme kept her promise, and wrote constantly to Lady Mason,

—rearing from her as constantly. When Lucius had been six months
lb i^rmany, he decided on going to Australia, leaving his mother for

•ne present in the little German town in which they were stajiug. ?3r
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her ou the whole tk change was for the better. As to his success w a
thll^^ag colony, there can be but little doubt.
iehx Graham was soon married to Madeline; and as yet T hwe^heard of any bamshment either to Patagonia or to Merthyr-TrdTH.
And now I may say farewell.

J j
'"•

THE END,
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Bret Harte.

46 Mr. Sprouts: His Opinions.

48 The Ramsbottom Papers.

49 Major Jack Downing.
50 The Pagan Child,and other

Sketches. By Beet Harte.

price Is. each.

51 Helen's Babies. Illust.

52 The Barton Experiment.
By Author of " Helen's Babies."

53 The Mississippi Pilot. By
Mark Twain.

54 The Jericho Road.
55 Some Other Babies.

56 Story of a Honeymoon.
By C. H. Ross. Illustrated.

58 Hans Breitmann's Ballads

59 Other People's Children.
Sequel to " Helen's Babies."

60 Cent, percent. B.Jerrold.
61 That Husband of Mine.
62 Two Men of Sandy Bar.

By Bret Harte.
63 Grown-up Babies. Illust.

64 Other People. Ditto.

65 Folks in Danbury.
66 My Wife's Relations.

67 My Mother-in-Law.
68 Babbleton's Baby.
6g The Scripture Club of

Valley Rest. John Habberton.

70 That Girl or Mine.
71 Bessie's Six Lovers.

72 Mark Twain's Nightmare.
Illustrated.

73 Bret Harte's Hoodlum
Band, and other Stories.

74 Bret Harte's Deadwood
Mystery. Tales and Sketches by

F.C.BuRNAND and others. lUus.

trated by John Prootok, &c.

75 The Tradesmen's Club.
Illustrated by Matt. Stretch
and others.

76 Bret Harte's Stories of

the Sierras.

77 Mrs. Mayburn's Twins.
By Author of " Helen's Babies."

78 The Adventures of an
Amateur Tramp. Illustrated by

Matt. Stretch.

79 Transformations. By
Max Adeler. Illustrated by

Matt. Stretch. Boards.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.
New York: 10, Bond Street.
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